                THE FADING LIGHT: PROLOGUE ONE: ALONE IN THE DARK

                Two years after The Dark Hope, eight years before The Fading Light

He let his cool gray eyes gaze up her smooth, strong legs the very first thing when he awoke up form his slumber. Starting at the feet he had gladly massaged only hours earlier upon her asking, which eventually lead to him seducing her, and finally the end results of where he was now and the state of undress they were both in as they lay in her empresses-size bed. He admired the curve that formed her hips and bottom, and eventually led to her trim waist of perfection. From there, his eyes found the unique tattoo markings that appeared on her skin and decided that his gaze follow that up to reach and view her face. 

The tattoo was of a thorn covered and leaf filled vine, and it snaked up and curled around her midsection to emphasize the points that meant the most to her when it came to touching her skin during times of seduction. It ended at the form and vision of a black peddled rose that bloomed between her lovely bosom, which underneath he could sense her dark heart beating with every breath she took. Her arms wrapped around her loosely as she slept, and her chest raised just at the right time for him to enjoy the view of her sculpted form. He let himself focus upon her young, soft face, which brought him to place his lips upon hers lovingly. 

Her eyes opened about that time and his heart nearly exploded upon her dark brown gaze letting him now that she enjoyed his close company at this time. That waking her was not a violation of any kind. If anything, the boredom of sleep was something she looked ready to get away from as she began to touch him very sexually. He pulled away to allow her to breathe and he just stared at her. He couldn’t really say anything for he didn’t want to ruin the best thing that ever happened to him in his young adult life. To lose the last of his innocence in dark, passionate lust to such an erotic creature whose mere exterior existence was just as powerful as the Force that existed within her.

She spoke, and her words carried the weight of a pure bred leader who saw him as a true up and coming prospect and asked, “So, what are you going to do now?”

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Darth Sidious opened his eyes and fought to calm himself from the overpowering memory that had dominated his sleeping conscious. He shivered and shook from the Dark Side threatening to just expand from him as part of him wanted to look for that touch of soft skin from so long ago. He closed his eyes and focused inward, drawing on his will power to keep everything in check before he accidentally lets every Jedi on the planet Coruscant know who and what he was. Now was not the time for the last Dark Lord of the Sith to reveal himself to them. It would be too soon and worked against his ultimate goal of taking over the crumbling and decaying power only known as the Galactic Republic. 

After some tense moments of concentration, Sidious finally relaxed and felt his power find that spot in his mind where it could hide from passive Jedi probe searches and stay there. But to his disapproval, the memory of Naressa Rapier remained very heavily in his conscious, and thus guaranteed another sleepless night. Not that he would complain about thinking about such a powerful creature in the Dark Side if it were just an occasional thought in passing, or more importantly if they were together and he got through the lonely days and nights as the lowly Senator from Naboo just thinking about her in such a warm and inviting way. But he couldn’t think about her like that now, for such thoughts would alert her of who he really was and not just Senator Dace Palpatine, young politician and close family friend, who provided her with one glorious night of deep, dark ecstasy.

He was truly cursed with the burden of love.

Sidious wiped his forehead with the back of his hand in a useless attempt of eliminating the area of sweat. His entire body was damp from the power of the memory, and every time it resurfaced it just made him yearn for Naressa more and more. Feeling the effects of such climatic emotions in his strong body fading away, he got up and went to the bathroom to take a shower. Ever since these dreams have filled his senses and have gotten stronger and more frequent, Sidious has resorted to having to take a lot of showers. Being that the effects were physiological, he surmised that very cold showers was the key to mentally train such visions of pleasure away since using the Force to purge such memories wasn’t working. 

The problem was that since Naressa was a Dark Side entity, and he was devoted to the Dark Side, and their union was filled with Dark Side passion and thus produced an offspring born with the Dark Side, such a memory purge would require him to let go of the dark Force altogether, and eliminate those elements that continue to feed his instinctive desire to revisit that moment of pleasure to guarantee success.

All the above was not possible in regards to the Sith’s long term plans, and for his own personal reasons.

He turned the shower on, let it run for a good 5 minutes, and then stepped into the shower closet. The water burned him with icy water, and he let out an angry shout of displeasure. He could feel his body grow cold, but not necessarily the way he was use to. The spiritual cold that resides in all Sith Lords was far different than the freezing cold. Generally speaking, the Dark Side of the Force was cold because of emotions and affects generated by living creatures of all forms. Thus the coldness there was of the reflections of hate, the absorption of fear, and the enforcement of sadness. Here, in this shower, it was all about elements. The Human body’s tolerance to cold water, and all the while Sidious focused on the memory so whenever he thought about it, he also thought about the cold shower. It was basically self-torture to remind him that there reasons why he shouldn’t think that way and so this was the penalty. And besides he was the only Sith Master in the Sith Hierarchy and therefore no one could possible punish him.

Except…Naressa.

Sidious turned around and let the cold jets of two atoms of hydrogen and one atom of oxygen that was recycled over and over through different layers of filtration rake the pores of his back and cause his spine to literally force him to keep it from jumping out of his body due to shock. It felt like he was showering for a long time now, just as long it seemed as the last time he spoke to her, so long ago. It was shortly after his greatest victory in his young existence as a Sith Lord, with the near total destruction of the Vhiench Order on the Nubian colony planet Evramora, that he returned to Naboo as Dace Palpatine and immediately needed to see his Naressa, his Darth Rune, while she and their daughter Juna recovered from losing their home, grieving over the loss of her husband Bendian Rapier, and from the battle they fought along side the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch against Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet, the leaders of the Vhinech Order. He went to her, to see if she was all right. 

Naressa, however, was very quick to point out that her own well being was not important at that moment. She was more concerned with Juna, rightfully so since after all she was her mother, and Sarch, which puzzled him into a stupor. It didn’t seem right for Naressa to be around such a creature of light, and even more wrong with Juna being around him as well. But alas, Naressa did not fear the Jedi and could trust him without reservation.

He, that is Palpatine, on the other hand was a completely different story. She went on to explain that she ‘had a feeling’ that he was up to no good, and it obviously showed with just his straight forward concern for her and not for her daughter and for her new ally. She didn’t know what it was, but Naressa made it very clear to him she could no longer love him if he just viewed her and Juna as pawns in some elaborate scheme. It was time for him to come clean, or never mind being part of their lives personally. Juna, Naressa declared, was the only love in her life until then.

He had no choice; Palpatine left. If it wasn’t for her husband Bendian Rapier repenting his sins, Naressa would have never took the stance of grieving over the death of that lousy son of a bitch!

That thought just about made him tore the cold water knob out of the wall; Sidious finally realized that this shock therapy was only working at making him extremely angry than getting out of this habit of reliving Naressa’s touch. The whole situation just made him so agitated that it challenged his principle of being a very patient Sith. The lone survivor of the Sith Order some thousand years ago stressed to his apprentice, which in turn each master did to each apprentice after them, that the Sith would be patient and wait for the right opportunity to strike and strike with such encompassing force that Republic would fall apart complete and be controlled by the Sith and the Jedi would be completely wiped out.

To do so also meant they needed a weapon. A biological weapon, a weapon that uses the Force, and a weapon with Sith thoughts and beliefs.

Naressa was such a weapon. Juna was the final version of such a powerful, destructive weapon of Dark Side power. 

One problem; actually, several problems.

Sidious dried off and threw on his Sith Master robe, finally opting to stand outside his home’s balcony that overlooked the Coruscant late evening-early morning skyline and let the wind hit him to help in meditation. As he did, he once again viewed the problems that plagued him in regards to Naressa and Juna, his lover and his daughter respectively. The first was too obvious; he wasn’t married to Naressa, and to complicate matters more Juna did not know he was her real father. Naressa had used Sidious to get pregnant and force her lying and cheating and very rich husband Bendian to step down from the Senate after he had successful conducted a plot to put himself in the Supreme Chancellor’s chair to avoid a scandal involving her having another man’s baby. She did it because although she is a Sith Maiden, she did not want to have anything to do with her ‘extended family’. She could sense Darth Sidious’ involvement in her husband’s plot, and knew why the Sith helped Bendian, to get to her cleanly and quietly. If Bendian became Supreme Chancellor, Republic law clearly states that she would have to move to Coruscant for protection, which left her vulnerable for capture. 

And hence the other problem he faced: Naressa did not know he was a Sith Lord. She only saw him as Dace Palpatine, a nice, caring man that happened to be her one time living husband’s understudy, unable to sense who he really was. When Bendian stepped down, Palpatine was immediately put in the roll of Senator. All the while Naressa was unaware of his true self and his true power, and thus he was able to get away with that one night of sex that resulted with the birth of the most powerful being in the universe nine months later. Every time afterwards he went to Rapier Manor and Naressa was none the wiser.

That all changed the night she told him that she couldn’t love him anymore until he told her the truth. Now Sidious could bury his thought first, walk right into the Jedi Council chamber and not worry about being detected by them. Besides the obvious reason that Jedi used the light side of the Force and thus cannot see or feel the Dark Side because of their peace-filled minds unable to accept hate and fear like a dark mind does until it’s too late, the Jedi Code forbids them to do use the Force in such matters like a deep mind probe on an unsuspecting being; such actions were debatable with the Code, and often such tactics would be employed by a Sith and not a Jedi. So he could have the entire Jedi Order around him and they wouldn’t know that he was a Sith.

Naressa, on the other hand, is a Sith. And with her Dark Side power his wall couldn’t block her and she lived by the ethics of necessity; whatever needs to be done to guarantee her and Juna’s safety she would do it. Before the incident involving Juna being kidnapped by the Vhinech Order, her power was all ready great. As the weeks passed it grew as the more she gave into the power of the Dark Side. And when he saw her last on Naboo the night she told him off, her power was so noticeable that even with his power buried under layers of defense he could still feel it. Which meant that Naressa could have detected him very easily with just a simple increase of her focus. So although he left in a huff that night, he was also wise to do so. Naressa wanted nothing to do with the Sith period, all thanks to her father, who rescued Naressa when she was a newborn from her mother, the original Darth Rune. Yes, she used the Dark Side of the Force and yes she seemingly lived with her Sith heritage openly, but she doesn’t want Juna to be part of that. Naressa knew what Juna was to the Sith and what it meant to the galaxy if she was to allow her daughter to live and train as the Sith Maiden that she is. THE Sith Maiden, only known to all dark Force warriors as the Dark Hope of the Sith, the one who’s very birth marks the beginning of the Age of Darkness and the end of the Jedi Order.

That part of the dilemma he faced with Naressa forced him into a situation that was making him nervous every time he went home to Naboo, wondering if she could detect him now. If he reached out with the Force to completely measure her strength, she would immediately detect it and know who the source was. And so, his returns home were very brief, lasting one day and his excuse being that great minds never rest to those who wonder. If he had a choice he wouldn’t necessarily go back to Naboo until he figured a way around this stipulation that Naressa opposed to him as Palpatine, but he couldn’t. As Senator, he has to return home every time the Senate adjourns for long-term break and give Her Royal Highness Queen Angelleia a report on the State of the Republic, which he gives, stays for idle chit chat with her, and gets the hell out of there.

Sidious also had a personal problem with that as well, for Queen Angelleia is actually his daughter Juna, who was elected to the position shortly after his break up with Naressa. This was a problem because, in Naressa’s mind, Palpatine is supposed to not know that he fathered Juna. 

And…Sidious actually felt hurt by that. Honestly and at first, he never planned on Juna; that was Naressa’s plan after all and it did burn him that he was used as a sperm donor. However, he soon discovered that he was partly responsible for creating the Dark Hope, and he couldn’t acknowledge that in any way, shape, or form outside the convent of the Sith. It made him a bit sad, but extremely proud of himself that he could be part of the destruction of the Jedi in this way. 

After hearing of Juna’s birth, he wept and Darth Hades, his master, caught him. He knew why Lord Sidious was crying, and the Sith Master said it was all right and he had every right to cry. There was no shame in creating the ultimate weapon against their archenemies the Jedi and the Republic and crying joyfully over it. In fact, Juna’s birth meant Sidious was going to be the one who leads the Sith Order to victory over the Jedi. It is almost the Sith’s time, and the Dark Hope, his child, was the countdown clock ticking down to the end of light.

Since that day of birth and when he never thought of Naressa, he daydreamed about taking Juna and training her to be the most devastating Sith Warrior in the history of the universe. Just wanting that opportunity to show her how powerful the Dark Side was, and how she was a goddess compared to everyone else that could use the Force, light or Dark period. Including him. And those thoughts made his life as a Sith worth living day in and day out. Knowing that he was her father and that she was his daughter. A Daughter of the Dark Side.

The opportunities, unfortunately, did not pan out. And now Juna was a politician and was practically throwing away her power. Naressa planned it so that would happen, and of course add in her ultimatum and an outside observer could see his problems. And of course compounding his dark desires for power was the replaying memory of his moment with Naressa. It wasn’t bad at first, but over the months it began to play very frequently. 

Now, in the past several weeks, he has had the dream every night while asleep. No matter how many times he has it, he never grow tired of it in a sexual enjoyment sense and every little emotion, touch, or nuance was amplified with each passing replay. Like tonight, waking up and finding himself so wet with body fluid that one would thought he ran in a few marathons back to back on Tatooine was now the new norm for finding himself in such disarray from the memory.

“This has got to stop,” Sidious said to himself as he leaned tiredly against the railing of his patio. He could use the Force to refresh him and thus keep him from dozing off or looking tired from lack of sleep, but if he did that it would lead to overuse and the Jedi will discover him quickly, and also the Force was limited in individuals based on mental conditioning and if his mind didn’t rest, the Force didn’t function properly. 

In a very dark, ingenious and inadvertent way, Naressa was beating up Sidious badly with all she has done to the point to where he thought another week of this and he was going to actually die caused by a lack of sleep. 

Which, he had to say in praise, “You are my equal in evil, my Rune.”  

So, what are you going to do now?

Sidious heard her again in his mind, and let his head slump down. He repeated the answer he gave her on that night of their mating union, “What do you want me to do?”

When you are ready to reveal yourself and admit that Juna is more than just a pawn in whatever scheme you are thinking of, then I shall try to love you again.

He heard those words, spoken by Naressa the night she told him off, and cringed just thinking about admitting the truth to her. He rubbed his face and eyes with his hands and sighed, feeling that admitting who he really is would not go well at all with her. And yet, he did get the sense that Naressa did not want him to just go away like he had, wanting someone that night to hold her and comfort her in her time of loss but to do so without ambitions and promises, which he failed because he was filled with such thoughts. How would she react to him admitting that he is a Sith Lord? Would she accept him or destroy him? And if she did accept him, would she include Juna into their fold and together show the young girl her Dark Side heritage? 

But how does he approach her? When is the right time to do it? Nothing in his Sith training covered emotional acceptance and appearance. 

My family is of need of unity, so much so that my individual desires, and the desires of others, need not be explored.
That was it! Sidious about punched himself from not thinking it before. After all this time he has let one problem supercede another and plagued his conscious when in fact all of his problems were related to the point of being the same. Yes his approach was all wrong in the past, and now he could clearly see what he must do. It wasn’t about Naressa, and it wasn’t about Juna, but it was all about Naressa AND Juna. Two creatures he cared about for both emotional and tactical reasons, and therefore has kept separate whenever he thought about them. That was wrong! Totally and utterly wrong!

Sidious ran back inside and began to pack some belongings, which included his Sith uniform and lightsaber. He wasn’t going to wait any longer. He was going to see Naressa on Naboo.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The four-day trip to Naboo for Senator Dace Palpatine was filled with increasingly more potent feeling dreams with each passing nearly sleepless moment in hyperspace. Meditating helped deviate the exhaustion, but he could feel his mind beginning to reach a point of uselessness in regards to the Force. He was basically running on will power alone now, and wondered greatly as he emerged from light speed that if he could land his private shuttle at the Space Port in Theed, Naboo’s capital and only major city. He could have asked Naressa if he could land at Rapier Manor since it did have its own private hanger of ships and available docking bay space. However, Palpatine wanted to test her, to see if she detected his presence at all by showing up at her home unannounced and gage her reaction. Would it be of fake surprise or real surprise? Or would she just come out and tell him that she knew he was here and to speak in such a way to suggest that she was not speaking metaphorically?

Or was his mind all ready fractured to make him think of these stupid questions and have this feeling of paranoia? 

Palpatine quickly put that aside as he landed. He sent word days in advance and had one of his assistance leave his personal land speeder parked in his private hanger in Theed Spaceport. Once he secured his belongs, he climbed in and made the long drive north to the providence of Iossessa, where Naressa Rapier lived quietly and protectively within the humongous confines of Rapier Manor, the only structure other than the Palace of Theed that could been seen from a high orbit around Naboo. 

Once fishermen, the Rapier Clan grew into prominence when one of their own males became King of Naboo some five hundred years ago and with his newfound wealth had Rapier Manor built. It was around that time that the rest of the family moved from the fishing industry to the technology industry, and created one of the most profitable businesses in Republic history. With Bendian Rapier’s death, Naressa inherited Rapier Technologies and it’s 16 billion credit annual earnings, in which she saw a quarter of that go to herself until she split her share into two equal parts in which she gave Juna the other half. To say Naressa was hurting in the financial end of things would be an absolute, bull faced lie. Her wealth, as well as her intelligence and beauty, was beyond anyone else.

Not bad for someone who was once a librarian and keeps out of sight all the time. Now she was rich…and keeps out of sight all the time. Palpatine knew that there was a proverbial list out there with names on it of beings that want to meet Naressa, and that list stretched from Naboo to Coruscant and back to Naboo again. However it was her way of doing things and doing business, and her way of living within a protective comfort zone; better known as a Sith-free comfort zone in Palpatine’s opinion. She was constantly cautious and alert for that one possible threat of the Sith trying to contact her, or worse try and abduct her and seduce her into their fold, then have her bring Juna in the Sith Order.

Upon reaching the large iron gates, the Sith Lord had to keep from laughing at that point. Maybe he was wrong, but there was no way in hell any Sith could take on a Sith Maiden, so why in the hell would she even think that? Maybe he could take her on in a fight, but that was not even in his cards. He has a plan, and it calls for Naressa to be alive. 

After passing through the gates, the Senator was greeted at the front door by a horde of house staff. After the destruction of Evramora, many of the colonist that had live there now had no home, and thus had to start all over again with many of them remaining on Naboo. Out of the kindness of her heart, then Princess Angelleia invited some of them to live in Rapier Manor upon its reconstruction; given it’s super massive size, all the survivors could have had a room and call it a large apartment. Many of them ended up with other lines of work, while Naressa went ahead and hired some of them to work at the new Rapier Technologies plant built in the providence, and others were hired to replace the staff that didn’t survive the carnage that occurred here between Naressa and the Jedi battling Pern and Prophet.

Palpatine grabbed his personal bag and was escorted into the house. After a while as he was told to wait at the front door after telling the staff who he was, Naressa suddenly appeared down the long hallway just to his right. He couldn’t take her eyes off her and could only smile. She was always stunning and today was no exception. She wore a very gentle flowing green dress with a dark green trim along the sides. Always the lady, her dress styles never really revealed anything when she was in a casual mode of thinking, but the slight tightness of the dress around her breast and waist betrayed her sexuality. At 40 years of age, the woman still looked to be 20 in both body and face without a sign of blemish, wrinkle, or gray, her exposed skin was a lovely shade of tan. Her hair was nearly black, shoulder blade-length and providing an alluring backdrop to compliment her exotic face that demanded that no makeup cover it.

As she grew closer, a warm smile grew from her face and it was accompanied by a hug upon her arrival at his position. That greeting…surprised him for there wasn’t a trace of their last meeting anywhere on her face, in her body, or more importantly in her very dark brown eyes.

“Dace, my word it has been a while,” said Naressa. Her voice was always full of perfect tone and proper speaking. She always knew the right words to use. “I was thinking about you lately, wondering if you just forgot me all together.” 

“Well rest assure, Naressa, I haven’t forgotten you,” he said cheerfully. She pulled back to look at him. “I’ve…just been busy.”

Naressa stared at him in worried contemplation. She said, “I wasn’t sure, but now being this close I can see that you are a mess. Are you all right?”

Palpatine cleared his throat and said, “I’ve had a lot on my mind lately.” He paused a little before continuing. “I was wondering…could I…stay here for a little while?” He let his hand touch her face. “I would enjoy your company very much. That is unless I am imposing.”

She smiled and said, “I can accommodate you with no problem, Dace. You are a good friend after all. You would do the same for me.” Naressa held out her arm in a way a gentleman would do for a lady to escort her and smirked jokingly; she was just trying to cheer him up and meant no offense against his manhood by doing it. She always had this need in spite her darkness to have people she liked comfortable around her, light hearted humor playing a big part of it. Like him in Senator mode but unlike him not an act on her part, Naressa made great efforts to be friendly and gentle. In turn such thoughts and feelings were passed down to Juna with the addition of love, compassion, and understanding. There was no reason for her to change now that Juna was gone, he mused, and was actually glad for that. It may play a big part in keeping her from doing something rash is all goes according to plan.

And so he chuckled and took her arm.

Naressa smiled and she told her staff, “Please go get Senator Palpatine’s belongings from his speeder. Meet us at my living wing.” She began to escort him back down the exact hall from where she came from. “I’ll make sure you will have a room next to mine.”

“That will be fine,” he said. Deep down, however, part of him didn’t like that arrangement. He needed her, and that meant he needed to be in her room. However, in order for his plan to succeed, he needed to restrain himself from expressing his desires. For now.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

After securing his things, Dace and Naressa spent the rest of the day walking around the reconstructed mansion and talked about many things, which Naressa made it clear with her questions that she wanted the discussions to be about him. He went into details about his recent re-election to the Senate, which he supposedly didn’t have a chance to win due to his endorsement about two years ago towards the Republic launching a full-scale war against the Vhinech Order and the now defunct worlds of the Mersauder Conglomerate; the addition of his name to the bill, along with his vote, put Naboo in the position of heading the war as the primary force. Unable to supply a massive military of any type forced him to make a deal with the Trade Federation so they would act on behalf of Naboo in the war for considerations, in which former leader Queen Landana did not approve of. 

His opponent in the election, Pirus Krendel, who was Bendian’s old adversary in the past elections, thumped that line of thought into everyone. The draw back for Krendel was the fact that he was backed by the fishermen lobby, and the last few decades ‘big fishermen’ have been raising prices on their catches and have caused conflicts with individuals trying to just catch aquatic life to eat and not make money. But this time Krendel had a point; the people of Naboo were not starters of war. Therefore, their leadership should reflect that.

With one day remaining before the election, Krendel made a very terrible mistake. He went off in a public forum about how inept Dace Palpatine was, and since he was the late Bendian Rapier’s lap dog, everyone could guess whom Palpatine learned his ineptness from. 

One hour later, Queen Angelleia emerged into the Senate election by holding a press conference from her Royal Office. The once neutral leader, who did not say anything about the election or the candidates before, came out and endorsed Dace for re-election. No reason. Just that she endorsed him and not Krendel. But the compassion in her voice and the glint of admiration in her eyes suggested that she very passionate about her decision, and to everyone it was obvious that, officially, she held nothing against Krendel. 

Of course Dace and Naressa and a few others knew better; calling Juna’s dead father inept after she had watched him die in trying to protect her was by far the most stupid thing for Krendel to do, him knowing full well that Juna is Angelleia and Bendian’s daughter. Juna nearly broke down when she heard what Krendel said, collected herself and almost broke down again when she came out to give her endorsement speech, which her eyes shined with tears ready to rain down her face, which afterwards upon reentering the Palace and away from everyone she did start crying again.

She reacted with the only revenge her gentle, loving conscious could do. However Naressa reminded Dace as she told the story, bringing up the fact that Juna has a Corellian heritage, “When it comes to someone doing harm to a Corellian’s family, that Corellian never forgets and that Corellian never, ever forgives.” 

Krendel lost by 10 points after having an 15 point edge in opinion polls before Angelleia’s announcement. Not helping his own cause by staying quiet, Angelleia revoked his Palace and lobbyist privileges after he tried to apologize to her. To top off his loss, Naressa told Dace that she is suing him for libel, defamation of character, and emotional pain and suffering since she is the widow of the late Senator. Dace could only laugh when Naressa told him that she was going to keep Krendel in court for a very, very, very, very, very long time, which he told her thank you because he didn’t want to face Krendel again and with the lawsuit being dragged out and the loss of political privileges there was no way he could possible fund or gain momentum for another election bid.

They talked a little more about him, and by the time they had dinner, Dace was able to bring the focus of the conversation back towards Naressa. They ate in the Small Dinning Room; which was still large compared to large dinning halls found in other mansions. They sat close, but not too close, together around a large, very polished wood table that was filled with enough food to help confuse someone more about there dinner choices for the evening than life’s little problems. They fixed their plates, uncorked a good bottle of wine and began to enjoy the meal. Between bites of roasted fowl in yam sauce, he asked her, “How have you been, Naressa? Everything shouldn’t be about me today, you know.” She gave him a look of amusement. “You know, how is that someone like you can be all alone?”

“I wouldn’t say I’m all alone, Dace,” she said before sipping some white wine. “I have all these people here. I have some more restoring to plan for the house. And I have the library when I am bored.” Naressa smiled briefly before taking a bite of food, giving away her feelings about him being here, which was she needed him. Only her demands for the truth from him kept her from admitting the truth about her loneliness.

“I wouldn’t call the help company to keep,” said Dace finally, calling her bluff. “And redoing the house and reading books isn’t what I would call doing something…I don’t know…keeping company.” Ugh, that last line totally sucked and Naressa let him know it with a raised eyebrow. Part of the reason for his misuse of words was his tired mind. The other part was his growing impatience within him to get the bulk of the plan over with. To prevent it, he said, “I’m…worried about you being alone, Naressa.”

Her eyes formed into slits with that. She looked down for a moment and said, “I have this feeling…that you have been thinking about me lately.” 

Dace felt just a little chill touch his mind, and quickly he made sure his power was completely dormant. The action brought her to probe him a little more until he purposely shivered. Dace felt her withdrew, and her cheeks grew a little red in embarrassment. If there was one thing that kept Naressa from using her full power on him it was that she still cared about him. Still sees him as a non-threat and therefore keeps herself in line with her power. 

To cover the shame she felt, Naressa gave him that lopsided grin of hers and said, “Don’t you worry about me, Dace. I’ve been alone for most of my life.”

What did she mean by that, he thought. Based on her little body reaction, it seemed that was a slip of some sort. Something she wouldn’t necessarily say or agree with, but yet it just spontaneously came out. He kept his focus, making very sure he didn’t jump on that opportunity based on the assumption of that she said that in reference of her needing him and said, “I can’t imagine that you are not affected by certain…things that were part of your everyday life not too long ago. No one to talk in confidence to, like Juna, for example…” He let his thought tail off.

“That maybe so, but it is not anything to worry over, believe me.” Naressa smiled a little and pulled herself away from the table, standing up as if she was going to leave. At least Dace had hoped that wasn’t the case, especially if he said the wrong thing. She instead came around to him and said, “I want to show you something.”

“Sure.” He said curiously, Dace wiped his mouth with his napkin and followed along side Naressa as they left the room and proceeded towards the middle of the mansion. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

They entered what was the very center of the Rapier Manor universe, which was in fact the very center of the massive structure. The area known as the Walls of Vision, a place where all the ‘successful’ Rapiers in the clan’s history were immortalized in painted picture, sculpture, or both. Dace knew it was one of the first places within the house to be reconditioned and therefore it looked just as beautiful, as well as egotistical, as ever. He noted on addition to the large, roomy section and that was the large statue of Bendian Rapier in the middle of the room, standing tall in his Republic Senator grab and staring towards the front door of the house, where from the statue’s location one could follow the gaze down the long hallway and barely make out those doors. All around the statue were black roses, which Dace looked up and noted that the entire ceiling above now was made of glass so sunlight shined down to give the plants life. 

Naressa planted a kiss in her hand, and then placed the hand on the statue and said, “Evening, my Love.” 
Part of Dace Palpatine wanted to vent unholy Hell on that statue when Naressa did that. The whole memorial to him was wrong and every wrong was there. Bendian wearing the robes of a Senator, and the black roses around it. Bendian had always saw Naressa as a black rose, which was a flower that did not exist naturally on Naboo, which in her case it was metaphorically true since she is originally from Corellia. The man actually courted her with such dark flowers, and their union was all sealed with the tattoo of a black rose on Naressa’s body. Metaphorically speaking, the roses representing Naressa’s love surrounding the man in spirit. And to have her express such love to a man she herself had once hated with murder in mind… 

“Dace?” He turned around and remembered where he was, what he had to do, and whom he was with, calming down very quickly. Naressa craned her head at him and said, “You seem tense.”

“I am a little,” he said with a bit of a chuckle. “Tired mostly.” 

“Let me show you this one thing, and we’ll call it an evening,” she said, taking his arm into her hands and guiding him towards the large wall that was darkened by the lack of lighting. Once they both got within 50 feet of it, the other lighting behind them was turned off by the combination of computers and sensors, apparently sensing the whereabouts of beings in association with where they were and providing the proper illumination, and lighting around them came on, showing the wall…Dace could only look on in awe. 

It was a portrait like no other in both grandeur and spectacle. It was several stories high and many more wide and it was of worthy of the royal figure that graced its surface. Before them in painted, silent greatness was the image of Juna Rapier as Queen Angelleia, standing tall and looking absolutely beautiful. Her face was covered with the traditional Royal makeup, and she wore a brilliant dress that seemed to be made out a sunset; it started with light gold near the top and as it flowed down her body, along with the dress sleeves covering her arms to her wrist, the color grew darker in tint until it was a rich, golden brown at the ends. Her hair was done up, but knowing Juna like Dace did the rest of the unseen long hair she enjoyed was tucked away behind her head when she modeled for the image. Upon her head was a reef of white flowers, and behind her head, growing and expanding outward as part of the dress, was best describe as being a white sail that was perfectly round, cut in half so it didn’t disappear behind her shoulders. If anything it resembled the sun, and thus add a powerful metaphor to the color and design of the dress, as if she was resonating a spiritual brilliance of light.

Naressa walked up to the wall, leaving Dace’s side, and got as close as she could without craning her neck too much and said, “As you can see, I am never without my Gessa. And therefore, I am never alone.”

“My…God,” he managed to say. There was this great dark pride that just threatened to overtake his common sense and quickly he fought it down. This was actually very Sithian of Naressa to do with this image of her royal daughter seemingly lasting and expanding forever, to dominate the house and the lands around it. This was far more fantastic than the monuments to Exar Kun on Yavin Four or the ugly, incomplete statue of Xim the Despot that covered a continent on Circarpous V. Of course since it was his daughter that may have added more bias to his opinion, but that didn’t mean it lost any significants. If anything it did what Naressa set out to do, and that was to have this enormous painting be the dominant spirit that haunted this house. “It’s…she is beautiful.”

Naressa stared back at him and said, “I’m glad you like it. I envisioned her as nothing less than this.” She turned back towards the painting and hugged herself proudly. “My Gessa. My Light that guides me through my darkness. Guides me through the lonely times. Shines to get me through the day.” There was a hint of secret guilt in her voice. “And now I share her with the rest of the universe.”

Dace heard that, and noted why she was feeling guilty. After all, the real father of her ‘Gessa’, which the word translates to ‘Light’ from Old Corellian, was standing right behind him and supposedly unaware of that fact. And Naressa felt that she let the universe see her daughter before, in a strong family ties sense, letting her true father see her and be her father. If there wasn’t a better time to put his plan into motion, there wasn’t going to be another time.

He walked up to her and said, “Naressa, I have to tell you something. It’s why I am here really.” She turned to look at him, which kind of made him wince a little. “I…need unity…in my life. Family unity. The kind you mentioned only two years ago at the Palace.” She nodded to indicate remembrance. “I’ve dreamed about you, every night now for the last month or so and…I thought to myself that…you were right then, I just didn’t get it at the time.” Dace looked at her and just felt totally uncomfortable. He actually grabbed his arms and rubbed them, letting out nervous laughter. “This…is harder than I thought.”

Naressa reached out and held him to her side. She said with a little smile, “Hey…it’s okay, you can tell me.” She smirked. “There is nothing to fear from me.”

Finally he let out a long sigh and looked at the painting of Queen Angelleia. Those large dark brown eyes just stared at him and dared him to say what was on his mind right in front of Naressa and the painting. But he just couldn’t do it like this. There had to be an easier way.

There was. He remembered his the things in the personal travel bag in his room. All part of the plan. Dace said, “I can’t do it here. I…would rather…do it somewhere a little more private. I don’t know why, but it just has to be.”

Naressa nodded in understanding with a slight anticipative look in her eyes. She said, “If it makes you feel better, we can go to my room. No one will disturb us there.”

She began to escort him to her room when he stopped and said, “Can you…meet me there. I…have to do something. To help me explain things.”

“Absolutely.” Naressa squeezed his hand a little. She probably figures that he needed to get a little tipsy before talking, which was fine by her by the body language she expressed. “I want you to be able to tell me whatever is on your mind. And I hope…it is what I want to hear.”

“I think it will be. You…you deserve to hear what I have to say and show you.”

“Then I shall go.” She got close to him and said, “But don’t keep me waiting.” With a turn, Naressa left him behind, and Dace could feel himself being tortured by this. He watched as she vanished around a corner and he closed his eyes.

Looking up at the painting, Dace said, “I hope this will eventually bring you and I together, Juna. I have so much to show you.” He held in a breath and upon releasing it he went towards his room.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Naressa Rapier sat down on a long, antique sofa that faced the fireplace in her personal quarters in the house and focused on the fresh stack of wood laying inside of it. With a little exhale, the wood erupted in a blazing fire with metal melting intensity, and so she spent the next few moments settling it down with the Force. The Dark Side overreacts to her commands sometimes, and thus the end result; the response was tailored based on the combination of her sensitivity to the Force, her overwhelming knowledge of it, and the emotional state that she was currently in. The last one playing big in this fire, for her passions and curiosity have now been, liked the fire burning out of control, stirred and stoked. The flames began to mellow down to a normal burning, but deep inside as she pulled back her power from it Naressa still felt a true sense of titillation arouse her. Dace was going to tell her something, and she feels it might be that he is willing to tell her that he knows Juna is actually his daughter. Being the mother that she was, nothing more could make her feel joy, as well as relief, if that was Dace’s plan tonight.

Shortly after their falling out and with time by herself, Naressa began to ponder many things, and the one thing that came back and stare her down was the family unity argument she threw in Dace’s face. At the time and given the circumstances she was absolutely right because Juna at the time was getting over the fact that the man she thought was her father was tore apart before her very young eyes by the obsessive beast that wanted Juna, Magus Prophet. Dace’s whole attitude at the time was all about Naressa and not about Naressa, Juna, the late Bendian, and the females’ hero Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. 

That offended Naressa to no end. In her opinion of him at the time, she viewed the Senator as a lucky runner up in a jackass competition, and then finding out that the first place contestant had to forfeit his standing because he wasn’t worthy, and thus go right up this his prize, Naressa, and figuratively, not actually, say to her, “No ones in the janitor’s closet. Lets go in there and play.” She had no alternative but to figuratively hose him down with the cold water of truth and send him on his way.

As time passed, and Dace stayed away, Naressa reviewed it and although she still thinks she was right, ultimately she felt that she took an all ready wrong moral crime against a decent man and made it far worse. After all, she has lied to him for the last 10 years all ready, keeping the fact that Juna was their creation and not hers and Bendian’s, so it was unfair to judge him unworthy of her affection in such a matter. If there was a bad guy in this whole situation it was she, and Dace Palpatine was the latest victim of a grand Sithian plot.

She reminded herself that if that were all true, than Juna was nothing more than a plot. That is not true for Naressa loves Juna like no other being she has ever loved before. Even though Naressa was born from a womb of, and inherited, great darkness. 

Having been born a Sith Maiden, Naressa Jaina Solo was the end result of her father Jacen Solo and her mother Faradi Nimh, a descendant of the rogue Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh, who left the Jedi Order and became Darth Nefarious. Naressa’s father had no clue until it was too late that his beloved wife was not only a Sith Maiden herself, but also the Sith Mistress Darth Rune, for he was ignorant in those regards and the Sith were all supposedly been dead for centuries. 

With unbelievable luck, Jacen managed to destroy Naressa’s mother, and with baby Naressa in his arms fled to Naboo, vowing that he would change his borderline unethical ways and thanks to Faradi’s own words he promised never to let his daughter complete the Dark Side cycle by not following in her mother’s black footsteps. He taught her well, always on her not to listen to the dark whispers that were the Force, speaking to her about power and her purpose to bring forth the Dark Hope from her body. Even on his deathbed, he begged her to live within gentle reasoning, in peace, and lastly not to bare a child, a small price to pay to save a universe much larger than just one girl.

Naressa couldn’t promise all that. 

Not that she didn’t make the effort to try, for she applied and got the job at the Royal Nubian Library as Headmistress and night librarian to support herself and, in hind sight, avoid prolonged exposure to the public. She didn’t count on being so beautiful and alluring that every man on Naboo practically drooled over her, practically filling the entire library during what was suppose to be dead time. And suddenly it happened; a bumbling idiot of a man with the reputation of being a certified bedrider specialist just happened to find her heart, and his name was Bendian Rapier. 

She initially tried to intimidate him, and when that didn’t work she did terrible things to him in order to get rid of him short of murder and it just made him want her more and more. That, to her after a while, was a strong quality in a man. And at first she felt that he was indeed seeing all those woman before her because he was looking for the right one. And after he first saw her he didn’t look or sleep with another woman as he courted her. She had a hint on how great of a man he could be when he told her that she was a black rose to him, and that opinion was expressed from the heart. Such a heart would make a good husband and a wonderful father. And also having a share in his money would go big in protecting her from the Sith.

But as the marriage continued on, Bendian began to stray as his need for power in the Senate grew, and Naressa surmised as much as a possibility. There were a couple of tries at having children, but nothing took hold. It seemed as if the Force did not want them to have children, and really Bendian at the time didn’t care for children at all. She still clung on to the hope that she could have a child with him, and maybe it would change his wild behavior. Maybe even make him that great man she had surmised before their marriage.

And then, Naressa could feel it on her husband. The presence of her brethren, the Sith. Bendian at some point while on Coruscant and unbeknown to him had been in contact with Darth Hades, the Sith Lord who took over the Sith leadership after her mother’s death. The women he thought were bedrider prostitutes were actually Sith’s Hands, agents sworn to obey the will of the Sith. Their minute Force abilities were able to reinforce his plans on taking control of the Supreme Chancellor’s seat in the Senate, in which the Sith would most definitely take their Sith Maiden Naressa off Bendian’s hands. She loved Bendian, but this betrayal was going to cost her the freedom to stay away from the darkness that all ways threatened to dominate her.

So, Naressa saw something that would solve all her problems.

Someone.

Dace Palpatine arrived at Rapier Manor after Naressa had called him and told him that she knew Bendian was sleeping behind her back. He came to her and admitted that he knew about it and was greatly sorry that he didn’t tell her about it before. She didn’t fault him, for he was Bendian’s friend. Dace took the initiative and said that if he was her husband, he would love her every day and every night, and if she wanted dozens of children than that was what he would give her.

Needless to say, Naressa just knew Dace was going to say that. And that night was the greatest night in her life. Everything about Dace was right, and at the end of their long night of lust she was crying. She didn’t know why at first, but the very next day she could sense a change in her body chemistry, and that was when she knew she was pregnant. 

Coinciding with Bendian’s return home one month later, she saw the opportunity to make Bendian an honest man and cut the Sith’s plans short. All the while, though, she kept thinking about Dace and what she did, and that has torn her up for quite some time. The only reason why she couldn’t acknowledge the gift he gave her was that at the time she had all the leverage to keep Bendian at bay and if he, and the Sith, had found out that he was the father it could have meant Dace’s life. And so, all the while Juna grew up in her loving arms, Naressa had to deal with a less than enthusiastic husband and a lover she could not admit the truth to.

The situation got even more complex when Juna was kidnapped and rapped mentally by the Vhinech Order’s Jedi leader, Jurivicious Pern. Bendian, trying to gain some control back in his life and trying to get into Naressa’s good graces, lied to Juna and sent her to the world of Vhanba as Naboo’s delegate to negotiate the release of Republic hostages. Throwing her Gessa to the wolves caused Naressa to snap, breaking past that self imposed boundary she placed in front of her to prevent her from falling deep into the Dark Side of the Force. With her motherly worry and dark hatred, in time she made everyone’s life miserable with Bendian on top of the list at first, and then Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch after he had brought Juna home because she felt threatened by him. In the long run, her dark gaze looked upon her own daughter, and the thoughts that her father warned about filled her mind. It appeared that she was going to fulfill her destiny until Bendian admitted his wrongs.

And Naressa found herself completely in love with him, more so than in any other time. He went and sacrificed himself for the family, admitting his deception, and that meant more to her than Dace at the time. But then Pern and Prophet came, and although she made Pern a permanent example of someone stupid enough to face a pissed off Sith Maiden, she was momentarily subdued, and Magus Prophet slaughtered Bendian right in front of Juna. With his repent of sin towards her and Juna, and adding the fact that she couldn’t prevent that horror that is now forever etched in Juna’s mind, Naressa could never forgive herself. She reviewed her entire marriage as nothing more than violation of Bendian, and has since made it a point to remember him. Even when she was angry with him she still loved him, and after his passing she just couldn’t tell Dace that Juna was his daughter, and then the both of them eventually telling Juna the man she thought was her father wasn’t, and that would devastate her. And so, the secret was never revealed.

Tonight, she felt that was about to change. Maybe Dace did figure it out; after all, officially, she had Juna prematurely 8 months into the pregnancy by Bendian Rapier. Unofficially, and truthfully, she had Juna right on time and that could only mean that Dace was the father. And given Juna’s personality quirks one could hardly understand how she could be the daughter of Bendian Rapier, a man notorious for his rude remarks and stances on issues. It was a safe assumption that whatever Dace told her tonight then, it was in regards to Juna being his daughter, and he wanting to be part of her life more than on a professional bases. Which Naressa was glad if that were true; she has wanted to tell Dace the truth since Bendian’s death and because he stayed away she couldn’t because of guilt. She had been hoping and praying for the past month for him to return, and now that he was here, the truth from both sides could be told, and from there they will have to discuss how to proceed with the rest of their lives.

There was a knock on her door, and Naressa said, “Yes.”

“It’s Dace,” he said on the other side, very nervously. “Can I come in? And…could you please close your eyes?”


Naressa frowned a little, and then asked with some annoyance, “You are not coming in naked to surprise me, are you?”

She could feel him think and panic a little. He said, “I’m not naked, Naressa. But…what I have to tell you…is a little visual and I think it would be better this way. I mean, literally, I feel like I’m naked and that’s why I need you to close your eyes. Please?”

Naressa felt a little devilish and contemplated on using the Force to see when she closed her eyes. But she balked at the idea, closed her eyes, and said, “Very well. My eyes are closed. Proceed.” She heard the door open, and her heart raced a little like a school child on a swing. If Dace’s tone wasn’t so dire and serious, Naressa would have admitted to him how turned on she was by all this secrecy. However, as she heard him silently guide his way towards her, she swallowed down the notion and folded her hands on her lap. She smiled at him once she felt instinctively that he was in front of her to give him reassurance. 

“You may open your eyes now,” said Dace. His voice suddenly had strength in it, and an edge to it as his Nubian accent made his words sound a little cruel. Maybe he was a little mad at her and that was why he sounded that way.

Naressa opened her eyes, gazed up…and leapt to her feet like a shot and back peddled until she made contact with the shelf hanging over the fireplace, letting out a startled sound before clamping her own mouth shut with her right hand. Her left arm wrapped around her stomach as it began to turn in utter revulsion. The shock in her eyes matched the paling of her tan skin, and the fear just boiled over and flooded the room with that emotion.

Normally, Darth Sidious would enjoy such a wonderful feeling from someone else, possibly in a situation in where a being watched him ignite his lightsaber. Fear fueled the Dark Side, and thus promoting fear into beings all ways gave a Sith strength, which in this case it was giving him tremendous strength to continue on with this revelation based on the source of the emotion. But now, judging by her reaction, he was glad he didn’t power up first. That would have then, and now, give Naressa a much more rude awakening then the one she was experiencing now, and Force knows what her response would have been to that. 

Uncharacteristic of him as a Sith Master, Sidious put his hands out in a gesture to get her attention and said, “Like I said, this wasn’t going to be easy.” She stood stock still in her frozen shock position and began to hyperventilate a little. “Naressa, it’s okay. I’m not going to harm you. That was never my intention tonight. I heeded your advice, and I wanted to tell you the truth about who I really am.” He folded his hands together and kept his position, fearing that if he moved towards her now she would run since it seemed as if the Force wasn’t with her. His slowly increasing power from a dormant state could feel that she was in no position to use the Force at all because this was just too damn much for her. “I am Lord Darth Sidious, Master of the Sith and the one time apprentice of Lord Darth Hades, your mother’s apprentice. And I am your daughter’s father.”

Naressa began to tremble when he spoke of who this man she thought she knew really was. She had…she had…she had sold her soul to the very symbol of the Dark Side of the Force! And, he said those words that only a few minutes ago she had wished for Dace Palpatine, Senator of the planet Naboo and lover would have said. Coming from this man that stood before her…and its significants…

Sidious watched Naressa cough first, followed by a gagging sound, and then she bolted for the fresher room. He hesitated at first, but when he heard her wretch loudly and horribly he quickly followed behind her with concern. He didn’t want to see her like this. Not at all. He never really had an idea what her reaction would have been, but this he wished wasn’t it. Maybe tears, maybe her shaking her head in denial, but becoming sick didn’t figure in his mind at all.

He stopped in the door and looked upon her form hovering over the toilet bowl on all fours and Naressa literally empting the contents of her body as she threw up. When he noted blood coming out of her mouth, Sidious kneeled down beside her and began to rub her arms. This was making her destroy her own insides. “Naressa, it’s all right. Calm down.” 

Once she finished coughing and gagging and emptying all that she could, Naressa screamed, “DON’T YOU SMECKING TOUCH ME!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” 

Sidious let go and fell back onto his ass as she pulled herself away from him and leaned against the far fresher wall with eyes staring at him in absolute horror. To say she was a mess was the like saying a Hutt would win the Republic Ugly Award: an absolute understatement of fact. She curled up into a tight ball and just sobbed, all the while not taking her eyes off him. Her clothing stank of vomit, her hair partially undone and messy, and she looked very ill. All that though did not compared to what she was thinking in her mind and feeling in her heart.

Sidious just sat there for a few minutes and watched her continue to live in disbelief, trying to get a read of her without using the Force to do so. It was very obvious that to use the Dark Side now would only throw her down a deeper hole of utter shock and Force knows if she could recover from that fall; even a Sith had a limit to how far they could travel down that dark path before letting it get the best of them and lose control. Normalcy was needed here, and normalcy was what she was going to get.

Sidious pulled back on his hood to reveal his face, stood up, walked over and bent down to pick up Naressa. To his relief she didn’t fight him, and so he cradled her in both his strong arms back into the room, laying her on her bed. Leaving her there to cry, he walked back into the fresher and got a couple of damp washcloths and a couple to towels, and walked back into the room. Sitting next to her, he laid one washcloth on her forehead, and took another one and began to clean her face of anything resembling sickness, and finally took the same cloth and wiped off her dress. 

Sidious took the third damp cloth and held it up to her nose, saying, “Blow, Naressa.” She did and that guaranteed that her nose was clear of any sickness that may have lingered in her nasal cavities. Taking one of the towels he wiped her face dry in which he forgot about even trying to stop the tears from her eyes. He took another towel and laid it on her like a blanket over her upper body. He took the soiled clothes and got rid of them, and finally returned with a fresh damp cloth and put that her head and eyes as well, sitting next to her and caressing her head in the process to calm her down. 

He broke the silence. “I’m sorry that I kept this from you, Naressa, I really am. There were times that I wanted to tell you after Juna was born who I was and what you meant to me. But the circumstances where never right for any of us. I mean, I made mistakes like any other man, and one of them was not telling you anything, or that I knew I fathered our child.” 

Sidious turned away from her a little ashamed at himself. “I would be lying now if I told you that all I wanted was the Dark Hope. Back then that’s all I saw Juna as and what she meant to the Sith cause. When time passed by to gain Juna through direct treachery and that failed, I decided the best way was through you. And the next thing I know, I am making myself into a complete jackass.” He looked back at her, and noted her expression as one being of disenchantment. It appeared as if she wasn’t listening to him, but he knew better. “You were right about me. I saw Juna not as my daughter, but as a plot. And I saw you as a means to bring that plot into focus.” He shook his hands in hate towards himself because of that and the fact he made Naressa ill. “I was completely wrong, and I am very sorry for that.” 

Sidious caressed her face and begged, “Please say something.”

Naressa’s eyes finally moved slowly and looked into his and asked very quietly, “Please don’t touch me.”

Sidious took his hands off her, and stood up to fight off the annoying disgust that he didn’t want to show towards Naressa. He told her the truth, maybe not the truth she wanted to here but it was the truth, and all she could say was “please don’t touch me”? 

He took a few steps, and resorted to pacing around the room, as she just did nothing but cry. He wanted her to say something and continue a conversation. He would have even liked her to get mad, and maybe throw things at him with the Force, but she did nothing. And looking back at her, Naressa looked at him and he had the feeling that she viewed him not as a lover, but a cold hearted rapist; taking her innocence through treachery as if she were a nun and he did not like that. 

He finally said angrily, “You know, I wasn’t the only one that had sex that night. I wasn’t the only one there. I don’t see why you are in such disarray. After all, you got what you wanted out of it, a child. A beautiful, intelligent little girl all thanks to my loins.” When he said that last sentence, Naressa buried her face into her hands and just continued to cry. “And I’m not the only one that lied here. I don’t mean you not telling me about being pregnant. I mean you not telling Juna about me, about her heritage, and about her destiny. And frankly, I think that is totally wrong, Naressa. Very wrong. I KNOW she should have been raised in a much better enviroment. One that is more suited for her talents.”

Naressa’s head came up and she said upset, “A Dark Side life? One where she has no choice? One where she has to live by evil for evil’s sake?”

“It wouldn’t have been no different than you pushing her into politics.”

To his liking and relief, Naressa finally sat up and got up on to her feet. Still a trembling train wreck, she said, “I gave her the choice, Dace, when her father…” She stopped and corrected herself. “When Bendian died.”

Sidious about blew a head gasket. “Oh, when the lying, cheating bastard who was responsible for OUR DAUGHTER BEING RAPED BY THE VHINECH DIED! WELL ISN’T THAT VERY MOTHERLY OF YOU TO DO THAT AT THE TIME!” 

Seeing her stop crying and slightly frowning at him, he put his hands to his face and sighed out, “I didn’t mean to yell at you. I’m…venting years of frustration of having Bendian being in the way. Having Bendian love you. Having Juna call him papa.” He found himself uncharacteristically having to clear his throat after that last sentence as it tightened from a sudden surge of sadness threatening him. He pushed it back with his hatred and continued. “I…love Juna.” He put his hands to his heart. “I love her and I can’t live with the fact that she is my daughter and she not know that. I love you, and I want you so bad. The both of you. Us three are a family, and it shows in our strength as individuals. With our combined strength, and we as Juna’s guides through her growing and development, no one will ever hurt us. No one. Not the Vhinech, and most of all the Jedi.”

“Juna and I have nothing against the Jedi,” said Naressa. “Your hate for them is superceded by your fear of them.”

“I know you still fear them as well,” said Sidious, slowly approaching her still form. “That uneasy truce with Sarch…do you think it will last?” He walked around her as he pointed out things. “Do you really think he can keep his brothers and sisters of the cloth from knowing about you and Juna after all that has been done? Do you honestly think he cares about you and Juna?” 

Naressa snapped her head to her right to look at him. “He cares for my Gessa, more than you actually do.”

 Sidious felt that she was just reacting and seeing things his way. “Oh, come on, Naressa. All those Sith Maiden souls within your DNA to guide you, you honestly think this Jedi gives a womp rat’s ass about the two of you? He’s afraid, my dear. He’s afraid of what you two are. What Juna is and now he wants to control the both you by extorting you into powerless silence. His controlling you both with the knowledge he has in his possession and without speaking a word like any Jedi he threatens you both that if you two don’t behave he will turn you both in. You, and especially Juna, are nothing more than his slaves. And I am sure he sees the both of you, and especially Juna, just like that.”

Naressa was so scared of him before now. Having a Sith Lord confront her was her worst nightmare for she wasn’t so sure if she could defend herself from one. But this was by and far the very worst nightmare based in reality that she has ever been part of; her lover was the nightmare. The man that is Juna’s father is a Sith Master, and she was a Sith Maiden with Sith Master knowledge; their mating was the ultimate form of being unholy and wrong. With Juna’s conception, the girl absorbed all the knowledge and experiences passed down from each previous Sith Maiden. And not only did she have Sith Mistress Rune’s knowledge, but Sith Master Sidious’ as well. It was the best case scenario for the Sith; the two most powerful Dark Side entities came together and conceived a child. The Dark Hope, Juna, is that child.

But when he said Enothchild was controlling them, something within Naressa sparked as if two live power cables came together. And the sparks landed on dry forest ground and began to burn. It was something that vanished upon Dace revealing to her that he was Darth Sidious, and it began to grow bigger, brighter, and intense with each passion fraction of a second. Time practically slowed down to a snails crawl thanks to his words, and in that short frame of time that lasted for what seemed to be like hours, she felt the fire in her start consuming her, and it grew violently to a white-hot brilliance of total anger.

And before he could react, Naressa backhanded Sidious so quickly hard he stumbled out of control and fell to the floor. That was totally unexpected and hurt like hell, both physically and emotionally. He felt blood dripping from his nose and mouth and his anger got the best of him. He grabbed his lightsaber and with burning rage began to stand up and began to lash out verbally, “Why you ungrateful b-.”

Sidious froze when he felt a great surge of power like no other before suddenly pour out of Naressa Rapier as if she overflowing with it. Her eyes flashed a brilliant light, and finally settled down to glowing orbs of Dark Side yellow. And all this power instantly peaked at a level of power he felt from her before, when he was on Evramora and she had destroyed Pern. To reach such a level from a dormant state was impossible, even for him. 

But Naressa was a Sith Maiden. Nothing was beyond possible with them. The whole purpose of their existence was to bring forth the Dark Hope, and that meant doing the impossible was in the job requirement. And with every impossibility made possible it makes her stronger. 

Sidious was still building up his power as this happened, and he halted it’s progress. He kept his eyes locked on hers, and kept his body from moving. An ill-conceived move, and he could have more than just one hell of fight on his hands. He had no apprentice to succeed him if he fell; he banked on Juna becoming his apprentice and therefore was holding off on any other candidates. If he falls, the Sith Order falls period. Everything that has been planned, conceived in planning, and virtually all the secrets the Sith have uncovered within the Dark Side would cease. The only ones with the knowledge to train an apprentice in the true Dark Arts was both Juna, if she happens to give in to the Dark Side, and Naressa.

Safe bet what Naressa’s opinion about continuing the Sith Order was.

He slowly took his hand off his lightsaber and said gently, but with hints of anger still in his voice, “Let’s not do anything rash.”

Naressa gave him the Solo smirk, and showed Sidious…his lightsaber and said, “Yes, I think YOU shouldn’t be allowed to do anything rash at all.”

Sidious slapped the area where his lightsaber was and it was not there. He had his hand off if for less than 5 seconds and maybe only his hand about 2 inches away from it. Naressa was standing 10 feet away, as far as he could tell, the entire time. He began to growl in frustration to cover his surprise; she didn’t move, at least he didn’t think she did, and he didn’t feel her use the Force more than she was doing now, and yet…how did she do that!?! Then to add insult to his all ready wounded face and injured ego, Naressa’s power began to surge a little, and she took his lightsaber in both her hands. He watched helplessly as his most prized item that was once on his person melted into gray metal slag from her soft, delicate hands, forming a puddle that burned the floor. 

He growled at her, “We are overreacting just a tad, aren’t we?”

“Overreacting. You want to see overreacting,” she said in a commanding tone. Her eyes glowed brighter, and the room got colder. When they both breathed out they emitted foggy cold breath. The windows began to frost up as the climate in the room changed from mild to death. The fire in the fireplace grew with unbridled intensity and began to eat through the wood as if it were a prisoner on death row only given one minute to eat a 5-course meal. All these theatrics weren’t for not, because to Sidious’ dismay Naressa’s power began to increase.

And climb.

And Climb.

AND CLIMB! 

The house began to shake as if an earthquake’s epicenter was right under it. Purplish tendrils of electricity began to fill her darkening silhouette and crackle all over her body. The shadows in the room began to distort, and floated towards her regardless of any existing source of illumination and where it was located. Naressa had reached energy levels that required him a few days to obtain through constant deep focus meditation in only a few seconds. 

Naressa stared at Sidious unafraid of him no more and spoke with cold thunder in her voice. “Your move, Lord Sidious.”
Sidious began to weigh his options at this point very quickly and very carefully. Thanks to all the lack of rest and the once emotionally draining moment between them, plus the loss of his lightsaber, he was in no position what so ever to fight her; physically, mentally and spiritual nothing was there. And for once he truly hated her for being able to reach such a level of power where not too long ago they were the same. And so, it was time to play mind games; dangerous because all Sith Maidens ruled this game. “Naressa, what would Juna think? After all, you don’t want her to live her Sith heritage and here you are…powered up with darkness and cruelty. What kind of an example would you be setting if you continue this and she senses it?”

“Thanks for pointing that out to me.” Naressa moved closer towards Sidious and calmly said, “The only other time I was ever like this was when I plastered that sonuvbitch Pern permanently into the ground. Juna knows that, and right now she can sense this power I am about to use and is wondering why I am powered up like this. In about a few more minutes she will call here and ask what is going on. And in my Dark Side enhanced voice that she will hear I will have to tell her the truth, for she will know anything else is a lie.”

“Too true,” said Sidious. He smiled a little, proud of himself. “She will finally realize that I am her father and it will devastate her.”

Naressa nodded in agreement. “That is so true. I mean it will tear her up. Destroy her. And maybe that will be enough to cause her to fall and join you if you happen to survive my wraith. After all, I can be the only bad gal in this, right.” She smiled. “Of course, she will tell Enothchild about this.” Her smile became a sneer of joy. “They are such good friends, and last I hear he was around Brickan, which is only 12 hours away.”

Sidious paused for a moment, then smiled back and said, “I think that gives me plenty of time to stop you from answering that call, my dear.”

“As if your power could stop me. Of course, power up. I dare you.”

Sidious thought that over and said, “I don’t understand. You want me to fight you?”

“Absolutely! After all, isn’t this a typical philosophical disagreement discussion amongst Sith? Are we not settling it in the traditional Sith matter? Kill or be killed to see who is right and who is dead? Go on. Be my guest.” Naressa gestured towards the window, and in that general direction, some many kilometers away, was Theed. “But you will find that Juna will truly discover who you are and like you no longer. Her hatred for the Sith rivals even mine. Maybe I should just let you kill me.” 

Naressa’s eyes stopped glowing, and with one last deep breath blew out the last of the cold air in the room. Her power levels dwindled down to an only a detectable level. “That way, it would give her incentive to call the Jedi Order and begin another Sith hunt. She will never love you afterwards. So go on, use the Force and kill me. I won’t answer her call, she will then feel your presence and know who the hell you are.” She put her hands behind her back. “What are you waiting for? If you like you may restrain me if it makes you more at ease with me. There’s rope in the closet.”

“You are bluffing,” said Sidious with a bit of cockiness. There was no way Naressa would let herself get killed to win this war. 

“Perhaps,” she said, folding her arms across her chest. “After all, I’m Corellian, and we bluff like crazy in any game of chance. You should see a Corellian Stand Off; four or more beings, all Corellian, at a Sabacc table and all of them bluffing with just one hand. Games like that can last for hours.” Naressa bravely stood in front of him and whispered, “Since I’m the only Corellian here, there is no Corellian stand off. You lose, Lord Sidious. I control an Idiots Array.”

Sidious saw a problem, but with some thinking he said, “Fine. I won’t kill you, Naressa. But please, go ahead and tell our precious daughter every thing is all right. I will go to her as Palpatine, and I will tell her the truth about I being her father and how you have deceived her for all these years. She’ll hate you for it, Naressa. I know our daughter well. More than you think, and she doesn’t like being used and lied to. I can put any spin I want on this little tale of love of ours, the best story being that you only had her to control Bendian and to tactically make it impossible for me to be her father. After all she has been through, the last thing she needs is this to come crashing down on top of her. And I know you don’t want this to happen to her either.” 

He just began to smile, and then followed with some low chuckling. “Unless of course you want to vaporize me. Either way, Juna will want to know why. So will the Nubian authorities. And what will the Jedi Order say about it? Face it Naressa, your deck was placed in the nullification field, and you now have the Fool as your lead card.”

Naressa looked at him a little stoically, and seemed a little defeated in her body language as Sidious chuckled wickedly. Finally, she said, “That’s it?”

Sidious stopped chuckling. “Yes. I think that is it.”

“Good, because I thought you once a refreshing and intelligent man. Now I find you are truly a boring and stupid Boy.” Naressa turned her back to him, which a Sith wouldn’t dare do when confront with an opponent, or even another Sith for that matter. “By the way, how’s Korriban this time of year? Has the dirt changed color like leaves on trees?”

Sidious’ eyes grew with sudden shock upon hearing the name of the Sith home world. She knows about Korriban! And his rage began to plume as it dawned on him what she was thinking. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“And why not? What’s Korriban to me? Or Dystra? Or Canntoloon? Or Hannibal? Or Coruscant, the best place to hide from the Jedi? Or…Naboo?” 

She named all the strategic Sith strongholds found throughout the galaxy. Key Sith installations, where weapons technology was being developed, Sith ships could be given to him on moments notice, Sith’s Hands were stationed in, and more importantly where potential apprentices are housed. Naressa has unlocked the secrets within her, and she was using them to her full advantage. If this were anyone else, Sidious would be raining hell and serving up death right now.

But this was Naressa Rapier, a woman he still loves and now hates, and she has him thinking alien thoughts: doubtfulness and dumbfounded, he didn’t know what to do. 

Naressa walked up to him again and got in his face, which was easy considering her tall height. She said, “If you ever…EVER…tell MY daughter who you really are as Sith and father, I will give the Sith Order up to the Jedi Knights. I will tell them where to hunt you all down, and I will help them kill every last one of you bastards. If you get cute with Juna, trying to play mind games like you tried and failed with me just now, and I will tell them. If you try and use her in ANY scheme you are planning for the Republic or anyone else, and the Dark Side party is over. If you even look at Juna in a certain way or if you so much as give her a head cold, you will find Sarch and company knocking down your door.  And if you don’t agree with this arraignment, then I will kill you, and tell the Jedi Order about everything.” 

She let him think about it before finishing. “I know everything, Sidious. Everything. Nothing is beyond my reach or above my comprehension.”

“I could still kill you, Naressa,” he said in one last attempt for victory. “I could make you disappear.”

“Of course, that is if you had the heart to do so, I would allow you to. But think, Lord Sidious, of the ramifications of such a plot. Think very hard. If you honestly respect my power as well as my wraith, then imagine what the Dark Hope will do to the murderer of her mother.” Sidious’ last bit of confidence disappeared from his mind. “Juna will hunt whoever kills me down even if it takes her to Hell. All the Sith Maiden souls in me are in her as well, and so are all the dirty little secrets that I know. So finish me off, and then ask yourself how long do you have before she causes your demise. Be it her hands, or by the Republic or Jedi, it doesn’t matter. You have to ask yourself if you can take the risk.”

“I don’t believe this!” Helpless in a no win situation, Sidious could only growl at her in defeat. “You would betray your own kind! You are a traitor!”

“Took you that long to figure it out. I say the Sith Order is in big trouble if you continue to be its leader.” Naressa frowned evilly at Sidious. “My mother…betrayed my father and his love for him. And when I was born, she betrayed me as well and took the best years remaining from my father’s life from him with her Sithian view of my life as being nothing more than an incubator of mass destruction. It’s time for some payback. And you will pay me back with your silence.” She put a finger into his chest hard, causing him to wince in pain as her sharp fingernail cut him. “Don’t you ever try and pull the shit you tried tonight on me again. When it comes to mind games, I am the Mistress, and you are nothing more but a mere Boy to me.” She made a nodding gesture towards the door, and the door opened. “Now get the smeck out of my house, Boy, and never dare to be in my presence again.”

She turned her back towards him and stood by the fireplace, unafraid of him. Sidious looked at her in disdain and kept his trembling with hate-filled body still. He was never so mad in his life, and his mind was honestly clear for the first time in a long time. He had made a big mistake, mostly in regards to his heart and not in regards to the Sith. He closed his eyes and pushed past the fire within him to find his cold steel heart and said, “I love you, Naressa.”

Naressa’s head came up a bit and her body relaxed a little. She said quietly, “I…loved you too, Dace.” There was a long moment of silence between the two, and Sidious took a step towards her. Maybe to just touch her one last time… “Goodbye, Lord Sidious.” She spoke in a tone that told him no.

“Goodbye, Mistress Rune,” he said, and stomped out of the room. The door closed behind him all by itself.

Naressa held her poise for just a while longer until she felt him get in his land speeder and leave Rapier Manor for good. And when he did, she powered down fully and began to sob uncontrollably. She let herself fall to the floor hard, and she laid in front of the fireplace all the while holding herself as if she were violated. 

In spite of her courage in facing him, Naressa could only think of what she has ultimately done and thus brought about this new bout of sadness. It was a carry over from her last bout, which somehow with the mentioning of Enothchild controlling Juna seemingly refocusing her. Why that made her fight back she wasn’t sure, but it helped diffused a terrible situation in which Sidious was so very close to winning until he brought up Enothchild. Juna was not ready for the truth, not yet mentally. She reacted badly to that fool Krendel for his rude remarks about Bendian. And taking into an account of how Juna reacted to her mother using the Force and purposely having the nightmare of Darth Vader play over and over again in her mind as a deterrent from using the Force, Naressa imagined a scenario in which Juna would most definitely never speak to her again, and this time it would be for good.

But still with everything under control, Naressa Rapier could only cry. How could she do this? How could she make such a deal with the very devil himself? She muttered silently, “Father forgive me. Force forgive me. Juna…” She couldn’t talk anymore as she broke down, the thought of what she was about to say lingering in her head. She had no strength to fight it, and she really so no reason to go on thinking anything else.

And that alone made her sadness and despair much, much worse.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Darth Sidious opened his eyes and looked inside him for the memory that once dominated his conscious and found nothing but his own thoughts. The Dark Side warned him not to use more power to find the memory for it would alert the Jedi Order of his presence here on Coruscant, and it was not the time for the Sith to reveal themselves. He focused inward anyways, and very carefully searched his very soul for that missing element he has lost since returning to Coruscant a month ago. But with sadness, he could find no trace of that moment with Naressa Rapier, and thus it guaranteed another restful, sleep filled night. He would like to remember that warm and inviting time with her so he could get through the lonely days and nights of being a lowly Republic Senator from Naboo. He had to complain, though, for he couldn’t even think about such a powerful Dark Side creature if it were just an occasional thought in passing. This was far more torturous than anything he could possibly go through in his entire life, compounded by the fact that every time he wanted to remember that one night of blissful eternity, all he could see was Naressa showing him the large painting of Queen Angelleia and in that context it meant that he could only see his daughter as something else other than his daughter, hence unable to acknowledge what he really was in relation to her.

He was truly cursed with the burden of love.

Sidious realized why he failed shortly after Naressa had kicked him out of her life and put a strangle hold on revealing himself to Juna as just her father, let alone a Sith Lord. Naressa expected Dace to come forward and relieve her of the guilt of not telling him that Juna was his daughter. She had expected a gentle, kind, and emotionally gifted man to walk into the room, tell her that he was her Gessa’s father, and from there fill that hole in her heart caused by the guilt. But what Naressa got instead was the truth. And the truth hurts worse than any lightsaber cut or the millions of lies that she has been told in her lifetime. Her response, looking back at it now as he stood out on the balcony so the late evening-early morning wind could hit his face, was justified and it was the truth. The truth she did indeed knew everything, and so with that truth she was going to torture him. He knew Naressa would keep her end of the bargain if she wanted to continue to live in peace and in harmony in the universe without hundreds of Jedi trying to hunt her down. He knew…because in spite of what she told him and what she has done to keep him at bay Naressa still loved him. And he knew because he still loved her. 

Which, he had to say in despair, “You are my equal in evil, my Rune.”  

So, what are you going to do now?

Sidious heard her again in his mind, and let his head slump down. He had many things that he could do now. He could initiate his plans to begin his slow pace take over of the galaxy with his Trade Federation connections. He could finish off the Vhinech that the Republic hasn’t imprisoned and find some way to eliminate those ones who are imprisoned. He could finally think of a million plots for the future, a thousand plots to put in motion, and a hundred plots to bring to an end. He could just go to Hannibal and select from its file database a strong Dark Side candidate so he could finally train an apprentice being that he couldn’t really put it off any longer.

However, after all that in passing, Darth Sidious let his face fall in his hands and he said, “I don’t know. I honestly don’t know.”
