CHAPTER 105.0

Before the others landed, before Bravo Squadron and the Sanctuary Vhinech left, the Sith-controlled V-Hauler slowly drifted into the sparsely occupied docking bay; too many of the MerCon technicians had left the Orpheus via the escape pods unable to return at the moment, and those left behind had to become part of the firing crews trying to blow the Millennium Falcon and Artee's N-One out of the cosmos. Those who were there slowly but surely took their time to approach the boxy Sullustan original-Vhinech modified freighter, not even questioning the fact the ramp had not come down and the occupants not disembarking quickly to help them. It helped to have in the Sith's favor as well the tinted glass; no one could see them.

Upon entering the Orpheus, and for the first time in a great long time, both Darth Sidious and Darth Maul felt completely helpless; both normal Sith victims of the ysalamiri shield . Like Naressa before him on the Royal Nubian Cruiser, Sidious nearly fainted from the sudden loss of energy and was caught by the shoulder by her and pulled back in the seat. He took a moment to collect himself and reflect on the experience; he hated it; for most of his life he had been in touch with his true nature, and now if felt like his soul had left him just now. Maul was luckier; his youth and inexperience kept the disorientation to minimums, but overall for the Sith Lords it was clear at the moment they were not just helpless but worthless. As on Korriban they relied on Naressa; in her Dark Purity form she was unaffected by the ysalamiri shield and used the Dark Side to scan the entire bulk of the ship passively; they only had that much time, for they figured their opportunity window was slowly closing; a feeling in the Dark Side all three had, which given the current Force climate in the system only they could read it.

The plan was not a simple one, nor did they want it to be; for such simple plans left survivors. This was not just a rescue operation to save Juna and in reality save the universe - a fact that seemingly defied the very reason why the Sith Order existed - but a battle plan that was going to be executed to execute once and for all every single MerCon and Vhinech and their means to carry out a war. 

History had shown time and time again if a foe was given life, spared the existence of a complete death in every arena, there was always a chance they would come back as foes and sometimes stronger in the return; in retrospect, that was the Sith; the Jedi just assumed them all dead and never bothered to follow up to make sure. The Vhinech's defeat at Evramora wrote the Vhinech off as a great threat ten years ago and the Republic - what did they do - treated them as if they were a planet under a trade embargo or pirates that were only a threat when larger ships were plundered. And once again the inevitable happened; when the Vhinech struck with the Legacy Virus and attacked Uiennar and everything else, the Republic was caught with nothing to counter it except the load in their shorts.

Agreed upon long before in the planning, provided with the V-Hauler's extensive blue prints it had on the Orpheus, the Sith wanted absolute victory through absolute annihilation. A problem taken care of was no problem in the future, and such interferences made extinct guaranteed it.

After only seconds of scanning, she mused, "I was wrong in the half day advantage window, but with everyone tied up we can still do this. This ship has only a eighth of its crew, and the Vhinech presence is very minimal."

"Then hurry, I can't stand this worthlessness any longer," said Sidious in very serious tones. He got up and Maul joined him, heading for the hatch with their weapons in their hands. Naressa closed her eyes, visualized the technical schematics of the ship, and teleported herself to where she needed to strike first……

The main feeding kiosk room was just as empty of personnel as anywhere else; the MerCons of course assumed the obvious that no Force user or even a sabotage team was going to get on board their destructive super toy. As in the design specs, miles upon miles of feeding tubes extended from the large tank filled with aspemu to feed the ysalamiri housed throughout the ship.

Naressa's eyes flashed with the build up of power and from her unfurled fingers and stretched out hands came Force Lightening. Like its name sake, the Dark Side energy crackled and popped as it ionized the air, often causing a thunderclap, as the darting and burning tendrils stuck the kiosk. The metal began to glow slightly, and Naressa tuned down the intensity of the attack by lowering one of her hands. The purpose of attacking the kiosk was not to destroy it, but to use the aspemu itself, with its heavy water content, to conduct the electrical energy in a massive attack; simply death by electric-water shock. And if the Lightening didn't get them, then the over time heating of the liquid food eventually would; the ysalamiri were oh so fragile creatures.

The attack moved on, the Force Lightening crawling about the ship has if it were alive, licking the ysalamiri, the surrounding metal tubes, and the rest of the ship, entering and illuminating the shadows, and giving away it's presence as the energy crackled at times through the walls and the smallest of cracks and openings. Some bared witness to the electrical dance and though puzzled never puzzled it with any alarm. Some ignored it entirely. Some were so bedazzled they did question what it was when the energy damaged their machinery stations. Never, ever, did they realize what it was, or where it was coming from. For those not Force sensitive, it was merely a phenomenon of no real consequence. To Ros, Casper, and Muriel, who would feel it at that moment, it was anything but unexplainable.
Naressa did not relay the results of her accomplishments; the Sith Lords first heard the faint sounds of screaming in their minds, and then there was the Dark Side of the Force at their beck and call; welcoming them back their long lost brothers.

The hatch lowered, and even before the first MerCon technician managed to reach the dropping ramp, Darth Maul was sailing over him in a flip, and upon landing spun and took the man's head off with the sudden emergence of his lightsaber. Several others stopped dead in their tracks and with hands full of service equipment had no advantage or choice against the Sith Apprentice other than running, which became a bad stratagem when they panicked and ran into one another. With a gesture, Maul sent them sprawling with a Force Push, and from there he showed no mercy to any of them; in this operation, there could not be witnesses, and there was no room for prisoners.

Sidious sprinted out when Maul moved from the ship to catch a running MerCon that was near the cockpit trying to run away by cutting off his foot at the ankle, and finishing it up with a lightsaber strike to the head. His eyes caught another movement, and letting the Dark Side guide him he raised his right hand at a guard running across the docking bay, taking aim at him. From his cloak sleeve, in which underneath housed a leather forearm pouch, dozens of metal shavings from hull rivets screamed out in low howls of death, driven to body piercing speed through the Dark Side of the Force, tearing the intended target apart.

As Naressa continued her part of the attack, and a long time consuming attack at that, Maul and Sidious finished the disagreement they had with the MerCons, preventing any raise of alarm, and the two Sith Lords parted ways in accordance to the attack plan: facing the opening of the docking bay, Maul went directly to the left, while Sidious ran off down a corridor to the right. Each of the three Sith had preset objectives to meet and a schedule to keep. Much of the attack was centralized around the classified areas of the ship; although their true purpose was never defined, the days of research in hyperspace going over the plans in detail told them all they needed to know; where to hurt the MerCons and Vhinech the worst on the ship, and where would Juna be based on several well thought out scenarios. 

Much of his approach was silent, and Maul ensured that with his quickness. He didn't evade anyone in the corridor, for this was a mission where 'kill them all' was not just a saying it was the primary objective. Silence was guaranteed upon the slitting of throats and the taking of hints; in both cases one could not raise alarm by shout or, via the brain create the thought to go press the Alarm button or use their comm calls. 

As he ran the corridors of Level 33 after ascending the ladders a few times, Darth Maul sensed the rapid approach of unsuspecting MerCons; four of them to be precise and unawares of the loss of the ysalamiri. They were walking at a quick pace, apparently on their way to whatever station they were supposedly assigned to. The opportunity was growing short, so Maul ran fast for them; they were still unseen, somewhere around the bend in front of him. In one slick motion as he got closer he whipped out his lightsaber, rounded the bend, ignited his weapon just as he saw the most far right MerCon - who's attention was else where Maul saw him, and with a strong rush of the Dark Side of the Force rushed through, whirled his weapon in one motion as he passed between the suddenly surprised group of mortals, and shut off his weapon when he cleared the group.

Maul took two more steps to slow his run, and all four MerCons finally fell over, their heads sliding off their necks. Weapons use alerts had been blaring throughout the ship prior to Maul's use of his weapon, so alarm to what he had done went unnoticed; little did he and the other Sith know at the moment why that was so. To Maul, perhaps it was just the general Red Alert malfunctioning; war had its mistakes as well as its perils. 

Maul moved on, quickly to the one of the many sub-power chambers, and from a hidden pouch on his belt he produced a small magnetic mine. He attached it to the main ion flush valve and set the explosive to go off on command when the time came, and left the room in a rush to the next strategic location of a sub-power chamber. The sub-power conduits were everywhere, but the strategic ones caused massive damage to the various parts of the ship that surrounded it. 

But that wouldn't happen until his Master commanded the mines to detonate. That wasn't going to occur until certain conditions were met. If anything, the mines were insurance more than a requirement. Maul didn't argue the logic; he just obeyed his Master's wishes. And why not; looking at a bloody death up close was much more satisfying. And Sidious had that look in his eyes.

As Maul continued on, Darth Sidious had more or less the same mission, but unlike his apprentice he had met more resistance. Nothing he couldn't handle.

In one of the many incidents the MerCons saw him first upon Level 21, roughly ten of them in a tight group that were heavily armed for some sort of tactical assault on board the ship; Sidious doubted it was for he, but he wasn't going to be shy either. His locking focus when some began to aim was the heart of the group, and with a single gesture he unleashed a furious Force Lightening attack that scattered them like children's transparent marbles. With his lightsaber he charged and cut the hand off of a guard attempting to use his comlink built into the glove, whirled and killed him, snapped a kick behind him that caught another man right on the nose, and smoothly he spun and cut the legs off of a charging foe and followed it with a death blow to the face. Faced with two men in front of him and two behind him ready to strike, Sidious pivoted to his right and threw his lightsaber at the two behind him, guiding it with the Force has it spun at them; one man avoided the attack while the other was cut through the chest. In that moment, Sidious charged at the other two men weaponless, but by no means helpless. At the last moment, he did a one handed cartwheel between them, drawing both men towards one another, and snapping quickly up he grabbed them by the necks and with Force augmented strength drove their heads together viciously with a loud, chilling SMACK!

"Freeze!" yelled the remaining guard who avoided his weapon, raising his own to point at the Sith Master. 

Sidious held up his hands in defeat…then silently said goodbye to the guard by opening and closing his fingers. For the entire time, he still had control of his flying lightsaber, and before the guard realized it the weapon spun back and sliced the top of his head off along the way back to its Master. With lightsaber in hand, Sidious ran up to the dying guard quickly, took his blaster, and spinning he shot three times to kill the slowest of the three remaining MerCons that had took the blunt of his Force Lightening attack. He put a shot into the MerCon he kicked in the nose to ensure his death, and then he left the blaster and headed down the corridor in a sprint. Reaching another of his objectives, Sidious activated his mine, but threw it in the room and allowed the magnet to set the explosive; dangerous, but so was wasting time trying to be precise with the explosive. Once completed, he moved on and upward like Maul, circling the ship around the general area where they felt their ultimate prize would be located.

Mama?
All three Sith heard it, an echo of agonizing song. It affected each of them differently.
Maul stopped only for a few seconds to gauge where it came from. Under the circumstances, he concluded easily that there could only be one female on board the ship that would say/think that through the Force, and it didn't feel like a Vhinech. This person was of a great power that was dying; the fingers of Death were there, grasping the source of the plea so tight it took a great deal of effort on his part to locate her, for it had to Mistress Naressa's and Master Sidious' daughter, the Dark Hope of the Sith. He was close, very close, and dutifully Maul left behind the plan to set mines to go save the Sith's master plan.

Sidious turned his attention back and up towards where he felt Juna would be. He felt her, and felt the shifting patterns of Dark Side all around her; it was her, and yet she didn't feel the same to him; there were times in her youth, when her senses were not tendered by Jurivicious Pern's musings, he touched her through the Force to just get a 'feel' for her; Force signatures, in general theory never changed in identifiers. The latter of his thoughts though were outdated thanks to Naressa going through the Fading Light; the Sith Maiden's signature showed such fluctuations….
It occurred to Sidious then that, perhaps, Juna was going through the same thing. And if so, that meant Darth Rune may be, or is attempting to, assuming Juna's body. The timing was perfect, for the most powerful of Dark Side entities were gathered in one place to 'help' Rune in her quest of resurrection, and by the feel of things his Daughter was not even in poor shape; she was far worse, and he didn't even speculate on who had done it. Overall, it was one of his worse fears as Sith Master of the Order. It had to be stopped.
However, Sidious stopped himself when he sensed Maul heading for Juna; the plan. Granted, Juna was a high priority, but if they all went to her…
He sensed now that Naressa had stopped. 

Naressa! Lord Maul is on his way! Go to the Bridge! Sidious could feel her growing apprehension and neglect of duty. He had feared this; the distraction of remorseful sympathy. Naressa's next move after the ysalamiri were killed was to attack the Main Bridge; kill the brain that ran the rest of the body and their enemies here fell cold dead and their escape would be less complicated. Don't deviate from the plan, Naressa! DON'T!
It was too late; Sidious felt her vanish and her presence shift through the ship towards Juna's signal.

Beyond that, he felt a great and serious rage that made his lips curl in anger. Sidious cursed as he began to run hard the other way, ending encounters along the way very quickly with his alert senses and swift hand.
Of the three, Naressa had the advantage of reaching her Gessa the quickest, not even listening to Sidious' warnings as her Daughter's cries for her overrode everything else in the universe. She arrived in the corridor and was met by the most ghastly sight she had ever encountered.
In motherly exaggeration, Juna's blood was all over the place; to Naressa it was, for her eyes could see even the smallest of drops, even the most imagined. She laid face down, her battered body and matted hair stained wet with that which promotes life, her body still and far too limber for a living person. The Sith Maiden Matriarch dropped to her knees quickly, the pain of the move unregistered at all, and with a hand of care she said gently with all predisposed Sithian offerings aside, "Gessa, I'm here. Your mama is here." She removed her leather glove and with care she brushed back the hair, fighting the lump down in her throat as the motion was made so difficult by the small sounds of hair fiber pulling on her once soft and beautiful skin. Underneath the blanket of reddened brown hair was an eye that could barely open from an unrecognizable creature. Her best efforts could not hide her shock as she shuttered out, "Juna?"
"Mama?" Juna lifted her head up and tried to look with both eyes, but Naressa found that to be impossible; a horrible hole was all that was left of Juna's right orbital socket, starting with a tear in her flesh in line with the rest of her upper jaw. Naressa let out a whined filled warble of sadden horror, putting both her hands on her Precious' ruined face. "Mama?"

"My Baby, not you too," Naressa cried out, becoming emotional. "Not you too." Juna then became more relaxed in her neck and began to choke out her breaths. "NO! JUNA! NOOOOO!" Naressa threw a share of her body around Juna, holding her upper body in her lap while her own body laid across her most delicate treasure. There were a great shifting of energies within Juna's body that were alarming; Naressa had never felt them before, and feared the worst. "I won't let you win, Mother. I won't let you win." Wasting no more time, Naressa did all she could to get Juna under control, pushing her focus and abilities deep into her Daughters body. The catch was she had to keep it in check as far as influence went; too much of herself was rooted solely in the Dark Side, and such energies may be enough in order for Rune to complete the transition.
There were other risks as well.

One of which returned from eating his latest kill.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 105.1

Dropping the remains of a Bothan-Vhinech's arm, Prophet saw a new, Dark figure huddling and holding his Juna, and temper growing again he moved swiftly for the prone figures on the floor; the one who had his Juna was unaware of his approach…

Darth Maul was only a few steps away from Mistress Naressa when he saw him and he did hesitate; never in his young life had he seen such a creature, one who could only be the Magus Prophet Master Sidious had described to him; unfortunately, his Master's words did little justice for Prophet in the flesh. Perhaps it was to downplay the Vhinech's being, or perhaps as he was learning not one being was to be taken lightly at any given time.

The pause over, Maul removed his lightsaber from his belt and charged. Magus Prophet saw him when he was only two steps from Naressa and managed to get his lightsaber up and blocking the leaping Sith Apprentice's first attack. Maul wasted no time and showed no patience and forced his opponent back; the Dark Hope was Master Sidious' prize, and whatever his reservations in the regard was mute. The speed he possessed was enough to put the Beast on his toes, but it didn't take long for Prophet to put Maul in the position of running rodent. Maul had disengaged to reset and attack again, but was met with an attack that was both wild and dangerous to even think about. At best, Maul just led Prophet away from the females down the corridor and attempted to locate more spacious surroundings. 
During the exercise of movement, Darth Maul changed his retreat into an offensive, cursing with every swing in his mind: push, swing, push, swing, swing, and kick…
Maul's foot connected with Prophet's chest, and in what could be described as a bad cartoon reaction the warrior actually bounced off his feet upon impact; liking kicking a metal wall with no give, the Laws of Physics returning the energy equal fold from its source. He rolled, came up…

Prophet nearly cut him twice with two downward overhead attacks that cut the ceiling the same number of times, the floor where Maul was, and showered them both each with sparks of reckless abandonment. The quicker of the two made an excellent swing to take off Prophet's head at the neck, but the anticipation attack was lousy; unlike Servant who was as readable as books and even Master Sidious - who was a engrossing long fiction tale which did require rereading in order to understand the plot - Maul could not read Prophet at all. All the necessities were there, and Prophet's motives were as clear as his, but there was no hint in the Dark Side and if Prophet was doing it his efforts were both flawless and without sweat. It took a few more blocks from Prophet to enlighten Maul to the fact that his opponent wasn't thinking and yet at the same time he had clear purpose. Too often he had heard Mistress Nebula refer to him as a beast, a monster, and a animal. And she was right; Prophet was rabid with insanity and still keen with a blade; the joining of skill with primal instinct in its most lethal form, something thought to be unworkable in the minds of the Sith.
Maul envied him, and wanted to kill Prophet now more than ever. This…thing, who was trained by the fallen Jedi Jurivicious Pern, could not be superior to him.

The two clashed again, and Maul was quick to move and keep moving as Prophet pressed. It was like the previous engagement for Prophet in many ways; his strength and power versus his opponent's speed and agility and the skills honed with both. Maul was a more practiced and polished student of the art of lightsaber battle, displaying his lack of fear when he attacked at times where Juna would have bailed out. Maul paced himself although it didn't appear that he was doing it, and that was another difference.

Prophet was aware of it; it was in his actions: he blocked left, right, high, and low, and then stepped forward to force Maul to hop back; the Sith Lord did not want to be grabbed, nor did he want to be gorged by the horns, nor did he want his face bit off by his teeth; all revealed by the blood dried in those areas that could be used as weapons.

Maul disengaged, backed up, twirled his weapon, and beckoned Prophet to come at him. Prophet did, and Maul ignited the other half of his dual weapon and swung…

Prophet's chest was cut open, and his bellow of surprise equaled his five step retreat. Maul sneered in approval and flipped over Prophet…

In the movement and to Maul's shock, Prophet's hand snatched him by the ankle, killed his momentum, and like a whip he threw his opponent back to where he had come. Maul bounced hard twice, rolled, and uncurled from the ball back on his feet; in the process he had smartly shut down his weapon, and now recovered he was up with it back on….

Prophet's swing caught the one blade and the power of the stroke force Maul to swing the blades counterclockwise and it all nearly twisted out of his hands. Prophet then swung back, knocking it the other way, and then swung high for Maul's head…

Maul this time went with the blow, spun around and down into a crouch, and went for the giant's legs….

Prophet leaped frog over Maul, snapping his blade behind him, the length of it just enough to spike Maul's head…

Maul spun again, this time planting his ass to the floor, twirling his blades above him to lock Prophet's lightsaber towards his back, and helicoptered his legs in between Prophet's in an attempt to trip him…
Prophet pulled straight up with his lightsaber, taking the glancing blow left behind as Maul's blade came towards his back, and swung down between his legs…

Maul saw it and rolled, but still took the tip of his weapon in the back of his leg. He sprang up, the pain still bugging him enough to almost lose control of his balance, and readied himself to receive another aggressive attack. Prophet's attacks formations were loud affairs, one that betrayed the fact that he was no dancer of the air, but it was which direction and how he was going to use himself in his movements that kept others baffled. Does one worry solely about the lightsaber? If so, do they neglect the horns, sacrifice a limb to the beast's hands, or jaws? How often did such questions enter those who have opposed Magus Prophet?
Another thing occurred to the Sith Lord: Prophet's chest showed no sign of having been cut; the only evidence was the charring the lightsaber created in the material on either side of the horizontal cut. Otherwise the only injury inflicted was, if he had any, Prophet's sense of fashion. They met blades again, and Maul evaluated the situation further by firing a blitzkrieg of sword and body movements towards the beast: high right, move body right, left, move right, swing up, move left, move and swing, spin right, move right, FLIP IN PLACE, strike hard right, hard left, hard right, hard high left, hard low right, soft, soft, soft, HARD, spin AND thrust, Thrust, THRUST!
RETREAT!

Maul noticed that there were several areas on Prophet's clothes and exposed flesh to where a lightsaber had stuck long ago; long before this engagement. Prophet pressed forward and swung hard right, hard left, swiped with his hand, blocked Maul's attack and scared the Sith Lord back with a dip and upper cut move with his right horn; the tip of the black, pointed weapon ripped through Maul's tunic, lifting the much smaller warrior off his feet momentarily until the tunic tore. Maul wheeled away, realizing that Prophet was not hurt or hampered by whatever injuries he had sustained.
Frustrated by the revelation, Darth Maul tapped into it and charged hard with both saber blades lit to emphasize his want to end the conflict. He moved quickly with his hands, pumping the blades quickly to do whatever he could in anyway to press and torment Prophet. For his part Prophet did not once step back and matched speed; a sudden change from the defense would slow him down just enough for Maul to get in a shot, and that approach told Maul that Prophet was fully aware of the situation even if he was a slobbering, rabid monstrosity before him.

Prophet pushed off, and Maul came in again; swing right, left, right, left, right, body to the right, left, left, right, spin and twirl, angle lightsaber high right down…

Maul brought up the left side, his speed unmatched…..

Prophet took one step back, and if he were a short person it would have meant little in the way of survival. But a half step was longer than a tall Human's stride; he took a full step, and thus Maul's blade missed terribly. Maul had to duck to avoid Prophet's retort…

And like a flash, Prophet's size 20 boot was coming down on Maul's head!!!!

Maul snapped his head and body up, but Prophet stomped the entire shaft of the Sith's weapon, causing the power cells to overload and rupture, destroying the weapon entirely in a shower of blinding sparks that stunned Maul; the same explosion burned Prophet's foot considerably and made him take a few hops back; if it hadn't, Maul would have been dead by whatever attack Prophet would have delivered on a follow through.
Instead Maul was standing up slowly and blinking rapidly to regain his vision. Prophet stepped towards him and attacked with his lightsaber. Maul was not helpless and was able to evade, using the Dark Side to guide him about the room they were in. He landed, and like his Master he unleashed the shrapnel hidden within his cloak sleeves, using the Dark Side to deliver them. The metallic fragments were too fast for the charging Prophet to recognize as threats and hundreds of them hit their marks on his chest and face. Prophet let out a shriek and took several steps back.
But to Maul's shock, the fragments just stuck on Prophet like rose bush pickers would on skin; against other creatures, the attack shredded them. He shook a few times between his misses and the small weapons fell off with very little damage.
Maul forced himself to jump over Prophet and in mid flight unsheathed a Sithian hook dagger; similar to a gut knife, but longer and with a more curved end; the curved interior jagged and designed to pull any loose tissue the rest of the sharp blade managed to loosen. With all his might he stabbed downward towards the back of Prophet's neck, caught the left trapezium muscle where the neck and the shoulder connect, and let his momentum pull the blade down….

Prophet bellowed in anger, but to Maul's disappointment even his downward bodyweight was not enough to sink even the rounded blade down even after hooking it close to the collarbone. He hung on it and pulled, placing his feet on Prophet's lower back and jerking it. In response, Prophet flipped forward!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
In mid flip, Maul smartly let go and was thrown into the wall; it was a short distance away, and he had no time to adjust. He took the impact against his back and the wind was out of him. Prophet landed on his back with a loud thud, sat up, and spun to his feet. In the process he ripped the knife from his shoulder and in motion threw it….
Maul slid down, and the knife took a small piece off the top of his upper most horn on his Zubiak's head; the blade embedded deeply into the wall with a loud THUNK! 

Prophet charged and attacked, missing Maul and leaving clear evidence with a slag line cut into the wall. The Sith Lord moved again, quickly and defiantly avoiding the premature destiny the Vhinech wanted to give him. The monster turned sharply on a pivot, ready to strike, and was distracted by the sudden shudder that overcame the ship for a few seconds; unbeknownst to them all, it was Enothchild piloting the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado into the Orpheus.
Darth Maul took the opportunity to move quickly by Magus Prophet to get some distance between them. All the while he searched in vain in his escape for anything to use against his foe, and found nothing.

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

CHAPTER 105.2

Reaching Level 11, the lift doors opened to reveal the latest threats in Darth Sidious' way; four MerCons apparently looking forward towards action with the Trade Federation; passing by some comm stations in the halls, Sidious overheard the chatter about the newcomers in the system; the Trade Federation sent an annihilation fleet and MerCons were needed on all guns, hence this stupid group of worthlessness. He felt them long before the doors opened, so he was ready with his lightsaber, and when the doors opened he spun into them before they could react. In the motion, he cut off all four men's heads before they could even see him in the elevator, and during the last rotation he tossed one of his mines into the lift before the doors closed. Finished, he ran right from the end of his spinning down a long stretch of hallway that would lead him to both Naressa and Juna. 
He could feel them, of course, and his anger towards Naressa for not going to the bridge first still lingered although it felt as if Juna could not hold out for help much longer. Plans had to be executed, or those trying to execute them were executed by those who they wanted to execute. The time for deep concern for the Dark Hope was later; the time to end the threat was now!
Sidious finally turned the bend that allowed him to see Naressa's slumped over on her knees form. He said with controlled anger, "Naressa, damn it, this isn't the time! Get her to the ship!" She didn't say anything to him, but he could hear her pouting quietly and speak soothing words in a language he believed to be Corellian. "Naressa!"

"Dace, if I move her now she'll die," said Naressa, sitting up with tears in her eyes and some blood staining her chin; a stark contrast between the red and the white of her skin was enough to make him pause. "I'm trying to keep her from falling."

Sidious looked immediately down….

His mind went blank. 

In an instant, as he took note of Juna's battered form, there was nothing else in the universe going on except his Daughter laying on her back, bleeding from various places, with a hole in her face, struggling for life. He slowly kneeled down beside her just as Naressa covered Juna up again in some attempt at keeping her energies within, removed the glove from his right hand, and brushed aside Naressa's hair and hood to touch Juna's forehead, pressing his palm down until his whole hand made contact. There was only one reason why he would do such a thing, during such a time and place where it didn't call for it. All the times he defender her name against political idiots in public as a Senator. All the times he desired to support her as merely a friend when the times were rough, and continued to do so even when she rejected his offerings. All the reason why he was here, now, ready to finish the extinction agenda he started not too long ago.
He was Juna's father. She was much more than he was, and he wasn't upset that she was. He was a part of her, and he had liked to think it was that part that motivated her to achieve whatever she set her heart and desires on, misguided as they were but she was the conquering heroine nonetheless in whatever battlefield she fought on. Always though he admired her accomplishments from afar. With no experience in this sort of environment Juna faced her fear and fought him to a bitter end, doing so without giving Prophet the satisfaction. He knew it, he believed it, for he was Juna's father, and she was his Daughter, the most powerful being in the galaxy.
Still, there was that part of him, that part of his nature, that crept into his thinking and thought about puking all over her for her failure. Why would any offspring of his do something so foolish and stupid as to go against someone that desires her so to the point of killing her if need be to own her? She entered a situation she could not win or walk away from, and for that her reward was more than enough; it was deserved.

Sidious took his hand off her forehead and curled it into a tight fist of growing rage. 

He was furious….with himself.

This was exactly Nebula's point. This was exactly Naressa's point. He lied to himself.

He lied to himself; the Sith Lord in him would not let him see her as his wounded Daughter, but as a set back to his long term plans. More than anything he was furious at himself than at anyone who could be blamed for what happened, and that list was long in his mind. Naressa was on that list. Sarch was as well. So was Prophet. But at the top of that list was the name Darth Sidious, who desired to be the most ruthless bastard of a Sith Master the universe has ever bared witness to.
He had succeeded, and he hated himself. In a cruel joke of the Dark Side of the Force, his most despised adversary helped him ascend to the heights he desired by mutilating his only offspring.

Sidious stood up to move away, and all the while he never took his gray eyes off his Daughter, who wavered and waned between the light and the Dark, her Force signature strange and different; that bothered him, going hand in hand with what Naressa had said only moments ago.

The shaking of the Orpheus from Enothchild ramming his craft into it shook him back into reality. Everything now was happening, but with it was the addition of the new rage that burned within him. So incensed it covered the entire vessel with his Dark Shadow and cursed it with ruination. In the travels, he felt not far and yet not close the fury of two men in battle for their lives, both recognizable - in his mind - with their piss poor weak and useless souls.
"He will die, Juna," was all Sidious could get out of his mouth before he walked quickly towards his next destiny. He wanted to say more, say something more…fatherly. He couldn't, and that made him seriously pissed off. 
And Prophet through his battering of Juna made him this way. 

Nothing else, not the past not what Prophet has done or what Sidious had speculated to himself what Prophet was planning to do in the long term, made his black heart swell with the need of an other's blood. This was more than about territory, or about pride, or birthright, and it took this very moment to finally lift the blinders from his eyes to see it. Those blinders that were momentarily lifted between the time Naressa argued with him when Darth Maul failed to kill the Vhinech on Naboo up to the morning days ago when Naressa awaken after another touching night together and murdered out that Darth Rune had returned. Those Dark Blinders….
Would you beat Juna if she displeases you?

That memory, from the fight, the very thing that lifted the blinders the first time, made him grimace like a wounding upon his flesh from a deadly weapon; a feeling he has felt through his apprenticeship many times. It taunted him, those feelings he momentarily had one just a few dozen steps behind him, the question did now more than it did when Naressa asked it back on Korriban. 

This is for just failure. You would do the same to our daughter?

Sidious growled, letting his cool edge expand beyond his cold, tense, intent walk, extending to his left hand, unfaltering now in his grip as he removed his lightsaber from his belt with a hard jerk that nearly snapped the catch ring on the weapon. His ears burned with fire when he heard the fight that was taking place only yards away with walls and corridor between it and him. The level of anticipation of discovery equaled his fury by the time he entered the rather large concourse area, situated very near to the industrial complex of the Orpheus, where Juna and Prophet had fought in earlier. It was there he came to a stop to take in his apprentice and his antagonist. Maul was weaponless by fault and not by design, avoiding another of a serious of lethal intended strikes from Prophet's lightsaber; by the judge of matters something that had been going on for a long time. Where Maul failed though there was success; he was still alive. Sidious felt Prophet was not the greatest swordsman, but was competent enough to where those of equal or less skill would have been gored a long time ago. 
But not his Apprentice. Not Darth Maul. For once, and for one second, Sidious was really proud of him. He had shaped the warrior, his vision and his guidance, and he alone was the reason why Maul lived. Alas, it was only one second for other things occupied his mind at the moment.

When the one second lapsed, Maul landed from the last attempt by Prophet to kill him in the perfect position to get assed kicked; Prophet's body was leaned over after he swung, and by design his hands pressed against the floor, he raised his lower body, and with both his legs kicked back like a bucking beast of burden. Maul sidestepped, but one foot found his young chest solidly. The impact was greatly emphasized by the unnatural bend in Maul's body around the source of the attack, followed by his body's take off insanely out of control backwards, by accident towards Sidious.

Sidious raised his hand, and with a violent jar Lord Maul stopped right in front of him in mid air. If circumstances were different he would have let Maul continue on his journey, but he needed him for the change of plans.

Prophet snapped back up and readied for Maul, but when he saw what was going on he paused, sniffed, locked eyes on Sidious, and growled out in curse, "Yoooooooooooou!"

Sidious lowered Maul down to grab him by the back of the neck to shake him awake and to his feet; the blow knocked the Sith Lord out by driving the wind out of him. Maul groaned awake and turned sharply around with a raised fist, stopping when he noted who had him, and finally buckling under the pain from where Prophet's boot made a long lasting impression. "M-Master." He coughed after he spoke, trying to get air in his exercised and bruised lungs. "I can…help you….in time."
"Indeed you will, Lord Maul," said Sidious with buckling calm in his voice as he continued to stare down Prophet; neither man was backing down in the stare, and Prophet was looking more and more ready to attack. "Start by heading back to the ship and getting it ready to leave."

Maul looked at him with questioning eyes. "We're leaving?"

"Yes. The fools are about to be dealt with by the Trade Federation." There was a silence that was momentarily there, broken by the sounds of weapons fire pounding on the hull of the vessel they were on. "We have what we want." And silently he knew Maul understood that the Trade Federation was going to complete the task of destruction they sat out to cause; the perfect getaway cover, and if they believed Juna was still on board the Orpheus when it was destroyed - not if - the Republic was going to come down extremely hard on the Trade Federation, and Sidious was going to make sure of that.
"But this son of a bitch is mine alone," said Sidious, referring to Prophet. He shoved Maul away from him and ignited his lightsaber. He didn’t' need to, but he added anyways to rebuke any attempt by Maul to object, "This won't take long."

Before anything else was said or done, Prophet rushed in with no pleasantries to mark their engagement. Fine and well with Sidious; such gentlemen-like starts in a lightsaber battle wasted time; time was something he couldn't waste, and frankly in his opinion Magus Prophet had lived long enough.
Sidious whirled his blade around in a way that forced Maul to back away, in effecting reminding the young Sith Lord to get going, and then ducked under Prophet's swing, moving in a bent over run. He stopped quickly, and twice as quickly more or less pulled his lightsaber back towards Prophet from where he had dragged it through. The attacks missing, both mutually turned. With some last hints of caring before falling into the embrace of Darkness for the fight, Sidious noted that Maul had left the area to attend to his orders.
The two Dark entities locked eyes with one another and circled to their respected lefts, both red lightsabers held in front of them, each other challenging in dare to move their weapon to the left or right to strike…
Sidious, instead, let his drop to where it was perpendicular from him, almost at a ninety degree angle, and stabbed forward; the quickest move against such a large target. He imagined Darth Maul attacked continuously from the outside given that the young Sith Lord wanted a two blade advantage against Magus Prophet, putting great faith in his quickness; youthful stupidity and inexperience once again Maul's defining weaknesses that glared too brightly from under the cloak of his growing great Shadow. As promised, the move did one of the two things it sat out to do and in this case forced Prophet to step back. Sidious was quick not to gloat by circling the same move over and over to force him to back up and primarily use his reach, nullifying Prophet's immediate use of his natural weapons.
Sidious and Prophet continued to attack, both exchanging quick clashes, Master and Magus trying to establish their dominance quickly, both not wanting a long engagement.
Actually, with another series of feints and jabs designed to prevent Prophet from using the full blunt of his incredible strength, Sidious didn't want a long term fight with him even if the circumstances were far different. As with strength, he didn't have to guess that the Vhinech held advantages in many other physical categories; to kill so many Vhinphyc with his bare hands before he learned his Dark Force skills from Pern spoke of that clearly in passed on lore and the fading tattoos upon the exposed areas of his flesh from where Juna's and Maul's lightsabers had cut open his clothing and, at one time, skin. 
Sidious did not forget that Prophet fought Sarch; having felt the Jedi Master's 'peaceful strength' at Rapier Manor in preventing him from seeing Juna, one had to be practically a Vhinphyc of Sarch's caliber or better in stamina and toughness to survive.

And there was the other intangible Sidious remembered clearly from talking with young Juna so long ago after the often called Rapier Manor Battle. Prophet was stabbed through the chest and hurled from high above the Tower Maze to the cement ground below it some three hundred feet below. 

And he walked away. And moving, like he was now to split Sidious' skull with a short stroke overhand maneuver, ten years later with no ill effects from such an event. Therefore a long fight only benefited Prophet, and judging by what he could see when they clashed blades in blazing heated stereo sound the Vhinech had been fighting for quite a while; the dried blood stains on his shirt were left there well over an hour ago, perhaps longer.
But to Sidious he was sure he wasn't going to walk away. Not this time. The Dark Side may have been with Magus Prophet, but there was artificiality to it. His anger was tremendous, but it was more driven by animalistic insanity than sane focus. His skills were one with his instincts, but they were of a Jedi's skills intermixed with desperation; and history showed that Jedi that did that lost always.
Sidious kept his distance, moving his lightsaber in quickly with slash left, right, left, high, low, right, left, high, right, left, right, right, low, right, low, high, right, and high, backed off, and almost repeated the same cycle with a slight different approach angle. Never, though, did he let himself get closer than a Prophet step, nor did he allow himself to get involved in a test of strength. The frustration was creeping into the fury of Prophet's face; there was a difference, regardless of who. He bore and snapped his teeth, much like an animal daring his challenger to come forth and measure himself to his malehood dominance. 

Sidious wasn't amused and decided to wound Prophet. Again he went on the offensive, never leaving his feet except to step forward or back, side to side, moving his lightsaber in a simplistic inside movement…

Then he cut diagonally, with both feet and blade, on the outside. The blade laid open Prophet's shoulder and Sidious stepped back. Prophet howled, but he did not retreat; he rushed hard for Sidious.
The Sith Master executed a perfect side step and behind, and with a gesture and Prophet's own momentum he threw his foe hard head first into the wall some fifty feet away. Sidious did not stop nor did he gloat; when Prophet impacted the wall he struck the monster with all his rage in Force Lightening from his still outstretched hand. The impact of the lightening and the jolt that ran through Prophet's body caused him to hit the wall hard again. 

Sidious stopped and moved quickly, knowing that such an attack only stunned Prophet for so long, and used his lightsaber like an all purpose cutting tool, slicing every he ran bye. Prophet was now up, his shoulder was all ready partially healed, and was after him. Prophet attempted to cut the angle, using the path of least distance to reach Sidious….

Sidious moved suddenly like a blur past the intended mating point of the two, stopped some distance away, and readied himself for Prophet.

Prophet, in response, left his feet…

And with a head nod, everything Sidious cut flew from their cut perches towards Prophet in sizes that ranged from small to large but all of them freshly cut daggers; larger versions of the shrapnel Sidious used earlier….

The metal jags caught Prophet in mid-flight and tore into him with great acceleration; like a duck on Naboo, he fell as if shot down by a hunter's gun, his wings clipped by the shot. However, Prophet was getting up even with the jags still in him….
Sidious only smiled, raised his hand, and hit him with Force Lightening again. This time, unlike the other attempts, with the metal embedded directly into Prophet's flesh the currents were flowed more directly into his inner processes; no skin to pad and deflect the effects, plus it was still electrical energy and metal was still a great conductor of it. The energy washed over Prophet's form and dropped the screaming beast in his tracks, a bellow of reckoning for those who do not finish him off.

Bringing his hand back to his lightsaber for a two hand grip, Sidious stopped the attack; it wasn't that he was drained by the normally draining ability; far from it, for he had much more in the tank as it were today; today he was much more powerful than ever before and he credited that to his Daughter.

He did not dare say love. Not now, not at this moment. He just gave her the credit.

"This was over before it started, long ago at Evramora," he said to him, doubting that Prophet could understand a word he just said. "It was there where the only opportunity existed to kill me easily. But to be fair about it I made a mistake then too; I should have killed you. No matter, for the error will be corrected and the only gratitude you will get for it is how you made it so convenient for me to come in possession of the Dark Hope without worry. Thank you so very much."

Prophet pushed himself up in a struggle, and from his mouth he said, "J-J-Juna. My Juna." 
Sidious grew hot again and said, "Never…." 

Prophet suddenly snapped up, lunged, and struck Sidious' blade in an attempt to move it aside so he could snap his jaws around his neck….

Sidious let him because he wanted to cut his mouth off, and the tip of his lightsaber found the lower jaw easily when he whirled the blade in a counterclockwise circle. Prophet immediately reacted, jumping back and away and grabbing his injured lower jaw, feeling the hole that ran near the back connecting tissues, under the jaw and chin, and back out the other side; the cut also had cut off Prophet's tongue, which fell out of the gapping mouth and withered on the floor; a disturbing long piece of flesh it was. His mouth remained unhinged, and in a twisted comical way it made it look like his was in open mouth awe and shock of how great Sidious was when the wide, enraged eyes were factored in.

"Never!" Sidious continued his point, raising his lightsaber to point it at Prophet. "EVER! Speak my Daughter's name! You have not earned the privilege, not to me!"

Prophet pressed forward and swung hard with his weapon. Sidious avoided it all, moving himself and his weapon out of the way, and utilizing his quickness advantage that was never hampered by any bruising attack against it and cut his foe on the right side of his torso near the abdomen after a side step. Prophet reversed his trek, and so Sidious just back step to where he originally started, duck, came up and laid open the opposite side even with the other cut. 

Being close, Prophet tried to land an uppercut with one of his horns, but Sidious continued to move, relocating right behind Prophet and preceded to whiplash the Beast with one handed blistering strikes; five of them, all long flesh wounds as the receiver of such punishment stumbled forward quickly to avoid them. Prophet roared around and suddenly Sidious had to retreat; the Vhinech's speed increased suddenly and not to his liking, and with enhanced steps each skip he took created ten feet of space at a time.
Both fighters just held their ground for a full second, and then they came at each other, quickly bashing blades together in a series of high, low, right, left, right, low, high, slash, feint, high, low, right, right, right, Right, LEFT, high, high, low, high, low, high, low, high, lunge and lunge again but every time Sidious just did not fall for Prophet's baits and traps. Would Sidious have welcomed such a brutal battle that Prophet wanted? No, for it only benefited Prophet and he wasn't going to give it to him; like speaking Juna's name, he didn't earn the privilege. And Sidious dared anyone to say afterwards he wasn't a Sith with all the running around he was doing. The glory of a brutal battle was one thing, but if one couldn't do anything afterwards it meant nothing.
Lost in the Dementia of Darkness he felt he commanded, Sidious 'heard' something through the Dark Side and it distracted him for it seemed to center around Prophet. A strange language, spoken slowly and with death in the deep tenor of a male's voice he did not recognize. It seemed enchanting and far away, like a distant memory upon a night time horizon that was the past….

Suddenly Prophet moved in a blurred motion and his lightsaber spun in an uppercut unseen. It connected with Sidious' defending blade, and the Sith Master sailed upward off his feet.

Cursing himself, Sidious flipped in mid air to slow his rate of ascent and used the Force to deflect himself away from the ceiling without hitting it. Coming down, he could see Prophet measuring him, rearing back as he approached with his lightsaber…
The tension in his neck….

As Sidious came down, he flipped again and instead of using his lightsaber Prophet attacked with his head, catching only the Sith Master's unfastened cloak. Noting the mistake quickly he swung late through the cloak….

Sidious had unfastened his cloak and slithered down it, and Prophet's lightsaber barely missed the top of his skull. Smartly and by design Sidious didn't bother landing on his feet. In one painful move upon himself he landed with his legs split and his ass striking the deck hard; if he landed on his feet, Prophet reverse blade movement would have caught him. Here he only suffered a moment of pain filled hesitation that he knew would pass, and in a diabolical motion he rammed his lightsaber just above the Vhinech's privates and into the pelvic plate.

He smiled and yanked his blade down…

Prophet yelped loudly and leapt away backwards in agony, one hand covering his crotch while the other wielded his lightsaber and whirled winded it in defense. Sidious, however, did not give chase. He watched Prophet bang against the wall hard and as he stood up he allowed just one long gloat to take him as Prophet slid down the wall at the same time. Ignoring the pain in his tailbone, he presumed it was either badly bruised or partially fractured, Sidious said, "I was wrong about you Prophet. Apparently you do have battleships for balls. But as I always say; the bigger the fool the easier the target."
Magus Prophet could only hiss and growl through his still open and wounded mouth, trying hard not to whimper as his blood seeped through the dark incision that ran from his lower bowls to between his legs. Sidious watched him try to stand up and collapse over and over again, and he began to slowly walk towards his prey without much of a scratch. He said with judgment, "Serves you right. Not only for interfering in my plans, but you honestly thought you could…" He had to stop because he bit his tongue with the thoughts resurfacing in his Dark mind. With bleeding mouth, Sidious said, "Have my daughter for your sick, perverted pleasure. Bare you children. Be your dutiful mate against her will that you would twist and turn until your dreams came true." He stopped and with enough blood in his mouth he spat at Prophet, the glob of blood and salvia directly hitting the forehead. "You're not a man, and even if you were you would never measure up to her required standards."
Prophet tried again to stand, but slumped down and cackled out through a rubbery jaw, "Myf….Ja-nah! Nof yourfs! Minph! Myf Muse! Myf Darth Hopf!!!"
Sidious shook his head and frowned at him. "What did I tell you back at Evramora? Oh yes, now I remember." He whirled his lightsaber around in a ready position when he saw Prophet had regained some resemblance of composure from being wounded; it didn't surprise him, although in some juvenile way of thinking he was sure Prophet's blue balls didn't heal so quickly. He repeated word for word what he told Prophet. "She is a Goddess. Such a being should be treated very, very delicately or those who don't suffer from her wraith. She will kill you, Prophet. And you will see it coming. And you will not be able to stop her."
Sidious gestured flamboyantly to stress his point. "Through her pain and misery she has called and I have come. I am her instrument of your death. You can see me coming." He raised his lightsaber high and yelled, "YOU CAN'T STOP ME!"

Magus Prophet snapped his wounded mouth shut and hissed through his teeth, "NO!" Lightsaber clutched in both his hands, he hobbled towards his Sithian foe….
Sidious snapped off strikes quickly against Prophet's blade, and just continued to move both blade and body quickly. Prophet was hard pressed to keep up - it wasn't that Sidious was faster than Juna; it was that Sidious had done more damage in such a short time and he didn't allow damage to inflict him. He had a plan, created by quick assessment, and stuck to the damn thing; all carried by his skills and his determination, which he believed were far superior to anyone's in the first place.
His blade continued to hit Prophet's, and then it moved…

And then it happened so suddenly, surprising Prophet but to no surprise to Sidious. It happened just as Prophet met Sidious' side step, lunged forward, and then bent down to prevent Sidious from rolling by him. Instead Sidious bent down, came back up, and kicked Prophet's hands, making direct physical contact with him for the first time. The blow kicked Prophet's lightsaber towards his face and momentarily the energy blade buried itself into the front of his skull.

Sidious then spun pivot and with a backhand slashed through Prophet where he made the two previous slashes and the downward slash, connecting them like an exaggerated y-incision. The smell of innards caused Sidious to crinkle his nose but the protruding gore to come did not prevent him from hitting Prophet with a powerful, jolting Force Shove. The Vhinech was sent hard into the far wall, and upon impact the damage opened his body up like a clam shell, spilling his insides out in a vicious form of gutting, a living autopsy of sorts. Prophet didn't say Juna's name or spoke another word; he just collapsed in the mess that laid in front of his feet.
Sidious held his form in victory for a few more heartbeats, sneering his smile as he put his lightsaber away and stared on so he could capture the moment in detail, as much as he could, before reality caught up and forced him to retreat back towards his Daughter and Naressa. There was some business that still needed to be taken care of.
The walk was shorter than he realized, but it was still far in distance. On occasion he had to steady himself against the walls of the corridor from the Orpheus being pounded by whatever the Trade Federation dished out from Dark Side knew how many ships; he could feel there was too many Neimoidian minds; given the size of their ego, it took very little effort to feel them out there, and when there was a dozen and their heralds a Force sensitive would have to blind in their mind to miss them. He never figured the Trade Federation arrival, but their arrival must have been at the behest of King Veruna; Tomas Krendel was so smitten by Juna, he probably told Lott Dod himself for that reason and not because she was Naboo's shinning light.
Sidious paused for just a moment for it occurred to him that no one else was supposed to know where Sanctuary was. He doubted that Juna left such an obvious trail for so many to follow; the scans were lit up with Nubian technology when the Sith arrived said as much. And he doubted Juna would have told anyone where it was because she wanted to protect them from danger and the less they knew the better the chances; not so much as wanting vengeance all to herself. And Prophet was not that sloppy either.

That left the Jedi.

That left Sarch, and Muriel and her Sullustan husband. They were here.

Moving again, Sidious came upon where he had left Naressa with Juna, and they both were still there. Naressa looked very sad, her hands folded in her lap, and as far as he could tell she wasn't helping Juna at all. He stretched out with his senses….
"Don't!" was Naressa's quick reply, turning her head as she spoke in warning. "She's in a Force enhanced coma."

Sidious grimaced and thanked his lucky stars; if he would have touched Juna's mind in that state he would have died from a boiled brain. But…his suspicious mind made him curious of things, and he let his senses drift around in a passive gesture. He felt a disturbance, one he suspected; something was not right at all here….
"Then we'll have to get a stretcher to move her," said Sidious softly, falling to one knee next to Naressa. "I can get her on it quickly with help."

Naressa looked at him with concern. "No, Sidious. Touching her is just as bad as trying to communicate telepathically."

"But not lethal."

"Dace-?"

Sidious put a hand to her face and quietly said, "Shhhhhhhhh. It's over. I want to get Juna off this ship." His fingers tugged at her hair when he brushed past her face to cradle the back of her neck in his hand. "Maul will bring the stretcher and him and I will carry her down to the ship." He gave the back of her neck a friendly squeeze. "With you here I trust no further harm will come to us, or to our child. We're unstoppable."
Naressa smiled just a little, fading as she said, "You killed Prophet."

He nodded and said, "I couldn't keep my end of the promise we made." 
The promise was that he would defeat Prophet, but allow Naressa to kill him. She said with a smirk that showed her sarcasm as she said, "I never expected a Sith Lord to keep his promises."

He did another sweep with his senses, and when it was good and clear he leaned forward and the two Sith leaned against each other by their foreheads. "He'll never harm you or Juna again."
They both closed their eyes in unison to add something to the affectionate moment they could briefly steal. She said, "Thank you."

Sidious reached over while their heads were together and their eyes closed and put his hand on Juna's arm…. 
After a few moments, he said, "Don't thank me." With the same hand he used to touch Juna, he reached up and caressed her face, causing her to open her yellow, reflection-less eyes. "I mean…not in that way."
"Oh," she said quietly. "How about this?"

Naressa leaned with her mouth towards Sidious' and she kissed him. He took the time to enjoy it, to taste the succulents of her lips. Finished, he laid his head against hers again and said, "Now it's my turn."

She smiled, but from the sleeve in which the hand was busy caressing her face only a moment ago came a retractable knife. She only had time to react to the click by opening her eyes again, but it was too late. Sidious rammed the knife right into the side of Naressa's neck and pushed away from her with pain and disgust weathering his face. Naressa stood up with equal shock and horror, her right hand now on the knife handle and her left hand trying desperately to stop the flow of blood pumping out like a bilge pump that was ridding water from a basement.

Sidious wasn't done; he pulled out his lightsaber, ignited it, and with a angry growl he rammed the energy weapon right into Naressa's lower abdomen; right where she had been in pain for all these last weeks from her miscarriage. An appropriate exclamation point in his view for he wasn't going to be fooled again by no Sith Maiden.
Alive or dead.

He stared into her eyes as she began to waver from the two lethal blows, her eyes staring back in shock, her lips quivering in sadness and in disbelief. Sidious closed his eyes…and inhaling deeply in anger he pushed the lightsaber more into her and turned the blade. She screamed in pain finally, and when he opened his eyes Darth Sidious began to cry; he wanted her to see him cry, and he wanted to see her reaction to it. This was difficult, but it was necessary in the end for his and his Daughters survival alone.

"Juna's not in a Force coma," Sidious revealed to her. "I touched her." Naressa's eyes fell slightly to register her regret in lying to him. "You lied to me! You, Nebula, this whole thing was a shame! I'm not a fool, Naressa! This is your opportunity to escape, you and Juna, and to rid of me and take over the Sith!" He squeezed off his tears and said angrily, "So you can go back to live with your precious Jedi Master! I can never forgive you for sleeping with him and betraying me here was the last straw. Rot for all I care you whore! ROT!"

Naressa's eyes slowly closed, and her breath was not puts and patters of gasps. The wound was cooking her insides now and he could smell it, but the blood loss was sure to dull even her senses. Sidious, though, kept it all in perspective as he left things where they were; this was heartbreaking for him to do, but he was not going to be betrayed by her again. 

Not now.
Not ever!

His lightsaber, in his reverence, flickered off!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Sidious stared at it in confusion for just a moment, but then realized that Naressa was still standing. 

Her eyes were wide open.

She was breathing. She said with strength in her voice, "Lie? Well, turnabout is fair play now isn't it?"

Sidious quickly raised his powerless weapon and went for a head bashing strike; it was the only move that came to him, for this surprise was enough for a distraction. Naressa's only move was forward, and that was her best move; with each passing nanosecond, Sidious felt his danger senses grow so intense it felt like his body was on fire with warning and dread. The next passing thought of doom equaled the passing miss of his attack that only brushed aside Naressa's lovely black hair, having been too close for the attack to really succeed….
Naressa was going to drain him!

Frantically, his right hand instinctively went for the knife in her neck, but in a lapse of a fraction of a second he found….nothing! It was not there; only the vicious cut that stopped bleeding….

He kept himself from stumbling, falling on his back, where he had no advantage, and in desperation he lifted his knee…

Naressa shifted her leg inside his and blocked it….

Sidious went to head butt her…

Naressa's arms wrapped around his neck in the movement, and like a woman who just jumped into her long lost lover's arms to celebrate his return she sealed the moment for all time with a deep, lasting kiss….
When their lips met, Sidious was not aroused by the prickling, probing, and suckling sensations that numbed his lips and, so it seemed, tore into his flesh. He never knew it, but only a second past, but his struggles and fights lasted an eternity in his panicked mind as he felt himself grow lightweight in body, and all of it, the Force within him that made up his Dark Spirit and the weight, seemed to collect around the point of contact; the whole pulling sensation was the very worst pain he ever felt in his life; nothing he experienced from broken bones to open wounds to brunt flesh equaled it, and that alone paralyzed more than the absorption affects. The short lived struggles and the attempts in his mind to instinctively fight back brought forth Nebula's point about fighting back only speeding up the process; he just felt more of his power rush towards Naressa, whose eyes glowed through her closed eye lids. His vision began to ebb, and he felt like a young apprentice, wondering when it was going to stop….
For it was only a second.

With eyes opening, Sidious realized he was still alive; compounded by the fact that his back and head struck the floor to add to his dizziness and misery. He stood up and stumbled like a drunk, unsure of everything, and he was blind to the universe as if the ysalamiri were all around him again. However this was much worse, for when he touched something it felt like nothing; the wall was there, but in his confusion his eyes told him that it wasn't a wall; his hand against it said it wasn't a solid surface although it held him up. That his body had no strength although he was standing up now. He could hear, but he could not trust what he was hearing. Incoherent, he took a chance and spun around, and in those movements he realized that his back was to ….what's her name?????

Naressa!

Before he realized it, Sidious felt the knife he used to stab her in the throat enter his chest; Naressa, at one moment, was standing; the next moment she was at the end of a throwing pose. The knife was long, and the blade stopped traveling when the hilt impacted his ribcage. He felt the blade go through his right lung and stick in his right shoulder plate with a sickening THUD. The impact was more than enough to lose what little balance and self assurance of control he had of himself; he stared at the lethal weapon stuck in his chest on the way back down to the floor with wide, disbelieving eyes.
Sidious looked up and saw the a reflection of sorts coming towards him; it was a reflection from the past that had warned him about the future that was here and now, that of Naressa with her snow white face, yellow eyes, and the most scornful look on her beautiful features, accusing him silently for living and desiring to kill him. He saw that in the glass table so long ago, when he thought she was dead and beforehand had declared that Juna was now his sole property.

With a raise of her hands, a Dark Side nexus formed and he could feel it was powerful enough to wipe him out!
Sucking what wind he could get in, his thoughts snapped back into reality and everything was a close as it was going to be for him under the circumstances; his death seemed intimate, and he knew why. He had a feeling ever since Naressa had awakened from her nightmare back on Korriban, based on what he knew and learned from the Sith Maidens in the past month alone.

Accusatory, Sidious wheezed out, "I knew it….I knew it." He stopped and coughed, and he had to lie back down from his barely risen state because of it; the coughing chest did not mix well with the dual edge blade still in it. 

"Juna was indeed the decoy….But not what I originally thought," Sidious said again in struggle, wondering if Maul felt the disturbance here and when - oh, and did this burn him - he was coming to save him. "All this Darkness….by us…. In this sector….is your ticket to resurrection."
She said nothing; only letting the Dark Nexus crackle with thunder in her hands.

"You and Nebula….fooled me, or perhaps you fooled the both of us." Sidious fought with a shout to prop himself up on his good arm; with his Dark Strength not there, he couldn't manage anything beyond that at the moment. "You fooled us all! The business with the memory loss was the beginning of the plague!" The last burst of speaking gave him a painful reminder that silenced him to a grunt for a moment. "Why else would it explain….the lack of memory? How else could you insert yourself, through the E'oqerst ways, if Naressa was whole and solid in mind and spirit? Yes…yes, you fooled us all…..You fooled me."

Sidious stopped for a moment, and finally said in attempt to get an affirmative reaction from his executioner, "I have…always admired you…"

"…Darth Rune."

The affirmative of his suspicions came when the woman in front of him unleashed a smirk, only he didn't see it as Naressa Rapier giving him that smirk, but Faradi Nimh Solo giving him that smirk. 
