CHAPTER 106.0
There was a cold stillness in the hallway. No one moved. 
Not Juna for reasons that were obvious.

Sidious either, for reasons that were glaring in the form of the Sith Maiden Matriarch that stood above him ready to kill him with one of her most powerful abilities.

And suddenly, the nexus faded away in her dark gloved hands; small hints of Force Lightening crackled between her fingers and palm briefly in the process. Her eyes lost their energy, that golden glow that seemed to highlight the cold air her presence produced; the room actually became warmer. There was shifting patterns in the energy field around them, and Naressa's presence became a tight package around her, and from there the wounds in her neck and stomach closed; tendrils of purple Dark energy seemed to stitch the wounds closed, guaranteeing no scar.
Afterwards, Naressa Rapier closed her eyes, sighed in weariness, "You know I hate being called that." 

And with her outstretched hand she moved it towards her to undo the Sith Maiden Eye Broach that held her cloak together, unfastening it to let the garb fall to the floor behind her. Her smirk faded off her face and she said in resignation, "I really, really….really hate being called that."

Shaking her head, Naressa proceeded to yank off with quick deliberation the talon clawrings on her fingers as if they were mulduk nibblers chewing on them. "I knew since I came back from the graveyard that you were going to betray me. You haven't changed, and you'll never, ever change."
Finished, anger crept back in her face, but none of the pomp and circumstance normally that surrounded a pissed off Sith of any kind of rank. Naressa promptly fell on top of Sidious, her knees landing hard on both his arms to pin them, her buttocks upon his chest. By know means, however, was she initiating a mating ritual. 

She said, "And to think I only thought you were just a stupid Boy before." Then to Sidious' weakened chagrin, she cracked her knuckles, and with her left hand pulled him up by the collar, her right hand rearing back and balling into a fist. "With your idiocy, I'm at a loss what to lower you down to, so take this instead as your very deserving dunce prize!"
"Nar-" was all Sidious could get out before Naressa hit him with the very first overhand straight right she had ever thrown in her life against a real opponent that wasn't the palm of her Father's hand, with not one smidge of the Force behind it, right square in the middle of his face.

Naressa was an intelligent woman, and she knew the dangers of throwing a closed fist at anyone's head. Even with the target being Sidious' nose, in the center of the face where the bone endpoints found in the chin and cheekbones weren't prevalent, but it wasn't his nose that made the terrible - to her anyways - CRACK-ing sound. 

She was up quickly and shaking her right hand with a deep frown on her face and a tear or two in her eyes; much like any sophisticated and cultured woman would do who had never thrown such a barbaric punch in their entire life. "Cripes, that fricking hurts! How….Why in the hell do you men punch like that? Ouch!" 
She pulled off her glove - it didn't protect her hand at all - and she sucked on her knuckles; one of the white skinned-mounds was a bit purple in discoloration and shifted to the right out of alignment; clearly broken. Done suckling and with a pause of thought that came and went, she looked at him and said with that Solo Smirk, "But damn did that felt good."

Nose bleeding, Sidious grunted angrily and winced in more pain as he tried to get up again; his nose wasn't broke, but he didn't need the pounding, swelling, bleeding part of his body to add to his predicament. His right arm just wasn't wounded either; it was dead. Try as he could, it didn't respond to his thoughts even as his mind cleared up; it laid there, palm up, fingers partially curled; it was like a dead droid's appendage. Breathing was becoming difficult with the swelling nose on top of the punctured lung; he breathed heavy breathes now through his mouth, and when air attempted to move through that lung he could feel the blade do more and more damage to the organ.
Naressa took a few steps back to stay clear of Sidious' feet, well aware still of how dangerous he may still be even though she felt confident that she weakened him enough in the Force; her head still percolated with remnants of power she still had left after healing herself; the lightsaber energy was only good enough to stop the bleeding. She could have healed herself, but she needed time for that after he had wounded her so severely in the neck…
And in the pelvis, as if Sidious thought twice about exploiting that part of her person. She could only imagine his surprise how ineffective the attack was. He didn't know that by reuniting with the spirit of her Little One did it heal her completely; Nebula lied about that, but all was forgiven for the old woman's part in it.
Naressa ears heard something in the artificial winds that was the Orpheus' duck driven atmosphere and listened, staring off with growing concernment in her features. It was strange to hear such voices in the Force; before they were just sensations, but in this radically new version of herself the sensations had a very loud, very dangerous voice only those inclined to the Dark Side could hear, translate, and understand, and yes even respond to. She listened, and she didn't quite like what she heard.

She turned back towards Sidious, pointed at the knife, and said to him, "As you can guess my knife throw did more than cut your lung open. The nerve clusters that control your arm have been severed. That leaves you with one good arm, one good lung, two good legs, and enough of the Dark Side to survive if you use your head. I suggest running. And don't worry about your powers; they will return in due time."

In actuality Sidious was lucky about the latter. The memory of the warnings Nebula had stressed to her over and over about using the ability to absorb Force energy from other beings were just barely enough to deter her from going further than her objective. Such ability had a very potent and very powerful influence that nearly overwhelmed Naressa's control over herself; during the process she found it to be energizing and delicious, a filling of a hunger she didn't realize she had until she had a taste of Sidious' spirit; of power the Dark Side within her wanted to add permanently to her own. She didn't want to kill him, just incapacitate him effectively. But it was hard to stop; the seduction was the most she ever encountered in either a physical or spiritual subject. In that second it replaced food, beverage, sex, and yes even the love for her Gessa.
She stood corrected before Sidious; Nebula's warnings and Juna stopped her. And he stopped her.

She still loved him, despite his shortcomings and whatever he was going to say next; lots of Sith bluster she suspected, nothing brand new just the old, worn out threats….

"I'll stop you, Naressa!" Again he tested and again he failed; proving Naressa's accusation. "I will stop you!"

"How?" She gestured with her hands raised and her shoulders in a shrug. "In case you haven't noticed your training is what is keeping that wounded lung of yours from collapsing; instinctively you have the Dark Side keeping it inflated, along with the knife plugging the hole. In your condition, you can't attack without redirecting the energy you have left. Even if you succeed in," she held up her hands and made quote gestures, "stopping me," she put her hands down, "you'll die." 

Finally she added to points that turned into the period that ended this part of the discussion. "Just how much confidence do you have in Lord Maul right now to carry on the Sith Order torch in your passing? Do you really want Faradi to take over? With only Maul standing in the way, my Mother in Juna's body will make a cloak out his red and black tattooed skin."
Sidious looked quickly at Juna, then back at Naressa. "Has she…"

"What do you care?" Naressa retreated back to Juna, kneeled down beside her, and cringed with emotion pain again when she looked at her. 
"She's my Daughter…" Sidious stopped due to a fighting for air fit that overtaken him. "Too damn it!"

"And the Sith Order belongs to you as well," she reminded him, spelling out without saying it what was on the line for Sidious if Rune did assume Juna's body. Naressa knew the implications of such a take over, far more than he could even fathom, beyond the personal attachment part. Of course he thought of himself and his position in the great scheme of things; the Sith Order was his to control, his place in destiny based on the Jedi Enlightenments was to date secured. By taking over Juna's body, replacing Juna, Rune would radically alter that know security edge in destiny he had.

Finally, she said to end any further demands of her time from him, "I don't know. Truthfully, I can't get a read on anything. Juna won't let us in."

"Or Rune won't let you in," Sidious logically said.

"Yes." Quietly she said it, as if Rune was listening.

After a few moments of silence between them, Naressa said in a change of subject, "You were right in bits and pieces, but you fixed those pieces together incorrectly thanks to your paranoid, jealous, egotistical, misguided male mind." With her ungloved hand, she caressed Juna's head with great care; she still kept an ear on the voices in the air. "Much of that is my Mother's fault. It’s a reflection of her being, passed down to her apprentice, who was your master." She glared at him. "In my confused state, that was what I feared from you the most."
Sidious spat out some snorted up blood from his nose and cursed out, "So the confusion was genuine. You were-."

"Out of my mind? Demented? A woman with major emotional frailties that was lost on them? All the above, Lord Sidious, and more so that you will undoubtedly add to reduce the swelling of your bruised pride." Naressa pointed at him harshly and frowned. "And THAT is the truth."
Naressa turned her attention fully towards Sidious from her crouched position and explained, "And yeah my Grandmother had a hand in it, for her own personal gain." She grinned just a little. "But….she had to change her plans thanks to Rune. Do the right thing, for the first time in her life." She looked down at Juna again and said sadly, "She realized when she returned from the graveyard that history was going to repeat itself. And that Rune knew it. And counted on it."
Sidious frowned at her as that information sunk in. "Nebula was aiding me."

"Duh!" was Naressa's short, quick, to the point response. "I mean she did it more for herself, but as an E'oqerst she was not ashamed to share the wealth of her success. I could guess what her original intent was, but that would take too much time to explain. So, you'll just have to go home and ask her yourself." She stopped, listened some more to what the Dark Side had to say, and added, "If Prophet doesn't kill you first."

Sidious glared at Naressa with venom as she made preparations to carry Juna away, his pride not believing anything she just said especially at the end. "Prophet's dead. I felt him die. Where you failed I succeeded!"
Naressa stopped, and very Juna like she crossed her eyes in exasperation. She looked at him with equal venom and said, "You're deaf, you know that? You heard nothing Nebula told you. And still you haven't listened to me at all! What did I ever see in you to make me bed you in the first place!!!!"

"Bed me?" That was a shot, an all too familiar Naressa shot, and Sidious found some strength in that, in his anger, to set up with a grunt; she made it sound like he was the whore. He shouted, "POWER!" She had looked back on Juna and snapped her gaze back at him when he said that. "Yes! Admit it!" He breathed hard to get air back in his lungs after his short but powerful tirade. "Admit it. Even if you didn't know I was a Sith Lord, you still wanted a child…..To gain such a child you couldn't get from Rapier! Sith Maidens, I have learned……value their children more than anything else…and they seem to ascend in strength because of it…..I gave you what you desired the most……a child! That's not the end of it either."

He struggled, but finally with his good hand he raised it and pointed a finger at her. "You landed a wealthy husband…..you used him…..you used his assets, and I was one of them…..to hold Juna over both our heads…..that's power. To give birth and shape the life of the greatest power of the universe…..that's power. If I was jealous of anything…..it was that! But the greatest power, the greatest of them all, I found only recently. A power you and others hog in want and claim to share when it’s not true."
Sidious lowered his arm and said in a grunting sigh. "Love."

Naressa was quiet, admitting with her silence that what he said was reasonably true.
"I realized that…I have embraced it long before this whole episode began." Sidious looked at Juna with hurt in his eyes; hurt that was more out of attachment, or lack there of, than from his physical and spiritual injuries. "I fought for Juna whenever anyone downplayed her….belittled her. And I realized I couldn't….have her unless I had you in my life…..But to see her like this gave me such power I tore Prophet apart! Because I do, without shame admitting it, love her."

He looked at Naressa and scowled her with deep contempt. "But you can't share that power now can you? With your weak husband you care so deeply about and with me. It's always with you MY daughter, as if you can't share her with the rest of the universe unless it is how YOU want it. Whatever you admit it or not, despite your best efforts Naressa, you have always been a Sith……Selfish and out for your own personal gain."

Naressa sighed, shrugged her shoulders, and said plainly, "You know something, Master Sidious? You're right." She nodded and then said, "You just described what being a normal person actually does in life to continue on, looking for the best possible life to live without effort and with leverage. To never share with anyone the most precious of gifts. As for selfishness and personal gain? That is the Sith. That's you. That's me."
She then added when she bent over towards him in a whisper, "And that's being a parent. Something you will never have a concept of."
Suddenly, as he twisted his face at her, Naressa pitied him. The pity was in her eyes and judging by the face he made he saw it and didn't like it. She shook her head and said, "Don't you see? Don't you get it? Even if you were there in Juna's life, even when I didn't know you were a Sith Lord, or even if you weren't a Sith, you would have made a very bad father."

"You didn't give me the chance!" Sidious barked out, stopping to spit out blood. "How can you say that!"
"Because at the time back then I did know that one thing about you, about not being a good father figure for anyone. It…should have given you away, because…someone other than your father shaped your life and I could feel that from you, where I was raised by my Father, and knew what a father was." Naressa shook her head. "A Sith Master would make for a very lousy parent."
"Oh, and Bendian Rapier was."

"Yes, because unlike you he wasn't committed to the ideas of his Forefathers. He wanted in every way to be different from them." She then glared at Sidious with distaste. "The Sith Order played on his weaknesses. Looking back I saw him continue to try to be a man."

"But he still did it."

"But he TRIED! He failed and he would try again! He would fall off the high shoulders of the bucking bantha of his own expectations, of my hopes and dreams, and get back on and keep trying to ride it. Granted, he wasn't always there for Juna as a father but when she called for him he was there! There were times he was annoyed by her, annoyed by the fact that through her I controlled him, and he couldn’t bare to look at her, touch her, and be in the same house. But if he held a grudge against Juna, Juna would have known it and never connected with him like she did. That's because he kept trying to become that better man, and in the end he wanted her to succeed where he had failed. He saw what I was doing, and he joined me in my selfish crusade to put her on such a high pedestal for everyone to be enlightened, informed, and maybe by worshipping her ideas the universe would be far better off than the likes of her parents running things. That's Bendian, that's you, and that's especially me! Face it we are the worst things that can happen to the universe."
Naressa tapped into the Dark Side of the Force and with a SNAP her knuckle set back and healed, and the eerie glow returned to her eyes, and the room became very cold. Throwing her glove back on, she said, "He didn't want Juna to be like me, and I can't tell you…" She blinked away some tears. "I can't tell you how much that means so much to me. There are things in my life that I'm totally ashamed of and God I don't want her to follow in my footsteps. Especially not now."
She bent down to pick up her bundle, but paused as she noted something for the first time sticking out from underneath Juna's hair. She grabbed it before Sidious got curious and hid it within her robe folds. Then very carefully she slipped her arms under Juna's body and picked her up; she used the Force to augment her strength to hold her as she stood up and was ready to walk.

"I'm one of those….things you are ashamed of," said Sidious in a grimace.

Naressa stared at him and said, "Actually…….no. That's why you're not dead right now." She smirked affectionately at him. "I can't seem to bring myself to kill you. I…still feel you, Dace. I always will, so long as Juna is alive."
Sidious' scowl was deeper than it was when he confronted Prophet. "Don't pity me! I'm not some pathetic, useless twit like Rapier was!"

Naressa kept her stare hard on him for a few seconds and mused coldly, "If I were you, I wouldn't press my luck with me. You'll need it for the punishment you're about to receive." Sidious craned his head. "Oh, you thought I was through with you? Well, you're right there." She let her eyes trail behind him. "Prophet on the other hand…"

Sidious snapped his head around, but saw nothing. Prophet wasn't there. Prophet was dead.

"Is coming to stomp a Naboo mud hole in you and walk it dry."
"He isn't coming, I told you I killed him," retorted Sidious back.

Naressa shook her head and repeated what she said earlier, "You're deaf, you know that? Shut up and listen."

Sidious strained with his ears and all he heard was the pounding of hull metal; the Orpheus being bombarded by the Trade Federation. Alert sirens blaring. The occasional background sounds of cannon fire. The usual rumbles and hisses found on starships.

Then, there in the Dark Side, there was a faint whisper of someone speaking; he heard it before, when he fought Prophet, but it was much louder then. Here, it seemed because of distance, the chanting voice was far, far away….

"You may not believe this," said Naressa to break into Sidious' thoughts, "but we weren't alone in creating a biological Force superweapon. It's my belief now that the Vhinphyc created something called Prophet, utilizing their Vhinech project resources to their full and horrible extent. They created the next step, and somehow they lost control of him. Worse, he has a reason to fight the arms of Death." She adjusted and brought Juna's cradled form closer to her breasts. "He heeds his master's call."
"Who?" questioned Sidious.

"Love; as you discovered, it’s the most powerful of all emotions for it links the Light and the Dark together. Only this is the worse kind of love there is. The kind fools would say to one another under the pale moonlight in the throws of lust and uncertainty, or in this case only one would vow in haste due to obsession." 

Naressa spoke in their native tongue a passage from the story of Darth Rax and his beau Pamora. "[I will love you forever and ever, and neither land or sea or Death will not apart us. As one, we grow in power, in strength, in wisdom, and invulnerability; neither of their antonyms or antagonists will stand in the way of our Shadow Union]. You see it is his obsession that empowers him, and through the Dark Hope of the Sith all that is Dark is bound to her and will grow in strength. Science made him, but through Juna he has evolved from being artificial to being chosen. He has ascended because of it." 
She looked down at Sidious and said, "He's nearing immortality because of it."

Sidious looked back at her, and with the clouds lifting from his mind, he said, "Like…the Vhinphyc Overlord."

"Right," said Naressa with a single head nod. "And like him, only his obsession can slay him." She looked behind Sidious again and said with some hostility, "He's coming."

Sidious turned his head around again, but he still didn't see or hear him. Yet the air seemed to grow heavy with Force tension. He said, "You would leave me like this. You can't bring yourself to kill me, so you'll let him do it."
"Well, unlike you, I'm not necessarily a cold hearted murderer who enjoys such affairs," said Naressa with a feminine eloquence normally reserved for a tea party. She looked to him and said, "However there are solutions to the problem."
With the Dark Side at her beck and call, she guided his spent weapon towards him. "Now I know you have a spare power cell for your lightsaber. In seconds you can have it in place. From that you have a few options. You could fight Prophet, again, but is your badly physical and Force diminished capacity enough to stop him." As she said that, Naressa assured him it wasn't with a shake of her head. "He won’t be as weak as before, that doubles the problem for you don't it?"

She showed him Juna and said, "Or, with my hands full and my mind preoccupied you may attempt to take Juna away from me. You won't succeed, but if you did" she again gestured towards behind him. "You still have Prophet to worry about. You can't fight him and carry Juna with your good arm. And you need all the air you can get to breathe. Even now your lips are a little dark in color. You can't handle the loads.
"As speak another option is on his way. Maul felt your summons before I drained what power I took from you. He'll be here in two minutes. In that time I and Juna will be down in the ship taking off and you two will be on your own trying to get off this can of doomed tuna. I can teleport down with a single thought. You two can't, but you both can run for the nearest available ship. Or, you can hold the fort here, hope for Maul to arrive before Prophet does, and have him fight for you." Naressa shook her head to that idea. "If I were you, I would just run like Hell was nibbling on your ass."

Sidious spat again and finally got to his feet, holding his powerless weapon and wishing it were energized; he had that look that just yelled how much he wanted to kill her. "You think you had this all figured out before hand? Bah! You're improvising."

Naressa just hit him with the smirk. "We Sith Maidens think of everything."
"Bantha crap!" 

A roar suddenly caused the two Sith in the corridor to look back; a roar that did shake their surroundings with power and terror.

Sidious looked back at Naressa, who just raised his eyebrows at him. She was somewhat in disbelief that he couldn't take the hint that he lost; at least she thought he had enough smarts to realize it. Then again it was the ego, again that very element of his being that prevented him from being humble and a man. He had shown more restraint recently, especially when they were together on Korriban, and it was then and there Naressa really appreciated him; she remembered those things even after her confused mind became clear with the Little One infusion.

But once again she had to humble him. To end the farce, she turned her back to him and dared him to do something stupid; she didn't need to turn her back in order to teleport, but she wanted him to get the hint.

"Naressa, think about it: we all need to be together as a family! If Juna survives this the Jedi will demand questions and look for answers, and that means they will come for you!" Sidious gathered enough air into his lungs to fill confident that he could shout without passing out from lack of oxygen. "Stay with me, they'll never find you! I will protect you both! I need you both! Please, help me end this entire bad play right now and join us! Together we can rule this galaxy and the weak will be powerless to stop us! Naressa! NARESSA!" Finally he said, "Damn you, woman! Damn you! You whore! You ungrateful whore! I will have your head on a pole! Mark my words, you will lose this war!!!! The Dark Hope will be mine!!!!!!!"

Naressa stopped and turned around; she couldn't let that slip by. She said with growing and building power to remind Sidious where he stood as far as the universal pecking order of power went, "Let me make this perfectly clear to you, has I have done so many times before to you and to others. Only this time it will be for the last time. No longer will I tolerate anyone who has the wrong intentions for MY Daughter. I let you live because I still love you, and I know you can learn to stay away and leave us alone. I gave you more than enough to aide you in the take over of the Republic with that computer program of mine; an even exchange of goods you may say; a swapping of strategy. You don't need Juna, so leave us alone and you will live to reap the rewards of your conquest. Test me, push me, try me; I'll change my mind and rule this galaxy to protect her, or burn it all and leave you with NOTHING!"
The last statement was not a threat. It was stated clearly that she could do it. Deep in her heart Naressa felt she could do it. That feeling found her words and this time it made it a promise; she was no longer playing games with anyone when it came to Juna's well being; it was time to be who she truly was in order to correct the mistakes she had made and to protect her precious Light. The Daughter of Sith Maiden Matriarch and Mistress of the Sith Order Faradi Nimh said "No one. No thing. No Vhinech. No Jedi. No Sith! No God! Not even Hell itself will ever threaten my Gessa again!!"
Focused now solely on escape and survival, Naressa left Sidious with that last promise and used the build up of anger to teleport Juna to safety, frowning at him to insure him that the promise was real. However she still would have to honestly ask herself if that challenge came if she could bring herself to kill him. The opportunity was now, right now, to kill him.
She couldn't in spite of the logic and common sense of it; the fact that Sidious was what he was just wasn't enough to override who he was to her and to Juna. She was right he was lucky.

There were times when he could have killed her when she was weak and didn't; recently, and during the time when she dwelled on her choices in life. Whatever excuse he had for it was no good; in the end, love could stop the Dark Side in its tracks if one did not respect it. Sidious would never learn because he will always underestimate it despite what he had 'accomplished'; one day it will be his undoing.
It just won't be by her hand.

She proved it again by teleporting, Naressa's way of telling Darth Sidious silently goodbye and good riddance.
