CHAPTER 2.0

For many that have known of its existence in the ages past, the planet Korriban was the home of a great native and magical society that flourished within the darkness of the Force. They were a primitive race, easily overlooked by the hustle of hyperspace travelers that didn’t gave the poor, out of the way world a seconds worth of thought. The world was so named by the native people, meaning ‘the Lavished Land’ in their ancient language. The magical people in question were called the E’sithropa, or soon afterward upon be discovered by the banished Dark Knights of the Jedi Order they were called the Sith. 

The Dark Knights of Cantaspher, the Knights banished for their wicked tongues, were the first to embrace the Dark Side of the Force; the very energy opposite of the ever-embraced Light Side that their brotherhood of origin, the Jedi Order, had used and governed their actions by. The Cantaspherians happened upon Korriban by chance, and with their arrival and the display of their dark powers the Sith society embraced them all as gods. The Dark Knights, without being persecuted by the Jedi Order or the Galactic Republic, were able to explore their dark selves without reprisal or reprimand, and in the process through Sith magic discovered far stronger Force powers that could be used by their very own hands. 

As the years stretched from decades to millennia, the Dark Knights and the Sith integrated themselves through marriage and reproduction, finding that such physical unions bore them offspring very strong in the Force. The process continued for ages, soon all were Sith.

During a time after the Sith rose to prominence and formed the Sith Order religion and proceeded to seek out revenge against those who had chased them away eons ago, the many Sith warriors, wizards, witches and the like began to let the very power they wanted to use to dictate their actions and fulfill their need to be greatest of all the Sith get to them. In a horrific clan war, magician Amu Caru was destroyed by his own magic when he was unable to complete a spell incantation fast enough as required to vaporize his greatest enemy Lord Darth Tudan. The energies erupted, taking Caru, Tudan, and thousands upon thousands of others in a death sweep. Ever since that day of death many a final outcome came from it, one of which was for many years Korriban being an almost dead, unable to grow anything world.

With a careful snip of her ancient gardener sheers, Nebula Ryder pruned to perfection a Fawni Genius variety black rose bush and mused to herself, “Now that is true beauty and maturity. The best plants that I have ever grown ever since I started my garden so long ago.” 

She let her hands stroke the petals to lively them and mused to herself again out loud, “My precious baby, how you have grown.” 

It meant a lot to her to say that, for the black rose hybrid’s name, originally from the Luna Mystery rose variety family, was used to name one of her daughters; in fact both her twin daughters were named after the two most beautiful of the hybrids. It normally grew in pots because the soil was so dead, but Nebula managed to make it work. 

She stood up, OOOHHHHHHHING when her elder bones did not agree with the way she held her self for so long. Time was always a cruel taskmaster, and more so to the ones that age; beating her it seemed with a very heavy club to the joints. 

Nebula welcomed the pain, though. It was worth it to her to come out here, during the time when the moon was at its peak of optimum efficiency of brightness, and do some much needed maintenance on the night blooming flowers; a rare flower to act in such a way. But that was when Korriban black roses where at their best, when the air was a little chilled, and the moon was high and full. The blooms were at their widest of opening, and their fragrance was wonderfully hypnotic. Such flowers were to arouse erotic curiosity within anyone that has seen them and Nebula has shipped some of those flowers off world in the past, during Darth Rune’s reign of control over the Sith Order.

Alas those days were gone, but Nebula did not care. These flowers were hers by birthright, and born from her through hard work and dedication on her part to improve through all the methods of horticulture on the original product. They were all she had now, along with everything else safely secured within the Misa Mountains, high above on Dark Ridge Point and separated in isolation from her Sith brethren. 

As a Sith Maiden, Nebula Nimh Ryder had done her part for the Order. And she had nothing in the way of love to show for it. The cause had killed her husband and it had killed her twin babies. They would have been in the long term such a beautiful family if the Va’der of the religion did not ruin such a perfect picture that might have been. The Va’der, or the vengeance beliefs that all Sith Lords and Masters cling to as their motivation to destroy the Jedi, all ways took precedent over all; remain secret and deceptive, kill without mercy, destroy intelligently, and above all put the Sith Order above everything else. 

Being a believer of the E’oqerst, or the dark peace precepts of the Sith religion that has been in existence long before the arrival of those Dark Jedi of Cantaspher, Nebula felt belittled and betrayed by the Va’der for far too long in her life and when Fawni’s twin sister Faradi died it was the last straw for her. Faradi had been consumed by the Va’der, by the power it offered to her all ready great strength in the Dark Side, and let her self be destroyed by the need be the greatest Sith Lord Mistress, not Sith Master for she made it clear to everyone that she was a woman and most definitely not the weakest half of the two genders in her opinion, of all the ages. To achieve such predominate success she eclipsed the two religious beliefs and brought them together, and forged them with the birth of her daughter. 

A little girl, her granddaughter, Nebula to this day as never been able to see much less hold in her arms. Darth Hades, Darth Rune’s apprentice, told her that her granddaughter’s name was Naressa Jaina, and he had lost her and lost his Mistress in the Force all by luck.

Nebula told him he lost nothing; when Faradi Nimh became Darth Rune, her daughter had unofficially died that day. It just took a lot longer for the corpse to stop moving and grow cold. And to her, Rune was nothing but a worthless title for a now worthless cause. Hence, Hades lost nothing and she lost everything. From that point on, she has been alone every since. 

There was that briefest of chances that Faradi was going to change. The glimmers of hope existed when they did speak to one another on occasion and they didn’t argue over Faradi’s life choices. Then Fawni died, and Faradi then had to make some choices in regards to the Order, for once taking an E’oqerst view on the problem. And then there were the letters; the letters Nebula had only opened just recently, so livid with Faradi’s life choices she never read them initially upon receiving them, were filled with the love and warmth she remembered that was her little girl, and actually could see the power of motherhood changing her for the better as the months rolled by. Sadly the last letter was dated the day before she died. It said at the end: 

To hell with it. My husband and my daughter are BOTH coming home with me. I love them too much. He will understand, I know him. I will throw everything I have worked for aside to make this family work. I know in my heart that this IS my destiny. You were right, Mother; creating life is much more enjoyable than taking a life.

It never happened. Faradi’s remains in the Sith Maiden resting grounds were all the proof one needed to know it to be true. The vessel so empty not even her daughter’s spirit existed among the others that continued to exist through the Force, making their home not far from Sarcophagus Rock. Waiting for a living Daughter of the Dark Side to come to them and talk with them and share in the splendor and awe that was the most naturally found in all beings: darkness.

Nebula looked at the moon and knew it was near midnight; this time of month the moon’s late rising time told her as much. She did not need the insights of the Dark Side to tell her such things, or used her inborn intelligence to determine it. After so many years of living here one can began to keep track of all the celestial objects down to where they were at the precise arc second in the sky by instinct alone.

But being a Sith Maiden gave her the intelligence and the will to figure out the many different aspects that were needed to exist in life separated from the others. One of which being how to survive without the once Sith Order provided food and supplies to sustain her life, kept her clothed, and ensured that the small cottage that was her home, the very place where her Sith Maiden ancestors themselves have lived before her and where she raised Fawni and Faradi and had hoped that one day one of them would had raised their children here, did not collapse on her while she slept one of these days.

All be it a lonely existence, it has been prosperous. She has brought life back that should not exist at all and has sustained it. It reminded her of her life. A life she felt, unfortunately, nearing the end of its far prolonged run. Everyday was more of a challenge; along with the aches and pains she slept far too long nowadays; it took her 12 hours of sleeping to equal the feeling of having 6 hours of sleep. And although strong in the Force it never compared to her peak. The current Sith Master, whoever he was, was stronger than her she felt, but in a fight, one she will avoid for sure, she held the edge in knowledge and there was devastating attacks in the Force that used very little of the Force. 

But there was another problem. 

A little varmint broke her trance as it proceeded to right in front of her eat some of her cabba vegetables. Nebula tapped the Force, made a flicking gesture to tell her mind that all she wanted to do was scare the critter with a Force ping…and nothing happened. “Curses.” When she was young it took no effort to do the most simplest of Force tricks. Now…she honestly had to focus as hard as a brainless Jedi apprentice named Obi-Wan. This was not a constant problem, but one that has become more and more a nuisance. Another sign that her time was coming to an end. 

Nebula decided to give up and said, “Why do I try? I have enough to feed a Sith army here. And when I die, for at least the rest of the season, it will not be my problem anymore.” Tiredness worked its way to her mind, and the Sith Maiden closed her eyes to collect herself. “It’s time for bed for yours truly.” She opened her yellow eyes and mused to the varmint with a chuckle, “Turn off the moon when you are done with it, will you?”

Nebula got changed for bed, always putting on her full-length heavy pajamas. She sat at her vanity mirror and with her brush proceeded to run it through her black hair, remembering again how it used to be a lovely dark brown in color to match her eyes. She had to chuckle about that; for if her hair now matched her eyes it would be bright, glowing yellow. Those yellow irises of hers reflected back at her along with a white as pure snow, nearly wrinkle-less face and she said with a sigh, “You are not as old as you look.” She looked at her still eloquent body; not what one would expect for someone even half her real age. “Oh yeah, you can still turn a head or two, old woman.” 

She stood up quick, and a loud cracking sound stopped her. Grimacing a little in pain and holding her back, she said, “But it’s all how you feel inside the counts, and right now I feel painfully old.”

She climbed into bed, covered herself up well because she got cold very quickly at her age, and laid there. Nebula didn’t want to cry to go to sleep, but every since Faradi died she would lie down on her bed and immediately feel both her daughters in bed with her; as a family they slept together in one large bed from infancy to maturity; they had no choice in the matter since they had a cottage that was essentially three rooms actually just one room just with doors to separate them: the living and feeding area, the bathroom, and the bedroom.

Nebula could feel the loving phantoms of her past begin to haunt her; Fawni taking residence on her right side and Faradi take the left side. The would snuggle up to her as close as possible, especially as children so she could read to him and not miss one word. And more often than not they would both embrace her and she could feel that. If it wasn’t the phantom specter of their little bodies it was them as babies drinking from her breasts at the same time, complete with the tingling and pulling of her nipples and hearing the sounds of suckling in her ears. Or it was Fawni staying with her after an altercation with Darth Rune. Or it was Faradi shortly after Fawni’s death, leaving the Darth Rune persona outside for one night so her own mother could tolerate her.

The results were all ways the same. In no time at all, Nebula began to cry herself to sleep. What hurt more about the emptiness was she never got to tell Fawni that she loved her one last time, or resolved anything with Faradi. Like any perfect Sith, she managed to have a smecked up life with very little effort.

CHAPTER 2.1

Nebula walked outside the cottage as a little girl once again, and looked all around at the black roses that covered the entire world. Things were so bright and she couldn’t understand why until she looked at herself. Looking around and seeing how new everything looked, she realized that she was dreaming. 

Sith Maidens don’t dream. She had to remind herself that fact. Dreams were actual messages from the Force, but they are sometimes not clear messages. That is essentially true to those who cannot use the Force. They may think it’s just a dream but it is not. It is an omen being betrayed to their subconscious through the Force as it relates to them or the world as they know it around them. It could be warning of a future event; a good example would be a man who, as a child, had a dream where he ate so much candy he got fat and exploded. On it’s face it would be passed off. But take in account where this fattening takes place. He’s eating candy, but not in a candy store but in a building filled with law clerks. The man one day walks into a courthouse and the courthouse is leveled by an explosion, killing him. He was given warning through the Force, but he never interpreted what he saw correctly, nor did he care.  

Nebula paid great attention to these dreams. She locked in every detail and after much more observation she noted one constant: everything was new. The cottage looked freshly built, the landspeeder hovering next to it was new, the flowers all over as far as her eyes could see suggested birth; a form of new. She took in her appearance again, and realized that she was about 10 years old; not too new but given her age it was newer than she was in real life. The only other thing that was a constant sign of possibility was the black roses. They were a brand new species that she has never even contemplated of producing based on leaf pattern and the very long, approximately 4 inches maximum, thorns. The black roses were Korriban based, but crossed with something so alien she did not know the other subspecies.

There was a new element she began to hear: a child humming. Nebula looked around until she came across someone sitting down behind the cottage plucking petals off a rose. In child like tone so alien to her because for years she has never heard herself sound like it, she asked, “Hey, who are you?”

The child stopped humming the Sithian lullaby and looked at Nebula. For a few moments Nebula took the little girl in front of her in. She had dark brown hair, dark brown eyes, and she had this peculiar smirk on her face. She looked Human, but the difference was the little ivory horns that came from the little girls skull and rolled first behind her and finally the tips ending toward her like a bantha. An alien for sure…and yet Nebula felt she knew her personally.

The alien girl said shyly, “Hi.” 

“What you doing,” asked Nebula.

“Playing with the flowers,” she said. “They remind me of my mother.”

Little Nebula sat down beside her and asked, “What’s your name? My name is Nebula.”

The little girl thought for a few moments, and then said, “I don’t know my name.” 

Nebula frowned a little and looked around again, but when she went to talk to the alien girl again, she was gone. She stood up and began to ask nicely, “Hello? Little girl? Where did you go?”

The dream world suddenly shook violently, as if an asteroid struck it. When Nebula recovered, she found herself as an adult again, but not at the point of ascension. She looked up in shock as the sky above turned murky and evil, and she could feel the Dark Side of the Force driving it all. The dream was fast becoming a nightmare.

The little alien girl’s scream was heard and Nebula ran as fast as she could towards the front of the cottage. She came to a complete stop in shock as she watched the little alien girl was now hovering some 10 meters off the ground, her arms and legs forced out away from her sides by invisible forces, and watched as the Dark Side of the Force was literally turning her into a bloody mess through melting and pummeling by invisible fist. The little girl cried and screamed all the while this took place.

Nebula couldn’t take it anymore. She screamed out in rage and anger, and again she transformed; she assumed her current physical appearance, but her innocent wardrobe gave way to her darkest, blackest Sithian religious study best; save for her white face and neck, all other skin was covered with silks, wools, and leather with various trinkets that can be used in hand to hand self defense. The ground around her blew apart by the release of energy that swarmed around her, yearning to be released but held fast ready to be used, causing her to float over the exposed crevice.  She threw up her hands and with the Force tried to bring the little girl down, shake her loose from this invisible prison that held her. She kept trying and trying, in this form Nebula knew she was in her peak form here. The Dark Side was her ally, little effort was needed to use it, and she had tons of reserves and knowledge.

But every time she gained a little victory, whatever held the little girl would gain an advantage. Nebula did not give up or falter, knowing that to be more effective it would require her to be closer. Without another thought, she used the Force to fly up towards the little girl, who looked so horrible it was beyond description. Blood continued to drip from her pours, and her flesh was beginning to just drip off her form, pudding on the ground far below her. The little one could only cry out in pain; it was the only language she knew now.

Then, she was taken away upon Nebula’s nearing approach. The Sith Maiden moved again, and the little girl was dragged higher into the sky. Nebula finally just cut loose and burned as fast as she could for the little girl, but no matter how much effort or how fast she went, she could not catch up with her target. She kept trying with all her heart it just wasn’t enough. 

All she could only watch helpless as the little alien girl finally screamed her last breath and become an organic mess over the Sith Monastery, her remains splattering on the landing tarmac below with exploding red sauce staining affect. Nebula could only watch, and scream in horror at her failure.

CHAPTER 2.2

Nebula woke up like a shot in her bed and thought she was having a heart attack the way it was thundering in her chest. It took her some time to slow her panicky breathing and in the process she tried to sort out the best she could what the hell that was all about. The nightmare was a very powerful vision; too powerful to be passed as nonsense. It was not something generated psychologically by her grief over her children or by the sadness she felt not having met her granddaughter. This was an omen in the Force, and a very serious one at that. It was related to her, and if she didn’t find out what it meant something very terrible was going to happen.

To get her to recall it better without too much Force intervention, Nebula strode outside to kind of retrace her steps to bring events back up to review. But after she took one step outside in the dawning day, she looked at her rose garden and shrieked in horror. The black roses were all closed as per usual when the sunlight hit them, but to her dismay Nebula watched them bleed Human blood from their closed maws.

Shaken by this, she strode up to the nearest vine system and with her hand let the pouring blood drip into her hand, and it was indeed Human blood; another omen in the Force, only this time it was happening in real life. In these cases only Sith Maidens see such omens; their bodies so attuned to the Force that such waking events are possible to witness. 

And the blood felt very familiar to her, like…the little alien girl? That did not make sense, at least at the moment it didn’t. But it means something. Nebula put her thoughts into overdrive and looked around for more clues. The bleeding closed black roses were it.

Then she watched all the black roses slowly stop bleeding, and turn white. The black faded out in splotches, and finally the black roses were all white roses.

Nebula realized what it was now. She looked at everything again, and then looked at the transformed roses, and the bleeding. What was missing?

It hit her and she gasped loudly. “The Monastery!” And it hit her again, thinking of its overall significants, and very slowly looked off towards the direction of the monastery and said in a worried, hushed whisper, “Oh no.” 

Quickly Nebula ran back into the cottage, faster than she should be going minus using the Force, ignoring the pain and internal damage from such drastic action. She came to a halt and flipped open the telecom system to send a message to the Sith Monastery. Upon opening it, however, the whole internal system shorted out from the power intake, black smoke emitting from its motherboard case. It occurred to her at that moment she hadn’t used the damn thing in nearly 50 years; a good enough reason why it shorted if there ever was one.

She had to think and think hard. “The speeder!”

Again she ran outside, turned to her left, and went around the cottage to find her land speeder hovering…on a boulder. Right at that moment of her arrival small birds flew from the triple fan engine assemblies. Upon further inspection she found a rusted out repulsorlift plate that was used to distribute the repulsor energy evenly hanging like string cheese from the bottom.

She hadn’t used the speeder longer than having not used the telecom. Both required parts to repair them, which she did not have. And even if she did it would take time. There was only one recourse she had left, and she really did not like it. Under the circumstances she had no alternative.

Walking back into the cottage and sitting cross-legged on her bed, Nebula closed her eyes and focused deeply as possible on the Force within her. The desperation of the moment, connected with the emotions of fear and sorrow, energized the Dark Side within her to levels she thought she would never reach again. They were nowhere near optimum, but she felt confident that the Sith Lords would hear her. Projecting mentally, she spoke aloud knowing the words would carry out through the telepathy. “Dark Lords of the Sith, my name is Nebula Nimh Ryder, a Maiden of the Sith. If you can feel my presence I need you to respond. It is an emergency of dire importance.”
Nothing.

Frustrated, and the anger giving her more power, she said, “Former apprentice of Lord Hades, respond to my call. You can hear me, I know you can.” 

Still nothing.

“For the love of Nefarious, someone speak to me!!!!! ANYONE!”

Absolutely nothing. She sensed faint whispers of thought, but those were undoubtedly either slaves or Sith Hands, and neither was reliable. But if there were no Sith Lords at the monastery, then who in the hell was minding the forsaken place?

Opening her eyes, Nebula sneered and said, “Very well, I guess it’s up to me to be the hero.” 

Keeping a firm on the Force for strength, and anything else to function at the high rate of speed she was going, Nebula stripped off her casual wear, went to the closet and pulled out an enviroment-proof bag. Breaking the seal, she opened it to reveal the Sithian garments inside. It was the basic essentials, nothing like her typical Sith Maiden affair but she was too old for those wears. Throwing them on, she then went to her jewelry box and pulled out trinkets and charms she felt she needed to give her spiritual strength, including her elongated finger rings that offered her physical protection in the event of a struggle. One other important item of interest she put on was the Sith Maiden eye that identified her rank in the Order; it was a gold metallic eye which feature opened eyelids above and below it. Adorned on the edges was the Sith language that showed her rank as a Mistress of the Dark Side. That way those who were at the monastery do not mistake her as a simple stranger or foe. Besides that she may need to take command of the Order; that last thing she wanted to do, but under the given circumstances currently it may become a reality. 

Inspecting herself, she mused, “It’s like you never left, my dear.”

Nebula grabbed a satchel and began to fill it with the essentials; water, food from her garden and venison jerky she had been aging in a smoker. She grabbed one more item of interest, and she felt it was needed upon her arrival at the monastery. It was the Sith E’oqerst comada, the very book that talks and preaches the wonders of the Sith religious system. She sat down and read the passage about the showing of strength, speaking mutely as she read over every word through black lips, expressed in a story about a little Sithian boy who had to defend himself from a unrelenting wolf pack for 10 years with nothing but rocks to protect him. The tale was, of course, far fetched but not it’s message; strength grows from necessity. The boy started with simple stones, and of course as he grew up he grew stronger, and in the end he was able to stop the attack by lifting a boulder and blocking the path between him and the wolves.

Nebula needed all the necessity strength she could get. Upon finishing, she meditated to build up her Force power as much as possible and examine all options. Flying, something she knew she could do when she was younger was out because to defy gravity meant defying the very law of the universe. Size may matter not as a Jedi may say, but energy to move it does. She did not have it, and so flying or levitating were not in the picture. She could afford more long range telepathy, but the more she uses it the more it taxed her reserves. She felt she needed those reserves when she arrived at the monastery, so telepathic silence was needed.

The only option that was feasible was walking. Packing the comada in the satchel and putting another E’oqerst charm along with it, Nebula walked out of her cottage, grabbed her walking pole, and proceeded due west for the Sith Monastery. At best guess it will take her, with resting and sleeping, two to three weeks to reach the last Holy Shrine of the Sith. She had time, she only needed to pace herself and not burn herself out. She needed all the power she could get from her life Force, and even then it might not prevent the terrible event that was going to unfold. 

Nebula could only hope and pray that between now and then, whoever the hell was in charge of the Sith Order, would soon return, hopefully before her arrival and in time to prevent a heart wrenching and potentially universe-ending tragedy.

