CHAPTER 76.0

“It wouldn’t work? I don’t understand.”

Darth Sidious was never in the mood to re-explain things to Darth Maul any other time, especially during a time like this where absolute attention was needed, and some resemblance of order with a constantly fidgety Naressa pacing around; more questions were not needed, just answers and conclusions. It had been two days since Darth Rune had attacked Naressa and left the woman an impression that Rune was greatly involved in Magus Prophet’s plot. It was a fact he would have dismissed weeks ago, Rune was dead and gone; she was only a legend, a legend Sidious strived to surpass. He found himself not only believing Naressa’s claims, and not only did he feel that his legacy was in jeopardy, but that Juna was in even greater danger from Rune than from Prophet. Curiously he didn’t challenge the notion why he was worried. He couldn’t afford to ponder over something so trivial, just as Naressa was constantly trivializing over Nebula’s absence. Quizzical tones in a conversation only played on her fears; making her ask herself the same questions she didn’t have answers for.

Sidious was certain he could get Naressa’s mind back into the game and answer Maul’s question by saying, “Mistress Naressa, why don’t you tell him why such an attack is flawed.” Naressa ignored him and for the twentieth time today she gazed out the small window over the kitchen sink in the small cottage to look towards the Sith Maiden resting grounds. “Naressa.”

“Four days,” was all she said. “She’s been gone for four days.” It was a short walk, some four steps, from the kitchen to the bedroom; which was all one room. Flopping down on the bed in a huff, Naressa could only frown in displeasure and worry. “Are they giving her the answers in long winded form?”

“Perhaps she’s dead,” said Maul. Sidious shot him an evil glare; that was the last thing he wanted Naressa to hear. The thought had occurred to him, but he kept his mouth shut because they needed Naressa, not a Naressa whose mind and powers were preoccupied.

“No, I would’ve know it,” said Naressa quietly. “I can only imagine what she’s going through with this. Her daughter, my mother; a vicious creature to her very own kin.” She shook her head. “It’s not right. It’s perverse and sickening.”

If it were anyone else, if it wasn’t Juna in the middle of it, then Darth Sidious would have disagreed with that. Power in any form was meant to be taken and it was meant to be used. How it is ascertained, how it’s used, determines the powerful, and in the grand realm of the Dark Lords of the Sith that was measuring stick of the greatest of all Sith Lords. Sidious saw himself as no different, and he was going to conquer with all those things that were power, the power of government, and the power to control the fear. So long ago it seemed now he couldn’t wait to bring Juna into the fold of the Sith Order; only ten years ago did he plot to kidnap her at Vhanba, but only to have Jurivicious Pern and Magus Prophet beat him to her.

Juna, though, was his daughter. She was the Dark Hope second to him, and with that fact he could just very easy have her under his protection and that was all that was needed to secure his control over the galaxy in the future. But that was the future, and by no means was his daughter safe with an intelligent monster like Prophet playing with her mind, and Darth Rune leading the monster by the nose. That’s how Naressa’s dream ‘looked’ to him; Rune was influencing the beast, she had to be, and Naressa recalled that Juna had a spiritual run in with Rune a few times over the years. If he were a betting man, Sidious would bet that Rune, even in death, was so ambitious she wanted to seduce Juna to the Dark Side of the Force before he ever got the chance. 

He was determined to prevent that; that was going to be him and Naressa’s doing. His long time respect for Rune had evaporated and pride demanded that Sidious beat the Spirit in Black to the Dark Hope. This was his time.

“So let’s think of ways to beat her, starting with destroying the pawn she is obviously controlling: Magus Prophet,” he said calmly but with the bitterness of evil that dropped the room temperature a couple of notches. “Explain to Lord Maul why the attack is flawed.”

Naressa nodded a little and looked at Maul with kind eyes. Of course Maul, who had no love, compassion, or any understanding of that concept of love and compassion didn’t return such a look. She didn’t care; she had seen it too many times from Lord Sidious. “Fear, Lord Maul, is the main strength and proper strategy behind the Legacy Virus here. According to the Republic and Jedi reports, the Vhinphyc attempted this attack before over a hundred years ago.”

“It was stopped,” said Maul.

“Yes, but imagine if it were not. The virus is unleashed, the Republic is in shambles.” Naressa nodded her head in agreement, and then shook her head and said, “The problem, though, is what does the Vhinphyc do after their First Strike is successful.

“At the time the Vhinphyc were winning their battles against the Vhinech. Their military might was great, but of course not great enough to overrun a Republic at full strength. Weaken the Republic, then the strategy for a Second Strike is easier, more simplistic to carry out.”

“Take into account,” threw in Sidious, “the fact that out of 3 billion Sullustans, only 50,000 of them were Sleeping Vhinech. The surprise, the shock of an internal attack, would eventually wear off and the people would unite to combat and eventually defeat such a foe even without the Jedi there. Also the Sleeping Vhinech have a short life, so therefore there is no way for them to take over a planet in such a short time.”

“It wouldn’t be their goal, but their master’s goal,” said Maul.

“Correct,” said Naressa with a nod. “The Legacy Virus destroys all forms of computerization, it activates Sleeping Vhinech, and causes mass destruction. Although that’s all terrible it’s only successful for a short period of time. One wipes out the Republic HoloNet network with it, it will put the galaxy in a deep disadvantage for perhaps months, maybe years, depending on the places in question, who is attacked first, and so forth.”

“Down, but not out,” said Maul, agreeing with the view.

“Which means in order to score a knockout, Magus Prophet must carry out a full assault of some kind at strategic locations, the type that requires massive amounts of men and material and we know he doesn’t have it,” Sidious pointed out. “Even if the Vhinech at Evramora survived, it wouldn’t be enough. So instead, if you are the veteran Tusken Raider warfare veteran like Magus Prophet is, you use it for psychological warfare. Fear motivates the fearful to do what appears to be fearless things.”

Maul nodded with that cold expression of his etched permanently on his face. “When in fact, it will be what Prophet wants them to do.”

“You’re learning,” said Naressa with a motherly grin, which of course when right over Maul’s head. Sidious, though, was pleased that she was focusing on this rather than on Nebula.

“So there is no more question about it. It’s no longer that he will use it or when.” Sidious then raised a finger. “Although he could still use it to give himself time; a possible massive distraction to get Juna perhaps, or to get away. It’s still a valuable weapon even if it has been diminished in its initial value.”

Naressa nodded in agreement, and then her face went blank. Both Sith Lords felt a stir in the Force, and Sidious eyed Naressa carefully. Maul grabbed his lightsaber, uncertain what was going to happen. Sidious motioned for Maul to settle down as he watched his woman’s eyes glow a little brighter as she squinted them, as if she were trying to see something in low light conditions.

Sidious squatted down in front of her as she looked through him, through the wall, through the planet, and out there somewhere in the cosmos.   He asked her, “What do you see? Or is it something you hear?”

“I hear whispers,” she said calmly, listening to those voices in the Dark Side apparently Sith Maidens could only hear. Sidious tried to hear, using those very same techniques Naressa showed him for his eyes, and yet he heard nothing. “It’s…Vhinphyckian, or I think it is. Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas. Dah Ukul Comenia.” She frowned. “That’s it.”

Sidious let the words roam around his head; he was no expert on alien languages, but the first phrase was all too familiar. “You mean Caladente Uthenu aalu Prophecnas: Project of the Maternal Prophets. It’s in the Jedi’s report to the Republic.”

“No. This is different.” Naressa frowned deeply. “Damn it, I know I learned Vhinphyckian. Why can’t I translate it?” She gave Sidious a worried look, followed by one of disgust as she spoke; she was mad at herself. “It means something important. It’s related to what we’ve been talking about, but I can’t smecking translate it!”

Sidious gripped her shoulder hard and said, “We’ll discover it. The language is in our database.” He looked up at Lord Maul and gave the apprentice a silent command to look up the phrases through the cottage’s large data pad. The Sith warrior silently mouthed out the phrase, around the word Cexpoian, then repeated with the last phrase. “Well.”

“The word Cexpoian is not found in the database,” said Maul gravely and frustrated. “The second phrase, on the other hand, translates into ‘the Last Command’.”

Just before anyone else could say anything, the door to the cottage opened slowly and walking in slowly was Nebula. Everyone stood up as she entered, taking in her weakened state. She looked older than she had before, her hair and clothes showed signs of wear, and the spark of life in her eyes that was there only a few days ago was gone. She came in with her face down, but stopped and raised it to greet everyone with a small smile, exposing her dry lips and a pale complexion that was even paler than the Sith Maiden norm; her face lacked a glow.

Blinking, Nebula said, “Well just don’t stand there…” and proceeded to stumble downward. 

Sidious caught her sprawling form before she hit the wood floor. Naressa was quick to her side to aide Nebula in her walking towards the bed. Taking the burden away from Sidious, she focused her attention on her Grandmother and said, “You need to lay down. You’re exhausted.”

“I’m not exhausted, Dear, I’m dying,” was Nebula’s cold response as she sat down on the bed. Naressa looked at her with growing disbelief on her face; she truly didn’t think the old woman was going to die so soon. Nebula sighed and without looking said, “Now is not the time to worry about me, Naressa Jaina. Now is the time to worry about Juna.” She looked at Sidious. “Go. Please go check on Juna.”

“Is it Rune,” questioned Naressa in fear. “What did they tell you?”

Sidious pointed towards Maul and said, “Open a comlink channel to our receivers.” He pulled out his comlink and from it he inserted a little listening device into his ear and clipped his comlink to his tunic. “I’m going to make a transmission to Naboo from the garrison, but I want to hear this on the way. You stay here.”

Maul made the arrangements as Sidious left. Naressa got Nebula a glass of water and with the Dark Side levitated the cold drink to her. While that happened she got another glass of water as Nebula downed the first glass quickly; with no water in the resting grounds, she was two days thirsty. Naressa sent the second glass over while Nebula held up the first for her to grab with the Force. 

Feeling that she was composed, and Maul nodding to let them know the link was hot and Sidious was listening, Naressa asked, “What’s going on? The change of strategy for Juna is too abrupt, even for you.”

“I know, but that’s only because we’re 50 years behind in Darth Rune’s plans,” Nebula said after a small sip, gripping the cup with a strength that suggested she wasn’t weak at all; her frustration and pride fueled her. “I should have seen it before, but I was blind to the fact that the Dark Side was the most powerful energy in the universe. Oh, how she blinded us. How she used it. How I envy her so.”

“Meaning what exactly,” came Sidious’ voice over the intercom of the data pad with the wind of his travel by speeder bike whistling through the transmission.

Nebula sat up a little more after taking another sip of her water. “To understand what I mean, then you must be told a truth that no one knows about; it was never even recorded by Lord Grendel.” She cleared her throat and said, “You know the old saying ‘be careful what you wish for’?”

“There something coming out of that if you bring that up,” Sidious said dryly, totally not amused. Naressa, on the other hand, flinched a bit and rubbed her stomach a little; she knew that saying all too well.

“Coming out? Lord Sidious, you don’t even know how right you are. You see when I was pregnant, I was pregnant with one child.” Nebula examined the expressions on Naressa and Maul’s faces, and she could imagine the same look of cluelessness on Sidious. “I gave birth to Fawni, my only child. That is, my only child for about a minute. Has I held her,” she made a cradling motion with her arms, “I said loudly and proudly how I wished I had another just like her. And…I suddenly did.”

There was static on the comm and Sidious said, “Just like that? You had another child. You had Faradi.”

“It was a convergence that drained both I and Fawni. I didn’t remember anything until years later. However when the convergence was over I was passed out and nine months pregnant again.” She let out a huff. “To think, I thought that was a neat trick back then. How could I not be so blessed by such a wonderful gift because I believed in the Dark Side? Goes to show you all, with this matter now, that even I have underestimated the power of the Dark Side.”

“But how?” Maul asked, gesturing wildly with his hands to illustrate what he was trying to convey. “That seems…impossible. A whole baby, out of thin air.”

“No, Lord Maul,” Naressa was quick to correct him, understanding it. “A baby created by the Dark Side. Not necessarily the Chosen One, but pretty damn close, right?”

“Indeed,” said Nebula with a nod. “It explains why Faradi had such a deep, firm grip on the Dark Side, more than Fawni ever had. It explains how she can do what she is doing now.” She took another drink from her cup and judging how she downed it the two occupants watching her couldn’t help to wonder that she would have done it the same way with booze. “Faradi has done what we have failed to understand; she has accepted the fact that we are nothing more than luminous beings that occupy shells of flesh and personality. Our solid selves are weak compared to the dead. We reveal our weaknesses in these forms.”

Maul looked at her with a twisted face, but Naressa nodded in understanding. The Sith in general valued one thing only; their lives. This was especially true with Sith Lords and given that Faradi had adopted the Sith Lord way of the Va’der, life began and ends in the mortal form, and sometimes beyond with the aide of magic. Faradi Nimh, though, took that selfish form of self preservation and somehow, at sometime, adopted the Jedi philosophy the Va’der always despised. 

“We are weak because we bleed, we breathe, and we die,” said Naressa with a nod. “We are nothing more than conduits of power. We channel that power for our own purposes.”

“That’s right. With Faradi, however, she didn’t believe that. She felt she was power. Not that metaphor that measures us, but energy that could go places and do things. Power that could manipulate and dictate the universe, which in essence it has truly made her a goddess.” Nebula looked down at her cup and sighed heavily. “With her death, your father released your mother from her mortal prison.”

“You mean she planned to die?” asked Maul.

“No,” said Nebula, correcting him with a tone of voice that echoed her authority. “She did what any good Sith warrior would do in her position. She improvised and she adapted quickly to survive. Faradi was one who was never, ever content with destiny unless she made it. She used her mind well throughout her life because of it, and she succeeded where others have failed.” 

Her yellow eyes found Naressa and she said, “The reason why there was no Force energy of any kind in Faradi’s body was because you housed it. She entered all her remaining energy into your small form through the genetic common bond we Sith Maidens have, through the Diamonds of the Universe. From you her afterlife energy gained strength and she used you as a point of origin, as a conduit like you said, to go out and influence those that would aid in her plans of conquest. Those of the Dark Side in one form or another.”

Nebula took another drink from her cup, emptying it and giving it back to Naressa through the Dark Side. “As a Spirit in Black like the Daughters of the Dark Side, Faradi went out and touched those she knew who would affect the life of the Dark Hope like Jurivicious Pern; Pern had a Sithian ancestry dating back to the Sith War, like us in the area of spirit and genetics but on a lesser detectable scale. That element of his being made him susceptible to any Dark Side influence, and Faradi exploited it. She just didn’t choose him by random; he was a piece of the puzzle. A critical piece she altered so she could fit herself into the Dark Hope’s destiny.”

Naressa thought for a moment and muttered, “That’s why Pern was so infatuated with my Gessa. Rune polluted him, she’s polluting Prophet as well.”

“Yes and no, my Granddaughter. Yes she did pollute Pern. Prophet, on the other hand, has a natural obsession with Juna. However, Rune is exploiting that opportunity as well in different ways. What is happening in the galaxy that we can see is Prophet’s plan and his alone. Rune is just there to take advantage of all the opportunities.”

“There is a means to an end to this,” butted in Sidious through the comlink connection he and Maul established. He was at the garrison obviously as the sound of clothing being threw on could be heard and Sidious had to stop talking as he changed clothes. Obviously he can’t contact Juna looking like a Sith Lord. “Rune wouldn’t go out of her way just to make sure the Dark Hope prophecy was coming true. She was successful as a Sith Lord Mistress because of her ambitions.”

“There is a means to it, but she had to find a way to do it,” Nebula pointed out quickly. “She influenced a lot of beings…”

“Including I,” mouthed out Naressa slowly.

“Afraid so, my Dear,” she said in response. She looked at Maul. “And you.” Before the Sith Lord could deny it, she looked towards the data pad. “You as well Lord Sidious. Myself. Prophet. Juna as well. She had to in order to achieve her ultimate goal.”

“Which is?”

“Resurrection.”

The quiet didn’t last to long, but the look of disbelief on Naressa’s face didn’t go away at all as she spoke. “How?”

“Remember the Limerick of Exe Kaloth?” With Maul expressing his stumped mentality, Nebula was happy to give the Sith Lord a history lesson. “5,000 years ago Exe Kaloth foolishly proclaimed himself master of the universe. He surmised by placing spiritual enhancing markers in strategic locations throughout the galaxy he could channel his Dark Side magic throughout the cosmos and control those who opposed him. He failed, failing because such a task was visible and it was daunting.

“Rune knew of the limerick, and like the Sith Maiden that she was she figured out how such a task could be accomplished and be successful. Instead of honing crystals, magic alignment stones, and other mystic enhancing methods, she is using…us.” 

For a few seconds Nebula pointed at everyone in the cottage and the data pad, and finally herself, pointing at the Dark Side figures. Pointing at definite Dark Side followers, users, and believers, the warriors and the spiritually inclined. Nebula continued on. “Along with Magus Prophet, we’re responsible for generating tremendous amounts of the Dark Side that is building up in this galaxy. As the purest of Dark Souls in existence, whatever we do has a cause and affect on the Universal Force; just living is enough. With our existence, Rune thrives.”

Nebula looked at Naressa, and caressed her white as clean snow cheek. She told the younger Sith Maiden, “I’m afraid your transformation into Dark Purity may have been more her plan than destiny itself. She needed someone to replace my power when I am gone. Right now, you are far stronger than I ever was.”

“But how did she hide herself-,” Naressa began to ask, but then she stopped as the answer popped in her head afterwards.

There was a buzz from the intercom that suggested a sigh, and Sidious said, “She hid herself from us in Juna.”

“She placed her essence from me to Juna when Juna was still an embryo.”

“Much like a droid on stand by mode, Rune has been sitting inside Juna all this time, not even doing a single thing so she could remain undetected.” Nebula shook her head, distraught by the cleverness of the idea. “She lets us supply the Dark energy to continue her outbound exploits, but she always has a home with Juna because Juna is so connected with the galaxy Rune can go anywhere and find her way back quickly. Meanwhile, whenever Juna touches the darkness within her, it allows Rune to surface. The more she surfaces, the stronger Rune becomes. Until she takes over Juna’s body.”

“And Juna is replaced,” muttered Sidious viciously. “Mind and soul. That bitch, she’s going to kill our daughter.” This affected Sidious not just at one personal level. By becoming the Dark Hope, Rune could very well return to Korriban and alter his plans with her ambitions and her Sith Master knowledge with some very ruthless and life-ending tactics. “She is going to take over the Dark Hope’s destiny.”

That was, however, a distant second quickly as he saw his chances to really know his daughter, with Naressa on his side, fading away into the very darkness that they all had embraced. 

“Gessa,” said Naressa quietly, frustrated and angry. She stood up and paced around for a few moments, trying to think of a way to prevent what was going to happen.

“But you said the dead were more powerful than the living, Mistress Nebula,” Maul pointed out. “By the sounds of it, Lord Rune is all ready powerful. Hell, she can manipulate us from her position.”

“Lord Maul, how soon you forget the driving forces of your dark being is that of your Master, and his Master before him, and his Mistress before his Master,” said Nebula with a shake of her head. “All Sith live by their ambitions, thus we have a great sense of pride and therefore a drought-less drinking well full of ego; some handle it better than others.” Implying indirectly with that statement the difference between the E’oqerst and the Va’der. “Rune died by her Forceless husband’s hands by circumstantial luck. I don’t know about you, Lord Maul, but to die like that when you are in your prime and unbeatable against mere mortals would make even me a little determined to reverse that consequence. With Rune, it became her Spirit Mission.”

The most obvious answer appeared, but it was a bad answer she felt Sidious didn’t want to here. She spoke of it anyways. “Then we must keep Juna from embracing the Dark Side.”

“How?” asked Sidious on the other end of the transmission. “And why should we?”

“Dace, if Juna falls Rune will take over!” Naressa growled a little in frustration; the Dark Side was all their ally, and yet with her daughter it would be the death of her. “Our baby will die is she embraces the Dark Side, Dace. Do you want that?”

“She’s right,” said Nebula calmly, but with the cool air of hate in her voice. “But he too is right, Naressa; how? You can feel it, can’t you? The darkness is growing tremendously. Juna is walking down the Dark Path, little by little but more and more. Rune could be feeding her ideas right now, good ideas that are actually bad.” She pulled out her ger’tah and rubbed it in her fingers for assurance, not caring if it made her look weak; it was a sign of strength for one to remain faithful to their faith, even now with the Dark Side being used against them. “And if Prophet gets his hands on Juna, Rune’s return will be complete. Juna will be overwhelmed by the darkness within and the darkness that obsesses over her from the outside. The seduction may be too great for her, and she will succumb.”

Nebula looked through the small window for a few moments, and then said, “Another fact to take into account in what I said before about ambition. Power; this is what it is all about. Even in death the mightiest of those before us wanted more, never content with what was given them in the realm of the Force. Driven by those wants, they would do almost anything to gain more and more. 

“For Rune, she has found a way. Through our genetic strength as Force asilamorphs, her greater power of being a pure spirit will be entrenched into the Dark Hope, where it would have been lost in say cloning. Through the common bond we share genetically, they share a common bond spiritually that’s intergraded. When Juna embraces the Dark Side, Rune’s take over will be so flawless the greater spiritual energy will carry over. Some of her power will be lost, but it will be replaced by Juna’s power, for you see not only will Rune have her energy but Juna’s energy as well; two great powers will come together to create a much more powerful being than originally intended.

“When it happens, Rune won’t be content on living either; her ambitions with this endeavor are clear. She will want this galaxy, and she will eliminate those that will oppose her. That includes the Vhinech, the Jedi, most of the Republic, and us as well for we are both her unwilling aides and her possible poison.” Quietly Nebula looked down at her ger’tah and said, “Dark Side forgive me for what I say: I should have let Lord Grendel kill her when she was baby.”

Not forgoing the obvious, Sidious just said, “Well isn’t that the beauty of doing things differently; we wouldn’t be here if she did die. I’m contacting Naboo; last we heard, Juna was going home for reasons unknown.”

Naressa frowned as the comm systems went off line. She walked over, obviously picking up something from that, and turned on the data pad. Bringing up the news files, the headlines of Enothchild Sarch’s incarceration appeared. During all her researching with the data pad she missed that. “Oh shit, when did this happen?”

“I don’t know,” mused Nebula. “I didn’t pay attention. Of course matters were, on the face of things, cool.”

“Cool?” Naressa frowned at her in displeasure. “Things were most definitely not cool! I kept telling you all that Juna was in trouble and all you said was she was fine! Well you were wrong, wrong weren’t you!”

“Naressa Jaina, do not take that tone with me!” Nebula said, struggling to stand up. “If you would have been brought here when you were a child-.” She stopped herself from going further and held her hands up to actually keep Naressa from asking her to finish the sentence. “This isn’t helping.”

“Nothing has.” Naressa brushed past Maul to step outside and resided on the porch, upset with the whole situation from Korriban to her daughter. She was racking her brain all ready with the what ifs and now with the added displeasure of trying to solve her Gessa’s problems with Rune being involved. 

A few seconds later, Nebula wrapped her arms Naressa from behind in a hug. Her head rested against hers and she whispered to her granddaughter, “There’s very little we can do. Faradi set these plans in motion years ago, positioning her players properly on the field of galactic domination.”

“So this is the Dark Hope’s destiny? To be nothing more than a shell for another spirit to occupy?” Naressa turned around and wiped away the single tear on her face, angry. “Is that why you spent days at the resting grounds, trying to accept Juna’s fate as the others told you what it was? Is this what we have spent our lives for, to sacrifice our children?”

“I’m not saying we can’t prevent it.” Nebula slowly made her way to the rocking chair and sat down carefully in it. “But stopping it requires an even greater sacrifice by us that is remotely acceptable and you know it.” She shook her head as she rocked slowly. “I’m dying. You would sacrifice yourself for your Gessa without question. Lord Sidious and Lord Maul, on the other hand, won’t kill themselves to reduce Rune’s focusing power base, and of course such a suicide of our kind is rather foolish. And Magus Prophet wants Juna, not death. The only other sure option to stop Rune is to kill-.”

“No,” was Naressa’s strong answer. She shook her head and turned away, angry that her Grandmother would dare suggest what she did.

“I know,” said Nebula. “That’s not an option I will accept either. I do have a possible solution.” Naressa turned around quickly in response to that, but then she stopped herself. At that moment, the elder Sith Maiden felt a shifting of energies and asked, “What’s wrong?”

“You faded away,” said Naressa, blinking her eyes rapidly. Finally she was looking right into Nebula’s eyes. “It’s an omen.”

Nebula stood up and looked out towards the western horizon, and watched the dried out, dead field plains burning with an orange, angry fire. “We’re under attack!”

With those words Maul came running out and looked around the area with his lightsaber being gripped repeatedly in his left hand. He looked at the western horizon, and then at the two Sith Maidens with trepidation. “What attack?”

The comm system came alive with Sidious’ voice, causing Naressa to head back inside. “Sidious to cottage. I’m not getting anything from Naboo-.”

“Dace, order the Monastery to activate defenses!” Naressa paused after speaking as she felt multiple Force presences enter the planetary system close to Korriban. It was an odd sensation for the presences seemed displaced from the universe. They were Vhinech; their double mind signatures were unmistakable. The displacement feeling was attributed to a shell of strange energy that surrounded them and the ships they were in, as if they existed on another plain of the Force.

Ysalamiri!

“Right -.” Suddenly, the transmission ended with a signal-jamming shriek.

“Dace!”

Outside, Maul had all ready jumped on his Sith cycle and drove it off the cliff, the repulsorcraft correcting itself at the last moment before crashing into the ground as he proceeded towards the Sith Monastery. Just a full second later both Naressa and Nebula saw Sidious on his bike joining Maul and the two accelerated to full speed.

CHAPTER 76.1

In the upper heavens of Korriban, the pilots in the ten ysalamiri-cloaked V-Haulers locked on to the homing beacon signal from their lost V-Hauler, and instantly detected the Sith Monastery within their targeting array. Locking on target, all four ships revealed themselves by each one firing a proton torpedo towards the large structure. The projectiles glowed with their exhaust energy brightly and revealingly, offering a trace source for where they came from. 

The element of surprise should have been enough, but instead half of the torpedoes impacted against a very dense deflector shield, while the rest ran into steady streams of Hellfire quad cannon suppression, detonating the warheads. The offensive batteries of the structure opened up with enough heavy fire capable of bringing down a Dreadnaught. In this case the multiple fire was trying to hit unseen objects, which did so successfully with two of the ten ship being hit before they broke formation. Five of the ships began to land to deploy troops as the remaining three ships stayed aloft to provide cover. 

Sidious and Maul saw the streaking torpedoes strike the shields and felt an invasion landing by the Vhinech were in order. They turned and headed towards the flat mesa to the south and behind the Monastery where such a landing would be strategically sound. Magically, five familiar-looking box shaped ships appeared from the fading away Force Hiding cloak, opened up, and groups of Vhinech of different species appeared with heavy, long range rifles. 

Sidious said, “Split up and attack.” Maul pulled away, and Sidious pulled out his lightsaber and with the element of surprise loft off the heads of one unsuspecting Vhinech with a lightsaber swipe that didn’t. Quickly he ducked and moved out as shots ran over his head. The attack yielded some very strong intelligence, for the Vhinech had ysalamiri on their person. 

Sidious frowned; this was still not going to be an easy fight. There had to be well over fifty Vhinech, well armed, and well trained in the Force and those were the ones they could see. Given the spiritual interventions of Darth Rune, he was inclined to be believe that anything could happen now. They could win, but he didn’t emphasize could all that much. He began to formulate a quick plan, first by telling everyone in the Sith Order what he discovered through telepathy, and following it up with a simple order: keep distance, attack long range, use the planet!

Sidious was somewhat glad for this attack as he skillfully served around blaster fire with the help of the Dark Side; he wanted to show the Vhinech’s futility with using the ysalamiri, especially in this type of situation. For a long time, Sidious had thought of the many ways he could use ysalamiri in his quest to conquer the Republic and exterminate the Jedi; every conceivable possibility has been speculated from him on down to Rune; the ysalamiri were discovered by Rune after all. One of most successful uses for it was entrapping a Jedi on a ship, surrounding the ship with a full ysalamiri field just like the Prophet did to the Juna’s Royal Cruiser only a few weeks ago; the Force, like any energy, was affected by line-of-sight; a Jedi, a Sith, and a Vhinech were fine tuned emitters of the energy around them, and so when they draw upon the energy it becomes coherent, in a solitary line. Put a wall in front of that line, the line is cut off. This is great for it meant ysalamiri didn’t have to be in the same room in order to effectively work.

In a scenario involving a starship, the target had no place to go; they were limited first by the ysalamiri, and more importantly by the structural limits of the ship in question, and finally by whatever stormtrooper squad was sent in to cut off the escape points and forced their targets into areas of containment. This scenario on the other hand, a planetary quick strike and invasion where ships and troops were equip with ysalamiri was the weakest of them all and if One kept their head there was a way out of it. 

If the Vhinech would have stayed in the V-Haulers, if it were just an air assault on an easy, widely available target, then the attack is devastating and no real proper response could occur. However a good part of the Sith Order’s base is deep inside the adjoining mountains and cliffs, hidden from such attacks and protected by a heavy deflector shield that could keep such attacks at bay for a while; ground troops would have to be deployed to engage the Sith more closely and defeat the shields so the bombardment could commence. This action split their air forces; the combined might of their ships would be able to weaken the shields quickly than they were now. And unlike a starship a planet had a great deal of space to operate in, and therefore by spreading out the troops and continuously moving about both Sidious and Maul could avoid being ensnared in a Forceless trap.

Passing Maul, Sidious relayed the facts to him telepathically and then to Sele Nevere in the command center. Just as he did, he ducked again from blaster fire and pulled away from the now approaching Vhinech of various species riding repulsor bikes, and now they were giving chase. 

In his Dace Palpatine attire, since he had no time to change, Sidious was at a slight disadvantage ‘dirty tricks’ wise. Like any Sith Lord, however, he improvised more in the heat of battle, especially since, for once, he was being directly attacked and not the other way around; most of his life he had been the aggressor. In this high velocity situation, a pack of mutilated starship hull shrapnel he carried around under his Sith robe would be dandy. Quickly thinking, he settled on the next best thing; the saddle shield to his speeder bike. He let the Vhinech get close to him, and with the Force he unbuckled the straps holding the shield over the thrust manifold, releasing the thick protecting armor plate towards his enemies. The front riders moved around it, but they had shadowed the riders behind them, and one unlucky bastard had his head taken off. The headless rider veered to her right and took out her fellow brother in a tremendous, fire balling crash.

Lord Maul followed his lead, and unlike Sidious he had his shrapnel in his robe sleeve. He turned in his seat, let the Dark Side open the pack, pushed them out with the Force, and like scattering shot the jagged metal pieces scattered out in the wind and momentum driven flow. Some of the Vhinech were wounded, while three riders gave up chase as the metal sliced into their eyes, noses, mouths and exposed necks, killing them slowly or quickly.

However like the vermin they were, more Vhinech joined in the chase of both Sith riders.

From the Monastery, Sele Nevere had the task of coordinating the attacks in the absence of Master Sidious, who was too busy fighting the ground forces that have stupidly, in her opinion, decided to attack the Sith Order on their home world. When the transmission between she and Sidious was jammed, the Sith Master used his connection with her mind to relay the rest of his orders before engaging Vhinech. She relayed his instructions as if he was there giving them with the same coldness they would expect from their leader.

“Keep those cannons firing, and keep moving the batteries about!” She yelled at the nearest fire controlling Sith’s Hand. “If we can’t hit them, then we will make it difficult to fight us. What’s our shield strength?”

“We’re at 90 percent, Caretaker!” shouted a Sith’s Hand’s from across the control center.

She nodded and looked towards the small group of Sith’s Hands, grimacing a bit at the sight. Sele knew they had more than this, far more, but Lord Sidious had ordered a great chunk of their agents out to find Magus Prophet and Darth Rune. They were depleted, and the Vhinech’s timing was impeccable. 

However she wasn’t deterred. Master Sidious was a very strong Sith, and his apprentice was just as destructive. Their intelligence and their cunning and their might would lead them out of this farce. But she knew it was going to be a long, hard fight. “Take to the ridge! Snipe those son of a bitches one at a time! Don’t let even one of those bastards draw another Korriban breath!”

As they left, the Monastery shook with torpedo impacts; the invisible V-Haulers had managed to slip in a projectile or two. The batteries returned fire at the last known trajectory of the invaders but without success. The shield officer called out, “Shields down to 85 percent.”

“We can hold them off if we get lucky.” Sele watched the troops exit the compound on the sensor displays. “But we need to keep them out of here.” She pointed at another hand. “Seal the doors. Fill the exits with guards and slaves. If the Vhinech want in, and if they use Force Hiding, they’ll have to bump into a bunch of bodies to do it.” She turned her attention back to the tactical screen as the satellites above played out what was occurring out on the mesa above and behind them.

Outside, the Sith’s Hands ordered to engage the Vhinech began to take their positions and began to open fire. The Vhinech in turn took their attention away from the Sith Lords as their bike-riding brothers and sisters gave them chase. The fire exchanged echoed loudly off the brown and dusty cliff walls and flat grounds. A group of Sith’s Hands moved forward with cover fire to create a First Defense line, reaching their goal location some hundred meters ahead of fellow soldiers. This was followed by another line, but this time they took positions fifty meters ahead of the main group, spread out more than the first line. The remaining group kept a heavy bulk squad in the middle while the rest spread out even further than the rest to engage the Vhinech.

The Vhinech began to push, using Force Hiding as much as possible to advance forward from their docked positions. This was made troublesome for them as Sidious or Maul or both would zip by them behind their lines and draw their fire; this caused distractions, and Vhinech becoming targets to pick off. The tactic lasted a few more times before the Vhinech on repulsor bikes began to chase the Sith Lords off. The fight continued on, starting to get troublesome for both sides now as Sith’s Hands began to get picked off by invisible forces that managed to slip by them. At one point, a rain of blaster fire attacked from behind the main bulk of the First Line with no bodies in the other’s field of view. The fall back groups began to fire in concentration towards the sources, down three Vhinech who reappeared after dying, but they knew there were more that.

Meanwhile, Darth Maul sized up his current situation and was fed up with it; he had six of the ten Vhinech bike riders giving chase and harassing him brutally with strategic fire from different directions. They were doing everything, firing from higher perches, low angles, wide shots, and feints. His only saving grace was the Dark Side of the Force that they couldn’t get close enough to negate, and the skills he learned from his Master. But enough was enough, and passing the battlefield he noted the Sith’s Hands weakening in the defense of their base he was tired of running.

Master! I’m sick of this! Maul sent to him, and sent him an idea. Sidious acknowledged it and pulled further away from the battle, making it look like he was running. Maul, for his part, did what he could to ride in a straight line without looking so obvious that he was about to lull the Vhinech into a trap. As he fluttered his controls to avoid the peppering of shots, Maul unclipped his dual bladed lightsaber, keeping it hidden underneath his cloak, waiting for the signal his Master was about to give him. It came in the form of Sidious passing him head to head, causing the Vhinech chasing Sidious to veer around tightly around Maul and forcing the Vhinech chasing Maul to bunch up to avoid their passing allies.

At that moment, Maul ignited his weapon, locked he blades into the on position, held it over his head to pretend he was going to block their fire, and let go… 

The blade, held at head level, whirlwind horizontally back towards the fast Vhinech giving pursuit too closely to Maul... 

They had no time to move. In one second, the blades took out the tight formation, taking their heads off or slashed through their bodies and machines, as it spun backward and began to fall to the ground. It would never touch the dirt; after passing Maul’s group, Sidious slammed on the air brakes and let his foes pass. He turned his vehicle, accelerated quickly, and was now right behind Maul’s slain fools. The weapon spun just safely under Sidious’ machine, and with a quick hand and eye he bent down, used the Force, and caught the weapon safely, shutting it down.

In the control room of the Sith Monastery, Sele watched the tide of the battle keep going back and forth, but not liking the situation involving the ground forces. They all knew it; they could feel the Sith’s Hands dying, and it was happening more and more frequently. Soon the base was going to be directly attacked, and without support the Vhinech were going to get better chances at the Sith Lords. The lack of torpedo attacks told Sele that the remaining V-Haulers had spent their projectiles, but if the Vhinech got smart they could climb back into their ships and bombard the shields even more with their supply of torpedoes. She knew this was the moment that was going to make one of the sides a victor. Something had to happen.

A cold wave in the Force swept through everyone in the battle.

The fire control operators in the Sith Monastery suddenly stared off blankly at their screens, stopped firing, and began to turn the cannons. Before Sele could demand what the hell they were doing, they began to fire in the sky in a concentrated effort. There were bright bursts in the sky, indicating direct hits upon objects. For a few moments there was nothing but smoke drifting downward from the sky, and then shimmering back into existence was the three V-Haulers that had been attacking the Monastery. One of the gun placements fired upon a V-Hauler, causing it to go off in a different direction that found a large group of ground Vhinech trying to push their way closer to the structure. 

“Great shooting!” said Sele suspiciously. Strange how that worked out so well…

“What happened?” said the one fire control officer, grabbing his head. “Did we just down those ships?”

“Caretaker, the sealed doors are opening!” came a shout from the security officer across the way. “The Sith’s Hands are exiting and joining the fight outside!”

Before Sele could say anything more, a voice filled her mind. Mind if I take over. I know you won’t mind it at all.
“Rapier!” Sele’s eyes widened.

A short time before, high above the mesa, overlooking the scene that unfolded before them all like a large-scale version of the military strategy game Risk, Naressa and Nebula found themselves arriving just in time through teleportation to stop the Vhinech and aide their brothers and sisters. With Sith Maiden eyes that could see everything, Naressa watched the landscape blur and then everything become very crystal clear, featuring the Vhinech who were Force hiding and using ysalamiri. 

She mused to her grandmother, “Do you see what I see?”

Nebula looked up in the sky, watching the ‘invisible’ V-Haulers just flying over them on another approach towards the Monastery. She gestured towards the craft with her walking staff and said, “Very much so. I don’t think the Vhinech counted on us being here. It would seem their worms don’t work against the likes of us, just as much as it doesn’t work against them.”

Naressa smiled brightly. “Gooooooooooooooood.” The word just rolled out of her mouth like a rabid gundark growling over a meal. With very little effort, she orchestrated the attack on the unsuspecting V-Haulers that still believed they were safe. With them out of the way, Naressa shifted her focus on the ground forces. She shook her head. “Sele, this is why you are weak and foolish.”

“Now, now, Naressa Jaina, give the woman credit; she’s biding by the laws of self preservation.” Nebula commented dryly. “Besides we shouldn’t be so hard on the worthless. After all, we do need them to worship us. ” 

The older woman watched Sidious and Maul regrouping together as the remaining riders gave chase. As Naressa took sent her message to Sele and took over the minds of the Sith’s Hands to use them, the Sith Maiden Matriarch held her left hand palm upward and as the riders zipped by she flicked her index finger over her left palm. One of the riders let out a yelp as he was knocked off his speeder bike into his comrade, and both riders went down.

“Give me something bigger and faster than a garden varmint and I can still hit it!” Nebula sung in little victory.

“Does ‘so long as it big as the blind side of a long range ore hauler’ ring any bells?” joked Naressa.

“Does ‘watch your left ass cheek’ mean anything to you?”
Naressa didn’t get it at first, and then she noted the Vhinech now flanking the left side of the Sith’s attacking formation. Remembering herself, she gestured towards the Hands and they responded to her conducting commands. From her perch and with her eyes she was the conductor of a vast sympathy of destruction. The players were all paying attention and obeying her commands for pitch and bellow, high and low. She had the Vhinech totally confused and unsure of themselves; they were still completely puzzled as to how the regular Force beings could find them so easily. They were beginning to fell overwhelmed as the new forces emerging from the over protected Sith Monastery flooded the area. In time they began to hold the Vhinech in place with Naressa’s guidance. 

“That should do it,” said Naressa confidently. “Now all we need is one.”

Nebula nodded and pointed her staff towards one of the Vhinech getting too close to the front lines of the Sith’s Hands. “That one, I think, would make a fine prisoner to interrogate.”

 Naressa’s eyes flashed, and suddenly the Human Vhinech vanished from his position. He reappeared in front of them through Naressa’s teleportation, shocked by his location, and raising his rifle to fire. Naressa just waved her hand and the Vhinech left his feet in hurry, finding the ground with a heavy thud, knocking him out.

“Well, what do you think?” asked Naressa to her grandmother, all ready knowing the answer.

“I think the boys need to vent their pent up frustration.” Nebula gripped her staff hard and leaned against it. She eyed her granddaughter and spoke of the Vhinech with a sinister gleam in her eyes, her voice no longer loving and caring but a cold and deadly reminder of who and what Nebula Nimh Ryder was. “Use that religious weakness against them. And like fools they will become the lambs to slaughter that they are.”

Naressa gave her grandmother her smirk, but the smirk had a creepiness to it. Always a Sith Maiden respects others thoughts and feelings, and always do they exploit them when it calls for it. With the attack, the Vhinech had made a terrible, costly mistake; they pissed in the wrong religions’ temple. Naressa was going to enjoy this all the more. 

However she still had concerns. She put a hand on Nebula’s shoulder and said, “Will you be all right alone up here with dippy?”

“Dippy hasn’t met anyone like me, I’ll be fine,” she assured Naressa. The younger of the two Sith Maidens pulled away and teleported down towards the battle, while the older woman took liberties on her unconscious prisoner by taking her staff and clubbing him with all her might. “How dare you, you rotten son of bitch, attack my home and my family!”

On the fifth swing, though, the Vhinech grabbed the staff and whipped Nebula over his body. Nebula hit the ground hard and a couple of inhuman sounds echoed out of her body. Looking back, she saw the Vhinech stagger back onto his feet and look at her. Sneering, he slowly walked towards her still in a daze from being bashed unconscious by Naressa in the first place.

“Okay, Bilney Bad Ass,” sneered Nebula back. “Take THIS!!!!!!!” She flashed her hands towards him, and watched her Force Lightening…just crackle and poof.

“Ah poop,” she said quietly, and looked back up at her aggressor now closing in…

Down below, Maul joined his Master as they charged back towards the firefight on the mesa. Shouting over the noise of the velocity wind created by their speedy travel, he growled out, “Master, I’m sick of running!”

Sidious looked ahead when he felt a stirring in the Force, and saw Naressa emerge from a cascading shadow that seemingly splashed off and against the surrounding rocks like water, and like water the shadows pooled themselves on the ground, taking residences as normal shadows. He had sensed her presence a long time ago, and judging by the defeat of the shielded V-Haulers above he knew the Sith Maidens were immune to the ysalamiri negation affect. Obviously there was some type of makeup in both their DNA that allowed their midi-chlorians to thrive with the Force beyond the ysalamiri influence.

Smiling for the first time in days, he was glad for it. He looked to Maul as they whipped around Naressa and began to slow down. “So am I.”

Both Sith warriors slide stopped their Sith bikes just in time to watch Naressa do her best, which to the Vhinech on their bikes it was going to be her worst. She threw her hands up, and roughly an inch in front of her the chase pack crashed into an unseen wall, their bikes crumbling from impacting and exploding against the Dark Side shield in fire and debris; the Vhinech were either tore apart from the exploding debris or smashed against the wall, their insides at times ‘staining’ the shield with their impacts. Naressa turned away, and finally the entire mess fell right where she stopped it. She walked towards her Sithian brethren, parts of machine and once living beings bouncing by; a head happened to roll in front of her, and she gave it a good kick to send it off to her right.

“Ouch,” she said, her foot hurting from the effort. She frowned her displeasure and said, “One way or another, the Vhinech can hurt you.”

Sidious shook his head and nodded to her simple attire. “You’re not quite dressed for battle, my dear.”

Naressa eyed him with a raised eyebrow; dark blue tunic, even dark blue trousers, and business footwear. Sidious was in such a rush the Vhinech didn’t give him time to change back into his Sithian attire. “Well, you’re not exactly what I call ‘striking the fear in the hearts of Vhinech everywhere’ at the moment either.” She looked past them at the battle still taking place between the Vhinech and the Sith’s Hands. Eyes glowing, the Sith’s Hands stopped firing and began to fall back. “I think I’m in the mood for tenderizing meat.”

Sidious unclipped the lightsaber he had hastily thrown on his belt, Maul following his lead with his dual bladed weapon. The apprentice said as the confused but alert Vhinech turned to look at them, “I’m in the mood for something rare and bloody.”

“I like them fried,” remarked Sidious coldly, letting the Dark Side fill him to the point of bursting. An idea surfaced in his mind and judging by the look Naressa gave him she knew what he wanted to do. He gestured with his free hand. “Ladies always speak so eloquently in these situations.”

“Thank you, Master Sidious,” she chimed. Turning towards the approaching Vhinech, she held up a hand and amplified her voice. “HEAR ME, CHILDREN OF PRESENCE! I OFFER YOU A CHANCE TO SURVIVE!” She gestured towards the burning wreckage of the V-Haulers she downed. “YOUR ADVANTAGE IS NO USE TO YOU AGAINST ME! I CAN END THIS FIGHT NOW, BUT I WON’T! THAT WOULD BE DISHONORABLE, JUST AS DISHONORABLE AS YOUR USE OF THE WORMS THAT ARE STRAPPED INSIDE THOSE BACKPACKS! DO YOU NOT HAVE CONFIDENCE THAT PRESENCE, YOUR SAVIOR, WILL NOT PROTECT YOU FROM THE LIKES OF US! IS IT NOT BRAVERY AND SACRIFICE THAT LEADS YOU TO THE LANDS OF PLENTY! IF YOU ARE SO RIGHTEOUS AND PROTECTED, YOU WILL MEET US AS TRUE WARRIORS, AND WE WILL GIVE YOU A CHANCE TO SURVIVE BY MEETING US FACE TO FACE LIKE THE PROUD, SAVED WARRIORS YOU BELIEVE YOU ARE!”

The Vhinech stared at the three Sith with contempt for a very long time, but finally one at a time starting from the front and heading back the foes began stripping their backpacks and dropping their carbine rifles. They began to pull out lightsabers of various designs that befitted and betrayed their fighting style.

Wait for them to come towards us thought Sidious, the other two hearing the order. Don’t let them get behind us. They’ll push us right to those backpacks in the heat of battle.
Only if they want to be dishonorable thought Naressa, waiting for the last Vhinech to strip their gear off. Let’s not give the idiots a chance. Without warning, the laid down backpacks and weapons were hit with a low to the ground hurricane wind that sent them scattering far away from the falling down owners of the equipment. The materials kept going an incredible distance and out of the Vhinech’s reach. “All yours, Boys.”

“Don’t let the mother smackers breathe!” barked Sidious at Maul, and both Sith charged into the barely recovering Vhinech, not giving a damn about honor in fighting. Such an honor was incredibly foolish, and the Vhinech just showed it. Honor like this created weakness when one had advantage. Even without Naressa Sidious was going to challenge them the same way they just challenged them now, knowing full well the Vhinech, with their spiritual beliefs, would gullibly fall for it. However having Naressa demonstrated that her powers were above the ysalamiri influence solidified the argument. 

And Sidious was right Naressa was such an eloquent speaker. He would have said something more vile and probably would have been less convincing in such a short matter of time. But like Naressa, his ‘talking’ in this battle was going to be through his red blade of light: short and to the point with no rebuttal.

Sidious engaged three Vhinech immediately and lost himself in the moment, fueled by his darkness and anger, guided by his training and dark spirit. His skill was obviously great with his single blade against three rushed-trained Vhinech warriors; despite their abilities, the Vhinech were rushed in their training up and down their ranks, and therefore made them sloppy as hell fighters. All he had to do was stay with his training and not ‘go with the flow’; only an stupid bastard would follow the poor lead of an inferior fighter, and he had two to deal with; he flicked his wrist and took one of the Vhinech out with the tip of his blade from throat out through nose upward. Five more Vhinech joined the group fighting him. In one motion he gestured towards the two he was fighting and Force Shoved them back, and spinning down to a knee unleashed a strong stream of Force Lightening that made the approaching aggressors curl up like frightened children in pain. Downed, he went in and brutally stabbed them in quick succession, and chased after another pack with a deep growl.

Maul whirled his weapon around in a graceful dance, missed being hit and hitting without missing. He would block, strike, and move on to the next Vhinech, forcing the Vhinech to give chase and also not giving them a chance to get use to his marauding style of swordplay. This was a time to heed his Master’s teachings, and most important of them patience. He didn’t kill everyone he attacked; that would take too much time to do against one opponent. Instead he bided his time by attacking multiple opponents and creating confusion among them; the Vhinech were so hell bent on one-on-one fighting as a normal practice they gave their fellow man or woman no chance to help them or group together for tandem fighting. Soon it was becoming academic for Maul, and compared to those he was fighting he was the headmaster. He beheaded a female Seovenear-Vhinech, whipped his blades around to remove an arm, and then the life of a Bothan-Vhinech, thrust kicked another Vhinech, grabbed his weapon, and with the Dark Side reversed the motion of drove the Vhinech’s weapon through his own cloak to stab the Vhinech approaching him from behind.

Naressa wasn’t totally out of the fight as she constantly sent waves of mental energy towards the Vhinech to disrupt the balance and order of their double minds, exploiting their biological weakness; the brains, one light and one Dark, were always at war with one another but a centered mind kept them in check. She just interrupted the concentration and the focus and various degrees of trouble occurred from lack of focus to having them grab their heads and wail in pain, giving the Sith Lords wide-open opportunities to capitalize with full murderous exploitation. One of the more sure of themselves Vhinech charged at her with his weapon raised ready to strike. Naressa raised her hand towards him, he left his feet, and she grabbed hold of him by the face.

“You might feel a little sting,” Naressa said coldly, and a wave of telekinetic energy visibly rolled down her arm, through her hand, and punched a clean, neat, fist sized hole through the Vhinech’s head. She let the Vhinech slump down, and then she took inventory of the situation. Naressa caught about ten or so Vhinech pulling back for their V-Haulers. If they got airborne, it would turn the tide of the battle in their favor. Raising her right hand, a fist sized version of Black Death formed and with an angry roar she hurled the shadow energy towards the base of the landing site. The rock erupted with molten fury, taking out both Vhinech and V-Haulers, ignited the craft’s energy sources.

As the rocks rained down upon them, Sidious put a blade through another Vhinech warrior, spun, and clashed blades with Darth Maul, who was following Darth Sidious’ example. At that moment, both Sith stared at each other suspiciously; always at any time were Sith Lords weary of one another. Finally both Sith looked to their respected rights, and then to their respected lefts, and lastly they watched Naressa finish frying the last four Vhinech with a high heated version of Force Lightening that burned them more than drained them of life.

It was over.

Sidious shut his weapon off and nodded towards his apprentice. “Excellent work.” Then they all three felt a surge, then a fall, and then a surge of Force energy being expelled. They looked over at the cliff above and he asked, “Nebula?”

Naressa looked up and her eyes widened. “Grandma!” She vanished, teleporting to where she left Nebula with the fear of the omen flashing in her mind, the omen of Nebula vanishing before her very eyes on the porch prior to the battle. It’s significants seemed too real, and she couldn’t live with herself if her decision to leave Nebula alone with that Vhinech leads to her death.

Upon arrival, Naressa’s fears were quickly laid to rest. In fact it seemed to compliment just what happened down below on the mesa she wanted to laugh, but kept to a smile only.

“Why do you persist, I can do this all day,” remarked a very bored Nebula Nimh Ryder. She hadn’t moved from her fallen position. In fact she was laying with her head propped up with her left hand and arm, gesturing with her right hand towards the Vhinech every time he stood up, knocking him back down on the seat of his pants; a classic Jedi stratagem of detaining someone. By the looks of the Vhinech’s face and his all ready alluded to persistence, it was working; he was so frustrated he just kept getting up. 

Nebula sighed and said, “This is becoming pathetic. I should put you out of your misery just to save you from further embarrassment.” She stopped all together once she saw Naressa and smiled. “I take it the fight is over.” The Vhinech collapsed, passing out from the physical exertion he had been enduring for the past hour. “Poor dear. All this excitement has winded him.”

Naressa walked over and with Dark imposing might lifted the Vhinech off the ground by the throat, waking him as he tried to breathe. With augmented strength and firm hold of him with the Force, the Sith Maiden began walking with him with his feet a good foot off the ground towards the cliff. Letting some air get in, she asked, “You will tell me what I need to know, and if it is to my satisfaction I will kill you quick. Tell me where Magus Prophet is. Now!”

“I…rather die than…tell you,” was the Vhinech’s response.

“I see, you rather die for a rotten son of a bitch who sent you here to be slaughtered, is that it!” Naressa proceeded to hold him over the edge of the cliff, struggling a little from the effort, letting him look down. “Prophet sold you all out to us! Don’t you understand!” 

She then stopped her rant, thought for a moment, squeezing the neck of her captive for a few seconds and then letting up so he could breathe. She proceeded to leech him with her white Sith Maiden skin touched his tan flesh, eliciting a death scream from the Vhinech as he felt his life as well as the Force slowly leave him. It was hard for her to keep herself from draining him completely dry; the temptation of absorbing to become stronger, to feed off an other individual’s Force, was compounded by the desires of the Dark Side wanting her to do it to become more powerful; an act of evil gives birth to more evil.

Naressa, however, felt the Force draining process could be controlled just like any aspect of applying the Force as an asilamorph; all it required was will and control. The effect was a slow, controlled drain that didn’t kill the Vhinech, but it hurt like hell. She didn’t have any regrets for doing it; she spent 5 days in a ship having and fighting a miscarriage. As far as she was concern, the Vhinech was experiencing tickle torture and all because he did follow the lead of the one responsible for her unborn child’s death.

Having that thought course through her blood made not draining the Vhinech completely all the more tougher to keep from having. The information that came from the draining, however, was valuable, and for the moment that was all the Vhinech had to offer to keep him alive.

Once finished, Naressa said to him, “Prophet thinks I’m dead. You were sent here to kill Lord Sidious and Lord Maul. But he didn’t count on me being alive.”

The Vhinech looked at her with strain in his eyes, appearing older and weather worn from the draining, mumbling a silent Path prayer, unaware of her inquiry, scared out of his mind. Naressa held him there, seeing what he saw in her mind’s eye. Before the assembled Vhinech a leader of sorts appeared, the Vhinech Lord Maul failed to kill. With his mechanical hand he gestured outward towards them and said something very important: You are not alone in this war. As you leave I and the rest of our brothers and sisters have a heavyhearted task ahead of us. With your departure, we will go to Sanctuary…

“That, my friend, will be your Magus’ undoing,” muttered Naressa, bringing the Vhinech back onto the cliff and letting him gain his footing. “However, you failed to satisfy me.” Naressa shoved him off the cliff and watched the shock on his face until he hit the side of the cliff and spun out of the control, tumbling against the side of the cliff. “For that you earn a one way ticket to the Bowels of Lore.”

A sigh reached Naressa’s ears, and she turned around to see Nebula pass out. Although what she was doing to the Vhinech was a weak attack, it had finally caught up with her and had taken its toll. “Grandma!” She ran over and picked her up in her arms. “Grandma! No, don’t die on me.”

“Oh, that won’t be happening today, Naressa Jaina,” Nebula said with closed eyes. 

Naressa drew her to her breasts and sighed in relief. Then she pulled back and said, “I should have let you drain that Vhinech. I should have kept him alive.”

“So you can prolong my suffering?”

Naressa looked at her after she said that, and quietly just held her. Nebula opened her eyes and said, “Just take me home, dear, and make me some tea. I’ll be fine.”

She didn’t believe it to be true, but Naressa obeyed her wishes, teleporting them both home, leaving the Sith Lords to celebrate their victory and go over the mess.
