CHAPTER 61.0

Once the data replay ended of the chaos that played out over the skies and space ways of Coruscant, and in turn putting a hold on voting to rescind the Sanctuary Resolution, Darth Sidious folded his hands together and sat back in his command chair inside the annex, alone, putting it all in perspective in regards to the information he had been going over courtesy of Naressa’s idea.

He didn’t like it. He didn’t like the fact that with all his power he was unable to foresee Magus Prophet going to Coruscant, and it had to be Prophet in that red ship that got away. Why else would the Millennium Falcon give such an adventurous, unrelenting pursuit? It wouldn’t have with anyone else other than Juna flying the freighter. In a short passing of selfish joy he couldn’t help to think that she used the Force to fly through that navigational nightmare, and half of that power came from him. 

Sidious was there as a Senator, reading those reports where Juna was involved in leading missions with Bravo Squadron after each sortie was successful, watched and listened to sensor, cockpit, and flight recordings with great interest. Juna was an exceptional pilot of great skill and daring in a N-One starfighter and he knew those skills carried over with something as large as that YT-1300. He imagined her salivating at the controls as the footage of the chase was replayed, for this was her territory Prophet had flown in on. Like a Bird of Prey, Juna answered the intrusion on her sky and chased after the weaker bird, in her eyes, with every intent on getting one talon around Prophet’s neck to snap it. 

The thought passed as soon as it reached the moment that Prophet got away with luck, not skill; Juna and her friends had him dead until that ion pulse caught her engines on the underside. He replayed the footage again that was recorded by the HoloNet News Network, who was coincidentally there to do a report on the plagues Coruscant’s heavy security had on tourism to the Republic capital; undoubtedly after today the report would probably be anything but that particular subject. It bothered Sidious; why did Prophet just take that chance? 

To kidnap Juna? Foolish: even with the ysalamiri the Vhinech would have to contend with Jedi that although were made Forceless by the worms they weren’t necessarily helpless with numbers on their side. Clearly after losing her mother, that is she believed she was dead but of course that was not so, Juna was not going to let Prophet in any way just take her. Prophet himself has to see that reasoning.

So why?

Unfortunately the events were still very fresh and therefore the details were slow coming. However there were some interesting facts that paved the way to a possible conclusion. The first was the report of a large number of Jedi arriving at Nadine Towers to, according to the ‘official’ sources within the Supreme Chancellor’s office, to investigate an incident involving two vessels that fit the descriptions of Prophet’s ship and the Millennium Falcon exchanging fire with one another. Then, minutes later, that report was amended and changed; now it was that the Jedi were called there to check on a reported break in that involved injury to a high profile celebrity, former Artistic Dancer Alouha Bitter. 

A Dug conspiracy-gossip news holosite, which Sidious actually found to be a fairly accurate source of information, was reporting that a lightsaber dual had taken place in and on the roof of Nadine Towers between two Jedi and one of them, a former member of the Jedi Council, was shot dead; adding fuel to that report was Juna’s name actually being mentioned.

Overall the picture looked straightforward in an arcane sort of way. Nebula had expressed an opinion that the Vhinech were tipped off about the ysalamiri and if it wasn’t by the Sith, then it had to be the Jedi. Perhaps, given that it happened so close to Juna, Sarch uncovered the traitor just in time to save her; always the Jedi were so dramatically slow when it came to matters like uncovering a conspiracy, and that usually leads to some chase or fight or last second save; it was…like a necessity with them and he had to wonder if they did it on purpose sometimes, to give them a greater appearance of being a hero.

Sidious let out a dismissive snort of contempt; although funny in a way if the thought was true, he knew in his heart that the Jedi Code was more responsible for the slow response. Those words of light sided wisdom, those four lines of weakness, shorted them in power, and power was about knowing and controlling everything. That was what they get for being the slaves and not the masters; they know nothing until its too late. As the rulers they could demand the information they seek, and those who resisted could easily be persuaded through more convincing means to expose what they know. It was another reason why unlawful disorder still occurred in the galaxy, even in the Jedi’s backyard of Coruscant; a criminal really has nothing to fear from the Jedi other than being caught because of the Code. In a way the Jedi Code keeps lawlessness alive.

Sidious let just a small smile grace his pre-middle aged features; that line of thinking in the galaxy, which was honestly helping him, would change when he took over.

Getting back to work with the problem at hand, Sidious found himself, with distaste, wondering why a genius like Prophet make a idiotic selfish move like he did only a few hours ago. Based on all he had seen so far in the collected Jedi evidence cache, open for his reading pleasure thanks to Naressa’s scheming, the Vhinech Magus had everyone in the Republic by the shortest of hairs on their ball sack; with contempt, Sidious had to admit that the Sith was not excluded from that company. Prophet had the means to wipe out a world population using it’s own citizens and once the job was done the weapons died. It was brilliant use of weapon and strategy, one in which Prophet stole from his Vhinphyc oppressors; the implementation of Vhinech scattered within a planet’s citizenry gene pool. A non-nuclear biological weapon in which the main components were undetectable to scans, activated by an unstoppable arming signal, and in the end they conveniently deactivate through death. No hard radiation, no left over bacterium, and no toxic gases to worry about.

Oddly, Sidious realized, this all mirrored the Sith’s plans with the Dark Hope in many ways. It was the biological concept of it; to create a weapon of sorts, a power like no other, through breeding which in turn produces the final element of destruction. Only, according to the Jedi reports to the Supreme Chancellor and the other materials he gathered from the Jedi Temple, that these sleeping Vhinech have no will of their own. There is no rhyme or reason to what and when and who and where they attacked; they just attack when they receive some type of signal hidden within the very technological destructive Legacy Virus. They were meant to be pawn units in war that were, when spent, more expendable than battery pack cartridges for blasters.

The Vhinphyc created it all, no question of that; once again the species’ overwhelming science might made Sidious sneer. However he was not thankful they were gone; conveniently as a metaphor, the Vhinphyc were gone but they left their ‘Legacy’ to wipe out the entire Republic behind. Worse in Prophet’s hands, and with all that is known about it there was nothing really anyone could do about it; Sidious wasn’t going to give up, but even he recognized a potential no win scenario. 

Prophet, if he wanted to, could take out the Republic now. 

He doesn’t because of Juna. So that means he has to get her out of harms way if he truly is obsessed with her before he could initialize a full scale attack.

But fear here was his ally; the Republic was so close to ruination due to paranoia that they may consider a surrender if Prophet offered it to them. He’s all ready proven more than once that what he has is not a bluff; the Jedi reports point to the precisely coordinated in perfect sequence galaxy wide assassination operation that killed all those world leaders as being a result of the Legacy induced Vhinech attack. Add that with Sullust and the Path sect female that attacked the Jedi, in the Jedi’s notes, and it is a given that this is as real as it got.

Yet…he went to Coruscant. Why? Prophet had to know honestly that he was going into a no-win situation. So…why did he go?

“There’s something missing,” Sidious mused aloud.

“Master?” Lord Maul’s question came just as the young apprentice had appeared in the doorway.

“Not you, Lord Maul. Here, in this skunked Vhinech’s plot.” Sighing away some of his frustration, he looked at the young warrior. “What is it.”

“Through Mistress Naressa’s program, Master.” Maul waited for Sidious’ go ahead and the Sith Master waved him in. Maul hit a key or two on the keyboard and a report came up on the large holographic screen. “It is some sort of old style letter that mentions Rapier’s name more than once on a first name bases.”

Sidious gave his apprentice a nod and said, “This may prove useful, my young apprentice.” He turned his attention towards the screen and noted the page number. “There is more than one page?”

“Yes. The writer of the letter also sent drawings.” 

Maul tapped another key and all four pages of the letter appeared. The letters and words were relatively small, but plentiful on the two pages it was written on. The other two pages were drawings. Sidious focused on the letter aspect first and read through it. Has he did there was a growing sense of anger within him; he did not like the fact Prophet looked at Juna this way. He crossed his arms and gripped the appendages with his hands in an attempt to keep himself cool has he read on, troubled by the content. When he finished it he was squeezing off the circulation. Letting out a huff he turned his focus to the first drawing and zoomed in on it, giving his arms a momentary break from the torture he was putting them under to change the screen settings. 

Sidious’ anger found its way to his breathing a little has he realized who the naked woman was with the ancient sword in her hand with the head on the end of the blade, posed in a matter that overly exposed her more private areas of her body with it’s ground up-like angle of view; prospectively since the winged warrior is ‘flying’, one would be looking up from the ground, and…

He changed it to another drawing that came along with the letter and his gorge was ready to eject; it was Juna, in various poses and in total undress, and in a few of the images her face was one of pure joy as the large, horned subject featured along with her was gratifying her in some sexually explicit way…

“What is your opinion in what this letter is trying to accomplish,” he said, the full blunt of his Nubian accent blood curling every word he spoke more so than any other time in his life. Maul paused for a moment to consider his answer and that drew Sidious to stare hard at his apprentice with his gray eyes. “Well.” It was not a question.

“He is trying to psychological play on Rapier’s-,” Maul hesitated for a moment to weigh what he had said; Juna Rapier, after all, was his Master’s daughter. One look at that drawing, a drawing of Lord Darth Sidious’ naked child, was enough to understand the hate. “I mean he is trying to psychological play on your daughter’s emotions.”

Sidious heard that and turned only his head a way for a moment to review what just happened. What in the name of the Dark Side am I doing he asked himself. I never let my emotions get the best of me. Never like this. Anger, yes, was his ally has well has all the dark emotions that gave him power, but he knew control; to control the Dark Side, one must control themselves at all times. To just fly off the handle in rage when it wasn’t warranted, like now when there was no conflict, was not a good idea. Details could be missed, intricate and important details that were hidden in that letter.

“Perhaps not just her emotions, Lord Maul,” Sidious said in his normal, dark tones. He changed what he was going to say next, attempting to deflect away his personal feelings. “You are correct. He is trying to rattle her. His want for her, as we know, is obsession.” He let himself fall into that familiar, dark comfort zone he had been enjoying for almost two weeks now. “Rapier has always shown a knack for strong emotional recovery in the past.”

Sidious heard himself speak those words and imagined that someone else had said them. There was a new stirring of hate within him, and it was now directed towards himself as a man. Referring to Juna so coldly as Rapier just…seemed…wrong, very wrong. She was his daughter, not some worthless piece of flesh and thoughts that unfortunately occupied the space they did in the Force.

Clearing his throat, Sidious turned his back towards the screen and stared at Lord Maul. “Prophet knows this, he would be fool not to know. This letter just cannot be, as it appears to be. It is an invitation.”

“To join him by his side and rule,” reasoned Maul.

“Obviously, but that is not all.” Sidious didn’t look at the screen has he brought up the letter to dominate the screen. Finished, he folded his arms across his chest again. “Prophet seems to think Rapier knows where Sanctuary is.” A sour taste filled his mouth after he referred to his daughter has something insignificant. “He says as much.”

Maul nodded, and then shook his head. “Forgive, Master, but there is still no proof that Prophet knows, or is at, Sanctuary.”

“Precisely, and I don’t believe he knows where it is either. The Republic are being driven by the paranoia that he may know, and so reasonably believes those Sullustan Vhinech came from that world. Fools, the all of them; logistical one could not get so many Sullustans in so little time.” 

Sidious turned his attention back to the screen to regard the last part of the letter. “So why bring it up in the letter. Surely Sarch is not foolish to tell anyone his secrets. He wouldn’t have told Rapier.” His fingers began to drum on the computer counsel as the bile continued to tear up his stomach has once again he referred to Juna so coldly has he was doing. Redirecting his anger, he muttered the question that still bothered him. “Why did you go to Coruscant you horned son of a bitch? You’re obsessed, but not so much so you almost made a fatal mistake.”

He looked at it with his gray eyes with strong interest, letting his mind drift through the Dark Side in the process to see if some hidden insight would appear. What came before him were all the times he was with Juna, from childhood to adulthood and how she grew up and changed and did so much; although it wasn’t all to his liking he still felt a little proud in her achievements. What came back also were Lott Dod’s remarks on Coruscant a month or so ago when he accused her of making Pirus Krendel to run and himself as Dace Palpatine kissing her ass and how back then it made him angry; he remembered thinking how luck Dod was that they were so out in the open, in public. He remembered how he felt when Juna’s ship was destroyed, when he spoke to Senator Essu afterwards and what he was really thinking about the Sullustan at the time. Furious he was at the time it took a considerable amount of his will to keep him cool and in his earnest fool’s role has the Nubian Senator.

Sidious let out a breath that was rather hard to exhale out and he said to Maul, “Keep gathering intelligence for the time being. I am going out. If anything serious happens summon me at once.”

“Where will you be, Master?” asked the young Zabrak Sith.

“Out, and that’s all you need to know.” He walked out of the room before he decided to take out his frustration on his apprentice. What he could not believe what was currently running through his mind as a solution for the problem: he needed to resolve his anger. 

Has he left the annex Sidious had to laugh a little because of that. Here he was, a Dark Lord of the Sith, and he has issues with rage? Rage should be his ally, not his enemy! Yet all the normal releases he did to quell his appetites did not work; he chewed through all the battle drones, and Lord Maul was getting some premium lessons and workouts by him through the lightsaber sparring matches they had. His yelling at Naressa a few days ago actually helped more than the combat or even the meditations.

“Naressa,” he said in realization, letting himself look at the cottage high above. She probably felt what happened given her sensitivity and connection with Juna, but she probably had no idea about the letter Prophet sent to their daughter.

Perhaps if he talked to her…

Perhaps it would all make sense to him. Everything would. After all the Sith Maidens did offer to help in anyway they could. 

Has he walked up the road to their cottage he thought Am I weak for doing this? Or am I weak all ready and I’m searching for strength? The questions, oddly enough, didn’t get to his Sith Lord ego at all. There was an answers needed for his questions. There was a need for someone to explain to him why he felt the way he did now and help him to figure out this sticking point. 

Question really was where was he stuck. Was he stuck on the fact Prophet, or was he stuck on his feelings towards Juna?

Or towards Naressa?

CHAPTER 61.1

Nebula had expected Lord Sidious to come calling, and she expected it to be for reasons he didn’t right away express; Sith Lord pride, has well has male ego, always got in the way of a man of darkness being able to express his feelings; especially in a peacefully calm environment where the audience wasn’t captive and the captive audience was not being interrogated or slated for execution. He didn’t, to his credit, have a lame excuse; with the newly installed data system in the cottage he was able to show them what happened and explain everything. It was, as the old Sith Maiden surmised privately, one and of the same; Sidious was coming around to where she wanted him.

It was a troubling, practically a horrifying sight, what came next in the Sith Master’s presentation. When Sidious rolled the scene of the chaos that unfolded over the space of Coruscant Naressa Jaina was practically cutting her arms with her nails when she recognized the awful looking, ugly, piece of shit of a ship that was in the midst of it. Nebula pointed out to Sidious, through gritting teeth from time to time, that she and Naressa had felt subtle but not catastrophic disturbances in the Force sometime prior to the incident in question through the incident itself. As it unfolded to it’s completion, where a ion blast hit the ship, Naressa Jaina looked ready to cry; the mother was so worried over her daughter and rightfully so. The sensor readings told a tale of last second dodges of death all throughout the action, and Naressa Jaina felt so helpless that she couldn’t be there to prevent it in the first place.

Being a mother Nebula knew the feeling far too well. She had two daughters that went out into the wilds of the universe. They were out there, on their own, where a thousand things could go wrong while she was here on Korriban and had to wonder and worry every second of every day if they were all right. There could be some sort of disruption in the maternal link she had with them and fade off her radar completely for no reason; it happened and a few times Nebula almost left Korriban to go find her grown up children when it occurred to make sure they were all right.

When Fawni died was one of those times; she had felt troubled on that day and told herself to stay home, has usual; she ignored the warning signs completely, she did not listen to the Dark Side carefully. When she felt her die…

Nebula held Naressa Jaina tighter in an assuring hug to remind herself that given all their power Sith Maidens were not unstoppable, invincible, and they were not all seeing. She conveyed that same message to her younger protégé through the hug, squeezing little bits at a time to emphasize that Juna was all right. It was also to remind Naressa Jaina that she was not ready yet, that she wasn’t well enough to go to Juna. It was a constant question now that continuous came up without uttering the words whenever Naressa Jaina looked at her: Am I ready? Nebula held firm; no, she wasn’t ready. 

Not until Darth Sidious came around. Nebula could sense it; he was so, so close to understanding and how it had to be in order for him to acquire Juna with her mother’s help. When he finally does, then from that point on Nebula would honestly decide whether or not her Granddaughter could face, in a way, an E’oqerst Trial. It all hinged on how far along Lord Sidious was in his thinking.

Perfectly timed and a great way to gauge his actual thinking in Nebula’s opinion, Sidious said, “Juna is all right.” There was, in his dark tones, deep concern for his daughter; not concern for the Dark Hope of the Sith, but the kind of loving worry you would expect to hear from a father; psychological anyways since Nebula could only assume due to lack of having a father in her life. However she could hear the change in his tenor. It was there, and it had to be fatherly concern.

Has he brought up a report that was sent from the Nubian Consulate that confirmed the fact, Nebula could feel some of the tension sink away from Naressa Jaina’s form before the document ever came up on the screen; she heard it in Sidious’ voice and it was comforting to her. Nebula had to admit she felt a little more at ease even when she knew better; sometimes even an empowered woman just needs to hear a male voice, one of authority, to find calm and assurance. 

However there was still that look in Naressa Jaina’s pleading eyes. She wanted to go to Juna, now, to protect her. Nebula could not blame her, but it couldn’t be right now and she reflected that fact back towards her granddaughter with a sympathetic glance. 

Turning her gaze back at Sidious, Nebula pushed the subject she wanted to discuss as she held Naressa Jaina in her hands while sitting on their bed. “So the beast attempted an error. Curious.”

“I thought so,” agreed Sidious with a nod of his head. “There isn’t really any reason for him to do it. There is still information about the incident being gathered as we speak.”

“He wants my Gessa,” mumbled Naressa. “What other reason is there?”

Nebula sighed a little when she heard that. “Naressa Jaina, you know someone like Prophet is not so clumsy. Although,” she let a thought that was playing in her mind after she saw the footage of the ship chase, “I would never have thought a young woman of my Great Granddaughter’s temperament would act so…irrationally.” She cracked wise. “She must get that from her father.” With that, Sidious gave her a small, but still frigid look. Well, she had to keep him honest.

Nebula diverted her attention back to the data pad gestured, and the keys on the data pad clicked with the Dark Side. The HoloNet News broadcast replayed and showed the Millennium Falcon barely, it seemed by microns, missing ships and debris, and then in the next moment the upper and lower dual blaster cannons fired upon the smaller red vessel. “Reading her history as Queen, and listening to Naressa Jaina’s stories about her Gessa, I wouldn’t have figured she would put two innocent lives in harms way.”

Sidious looked at the imagine again; of course with the cannons changing angles and directions there had to be individual beings manning them; Juna was strong in the Force, but she was not that gifted. At least that was how Nebula felt and figured that he shared in that opinion.

Naressa mumbled, “Dizzy and Muriel.”

It reached the point where the freighter practically wedged itself through a tight grouping of ships, the hulls of those ships almost taking the gun placements out. Nebula shook her head and said, “This is just as reckless as Prophet’s gamble. Therefore she was motivated to act recklessly.”

“Motivated,” muttered Sidious. “The letter. She must have read that letter.”

Nebula and Naressa Jaina exchanged looks; the elder Sith Maiden had pointed out only yesterday that there was a letter somehow involved. She said with knowing in her voice, “There was a letter written to Juna by Prophet, wasn’t there?” Sidious nodded. “You have seen it. I am willing to bet it is…rather personal.”

“Personal? Try sickening.” Sidious’ eyes found Naressa, and his body stiffened: hesitation. Has Nebula surmised the Dark Lord’s feelings on it were such that he felt some need to protect Naressa Jaina from seeing it. A few days ago concern for Naressa Jaina’s well being was the furthest objective from his mind. Now something has changed, and Nebula knew for sure what it was. He said, “It is beyond sickening in fact, I can assure you.”

“If you need our help, we will have to brave the letter’s contents.” Nebula gave Naressa Jaina another squeeze of assurance. “We have to do this.” She nodded a bit apprehensively and Nebula gestured with her head. “Go ahead, feed it through.”

Sidious did and Nebula read the letter, absorbing every word with a growing sense of concern after the first paragraph, and then anger after the middle paragraph. All the while she held Naressa Jaina’s hand and could feel the increasing levels of how upset she was with her ever increasing grip; her black nails were cutting into Nebula’s hand. With calm towards her charge, but with slow heat in her voice, she said, “I need my hand for a little while longer, Naressa Jaina.”

She looked down at her hand and released it, her body a bit of trembling in rage mess. Nebula stroked her head and said, “Remember: it is wise to embrace your anger, and at times live by your anger, but it is foolish not to apply it correctly. Apply it here correctly, and discover the answers.” Nebula stood up and looked closely at the blown up imagery. “It’s written in blood.”

Naressa blinked a few times and looked at it image finally with some semblance of calm. She said, “My blood.” 

Sidious frowned a little, and then threw a knowing look at Nebula. “Her arm?”

“Prophet must have picked it off the Nubian ship and used the blood from it as ink,” suggested Nebula matter of fact. “I am willing to bet all involved, in one form or another, have done blood testing of some sort. They may discover some interesting things.”

“Naressa’s pregnancy,” said Sidious quietly.

“Among other things. They will also find a very unique genome. We should be weary of that fact in the Jedi’s possession.” Nebula then realized something and looked back at the letter before Sidious could ask anything else. “This phrase here: ‘I have freed you from your bondage, Juna. All of your life she has lied to you. That is not love, Juna. That is control. I know my parentage was the same way’.” She looked at Sidious. “He is suggesting his parentage was impersonal. Artificial. A conspiracy.”

“So?”

“So, he acquaints to Juna, sees her as a victim of that same way. He is obsessed with her, but there are other forces at work here in his mind. His connection to her is not just lust. He feels she is living his life, that is a life parallel to his own.” She touched a key, and the drawing of a winged Juna appeared. Naressa’s emotions hit an angered peak, but she kept herself calm when Nebula looked at her. Nebula turned her attention back to the drawing, studied it, and asked Sidious, “Do you think this picture is sexual?”

“How can it not be?” Sidious’ bitterness was clear.

“Because it isn’t.” Nebula pointed towards the head at the end of the blade, then at the wings, and finally at demonic Juna’s thrown back head. “It’s not all about sex here, it’s about victory. Prophet feels that he has made certain that Juna is now free to explore the darkness within her. What does he say in the letter: ‘You are a warrior’. He uses that twice in the context of not just being a battlefield combatant but also a survivor of life itself.” 

Naressa wrapped her arms around herself and said, “He knows everything.” Nebula looked at her and Sidious joined her. She looked at the both of them. “He knows that Sidious is Juna’s real father, that is a given. He has proof of it somehow…and he showed it to Pirus Krendel, I’m certain of it. I can’t think what it could be.” She stood up and walked towards the data pad and looked at the demonic Juna image with a frown. She hit the keystroke that brought the letter back up. “He doesn’t mention what it is. Not once. No hint.” She looked at them both again and said, “Prophet used this tactic before on Juna with Krendel, and it motivated her into action.”

A sigh escaped her lips as she tried to think, finally she clutched at her pelvis gently. “Damn it, I…I can’t think what the hell it is he has!” Naressa scrolled the image down to the end and read one line. “’I will wait for you on Sanctuary’.” She shook her head and said in a bit of a panic, “It’s a lure. He’s trying to lure her away! He’s trying to lure her away from Enothchild and everyone else, get her alone-.” 

Naressa stopped and looked at Nebula with hurting eyes. “We have to go get her now, please!”

“So you suggest we waltz right to Coruscant and just take her?” Nebula raised her eyebrows afterwards to suggest how ludicrous it was. “We still have no real reason why she is on Coruscant in the first place. If it is to protect her, then there is no way we can get to her.” 

Sidious, thankfully, stepped in. “She has a point, Naressa. Say even if I were to go there as myself,” meaning has Dace Palpatine, “and suggest to her to return home, to Naboo, she won’t go based on my suggestion and even if she did she won’t be alone.” 

“And you know she isn’t in any danger in the near future,” added Nebula. Even with the note, even with what happened, it was the truth. Both Sith Maidens kept a ‘ear’ open to listen to what the Dark Side had to say; so far it was telling them not to fear for Juna’s safety or well being, and it was reliable if one paid attention to it; Nebula was not going to make the same mistake with Juna as she did with Fawni. “We may be running out of time with the Vhinech, but not in reuniting you with Juna. You still need time, Naressa Jaina, to recover; you’re still not ready. Trust us.” 

Naressa pulled away from her slowly and gingerly and walked over to the coat rack by the door. Grabbing her cloak and throwing it on, she walked back over and gave Nebula a kiss on the cheek; it was meant to show no hard feelings has she turned and walked out of the cottage. The frustration was there that she couldn’t go help her daughter, and so she needed air and space.

Excellent thought Nebula.

Sidious stepped forward and said, “Will she be all right?”

“Perhaps you should go find out,” she said with a small smile on her face. “That is also why you are here, is it not?”

“I was also hoping to get with you and discuss how your plan is going.”

“Well, there is only one way to find out.” Nebula looked at the old fashion cottage door, tapped the Dark Side to open it…and nothing happened: another failure of power. Sighing, she gestured towards the door and said, “Go. After her. Now! Go talk to her!”

Sidious finally walked out and Nebula threw her hands up more out of frustration towards herself than for the Dark Master of the Sith; although they were on the same page and much more respectful towards one another, Nebula didn’t necessarily want Sidious to see that weak demonstration of her lack of power. One slip now, one little error, and everything she has worked for would be lost. Everyone was right where she wanted them.

Nebula sought inside herself to get another read on the Dark Side, to see about Juna. Instead her hands began to tremble lightly uncharacteristically. She clamped them shut and prayed a little, and when she was finished the trembling ceased. 

Nebula sighed, “Unfortunately for all involved I am running out of time.” She closed her eyes and prayed again, only this time she asked the Dark Side for a favor or two-dozen so that she could be there, for all involved, to ensure the proper outcome.

CHAPTER 61.2

Exiting the cottage, Naressa was so not content with her situation she needed to vent in some way. Since everything was sacred all around her, she closed her eyes and drifted inside her memories, or what memories she did have. In her mind a place appeared, and with focus she channeled the Dark Side through her and to the place.

Sidious just arrived where Naressa was and watched her vanish in a black haze. She teleported away; her exit was different from her flashing yellow light arrival from a few days ago in the annex. For a long moment he couldn’t feel her as he extended his senses, and then suddenly, far away to the southeast, he felt her. Thinking quickly, he had an idea where she was and quickly made his way back to the annex. From there, he piloted a fully equipped large, long range Sith speeder bike out from storage and headed straight for the Uhall’ kodalla Highlands.

With a flash of yellowish-like flames that faded all around her, Naressa’s yellow eyes continued to glow with her growing frustration as she peered all around her at the dead desert canyon and boulder walls that made up the sparse region known as the Uhall’kodalla Highlands. Here, she knew from reading the comada that many a devastating battle had been won and lost in ancient times between rival E’sithropa nations: the Harku and the Atrses, who fought relentlessly over water, land, and women. All that had died here had only the wind driven sand as the only means ensuring a proper burial.

The place was quite a considerable distance away; in fact the sun was just setting where back at the cottage the sun had all ready gone down. Naressa had many reasons to come here other than to release her angry energy, but for now she settled at the task at hand that had brought her here. Both hands raised, Force Lightening erupted over her head and shot out towards a large, bumpy boulder when she directed her hands towards it. The boulder cracked and began to break under the torture.

Not satisfied, Naressa’s energy withdrew, altered, and with a throwing gesture followed by an amplified shout she unleashed a fist size version of her Black Death energy attack; a super concentrated Dark Side energy attack, the one she used to make Jurivicious Pern a permanent black shadow in the Grand Library back at Rapier Manor. Back then it took a lot out of her to use it once since it drew upon her own dark life energy. Now, in Dark Purity and after the small energy projectile transformed the boulder into dust particles with one massive explosion, Naressa generated a second, a third, and so on and began to chuck them at everything that caught her attention. 

She shouted and cursed, and at time small avalanches occurred with the vibrations caused by her tender voice being amplified. Naressa, after a while, was still not satisfied with what she did and continued; she wanted to show Nebula that she was ready. Her Grandmother, Dark Side bless her for she loved her so, was being too cautious in her estimation. 

“I’m not ready! How can I not be ready!” The shouts echoed and thunder came after them as Naressa’s energies just expanded all around her. The wind whipped around her cloak and hair has her frustration could no longer be contained. “Just look what I can do if I’m not ready!” 

Screaming, Naressa directed it towards a slab of heavy granite. The rock suddenly glowed and then became glowing, liquid molten rock that flowed around the perimeter extent of her Banshee Melting Attack. She pumped a fist towards a group of boulders and they shattered. She wasn’t convinced that it was enough and so she repeated the motion again and again until the pile was nothing but kicked up dust, the wind of her fury sweeping it away in a blinding storm. She channeled her energies through her right foot, and when it came down the Dark Side rippled invisibly through the ground and separated the earth with an obviously visible crack, a small spaced fissure that traveled a considerable distance. She continued on, still unsatisfied that Nebula had felt enough of her power, or felt enough of her readiness.

Meanwhile Sidious continued to feel Naressa’s energy release as he continued on his long journey on the speeder bike. He found himself not upset with her relentless outpouring of energy; realistically Korriban was far enough away from Coruscant or any Jedi patrol areas, and given Prophet’s existence and the growing darkness all around they were safe from detection. In fact his heart was pumping with excitement as he continued to feel her. There were feelings within the attacks Sidious could associate himself with. 

Then there was, after a long while, confusion. Disenchantment. Pain. A great emotional pain that infuriated Naressa and her attacks became more destructive. Sidious began to see, hear, and most importantly feel the explosions; the bright flashes of light, the halos of burning fire blazing upward into the wasteland sky. The darkening sky glowed and shimmed with the power of the Dark Side, an array of bluish-purple streaks of radiance that was only surpassed by the light of the moon breaking the eastern horizon.

In another hour, Naressa stopped. Sidious could still feel her, but it felt has if she were crying. He couldn’t coax any more speed from his machine has he was compelled to be with her; it conflicted with his anger towards her, and he didn’t care if it did. He began to slow down but not because he let off the throttle; the highlands were so far away he burned up every last drop of his main fuel; his switched over to the reserves, knowing he could get a 100 miles out them and then that was it. When the fuel ran out Sidious coasted on momentum the rest of the way has the repulsor batteries kept the speeder bike afloat. It slowed down enough to where he could run faster than the bike and so dismounted. The timing, however, was excellent; all around him was the remains of Naressa’s wraith; stark, violent reminders of what she was capable of doing if he was not careful.

Sidious hoped and jumped over some of the debris, and located his target, sitting quietly on a boulder. Her hood was drawn up, and her arms were wrapped around her stomach. The moonlight reached them, and when she lifted her head to see him, Sidious could see her white, beautiful face seemingly glow despite the expression etched upon it. She looked just as she did when they first met in some way; Naressa was always beautiful even in her late forties with a wrinkle here and there, but here it was like he had traveled back in time and found her at her most innocent and unassuming, to a time where she had not embraced her darkness fully and stumbled her way through feeling in how to use her gifts.

Oddly, for whatever reasoning behind the thought, Sidious was looking upon a virgin. She was in this case, in mind and soul; gone was the woman he really knew. In her place was the woman that existed before he really knew her; a child of darkness, entering into depths of evil with tiptoeing affair, a touch afraid of committing herself to the power that she truly possessed. He was not there to guide her in the first time around, but perhaps this time he could. Life was never about second chances with the Sith, but be it fate or the Force it has given him to do just that. Her confusion would not last forever, he knew that and Nebula had told him so, but there was that chance she would come back and still accept him for who he truly was; she was so close to at Rapier Manor that terrible time ago, when there was no real serious threat to Juna’s existence. Now everything had changed, and Naressa may awaken to find that her only choices would be to side with him.

Has the seasoned man, Sidious was going to take the virgin Naressa through the process of acceptance slowly. Very slowly.

“What are you doing here?” Naressa asked plainly. 

“I couldn’t help to notice your reservations about staying here.” Sidious looked around and gestured. “Now everyone knows.”

“So are you going to belittle me for such an outburst? Please, I’m not in the mood for another lecture.” She shook her head. “It’s finite to me. I’m not ready; I can’t go to my daughter. Your emotions are quite clear there as in everything else, Master Sidious.”

Sidious strolled over and squatted down in front of her. He wanted to touch her, and surprisingly he really, really wanted to touch her. He was enthralled with her radiance in the Dark Side that she gave off; it enhanced her goddess virtues. However he thought twice about touching her even with the black leather gloves he wore. He pulled his hands in and touched her in another way. “Actually they haven’t been, Mistress Naressa. I’ve been avoiding them because I thought it was weakness. I thought if I felt the way I did, I would be letting you win.”

Naressa looked at him now, and with her eyes she could see past the shadows that played across his face thanks to his hood and the positioning of Katlas somewhat off to his left shoulder and in front of him. His face was one now of growing lines of age, and some of his auburn hair was beginning to recede. His hard jaw and small scowl, though, was still there and it had a touch of seasoned handsome maturity. 

She realized that, perhaps, it wasn’t just those shadows she had to look past.

“And you are right,” she said quietly, remembering his attitude not so long ago, even after she gave him her intelligence resources he was still dismissive with her. “I hurt you when you expressed your feelings. No one wants to die from the same poison twice.”

“Maybe so,” he agreed with her too hastily, and he noted her shoulders sag a little. Then Sidious shook his head and said, “No. No, I was arrogant.” He sighed and stood up. “All my life I’ve been taught, told, and beaten with the concept of having to be right all the time. It’s essentially important for a man of my position. I can’t have doubts or regrets; if I did it, I am right, if I didn’t then I am right again. It forces me to make sure nothing I do is a failure, that everything has achievement and victory even with such failure.”

Sidious called a rock to his hand and said has he heaved it, “With you and Juna, I failed completely!” The rock traveled a considerable distance without the need of Force augmented strength. “In the beginning I hated you for that. It had to be your fault, never really mine. I could not see myself as someone who approached matters so one-dimensional that I would fail so easily. Looking back at it now…I see my carelessness.”

Naressa uncoiled her arms and dropped them on her lap. She regarded him with a slight tilt of her head to the right. “I can only remember that I was surprised by your proposal…and then you insulted me and Juna.”

Sidious figured Nebula would have twisted the events of 8 years ago in his favor; it wasn’t an insult that triggered Naressa’s rejection of him, it was that he was a Sith Lord. “I know,” he agreed with her, and therefore the lie was hidden from her senses; but it he didn’t follow it up with something else she would have discovered the lie. “And I’m sorry. I’m sorry for everything.” 

He walked over and sat on the ground by Naressa’s rock on the left. He removed his gloves and played with his hands just a little to reflect his uneasiness to talk. Then he said, “I love my daughter, and it hurts that I cannot say that at all; in front of her, or in front of those under me. They don’t expect the Sith Master to have one ounce of emotion towards a pawn in a game of conquest, so I don’t surprise them. The easiest way to make sure is to view the girl as a pawn, as a weapon, as an object of my plans. It seems so simple, and then someone says something about her and I…I find myself defending her and protecting her; inadequately in my opinion.”

Sidious reached over and tugged on Naressa’s dress skirting just a little, smile just a bit and catching the same reaction from her. He continued. “Recently the inadequacy has gotten worse. I can kill any son of bitch I want to, I can wipe out thousands like I did at Evramora, all to protect Juna in my own way and yet Prophet still is there. He is still going after her. I see that letter he sent her and I thought…”

“You’re failing,” said Naressa when he hesitated.

“Yeah. As I rode out here I thought about that letter and I convinced myself a few times that if Prophet was a man he would face me if I laid out the challenge. Doesn’t matter where, I don’t care who knows or finds out; Jedi or what have you. I would get my hands on him and I would dissect him inch by inch and tell him over and over to keep his hands, his reach, and his thoughts off my daughter.

“I also realized that I could do that, and that would not end the failure. I would still be Darth Sidious, the coldest man in the universe because I wouldn’t have Juna as my daughter, or you as my lover.”

Naressa tugged on his hood to bring his eyes to look into hers. “You would only still see us as pawns.”

“It seems that way. But I don’t want to think that way anymore. I can’t look at you for blame for anything. I have to take responsibility here.” He got up and dust off the backside of his robe. “I have to figure out how to prevent anymore failure.”

 Naressa stood up and looked at him for a moment, contemplating all he said. He just clapped his hands together to rub them, and with an eyebrow lifting expression, Sidious said, “Anyways, I would like to say that I don’t blame you for being mad. I want to go get my daughter too. But we have to do this right, find a way we can do it, and that means a whole and complete you, Naressa.” He made a small gesture towards her. “And I want…I need both you and Juna. Not because you both have great power, but because you are my family. The only family I know. The only interests I really want to protect.”

There was a long moment of silence between them as Sidious expected Naressa to say something. She reached down with her hands and played with her skirting a little, which brought a smile to his face. She asked, “What?”

“Juna…does the same thing with her dress when she’s fidgety,” he said innocently, pointing downward. Naressa looked down and smirked. “She also has your little smile.” 

“You notice those things?”

“You are both beautiful, how can I not?”

She craned her head a little and said, “And the little things about us matter the most?”

“Not anymore. I want the whole package. Like Nebula said, the Sith failed long ago because they lacked one element; family. If I have family, I will no longer be weak. I will no longer fail.” Sidious inhaled deeply, and then exhaled deliberately. “I have to accept my responsibilities and beg you to give me a chance.”

There was another long silence, and Naressa turned and took a few steps away to think. Sidious mistaken it for rejection and grimaced however he didn’t get angry. He turned to leave, to head back to his dead bike and call Maul for a pick up to leave Naressa alone…

“Dace?” It took Sidious a moment to realize that his birth name had been spoken; in this environment, where he was Sith Master and on Korriban, no one called him that and so he wasn’t use to it. He stopped to find Naressa turned back around to look at him. “You’re sorry?”

“I am,” he said shortly and to the point. “What did you say a few days ago? I was jealous? You’re right. I was also petty, and demanding. I was wrong.”

Naressa strolled closer to him, closer than she had ever had in a calm state, close enough to where Sidious could see the faint glow of her eyes and the lack of reflection of any kind in her pupils; even with the moon shining now directly in her face, no light was evident in the blackness. She said through her black lips, “I’ve learned a lot of things in the past week or so. The comada and the E’oqerst, I know you don’t subscribe to it but it doesn’t condemn you or others if you don’t believe in it, does believe in forgiveness in the form of compassion; blood and death are for graver acts. You are, currently, my Sithian Brother and does require me to give a great effort to do so.”

She folded her hands together. “However there is a lost element in forgiveness that no one ever thinks twice about. In order for forgiveness to occur there has to be betrayal before hand; the definition is broad, yes, but betrayal is the proper word because the proper word that influences forgiveness, that lost element, is trust. People say they are sorry all the time, and too often those who are offered such apologies take it too willingly because they are trusting, or believe a trust is now there.”

Sidious nodded in agreement with that truth; how many times in the galaxy, day and night, year after year have governments, organizations, warlords, business rivals, or even the most obvious married couples, is there an apology for something, the party accepts it, but then from years to mere seconds later get hammered again, stabbed in the back, attacked, or abused. There is a belief that trust now exists when an apology comes forth; trust was what it takes for one to accept an apology. 

Trust, like the apology, had to be a forever commitment as far as Naressa was concerned. “I see. I agree, I think we have said our apologies; you did so the other day, I day tonight. But is there trust?” Sidious sighed a little. “I could trust you.”

“Do you think so? And do you think I could trust you?”

“Is there any doubt of it yet?”

Naressa’s brow knotted a little, then she sighed and said, “You see what I mean about trust. It has to be all encompassing.” He nodded and she asked again, “You do trust me?”

“I do.”

She closed her eyes and heaved her chest up and down. “I suppose…I need to trust myself as well. Trust my judgment.” She opened her eyes again and she said, “If there is to be trust, then there is one way to discover it.”

Naressa moved closer. “You said you loved me?” Sidious nodded. “Then kiss me.”

Sidious’ mouth moved a little but because he suddenly grew apprehensive with Nebula’s warnings shouting in his head: DO NOT TOUCH HER! It was in reference to Naressa having no control of her body’s ability to absorb the Force of other entities through skin or even perimeter contact. No fooling a kiss on those soft lips, an experienced he enjoyed empathically over and over when conceiving Juna, could be the death of him. “Do you recall, Naressa, me saying I wanted to avoid failure?”

“Your fear is warranted,” she said quietly, but in a hurt tone. “However, I feel I can keep you safe from death just as much as you say you can keep me and Juna safe. If you do trust me complicity then you have no reason to fail. I too do not want to fail; it will be a glaring defeat in all I have worked and prayed for so hard to accomplish in order to be with my Gessa again. We are both taking a risk here, on a wide variety of fronts.”

Sidious thought about it for a few seconds, and then he removed his gloves, letting them fall to the ground. He thought about shielding himself first, but Nebula told him that it would only speed up the dying. Letting out a held in breath, he raised both his hands up towards Naressa’s Sith Maiden White face, quite possibly his face of death. 

“I trust you, Naressa,” he said, and with that he let his hands make contact with her cheeks…

After a wind finished blowing through the highlands and the dust settled, Darth Sidious opened his eyes to find himself still very much alive, and Naressa Rapier closed her eyes and let out short, quick, relieved exhales. 

There was no sensation in Sidious’ hands like there was when Nebula let her dark essence ‘taste’ his Force signature through his pores. The only sensations were so simply they were hard to catalog in their entirety at the moment. Her skin was softer and smoother than he had ever known it to be; he never felt anything so soft in his life. She was organically warm and Dark Side cold, and both temperaments sent a wave wash of surprise within him that found every part of his body.

Naressa reached up with her bare hands and touched his and closed her eyes again, thanking silently that nothing went wrong. She said, “Dark Side be praised, you do trust me.”

“No.” She opened her eyes when he said that. Seriousness in his face and tone, he said, “You asked me to kiss you, remember?” 

He smiled after that and leaned down, not far because Naressa was tall, and kissed her with a passion that was meant to pay off the nearly 18 years since the last time they had shown love and affection for one another; when the debt wasn’t paid, both pushed their lips deeper, trying again. Sidious kept his lips connected to hers, released her head, and pulled her to him before wrapping her in a deep embrace. To his joy, a joy he never anticipated at all tonight, Naressa wrapped her arms around his waist and drew him closer. 

Sidious could only accept this form of doom, for Naressa was an inviting darkness that lead to an unending abyss of 

Tonight darkness united two loves, and once again Katlas’ light shined upon a growing Sithian love affair.

