CHAPTER 52.0

The next morning arrived with very little fan fair compared to what occurred earlier in the calendar day with the asteroids attacking the planet courtesy of Naressa and her nightmare. Nebula felt like a wreck even with the extra sleep, having awakened abruptly so last night by Naressa Jaina’s unconscious need to solve a problem in her dreams. She meditated longer than normal upon waking up and with her found strength she took Naressa on a walk towards Sarcophagus Rock. With careful scaling of the rocks, the Sith Maidens managed to find their way to the top of largest rock that mostly curved out, hanging right over the beginning boundary of the Sith Maiden graveyard.

Dreams, of course, were for the meek, for the non-Force sensitive, for the uninformed. Most definitely when Sith Maidens looked in themselves or dreamed they just weren’t seeing thing thought up by their imagination. It was the omens, those hints in the Force Sith Maidens could so easily see, and yet at times not understand their significants. Nebula told Naressa this as well as many other things over the last few days, and of course Naressa understood them all as her memory approved.

However, here so close to the Holy resting grounds of their ancestry, Nebula needed answers to what happened last night; it had been three days since Naressa began her re-education. It was also a pop quiz of sorts with them so close to the ‘others’. The day she borrowed the land speeder prior to Sidious’ arrival Nebula had taken Naressa’s Little One to the resting grounds and buried her in full ceremony. From their vantage point on top of the boulder Naressa couldn’t tell the difference between freshly buried and anciently buried grave sites the way the dead earth was. The point though in it was to see how much proximity affected Naressa. How she could maintain focus when at times she can feel her precious loss.

Settling in on her bottom, Nebula noted Naressa’s growing uncomfortable reaching a height; she fidgeted a lot, moaned a little and kept her hands pressed to her pelvis, pain etched on her face. It was hard, so hard, but life and the Dark Side was truly never meant to be easy even though appearance said otherwise. “Naressa Jaina, why don’t you sit down so we can talk about things?”

“If it’s all right with you I rather be standing up,” she struggled out a bit. Naressa looked out in the resting grounds and frowned. “I just feel better if I did.”

“Very well, Naressa Jaina.”  Nebula went ahead and began talking more about Sith Maiden history and what and why they set out to do what they did. Naressa held her interest although at times distracted by those voices of her Little One’s singing from the graveyard. In spite of the distractions Nebula was glad how quickly Naressa was embracing the E’oqerst, but she still had doubts and questions about what they did.

Finished, Nebula said, “Let’s talk about last night.”

It was an hour, a very long hour, of storytelling and hesitation and uncertainty for Naressa to explain things. All the while she kept looking away from Nebula to look out into the resting grounds, and as the time progressed she made strives not to look at it. The actions also brought her to pull her energies inward more, tighter to her body, and therefore it taught her to learn how to control the power to drain others. When finished, Nebula stood up with Naressa’s aid and proceeded down the rock. The look of relief on Naressa’s face was priceless, but at the same time there were traces of confusion, of curiosity, and of sadness.

About the time they reached the ground a sleek, black, triangular winged ship flew over them and towards the plains below Dark Ridge Point.

Naressa beat Nebula to the identification of the pilot. “Darth Maul.”

“That he is,” mumbled Nebula, eyeing the vessel as it settled down. “Lord Sidious will be having his hands full. I suggest we hurry home and stay indoors. When two Sith Lords, even a Master and Apprentice, get together after failure it tends to get very, very nasty. That is considered Sith Lord politics and believe me, and I speak from experience having to deal with it, you don’t want to get involved.”

“You think we’ll meet him?” she asked politely.

“We’re best to keep ourselves separated as much as possible from the Sith Lords. For now, and for you, its for the best.” Nebula pushed on with her walking staff, letting the new chimes Naressa added to it dangled and make a tune. It brought a brief smile to her face, but she put the affectionate gesture aside for the moment and got her granddaughter back on track. “So, after talking about the visions, what do you think it all means?”

“I’m not sure, but I have a feeling they’re linked.”

“Oh, they’re linked. Sometimes you have to remember not to look at everything in a grand scale because the link isn’t so out in the open.” Nebula could feel the haunting in those words, and they were haunting. Much of what the Sith has done to achieve what they have so far were linked by one common intangible. So simple it was the only thing the Jedi had to do was find it and that was it. With the Vhinech there was a link there as well; one thing that tied everything together. If they unraveled that, then their plans would fall apart. 

However, Nebula refocused her energies on the conversation. “Last night you mentioned that the Jedi were going to kill Juna.”

“I know, and now that’s changed,” she said with a shake of her head, causing her beautiful face to vanish momentarily from the larger than life hood on her head. “She will be threatened, but she will not die. She will be safe.”

Nebula noted her Granddaughters very brief smile, one that lifted the corners of her mouth ever so slightly and then it faded away. She assured Naressa again, “As I said it’s all right to talk about Enothchild, you know.”

“I thought you would be uncomfortable if I talked about him.”

“And why should I be?”

Naressa looked around and muttered quietly, “If it’s all right with you, I rather not say anything more about him out here. You don’t know who’s listening.”

“As if Sidious could sneak up on us.”

“Please, just…let’s just not talk about it.”

Nebula nodded in agreement, and then stopped when Naressa let out a gasp. She turned all the way around to find that Naressa had stopped, her hood blocking her view momentarily as well. She looked beyond Naressa’s head and noted the figure standing at the entrance of the resting grounds wearing an ornamental Sithian cloak, complete with Sithian words decorated along the front seams of the black attire. The woman just stood there, not moving or speaking a word.

Nebula just came up beside Naressa and said assuring, “Don’t fret, Naressa Jaina, she’s a friend. Out a little too early though the sun is still up.”

“She’s strong in the Dark Side,” noted Naressa, her voice revealing her defensiveness. “Very strong.”

“That’s because she’s dead, Naressa Jaina. The dead are far more powerful than the living because they are the Force and not just the shells.”

Naressa spun around to look at Nebula with a gaping mouth. “She’s dead. But…she doesn’t appear to be…transparent. She looks…real and alive. Solid.”

Curious, Nebula asked, “So you have spoken to the dead?”

Naressa thought, but it didn’t take her as long to remember Nebula noticed. “I…did. It was…my mother.”

Nebula looked down a little in disappointment. “I see.” She reached out and wrapped an arm around Naressa and began to walk. “Well, what you see is what your new eyes can perceive. The afterlife is as visible as reality to us because it is apart of the Force. You know that bullshit about ‘eyes can deceive you, don’t trust them’? Well these eyes cannot be deceived by anything if you do trust them. We are so close to the universal Force, my dear, so close to actually being just pure Force energy.”

Naressa looked back at the entrance of the resting grounds and the mysterious Sith Maiden was gone. “Apparently I don’t trust my eyes enough.”

“No, she went away.” Nebula threw her a sidelong look. “She isn’t a corpse you know, she’s still immaterial. I wish I knew who it was.” She playfully tugged on her hood and joked, “These leave nothing in the way for individual identification.”

After a brief chuckle, Naressa asked, “What did she want?”

“Company. An answerer for your questions. Questions she wants you to answer. She was probably curious of you and wanted to just see you. Anyways even though the resting grounds of the Sith Maidens are a blessed place I would advise you not to go there. Only those who are ready and certain of themselves should go there. Believe me when I say, you will go there when the time is right.” 

They reached the switchback that would lead them directly back to the house. “As for what we were discussing, your vision in the beginning seems to also reflect questions you have been afraid to ask. To have a vision of the Great Mother’s meeting of defiance speaks as much.”

Naressa looked down a little and her twisted her face in contemplation. “I have…seen things in the meditations. I’ve seen you there, and Aunt Fawni, and Great Grandmother Raven and all the others. I’m a bit confused and disturbed as what I’ve seen.”

“Such as?”

“Grandfather, for instance.”

Nebula stopped and looked at Naressa, meeting the taller woman in the eye and just staring at her. It was bound to come up, and it seemed only fitting that this was the time since Sidious’ apprentice has returned home; the reminders of Faradi’s evil still fresh in the young one’s mind. 

Nebula leaned against her walking staff and said sadly, “No one. No worker, no solider, no prisoner serving hard time, no Jedi or Sith can say they have a tougher life than we have. I never really understood it even though I felt it in here.” She pointed towards her heart, leaving a finger right at that very spot. “And here is where our lives hurt the most. I want you to understand that right away before I continue. I want you to know that I loved your Grandfather very much.”

Naressa nodded in full compliance and helped Nebula sat down on a nearby boulder. Once settled the older woman pointed her staff in the direction where the Sith Lords were staying. “They have it easy. They have always had it easy. They talk about physical and emotional pain as they train, the putdowns and the beatings and all that to achieve their glory. You know what? They’re beings that do that, do it everyday, in the galaxy so what they do is nothing knew and it isn’t unique.”

She drew her staff back towards her and pointed at Naressa. “You and I do what we do for the Sith Order out of love.” She leaned against the staff now and stared at her Granddaughter, hoping she wouldn’t begin to cry in front of Naressa as she spoke. Not that it was weakness or that it showed she hated what she had done. She just didn’t want to cry. “Your Grandfather wasn’t a bad man. He was a criminal, yes, but he was a survivor that needed to do what was needed to live. If he had the proper push as a child he could have been a senator or something more constructive than a Black Sun bill collector. He had this…way with his hands, you know? He…” 

Nebula closed her eyes for a few moments and then felt Naressa touch her shoulder. She in turn reached up and clamped down on her comforting hand and said, “I didn’t expect to fall in love with him. Of course we don’t expect to fall in love with anybody. I only knew him before hand because we had a file on him. He was, unknown to him, a descendant of one of the conquering Sith Lord heroes during the Sith War. My Mother would say ‘he looks interesting’ while Lord Grendel said ‘engage your target and get the job done’.

“I…loved him so much. I had over 20 years of great and whimsical romantic memories with him. I wanted more of it. I wanted to bring him here and show him everything. He didn’t have a clue of course of who I really was. But he didn’t care he loved me and that made things more special. He looked past the mystery that was my life before I met him.” 

She wiped her right eye, then checked her hand for any moisture and let out a sigh. Nebula looked up and couldn’t help to blink repeatedly over and over again as the water began to fill her eyes. “I was such the dedicated Sith at the beginning, but it ebbed ever so little at a time as the years went by. When I felt it was time to have a child, however, I was face to face with my duty. I blessed and cursed that day for I knew what it meant. I would have his daughter, and I will lose my husband.”

She swallowed the air hard, and off in the distance she noticed the approaching rain clouds. She gestured towards the clouds and said, “Will you look at that? When we cry the universe does as well. That is the extent of our influence. Yet despite all our power we can’t stop what is required of us.” 

She could now feel Naressa sitting next to her and giving her a hug of support, squeezing her shoulders to encourage her to go on. The younger of the two Sith Maidens spoke of the comada, “Nemi Argu, a healer, cursed his memories of failure and the more he had kept inside him the weaker he became in the Dark Side. His sorrow was more of pity than genuine grief, and he lost his way, lost the ability to heal, and one day he left his village and was lost directionally and was never heard from again. Some say he stills wanders Korriban in spirit trying to find his way, but he still hides his memories and therefore he remains lost.” 

“The solution was simple; reveal himself and he could heal again,” Nebula finished the story, expressing the moral of it. She wanted to go on now, to tell someone all of her guilt, and gain the strength after she wallows in her grief to help Naressa further along. She was eternally grateful for Naressa’s assist.

“I had two choices; either I killed your Grandfather, or I step aside and let Lord Grendel do it. So… I killed him,” Nebula said quickly and abruptly to get that part over with and she shook terribly from having said it. She wasn’t as strong as she thought she was in retrospect. She had that long monologue beforehand in some futile attempt to sugarcoat it and she kicked herself for it. Naressa didn’t seem to mind, but she was a too misty eyed now. 

“It was…stupid ass protocol,” Nebula said angrily. “There was an incident involving the Great Mother’s daughter, Dorolee, and her spouse. He was brought here, shown everything and at first he understood. But isolation and our ways made him have second thoughts so couldn’t live here. In his attempt to escape he caused all sorts of chaos that was finally silenced by the Great Mother and Lord Bane. It was decreed from that day forth that sometime between conception and birth the patriarch would be laid to rest and it was the Sith Maiden’s burden to ensure it. Otherwise the burden fell upon the Sith Master.”

After a few moments of quiet, Naressa said with a tear rolling down her face, “To ensure our survival. Because if you just disappeared Grandfather may look for you high and low and possibly start asking questions that may lead to the Sith’s hidden existence.” 

Nebula nodded somberly. “We…leave a long lasting impression on the one’s we love, or on the one’s obsessed with us. As you know the Dark Side enhances our beauty and forever when we commit ourselves to anyone it enchants them. Unbeknownst to them they are drawn to us through the Force, through our darkness. Its like pheromones, one ‘whiff’ and they cannot resist. Our perfume is odorless, colorless, tasteless, and doesn’t exist in liquid, solid, or gaseous form, yet it is a power that affects all males, and a few females, regardless of species or how they are perceived in the Force. It changes, though, once you go down that road known as love; a bond is formed. And with intimacy it creates a powerful element of strength.”

She wiped her face off with her the edge of her cloak before she continued. “I loved my Creighton Ryder despite his faults and wrongs. Compared to me he was a saint. For nearly 9 months I kept thinking that my love for him superceded my duty to the Sith Order. When I kept trying to find another answer I only found the only one I was given. There isn’t a day…there isn’t a day that goes by that I regret doing it and all I ask of him everyday in my prayers is to forgive me. I justified it in the past and I hated doing that. It was for the great glory of the Sith Order, or some other dull bullshit.  

“I also kept telling myself Lord Grendel, jealous has he was evil, wouldn’t just kill Creighton but would have made him feel how deep and dark that jealousy went. I recalled from within me what Lord Bruatus did to my Father when my Mother Raven couldn’t do it. When she forced her way to see him she only found pieces and she could feel that Lord Bruatus dissected him a piece at a time while he lived.

“That’s why we don’t have contact with Sith Lords if we can help it,” Nebula said with a shake of her head to emphasis the ‘don’t’. “Our business is with the Sith Master and even that’s troublesome. We never have any form of intimate relations with them even in just passing. Due to anger, they are prone to jealousy very quickly as well as we are an uninvited distraction of their thoughts and training. Especially their apprentices, who have every intention thanks to their training in surpassing their Master someday and sees us as a means to do it.”

Naressa cringed a little, thinking of her intimate relationship she had with Lord Sidious. Nebula, however, put a hand to her face and said, “You loved Lord Sidious, and so it was hard to resist.” 

Nebula lowered her hands and put them together on her lap and got back to the matter at hand. “I held Creighton in my arms…and I hummed a lullaby that made him fall asleep. A sleep he wouldn’t wake up from. He felt no pain. In fact…he felt only love. It was, unbeknownst to him, a mercy killing.” 

Nebula forced herself to stand up and walk around as the pain of memory forced her to walk around to walk it off as it entered another area of hurt. “Faradi never forgave me for killing him. I will never forgive myself until he comes before me and forgives me. If I could do it all over again…I would have found a way that allowed him to live without compromising my loyalty.”

She could feel Naressa placing her forehead against her ear and the elder woman closed her eyes when she heard her whisper, “Well I forgive you.”

“Thank you.” Nebula barely managed to get out. “You can’t look at losing Bendian as you killing him. You still love him, I can tell.”

“But after all I did to him-.”

“It was nothing that you did, Naressa Jaina. You loved him. At his end you knew he loved your Juna.” Nebula pulled Naressa around and looked her in the eye. “Proud, arrogant men sometimes have a hell of a time expressing themselves after being hurt. They don’t want to be hurt further. If you let them they heal and become better men. He finally saw Juna as his daughter just as much as you wanted him to see her as his daughter.”

The first drops of rain began to fall as they both stood there out in the open, collecting themselves from sorrow. The sound of falling rain filled their ears as the drops splattered on their pulled up hoods, a beating drum of water that was out of tune musically save for their hearts. The rain was Nebula’s doing, just as much as the asteroids crashing on Korriban was Naressa’s ill-advised attempt at drawing more power to push herself past the bright light.

“If you could, would you have let Grandpa live?” Naressa’s sudden question killed the sound of falling raindrops in Nebula’s ears. He looked at her eye to eye and noted the need for an answer. It looked as if Naressa was looking for more justification for being a Sith Maiden; after all if Nebula didn’t have Faradi, if she didn’t do her deed as Sith Maiden Matriarch, then her Granddaughter wouldn’t have been born. “I mean…actually, I mean go through all of it.”

“Naressa Jaina, we can play that game but what would it solve now?”

“Our sorrow.”

Nebula could see she wasn’t going to drop it. She could also see the real questions; why be a Sith Maiden? Why continue the dark traditions? Why do they need to hate the Jedi when it appeared the Sith Maidens did not? The last unsaid question was more about Naressa’s uncertainties for her Jedi lover than about any angered point of view.

“I wouldn’t kill Creighton, but I would still do it all over again. The Jedi and the Republic must pay for what they have done to us.” She gestured towards the direction of the cottage. “You go on ahead. I need time alone.”

Naressa stood up and gave her a concerned look. “You don’t appear well. Maybe you shouldn’t be out in this weather.”

“Correction, I shouldn’t be out in this sorrow.” Nebula looked up and let the rain splash on her face, adding to the tears. “Just leave me be, I’ll be fine out here. By the feel of things the Sith Lords are taking business indoors anyways.” She looked at her Granddaughter and said, “Get a fire started, I’ll be coming.”

“Okay,” said Naressa, bending down and giving her Grandmother a kiss on the cheek. “I love you, Grandma.”

“I love you too, Naressa Jaina.” Nebula watched her turn and walk away, watched her vanish over the hill were she presumed she was heading into the cottage. Weary, she leaned against her staff and closed her eyes for a moment to collect her spirit. The rain began to let up slowly, which in time she knew it would stop completely once she got her sorrow out of her system. Truthfully, it won’t ever go away. Not until she died. 

With opening eyes she was beginning to suspect the end was becoming more and more a reality. Nebula looked in the direction of the resting grounds and murmured, “I didn’t sense you, my dearest Fawni. That’s not good.” She knew it was Fawni by the lettering on her cloak, but it was an impromptu test in which Naressa failed because she had too much on her mind. Nebula, on the other hand, only knew by reading the language. And if Sidious was snooping around and listening she wouldn’t have had an idea that he was there. “My senses are weakening. My time is much, much shorter.”

And by Nebula’s standards, Naressa’s progress was good, but possibly not enough if she died tomorrow or even by next week. “If I die Naressa will be in Sidious’ hands. I cannot let that happen. I must be strong.”

CHAPTER 52.1

Just outside the cottage door, Naressa stood by the door and with inspired thought she closed her eyes and focused, fighting the pain that emerged in her pelvis and upon her exhale the water that soaked her clothing drained of the material and onto the mud collector just under the overhang. Shaking, she discovered not one drop of water left on her person and so entered the cottage with a sense of pride. She went right to the wood stove after adding a few pieces of wood into the burn basin and with a wave of her hand a fire ignited like she had performed a clever magicians trick.

Naressa stared at the fire for a moment, flashes of memory entering her mind. Of nights within the walls of Rapier Manor…

There was a flash of anger, then of pain, but it wasn’t her. She could feel someone in pain; someone of a Dark Side persuasion and at first thought it was her grandmother. Then it happened again; the impression was male and young this time, and it came from below…no, at the foot of the mountain. There was another shock of agony, and Naressa felt her ribs on the right side of her body go numb, the sensation going away when she stopped focusing on it.

She knew what it was: Darth Sidious taking out his anger and frustrations on Darth Maul. Apparently Lord Maul failed in killing a Vhinech on Naboo and given Lord Sidious’ current attitude, a misdirected one at that, he was taking it out on the first thing that could fight back. Lord Maul would do.

“But he’s just a boy,” she whispered quietly. Nebula’s warning about getting involved in Sith Lord politics came back to her. “I won’t interfere.” Flustered, Naressa went and grabbed the teakettle, filling it with water, and then set it on the stove. Tea and meditation would take her mind off what was going on. “He’s a Sith Lord, a man. He is getting what he deserves for failure.”

Naressa sat down and tuned out, pulling out her comada and reading where she left off. Very slowly, however, she turned back towards the front of the book and read the first commandment: Thou those of Sithian heritage shall not know harm, from thy father or thy mother, form thy brother or thy sister, thy by blood or thy marriage, without due purpose. It was followed by: Punishment for thou misdeeds shall never exceed thou worth unless thou misdeeds exceed thou worth.
“They are not E’oqerst. This does not apply to them. And he is not Sidious’ son.” Naressa turned back to her left off page trying to force herself to believe her reasoning. The Sith Lords firmly believed in the Va’der concepts, which was a whole different way to view the universe; they’re in the comada, but the section was very short. She tried to ignore what was happening, but Darth Sidious was making it impossible.

There was a sudden whelp in her conscious, a secret cry out for help that reminded her of hearing Juna’s voice from the vision last night. She listened and she could hear how old Lord Maul was. He was about Juna’s age, a little older, 18 to be precise. Skilled, strong, but still inexperienced and too stupid, by the feel of things, to stay down after taking a awful beating because Sidious would see it and just unleash hell again.

Naressa sat her comada down when she realized that she was just as much to blame for Sidious’ anger. With that she stood up, reached down deep inside, and was filled with pain as she found what she was looking for in her memories…

The world as she knew it grew black and vanished completely. She could feel herself moving without walking, causing elements in her way through time and space to be pushed away or collide together. The Dark Side was everywhere here, dancing and flowing unhindered, unafraid of her intrusion into the Force. It carried her down and slightly on an angle, and it took her to where a nexus was being generated; a nexus generated by an entity using the Dark Side of the Force upon an individual energy signature…

Her memories of teleportation faded back, and when she opened her yellow eyes the nexus and energy signature were replaced by Lord Sidious and Lord Maul respectfully, the Sith Master striking his young apprentice with a heavy dose of Force lightening. The last strike sent the youth flying backwards into the wall and knocked him for near unconscious falling loop.

Before Sidious could unleash another round, Naressa stepped between him and Maul with her arms outstretched, finally catching the Sith Master by surprise. Sidious was not amused by her appearance. “Just what in the hell are you doing, woman? Get out of my way!”

“I won’t let you harm this boy any longer,” said Naressa in pleading tones. “He’s got a concussion, four broken ribs and has electrical burns inside and out. He can’t take much more.”

“That is not for you to decide, Naressa! This is not your concern!”

“Lord Sidious, please, stop or you’ll kill him!”

Sidious looked at her as if she drank urine. “If he dies, than he has truly learned nothing I have taught him! He knows the price for failure so this is will be appropriate if he dies! He has gained my ire and now he will suffer for it! Out of my way!”

Naressa took a few steps backwards, keeping her body in front of Sidious and continued to shield a down and nearly out Maul. “I won’t let you harm him any longer because of me. If you want him, you’re going to have to deal with me since this is what it really is all about.”

“This isn’t about you, you smecking whore!”

“You are such a liar! You hate me for what I have done with Juna! And you are jealous!”

“JEALOUS!”

“THAT’S RIGHT, JEALOUS!” Naressa blinked a few times after she more blurted it out than thought about it, but it felt right. Ever since she emerged from her coma the hate from Sidious towards her was very noticeably. She was sick of it because it never went away. “Your jealous because I raised the ultimate power of the universe and not you!”

Sidious dropped his hands in frustration and left the room in a huff. Feeling unsatisfied with what just happened Naressa stormed out right behind him. He didn’t stop until he got outside in the rainstorm, turning around so abruptly he caught her off guard and almost caused her to slip when he practically threw a finger into her face. If it were a knife he would have stabbed her.

“I have every right to hate you,” Sidious shouted so the raindrops did not hamper the volume or hide his anger. “And it isn’t just jealousy! I have every right to wish you dead! Ever since you used me-.”

“I used you?”

“EVER SINCE YOU USED ME-!”

“Blow it out your ass I used you! You and I were in love!”

“EVER SINCE YOU USED ME to get pregnant I’ve felt like a victim of a clever lie!”

 “Oh, so you were raped by me, is that it? You were there, Sidious, I remember and I remember you not saying no!” Naressa realized for the first time she was standing up against him; she wasn’t afraid of him. “It takes two to make babies, you could have taken a cold shower and left at any time!”

“As if it were that simple with you!” Sidious paced around angrily in the mud in front of her. “You made damn sure I never left! You knew I desired you, you could feel it even though I hid it. You seduced me, you had your way with me, and you kept me within your grasp with your looks and hints, but kept me away by throwing your arms around all those who I despise: your husband, your friends, the Jedi! It always had to be your way, Naressa! ALWAYS! Everything has to be yours, from who to love to the Dark Hope! My DARK HOPE!”

“SHE IS NOT A THING!!!!!!” Naressa yelled with full force in her voice, running the sentence right up into his face. With the proclamation the clouds above began to thunder and the rain came down harder in response to Naressa’s outburst. Sidious didn’t bother to take a step back, daring her to do something other than just throw words at him. “She is my daughter, damn you!”
“She’s ALWAYS YOUR DAUGHTER! Why can’t she be my daughter! Half of her essence is mine! I helped create her!”

“That is why she isn’t your daughter because to you she’s not your daughter, she’s a fricking weapon! A weapon you help ‘create’!”

“That she is!”

“No she isn’t damn it! She is…MY…BABY!!!!!!!!”

“SHE IS MY DAUGHTER, TOO, DAMN IT! IF YOU WANT ONE WITHOUT ME INVOLVED YOU CAN HAVE AS MANY AS YOU WITH WITH THAT…THAT SMECKING JEDI!!!!!!!!!”

The both of them fell silent for a few moments and stared at one another, chest heaving, frowns bearing, and fist clenched. The rain soaked the two powerful Sith, its coldness and the dampness not even finding their way past the heat of their anger that radiated off them. 

“I am sorry about that,” she said quietly. “You hurt me and I wanted to hurt you back.”

“Always with the excuses, you Sith Maidens,” said Sidious equally quiet. “But you have your uses. All you did was lay on your back like all good Sith Maidens do and allowed me to use you like the whore you are.” 

He moved closer with a sneer etched on his face; close enough to where his breathe blew in her face when he spoke. Her heart began to thump hard with his closeness and the emotions and memories of being with him suddenly appeared in her mind. “I remembered the hours we spent together that night. The touches. The kisses. The time we spent holding each other and holding each other down. The warmth of our bodies and the humidity; it was a rather damp time wasn’t it?” 

Sidious smiled at her when she seemed to become bewildered and he mused, “You remember now, don’t you?” He frowned. “The results, unfortunately, haven’t lived up to any further expectations. Then again you did your duty as a good Sith Maiden and bore the Dark Hope. I gave you a child that night we had together. In return you kept me away from her. She is my destiny, my weapon in ruling the galaxy, just as much as she is your daughter.”

Naressa closed her eyes and took a step or two back away from Sidious. She said, “I should be stoned for what I did to you.”

“The thought has crossed my mind numerous times, I ensure you,” he said. “However when you bring Juna before me I will forgive you for everything.”

“I…before you?” A noise brought her to look towards the annex door and she saw Lord Maul barely manage to leave the annex. He practically fell more than dropped to a knee to show his loyalty and devotion to his Master Lord Sidious. Naressa swallowed down a lump in her throat and she said, “Would you beat Juna if she displeases you?”

Sidious found words at first hard to come by. He looked around with his eyes and then he said, “I’m not quite sure…what you mean.”

“Lord Maul is a weapon, and look how you treat ‘your weapons’.” She pointed a white hand at the apprentice. “This is for just failure. You would do the same to our daughter?” Sidious found himself at a total loss for words; all air of authority that he was enjoying seemed to vanish. “Don’t bother to answer that. Please, don’t even try!”

Naressa just turned and haphazardly began to run away from the scene, slipping some of the way before finding traction, heading for the road that lead up to the cottage. Sidious watched her move up the road a long time before she completely vanished from his sight. However her words, just as the memory of his love affair with her, began to haunt him like it did so many years ago. 

Sidious let his gaze peer over at Lord Maul and for the first time he imagined Juna being in the same position, having been beaten by him for failure. There was this odd feeling suddenly brewing within him and it twisted his insides. Frustrated he said to Lord Maul, “Heal up and rest. We’ll go over the details of your battle with the Vhinech tomorrow.”

He went to walk by the Sith Lord completely and paused beside him. Sidious went to help him up, partially reaching down to life Lord Maul back up. But at the last moment he stopped, snorted in contempt the best he could, and stormed into the annex.

CHAPTER 52.2

Nebula was less than pleased that Naressa had spoken to Sidious without her present; thank the Dark Side, after talking to her granddaughter upon her return, that the Sith Lord didn’t smeck it up by killing Naressa; and if he would have Nebula would have found a way to kill him. Well, as it were, her plan advanced ahead a few days in the process. She had to live with it and go on, using that displeasure towards Naressa continue the plan. She didn’t speak to Naressa after they had the brief conversation and it remained that way up to bedtime. Nebula went to bed, of course, at her usual time, leaving Naressa all alone to think about things, letting things build up inside. She closed her eyes and fell asleep, staying alert to what Naressa did.

A stirring brought Nebula awake for a moment, looking up to see Naressa in pajamas climbing over her to lay in bed. With her own blanketing she crawled under them and didn’t seem to notice that Nebula was awake. Laying her head down she looked at the grandmother and smiled just a little. Naressa said, “I’m sorry if I woke you.”

“It could have been worse,” chimed Nebula. “You could have ‘stabbed’ me again, run down to the annex and got in another shouting match with Sidious.”

Naressa frowned a little. “Look, I’m sorry about disobeying you. But I couldn’t bare to feel that boy be hurt anymore.”

“What you did today was saintly, Naressa Jaina,” said Nebula in assurance. “But, arguing with Lord Sidious doesn’t help matters. He is still in pain for what you have done.” Sighing and turning towards Naressa to lay on her side, she continued. “And I can’t blame him honestly. True you fell in love the Jedi, but did you not swear to Sidious your heart by baring his child?” 

“But you said I did that to save our cause,” she said, turning on her side to look Nebula eye to eye. “That I didn’t mean to fall in love with Sidious.”

Nebula laid her head down on the pillow. “You fell in love with a man that could give you a child. All our lives as Sith Maidens, as E’oqerst, there is nothing more sacred than to bring a new existence into the universe, light or Dark, the Force grows in strength with new life. We cherish those who give us the means more than any amount of currency. We have purpose in our lives, we find completion through children, and lets face it without men life would be dreadfully boring.”

Naressa kind of snickered and said, “That’s true.” She stopped as those words sunk in more. “Perhaps I fell in love with Enothchild because he could give me something to cherish.”

“Yes. Commitment.” Nebula watched Naressa’s confusion and so she explained. “You didn’t know you could bare his child. You found something else Sidious couldn’t give you and that was commitment. A loving commitment with no compromise and Enothchild only wanted what you thought was best for Juna. Sidious looks at Juna as a weapon and that’s just wrong. Enothchild looks at your Gessa and sees an innocent being. He wants to protect her just as much as you do.”

Nebula rolled onto her back and she stared upward. “Of course, Lord Sidious is a Sith Lord and doesn’t understand that. I blame Rune for that; up to Darth Grendel all the Sith Masters in the past had great respect towards the Sith Maidens. Rune did more than throw her heritage away; for a long time she made it a stain. As a Sith Lord Mistress she loathed everyone with unmatched contempt and she didn’t care. To her…death was the surest and quickest way to quiet a wailing child.”

Naressa let her eyes look away, chilled by the fact, knowing deep within her that indeed Darth Rune did not hold back when she dispensed death on the innocent. Her thoughts drifting back to the main part of the subject she shook her head. “Actually, I may be to blame. With Sidious I mean. He said some things today that were hateful and cold and they were because of me. I…I did wrong him.”

“Perhaps,” said Nebula quietly. “But he hasn’t shown me any real proof of respect. He’s too much in the Va’der.”

“Well if you lay off with the Dark Jedi insults I think that will help.” Nebula chuckled and so Naressa asked, “What’s so funny?”

Nebula let her head roll to the left to look at Naressa and mused, “You want to know why we are stronger than he is? I mean you do see he tries to be as strong as us?” Naressa waited for a moment and nodded, thinking she knew the answer. Nebula was going to give her something else to think about. “One would say it is the upbreeding process and evolution and Dark Purity and knowledge, but in truth you and I and Juna and all the other Sith Maidens are as close to being E’sithropa than he is biologically.”

“Oh…the…Ancient Ones. Our true heritage before the Cantaspherians came.”

“Yes. Before the Dark Knights of Cantaspher came the religion was solely of the E’oqerst. Va’der was just an emotional response.” Nebula shifted around to where she laid on her side again and Naressa laid down as well to listen; the young one knew a story was coming. “Our ancestors were firm believers of darkness and were as advanced as a metal age society could be. Wars were fought, magic was used, and we lived like other beings in the Force. We explored our nature and understood it; we knew what we were capable of, the good and the bad. Some of us did try to exploit it against the others, but they were fought down hard.

“The Cantaspherians came and there was disagreement in the beginning. They wanted to enslave us we wanted to kill them. An understanding was reached and as all E’sithropa traditions of this magnitude it was bound by blood, by marriage, and by birth. Soon after the Cantaspherians and the E’sithorpians integrated more and more until finally there were very few pure E’sithorpians left. Those combined individuals became the Sith, and because the Cantaspherians were cast out of the Jedi Order they sought revenge then, and therefore they adopted the Va’der as their cause and the E’sithropa feudal system as their ranking.”

“I see,” said Naressa with growing eyes. “Lord Sidious came from the Dark Jedi and we came from those few pure Sith.”

“Well, we’re not so pure but we’re closer to being real Sith than he will ever be. So what I say is true.” 

Naressa flashed a smirk and said, “Okay I guess it does. Still…I feel I have to make amends to him. And…he did seem to start thinking about what I said.”

“Stop the presses: Sith Lord thinks! Existence of a conscious detected!” Naressa nudged Nebula a little and the grandmother held up her hands in surrender. “Okay, okay, he may be seeing your point. Of course he has a lot on his mind with the Vhinech still out there, with that beast leading them. It’s hard to say what he is taking in consideration.”

Naressa nodded and frowned evilly. “Prophet.”

“You know, that may be where you two agree with Juna,” she said coyly. “You both don’t want her in that Vhinech’s hands. And let’s face it from what I hear the Vhinech supposedly have millions of beings hidden around the Republic. If so our priorities have changed with this threat. For the moment, the Jedi are not our primary problem. Perhaps a working relationship is needed here. A mutual understanding all ready exist. Maybe if you show him alliance, perhaps he will finally figure it out that Juna is his daughter and perhaps that is what he will care about the most of all. By helping him, he will see you are making efforts in protecting BOTH your interest.”

“That does make sense,” mused Naressa, letting her hand thump on her chin. She stopped and said, “But I will have to compromise as well.” She laid herself as completely flat as possible in the bed. “I must admit I still feel something for Sidious. There’s a man inside of him capable of what I am looking for. A lover and a father.” She closed her eyes and let out a sigh. “His presence is like a virus I cannot cure. When I am around him I think about him.”

Nebula smiled inwardly, knowing she had things back on track. “Perhaps you do care for him far more deeply than you are willing to admit with Enothchild on your mind.” 

Naressa looked around for a few moments in thought. The blankets moved around, the impressions of her arms clearly showing she was covering her abdomen again. “Perhaps you’re right.”

“We’ll approach them about a understanding,” mused Nebula tiredly, turning 180 degrees around to face the other way. “We’ll think of a way to get their attention. Good night, Naressa Jaina.”

For a few moments the room was still lit with light as Naressa continued to lay awake. Finally she closed her eyes and the lights turned off in response to her mental control. Nebula, still on her side, opened her eyes and smiled at the progress; indeed, things were back on track and looking up.

