CHAPTER 41.0

The two Sith entities retreated from the medical ward and to the commissary upon Nebula’s instance, the Sith Maiden ordering the slaves and any other eavesdroppers away with curt indignation. As they walked by personnel Sidious noted that they began to remember that Nebula had been around them all this time. Sele’s face dropped the furthest than anyones, a wave of rude emotions bled off her over the fact that she was so easily duped. Sidious could sense the jealousy, and it was apparent Nebula didn’t care what Sele felt.

Nebula offered him a seat as she filled a kettle pot with water, sitting it on the heating pad; apparently she was in the mood for tea while they chatted. As she looked Sidious offered no help; he needed time to think about things. However, she broke through his thoughts with something that caught him off guard. “I would like to thank you for supplying Naressa Jaina the boost of Dark Side energy to complete her healing.”

He thought about it, and thought back to the moment he was showering the bacta tank with Force lightening. The energy wasn’t being repelled by a Force enhanced coma defensive field; it was Naressa’s presence absorbing it. He thought further along that line and he said, “Does such energy absorption also include telepathy?”

Nebula looked at him from a tall pantry cupboard that ran from the floor to the ceiling and knew by the look she gave him that he tried to use the Force to probe Naressa when he first arrived. “Yes. Be it telepathy, or just Force pinging, it’s all the same energy that fuels it.”

When she finished, it finally dawned on him; he had been thinking about it ever since they left the medical ward, but thanks to her words he concluded the exact answer. “I assume you are immune to these affects since Naressa is like you in appearance and how you both appear in the Dark Side. Therefore you could read her mind. And you knew how I would have reacted to carrying the Jedi’s child.”

Nebula stopped looking and failed to hide her smile. “You give me too much credit, Lord Sidious. Why would I allow such a potentially harming idea?”

Sidious knew Sith Maiden plotting all too well. Nebula wasn’t just demonstrating her abilities of mental persuasion to show off whatever plan she was about to propose to him. It was, in fact, very Sithian of her to do it. It was a plan within a plan; Nebula could have left out the fact that Naressa was pregnant to protect her from his immediate wraith. Instead she exploited it for Naressa’s well being. In hindsight, because Naressa was Naressa and he was too angry, he skipped using his lightsaber and went to his own dark abilities because tactically a lightsaber was more or less useless against someone of Naressa’s caliber. 

As a trained Sith warrior, Sidious sometimes listened to the Dark Side and let it dictate his actions. More times than not such listening spurs one to take action based on split second decisions. Given his outburst, something Nebula anticipated so easily, it was now so obvious.

“Sith Maidens are too often regarded in folk lore to be large thinkers, Lady Nebula,” Sidious said, expressing how impressed he was and how irritated he was that she used him. “Sometimes too Jedi like in their approaches. Deceivers that try not to be deceivers.”

“Don’t be blasphemous,” she countered with a frown. It was a long accepted fact that the Jedi, being the great sources of moral and ethical values, were deemed deceivers and liars to those who pursued darkness; especially the ancient Dark Jedi who left the Jedi Order centuries ago, who all felt the Jedi Masters were holding back true power and knowledge. “The Great Father was once a Jedi, as much as your ancient ancestral heritage began.” She waved a hand towards him as if to wipe the slate clean. “But that is an off topic discussion, isn’t it?”

Sidious didn’t like that last part she threw back at him, but for now he nodded and got back to matters at hand. “Very well. Why the need for power when Naressa is clearly more powerful than I?”

Nebula squatted down slowly to look through the lower cupboards, making faces all the way down as her nerves fired off in protest to remind her that she was still an old woman. “Because her transformation of purity had weakened her. I could not supply the infusion of dark energy, and neither could your Hands, so I needed you to do it. Given your dislike for Naressa Jaina, you weren’t going to give it to her freely.” 

She looked at him with knowing eyes. “Of course, you knew that I knew that all ready.” Her attention went back to the cupboard as she continued to talk. “She absorbed your release of hate. She has no control over her absorption abilities but she will learn in time. It is a part of the Dark Side metamorphic process of the Fading Light.” 

“The Fading Light? Never heard of it.”

“AH!” Nebula exclaimed, and at first Sidious did think she was doing that to mock him. He realized that wasn’t the case, she found what she was looking for and quickly reached in and pulled out a jar filled with tea bags. She opened the jar and smelled the contents with eye closing affection. “Oh yes, that smells so good.” 

She stood up, and her body made a very loud and unnerving popping sound in which she made a grimacing face. Sighing in pain, she muttered with closed eyes, “I hate being old.”

“If it’s any consolation, you don’t look half your age,” Sidious said smugly, but it did ring true. Nebula did look young, not too young, in face and body shape. Recalling in his mind the files Lord Hades had shown him so long ago, he could see Nebula’s birth date in his mind’s eye and rubbed in, “By the way, what is half your age?” 

“Let’s just say I’m old enough to be Naressa Jaina’s grandmother.” She looked at him again. “Where was I? Oh yes. Well you never heard of the Fading Light because you are not a Sith Maiden.”

Sidious let out a snort. “More of a feminine right of passage I suppose.”

Nebula looked at him with slight confusion and leaned her body against the counter. “Actually, I’m not quite sure if only we can achieve such noble stature.”

“Noble?”

“My words, just like the name of the process.” She gave him a smile that lasted just a second, betraying pride and yet betraying hate. “I was the first, and for a long time the only one. I ascended to this level of pure darkness when my little one died.”

Sidious nodded and misconceived who she was referring to. “Rune.”

Nebula visibly tensed upon hearing that name. She bled privately the emotions of contempt and disgust, but hid those feelings well from being betrayed from her face. “No, the eldest twin. Fawni. I felt her die, and…I vented.” She drew her arms around her robed form and rubbed her arms with her hands for assurance, recounting the whole event of her transformation in her mind. “I didn’t recall what happened until Faradi interceded on my behalf. I was…pure evil; I had no control of my emotions or myself.” 

She gestured with her hands towards him. “Remember when you realized you could use the Force? That moment when things seemed to come together and work.” She waited for him to nod and she continued. “I thought early in life that I had as well. But it’s not true. When you reach this point, when you cross the threshold into Dark Purity, that is when you realize that you can do so much more and you have the power to do so.” She looked downward shamefully. “It’s something one may have always wished for, and like the metaphor one does indeed get it. One gets all the assets, and one gets all the liabilities.”

The kettle began to whistle and Nebula attended to it. What she was talking about seemingly vanished when she asked, “Would you like some tea?”

Sidious wanted to learn more, but he knew not to press. He had been pressing lately and it has not worked at all. It was time to ease back and allow it to happen. “Yes.” He watched Nebula pour the water into the cups with the round bags in them, the bags dissolving into the water to make the tea. “So this process of transformation you describe has side affects?”

“Very.” Nebula sat down across from him at the preparation table and handed him his large cup. The condiments and utensils were all ready available on the tabletop. “She transformed on board your daughter’s ship, the process starting with Naressa Jaina struggling to hold on to your daughter and losing the battle with one terrible son of a bitch. I believe his name is Prophet.”

Sidious shifted in his chair and muttered coldly, “That would be he.”

Naressa eyed him; the Sith Master had dealings with the Dark Side brute. “A unholy, unworthy creature. One of the many faults that is the Dark Side unfortunately.” Sidious let loose some laughter. “What’s so funny?”

“Unholy? You know some may view us as such the same way.”

“They may be right, but that’s their certain point of view, isn’t it?” She shook her head in annoyance. “In regards to myself and what I believe in, on the other hand, I find him to be horrendous sinner of his dark gifts.

“Anyways, the process requires vast amounts of one’s will and hold of the Force for transformation. Especially in this case with ysalamiri being used against Naressa Jaina and the Little One her body drew more on her reserves than it was meant to.”

Sidious heard that and frowned; so that was how Prophet managed to dare attempt what he did. The Vhinech had discovered the ysalamiri, and Sarch’s preaching about opportunist came back in a rush. He was quick to put that aside for now; having Sarch enter his thoughts was counterproductive at the moment with the anger associated with it. The Vhinech have just stepped up their status as a threat. Not only did they have the means to negate the Jedi but the Sith as well and that meant sometime in the near future Prophet may come calling.

He focused again by pointing out, “The ysalamiri would have rendered her Forceless. So how can she call upon it?”

Nebula just smiled at him and said, “We Sith Maidens have a knack for doing the impossible. I know that fact all too well myself.” She took another sip of her tea and continued, not even further speculating on the hows and the whys. “The process, along with her injuries, was too much even for her. She was trying to stay alive and save her unborn daughter in the process. It was all too daunting of a task.”

Sidious stared at her, his emotions expressing no sympathy towards a Jedi baby dying. Nebula noted that silently for a moment, and before she continued she pulled out her clear crystal spirit charm and held it in her cupped together hands. “As you can see she has healed well, even growing her lost arm back. However it is her mind that is our main concern.”

“And also it’s the point where your idea comes in.”

“Yes. The process of transformation draws on one’s mental faculties. The emotions we all arbor that gives us are greatest of strength are running through her brain and body unchecked, blinding her from and bending her memories. Given time there is a slim possibility that this would have corrected itself. But I feel that time is not on our side.”

“You’ve seen something in the future?”

“No. Not the future. Just the known and written past repeating itself.” She took another sip from her tea and just stared at Sidious, gauging his response to her cliché. She set her cup down and stared into it, shame creeping into her shoulders. “My idea violates everything I believe in as a Sith. Unfortunately I see no alternative. This Prophet is the greatest threat this religion has ever faced, and he has his eyes set upon my great granddaughter with obsessed interest.”

“Prophet is indeed a threat, but not so much as the Jedi are.”

Nebula glared at him disapprovingly for it. It was clear he was trying to establish how much she knew about current events, trying to gain the upper hand in some way: like any good Sith Lord would do. She wasn’t going for control here, and it was time to express that fact. “Master Sidious, what is your obsession in life?”

“What?”

“What is your obsession? A simple question that you should have an answer to since all beings have obsessions.”

Sidious set his partially drank cup of tea aside and shook his head. “You demand such drabble to be so precise.”

“Dear Sidious,” she said lifting her cup to her black lips to drain the last of the tea. “Prophet’s obsession is so precise.” She tipped her head back and drained the contents, setting down the cup. “And that means he has purpose, and therefore he has a plan. Let us not forget that this thing is like us, a Dark Side entity. He is unpredictable as he is uncontrollable, unlike a Jedi who you and I know live, breathe, and die by the Jedi Code in their thought processes.” 

He muttered under his breathe in disgust, “Explain Enothchild Sarch.”

Nebula heard that and filed that in the back of her mind. “Prophet wants my great granddaughter, Naressa’s baby girl, your daughter. He has methods to obtain her. He knows what she is capable of. Now, her mother is out of the way. The only true element to a Sith Maiden’s existence is her mother. Deep down inside, your daughter is lost and she’s looking for direction. Others will step forward in Naressa Jaina’s place and offer her guidance. Many will fail, just as you have.” 

Sidious sat back as Nebula took their cups away and set them in the sink. “What makes you think I would fail in such a task?”

“Because you are her father.” She then looked at him and batted her eyes at him. “And if you haven’t failed then where is she?” He frowned at her while she returned to her chair. “As I was saying others will try, and they will fail.”

“That means Prophet as well.”

“Yes, and that is what I fear the most. His obsession is madness currently under control because she is not in his possession. Forget any belief of insanity for now because he truly isn’t. He isn’t because he’s thinking about her, fantasizing about the two of them being together, and whatever he has to offer will win her over to him.”

“You say that isn’t insane?”

“You dream about ruling the galaxy. Is that insane?”

Sidious crossed his arms in front of him and sighed, “Okay, I see your point.”

Nebula nodded and continued. “Suppose he does take into possession what he has been dreaming about, after all he has planned for the rest of the galaxy because, honestly, it’s more for obtaining her than it is for any real goal of conquest. He has her, he can touch her, and he can speak to her.” She grew dark in her voice. “Unlike his fantasies she has a will of her own. She rejects him. Perhaps it won’t be the first rejection, and perhaps he understands that she will not embrace him just yet, but with further rejection it will…make him do something very rash and very harming.”

Sidious uncrossed his arms. “He could kill her.”

“And that would put an end to any possible Sith conquest very quickly if the prophecy of the Dark Hope from the Jedi Enlightenments are to be believed. If she is our weapon, it’s not a question whether or not you can use her for such a deed but whether or not you get the chance to.” Nebula leaned forward and grabbed Sidious by the arms pleadingly. “Prophet will fail, Master Sidious. He will fail and he will destroy her.”

“Then I can have Juna here in days. My apprentice is on Naboo watching her…”

“Surrounded by friends, protected by a Jedi Master, and obviously so high profiled by the previous attempts on her person do you think if she were to suddenly vanish without advance word no one would notice? More to the point they know by now what means Prophet will use to obtain her and imprison her. They know his ways and means of doing things. Kidnapping her will only draw unwanted suspicion. There are other reasons to not do it.”

Nebula folded her hands together again in front of her, looking at him grimly. “We need Naressa Jaina right again if we want Juna to join us. It is imperative that it is accomplished. If we bring her here, while her mother is trying to sort out her spirit, it will frighten her. Juna is scared of her heritage we might as well not make her more afraid of it. Also it would be an unwanted distraction for Naressa Jaina.”

“If I may ask, what’s wrong about you assuming that mentor’s role instead of Naressa,” he asked bluntly.

“It would be best for a mother-daughter situation. Juna doesn’t know me.” Nebula hesitated briefly before she continued. “And I’m dying.” 

Nebula expected no sympathy, and Sidious didn’t give her any. “Thus another reason to speed the process of bringing Naressa out of it sooner than later.” He leaned forward and mused, “Although this trick of yours isn’t exclusive to just Sith Maidens. What you did was just another form of Affect Mind.”

Nebula smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “If you want to kill me and try it, Master Sidious, then that is your prerogative.” She leaned forward and mused, “However Naressa Jaina may wake up and nuke this entire world because you are on it.”

“And she won’t with you?”

“She won’t. After all,” she gestured towards herself and mocked him by throwing his own words back at him, “her and I share in a feminine right of passage. Besides that, she suspects you for supplying the Vhinech and Prophet with the knowledge about the ysalamiri.”

Sidious sat up straighter and frowned; that last little bit was accusatory and he had the feeling that it wasn’t just Naressa’s opinion. “You seriously think I have something to do with that?”

“Given what I have seen from your Hands, their attitude and their social graces a reflection of the leadership here, the thought crossed my mind.” Nebula leaned back and craned her head to her right. “But being that I’m a woman blinded by my E’oqerst ways I can only assume that my Sith Lord Brothers would never do such a thing to their fellow Sith. Especially if it jeopardizes the lives of his mate and his daughter.” She let things hang in the air, and she finally said, “Am I right?”

“No, I didn’t tell Prophet about the ysalamiri.”

“Then that leaves the Jedi Order. They know what Juna is.”

“And yet they do not act with the information?”

“Well, Master Sidious, how do you get rid of a scared womp rat in your pantry without revealing your presence? You lure it out. They want to see if, that is if we are still ‘alive’, we show ourselves.” She pointed a finger at him to emphasize a previous point she made. “Hence why having your apprentice kidnap Juna and bringing her here is out of the question.”

Nebula got up, winced a little as she felt the cramps in her body go away, and she moved about the room. “Naressa Jaina is our key. All we have to do is help her through a very difficult time and change her perceptions of events a little. We don’t even have to use the Force to accomplish this. She will be so confused she will take our words for it. All we do, as she ask about memories, is alter her perceptions of them by providing our own points of view to them.”

Sidious frowned disapprovingly. “That’s all? Just lie?”

“No, not lie. Nothing changes except the point of view. If you lie she will examine it, call you on it, and maybe even destroy you because of it. Just follow my lead and you’ll pick it up immediately.”

“You think it will be that simple? Naressa is not stupid. This will not work in the long run.”

“It’s not supposed to. She will come to her senses eventually.” Nebula leaned over the table and pointed out, “Including the fact that this is where she, and her Gessa, belongs. That a mistake was made so long ago on Corellia and it was time to correct it. Believe me, it will be enough time. But what I need from you is a little help.”

Nebula came around, all the while she felt Sidious’ eyes following her and silently questioning her. She reached him and said, “I need you to be the antagonist in this endeavor. I need you to more or less drive her subtly to me.”

“You will find that I will have no problem accomplishing that,” mused Sidious in bitterness.

“However I need you to eventually forgive her when the time comes.”

Sidious stood up and looked down at Nebula and felt his body tense up. He shook his head diligently. “I will never forgive her for what she has done. You ask too much.” He turned and kicked his chair across the floor in anger.

“Just exactly what will you never forgive her for, Master Sidious?”

He went to say the sure answer; the answer he thought was the sure answer…and froze. “What do you mean what for? You know damn well what for!”

“No, tell me.”

Not liking that, he just said, “I am Sidious; I forgive no one, and I give no reason.”

Nebula just looked at him unimpressed and said, “Very well. Then I assume we have an agreement.”

Sidious’ lip twitched as he looked for another way and found none. “Agreed.” He wanted to leave, go check on Lord Maul’s status when he felt her grab him by the hand to stop him. He turned back towards her as the sharp talon rings on her fingers jabbed his skin, barely scratching them. “What.”

“Did your Master not teach you anything,” she said admonishingly. With her right index finger claw she jabbed her bottom lip, wincing as a trickle of blood dribbled from the small wound. “We swear on blood.”

Sidious just huffed and said, “You live in the past that failed, Old Woman. Believe it or not, I trust you to keep your end of the bargain.” He pulled his hand away from her disrespectfully. “All I want is the Dark Hope. Not some ancient, failed salvation.” With that he left her alone, storming off towards the command center.

Nebula licked her tongue over the wound, and with that one motion stopped the bleeding and healed it as well. Sadly she shook her head and quietly said, “Faradi, what have you done?”

CHAPTER 41.1

Nebula made her way back towards the medical ward after spending that less than wonderful time with Sidious, still feeling cranky from what little sleep she had after she had returned on her errand from Sarcophagus Rock back home and disturbed even more by the Sith Master’s lack of true conviction; she couldn’t wait to meet the apprentice, the poor thing had to be starving for spiritual attention. She wondered, for a moment, what happened; she knew the answer, but she felt so normal when she asked the question, one of the few things that made her feel whole and Sithian.

She entered into the main chamber and upon looking at the bacta tank let out a little sound of surprise; it was empty. Damn it, Old Woman, pay attention she thought rudely towards herself. It really wasn’t a time to float mentally any more, not when so many lives were at stake. In her defense no one bothered, when Sidious and Nebula left the medical ward, to replace the security sensors in and around the bacta tank Sidious had destroyed with his attack, so blame was spread around easily in this case. 

Mentally kicking herself she looked down towards her feet and noted the wet footprints leading from the access stairwell that lead to the level above to the top hatch of the bacta tank. The prints, fading away slowly from evaporation, lead Nebula to the nearest fresher station just inside the lab perimeter. Very carefully she entered the room, dimly lit due to the late hour and its nonuse. 

Just as the door quietly closed, her ears picked up the sound of someone whimpering. It was obvious who it was, and her emotions and feelings were so easy to define. Her voice told a tale of great pain as she spoke only sounds of mourning and no real words. 

Nebula looked around the corner carefully to take in Naressa Jaina. The young one was huddled down in a fetal ball in the middle of the room, her back facing towards a cracked ruined mirror; apparently she didn’t like what she saw of herself. Her arms wrapped themselves around her midsection instead of her drawn up legs that were crossed over the shin, right leg over left. Her face was buried into her legs, covered further by her jet-black hair. She shivered from the cold, as the bacta cooled in the air upon her snow-white skin.

Nebula moved in a little closer and dropped all her Sithian pretenses she saved for Sidious and the rest. All it took for any woman was to bare one child and it was like riding a hover scooter; once one learned, they never forgot. Very gently she said, “Naressa Jaina.”

The woman snapped her gaze towards Nebula, and the next moment dragged herself in a panic away from her. All the while she let out grunts of pain, one arm doing all the pulling while the other protecting her mid torso. Lower black lip quivering and frightened eyes that were meant to frighten those she looked at, Naressa muttered, “No…Stay away…don’t hurt me.”

“I’m not going to hurt you,” Nebula said softly, forcing herself on one knee and carefully sliding herself across the floor. During the process of moving, she removed her robe which served two purposes; to offer it has a means of peace between herself and her rubber torso suit granddaughter that was freezing from her lack of clothing, and to also show that they were very much alike. “Here. Take my robe. Please.”

Naressa felt herself backed into the far wall, and curled herself back into a tight ball again. She stared at Nebula for a very long time, taking in what she saw before her. A mirror representation of what she looked like, sensing a familiarity far deeper than appearances.

Nebula knew from her musings in reading and inherited knowledge that, for any being regardless of species or gender, victims of trauma or entities living in high levels of fear look for familiarity traits when confronted by perceived unknowns and strangers; biologically-relevant, same gender peers the surest and quickest way to gain one’s trust in any situation. If, say, a male Bothan was robbed at blaster point on Corellia he may speak more freely and be more at ease if there was a male Bothan CorSec agent asking him questions about the crime. Of course there isn’t Bothans in CorSec, and therefore more times than not such a crime would go unsolved because of that lack of familiarity, and so there is no trust.

In this case having Master Sidious being the first being Naressa Jaina interacted with, a plain Human male, would have been detrimental in achieving an understanding of trust. That lead to the other reason for this encounter; inherited knowledge and memory. 

With Sith Maiden knowledge and memories passed down to the next born, Nebula’s appearance could be referenced further instinctively within Naressa Jaina’s mind. Her mother, Faradi, encountered Nebula in her Purity form and those times spent were good times as well as bad. Of course it would take Naressa Jaina to the obvious conclusion to who Nebula was to her. More importantly someone she could trust; the robe not only was a show at an attempt of gaining such trust, but to augment Naressa Jaina’s feelings once she grabbed it; she would sense Nebula’s Force impressions from the robe.

Nebula gestured with the robe again, and Naressa huddled herself tighter. Slowly, after a moment, she uncurled her form just enough to reach out for the robe with cautious apprehension. Nebula made no move or made any sound, but she began to express a smile of hope and assurance, followed by those feelings projected through the Force. Naressa Jaina hesitated when those feelings reached her, contemplative confusion registering on her features. Finally she released her tensed form to grab the robe, putting it on and backing into her afraid, cautious form in seconds.

Nebula slid across the floor as Naressa Jaina rested from her movements to groan in pain, the grandmother close enough now to adjust the robe to cover her granddaughter more. There was a brief moment of tension as she worked, but it deviated the longer Nebula tended to what she was doing. She met the younger one’s stare and mused, “There you go. Isn’t that better? Hmmmm?” 

Naressa Jaina nodded silently, then flinched and closed her eyes. She moaned quietly, “I know you…and I don’t know you.”

“That is a correct observation,” said Nebula sweetly. “Much like the wantney prey birds of Byss, we recognize our blood kin even when we are nestings and generations apart. We may fly past one another as territorial foes, however we, unlike the others, can see and feel that we have so much in common and therefore we give quarter as a sign of not respect but loving affection. Deep down inside we know who we are to one another.”

Gulping and wincing again, she said, “You’re not my mother.”

That caught Nebula off guard at first. She realized, around the time of Rune’s death, that her daughter had changed as well. Apparently Naressa Jaina must have seen her mother in Purity form prior to her death, an infantile memory resurfacing as she tried to grasp what has happened to her. 

“No, I’m not your mother,” Nebula said gingerly. “I brought your mother into this universe, along with your aunt.”

Realizing that Nebula was going to let her answer, Naressa sputtered out, “Are…are you my grandma?”

Normally Nebula wouldn’t really liked such child like words coming from an adult; her Creighton did that and it annoyed her; it was just that proper pleasantry and sensibility played into it. However she felt her heart leap into her throat; such a metaphoric rush caused her eyes to water. Nebula let out a brief nose and looked up for a moment to blink away the forming of tears. “Yes, I’m your grandma.” That last part made her laugh a little when she said it. Emotion gripping her more and more with each passing second that it touched more sensitive thoughts. “And I’ve waited such a long time to meet you.”

Naressa Jaina’s eyes began to tear and her lower lip began to quiver again. Nebula then attempted to hug her, stopped, and the asked, “Can I hold you?” Her granddaughter reached out and very slowly the came together in a hug. “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” was Nebula’s sudden response, further emphasized by her gripping and holding her granddaughter closer and tighter. She was so overwhelmed by the feeling of having her granddaughter so close the feelings were indescribable. It was like she was hugging one of her daughters again, furthered by feeling Faradi’s part of the granddaughter equation radiating from within.

All she could do was cry at first as she continued to hug Naressa Jaina, rubbing the Sith Maiden’s back affectionately. In return her counterpart hugged tighter back, and Nebula responded in kind. “I’ve never thought I would ever hold you. But by the graces of the Dark Side I lived long enough to.” She buried her face into her hair. “It feels so good to hold you.” She felt bury her face into her shoulder and cry, followed by feelings of pain from within. 

Naressa pulled away and looked at her pleadingly and asked, “Where am I? What happened to me?” She winced and her body folded within Nebula’s grasp, her eyes closing tightly. Her eyes opened as the feeling passed and she stared at Nebula in realization. “I…I was with child. What happened to…?” She drifted off in thought and her face twisted. “I can hear her screaming.”

Nebula drew her back into a tear filled hug as Naressa Jaina repeated the last sentence two more times as the shock of knowing her unborn child was gone and all she felt within her womb was the last moments of it’s existence. She didn’t need to tell her what happened for she all ready knew. “You are safe now, my child. No one will harm you while I’m alive.”

“Gessa! I have a Gessa!” Naressa pulled away and from her seated position she began to panic. “My Juna! My baby girl! Where’s my baby girl? Where’s my Light?”

“Shhhhhhh, she’s all right, Naressa Jaina,” she assured the terrified woman. “The Jedi Master is with her, protecting her.”

Naressa looked down and about and asked in confusion, “Jedi Master? Do…do I know a Jedi Master?” Her body locked up in pain again and after it passed she wept out, “Ah, please make the pain go away. Please?”

Nebula drew her near again and whispered in her ear, “I wish I could take it away permanently, Naressa Jaina. This is only temporary, until we break contact and you learn to center yourself again.” She projected inward and she felt Naressa’s body relax for the first time, a very audible sigh of relief escaping the younger Sith Maiden’s lips.

Naressa numbly laid her head upon Nebula’s shoulder and pleaded quietly, “Don’t let go of me, please.”

“I won’t do such a thing,” Nebula commented. She hugged her tighter and rocked the both of them back and forth a little, the hard floor and pain forgotten. She felt comfortable enough to give her granddaughter a kiss on the side of her head, feeling good that she received the offer of affection without rejection. Close to her hear, she whispered, “By the way my name is Nebula. Do you go by Naressa Jaina, or just Naressa?”

“Whatever you prefer because I don’t know,” muttered Naressa back softly, sounding as if she were going to fall to sleep. 

“The door swings both ways then,” she mused back, stroking her hair and letting out a weary sigh. “Whatever you prefer to call me is fine as well.” It was gentle and quiet for a few moments as she continued to rock them back and forth until Naressa’s body seemingly tensed again. However it wasn’t the pain coming back. “Naressa Jaina, what is-.” 

She heard the door close, and Nebula bit her mouth to hold back the round after round of swearing wanting to rain out. Before she could act though she felt new strength surging through Naressa’s arms and her hold was beginning to put unwarranted pressure on her ribs and back. Naressa’s breathing became exaggerated with growing angry exhales and her shaking was more out of fury than fear.

Collecting some air, Nebula said viciously, “Sidious, get the smeck out of here!”

“You!” shouted Naressa. She finally let go enough to pull away from Nebula, but still kept contact with the woman with her hands on her shoulders. Her eyes flickered with power as she struggled to draw and maintain a connection with the Force. Nebula managed a look over her shoulder and noted Sidious didn’t even budge; either he was a fool, or he was gambling that Naressa Jaina was still to weak to cause any harm. 

In either case the encounter was foolish. Nebula put her hands on Naressa’s face and attempted to draw the angered woman’s attention towards her. Naressa struggled around the woman’s gaze and head, trying to stare down Sidious. Nebula begged, “Naressa Jaina, please calm yourself. Don’t do anything rash. You’re not strong enough. You may get hurt.”

Naressa sneered, growled, and with energy crackling over her body she gave Nebula a shove out of the way; the momentum sent the woman crashing hard into the wall against her left side, and audible CRACK was followed by a yelp. Once contact between them was gone, however, Naressa screamed in agony and fell forward into a fetal ball, banging her head against the metal deck hard. She fell onto her right side clutching her abdomen and hollered; exhaling agony and inhaling for further torture. Sidious finally moved, taking a step towards here…

“NO!” Nebula’s shout echoed off the walls and Sidious actually felt the sound waves hit his chest, causing him to take a few steps in surprise. Nebula stumbled to Naressa’s and grabbed hold of her again as she favored her left arm a bit; her wrist was bent the wrong way when she hit the wall. She filled Naressa with her presence again, shunting her pain receptors and finally bringing Naressa down from her rage and pain. The younger woman went from uncontrollable screams of torture to uncontrollable tears of sorrow.

Nebula careful maneuvered Naressa around to where she faced away from Sidious and said quietly, “It’s all right. Relax now.” She turned her attention back towards Sidious and bit out, “You couldn’t pass up the chance, could you? You want her in pain.”

“What in the hell are you talking about, woman,” he said brutally. “I was told that Naressa wasn’t in the bacta tank. I found the wet footprints. I followed them here.”

“Just get out of here, I’ll deal with you later!”

“Don’t you dare talk to me that way!”

“I said LEAVE!”

For a few heartbeats Sidious held his ground, and then with a twist of his mouth he turned abruptly and stormed out of the fresher. There was a hard crashing sound out in the hall, suggesting the Sith Master took his anger out on something or even someone. Nebula didn’t care for now; honestly her anger was a bit too much. Sidious’ appearance was not something he planned to do; he didn’t know what was going on. Just being around his ungrateful and unkind ass rubbed her the wrong way and little mistakes like the one he caused were going to play on her nerves.

Nebula refocused her attention back to her granddaughter, sadden that such an intimate moment between them was ruined. Her worse fears were realized; Naressa was so filled with anger, fear, and sadness it blinded her and her sensibilities, and her painful loss was too directly tied to her use of the Force. As soon as contact ceased, Naressa was overwhelmed by the amplified input.

She put that aside and murmured into Naressa’s ear, “I’m here. It’s all right.” She stroked her black hair as Naressa still complained about the pain through her moans although Nebula continued to block it; wasn’t easy to forget such a thing so quickly, especially when it felt a thousand times more painful that it truly was. “Everything will be all right.”

Naressa mumbled softly and begging, “Please make the pain go away. Please help me.”

“Don’t worry, lass, I will make it go away.” Nebula hooked her good arm under Naressa and began to encourage her to stand up. Literally looking through the nearby wall, towards where Sidious was moving away from them, she mumbled in curse, “Trust me. I will make it all go away.”

