CHAPTER 51.0

After their evening discussion about the comada and revisiting memories, Nebula and Naressa spent much of the following day in the garden, tending to the flowers and vegetables, a way to do something constructive other than to wield a lightsaber or levitate rocks or cause other things to happen with the Force. It was a way to feel normal, Nebula explained to Naressa, because often times a Sith Maiden feels a bit freakish with their existence with all they knew and all they thought. Naressa related to that feeling of awkwardness as memories came to her throughout the day that wasn’t as bad as last night; she found solace in working, she discovered, at the Royal Nubian Library and then later on as head of Rapier Technologies. 

Nebula found that librarian angle amusing and wondered what Naressa did to those who were late with their books. Naressa was proud to say that in her time as Head Librarian she had only one past due book, which was checked out by her then antagonist Bendian Rapier. The more she talked the more Naressa could remember, but there was still some details that eluded her, and on occasion she would have to stop to focus to bring some items up. In between the stories and all the while they worked Naressa found it both awarding and therapeutic and informative as she asked hordes of questions that Nebula was happy to answer.

 Even the most mundane in Nebula’s opinion, like… “Why women?”

Nebula stopped with her small shovel work. “Why women? You mean why just women as Sith Maidens? Why not?”

Naressa, pulling out weeds found in the dirt on her hands and knees shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I mean would it had hurt to have one boy like us?”

“And where would the fun be in that?” mused Nebula. Naressa noted that perhaps her grandmother may have enjoyed her religious studies but when it came to the garden she was more at peace and joy than possibly any other time. “Besides, if there were boys they wouldn’t be called Sith Maidens, now would they? No, they would have the very boring and unmarketable-in-fear name dark asilamorphs.” Naressa giggled a little and Nebula began to shake her small shovel around by the tool end, whipping the stick around like it was a lightsaber. “Besides, Sith Lords have always been the boy’s club. They get to fight and use weapons and use those lightsabers to go Zeeeeeeeeeeeezeeeee.” 

Nebula let loose a raspberry. “Boring. Dull and boring.” She began to whip the shovel around again. “If I had a lightsaber I would whip it round fast enough to where it spelled my name.”

Naressa pulled a few more weeds and chuckled at that. “Then you are saying we are what we are because we are women?”

“If you mean because we are women and we are weaker, no.” Nebula stopped playing around and dug around the catrot to harvest them. “It’s not out of our control. If we wanted to have boys all we had to do was focus when our eggs were fertilized and we change the process.”

“We predisposed ourselves to having girls through the Force?”

“Yes, for the sake of our cause. The first few of us had to struggle in order to make sure we had girls. Over time are bodies became conditioned to where that is all we can have naturally. But with focus and effort we can add a ‘stem to the pappel’.”

Naressa put a hand to her stomach, but not because she was in pain. The realization of wanting children came back to her, during that time she planned to have them. She had memories of trying so hard with Bendian, even timing her ovulation down to the nanosecond on numerous occasions. But in that snow storm of memory their was only one constant. “I always wanted a girl. I was…so sure I was going to have a girl.”

Nebula stood up and made a face as a silent pain riddled her old bones again. “You did because you understood yourself more than you thought. Now you didn’t just want a girl because, biologically, you were predisposed to having only girls.”

“I know,” said Naressa somberly, remembering last night. “I never had a mother figure in my life. My father was so loving and caring to me as a little girl. I wanted to have a little girl so she could have that. My mother…well…I don’t recall anything motherly about her.”

“There was a time before she died that she did try, Naressa Jaina. She did want to try what you did; both parents in a Sith Maiden’s life.”

Naressa looked at Nebula when the older woman hesitated after saying that last sentence. She could see an ancient hurt in her eyes. “I didn’t mean to bring up my mother.”

Nebula waved her hand. “It isn’t that, Naressa Jaina. It’s something else entirely.” Naressa could tell she didn’t want to talk about, so she put it on a short list of things to meditate on; the answer possibly lied in her like all Sith Maiden memories. She didn’t press, and so Nebula went on back to the subject. “Anyways, we Sith Maidens were given the responsibility of reintroducing the element of family back into the Order. We discovered throughout our extensive history the strongest biological bonds the least prone to failure due to the influence of the Dark Side was that between mothers and daughters. As you read the comada you will find a great more tragedies occurred more in family with a male involve.”

Nebula dumped her pickings in a basket at the foot of the garden and then continued on to the next row of vegetables. She continued on. “Also the chain of knowledge that we pass down to one another biologically holds together as long as dark asilamorphs remain female.”

“And dark,” added Naressa in understanding. “Juna…I think she doesn’t have first hand knowledge of anything she is. She doesn’t embrace the Dark Side.”

“Correct. Break the chain anywhere and the knowledge is broken down. It’s all ready difficult for the memories to transfer in the first place. Change the gender, or the conditions in which they live, change anything and the knowledge becomes more deeply entrenched within, making it harder and harder to pull out. It’s much like this garden; if you don’t arrange the garden correctly, if you use too little fertilizer or too much sun or water, the garden won’t turn out like you want it to.”

“I see.” Naressa tossed the weeds she pulled out into a compost pile on the other side of the garden, away from the house. There was a feeling that she did something bad, about not showing Juna how to use the Dark Side sooner. Then again Nebula told her it’s suppose to come naturally to a Sith Maiden, so she was right. Still…

She shook her head and sighed. Returning where she left off, she asked, “If we’re so powerful, why don’t we fight the Jedi?”

Nebula smirked and said, “The Sith Lords got to have something to do.” She chuckled as she grabbed a baby rake and bending down she began to rake around the fine plants. “It isn’t our place to fight, that is to fight in the traditional sense. Our fight against those who have wronged us in on the Dark Hope front.” She tapped her head and then her chest. “In mind and in heart, that is where the Sith Maidens will find prevalence. Besides sheer numbers can overwhelm even the most powerful of Force users.”

Naressa paused and mused, “But…I remember…we were giving birth to our own version of the Chosen One. Or trying to.”

“It’s one thing to be all powerful, but if you do not have the intelligence, the resources, or the people that power then means, pardon my Ithorian, dick.” Nebula brushed off the front of her dress and grabbing the basket she eased up slowly. She was good until that very end; a loud POP rang out from her back. 
Sighing, she continued, “History has shown direct, brutal force against the Republic has never prevailed. Many Sith, especially those who of us who didn’t attack the Republic, paid with their lives because fools just charged in with lightsabers blazing. There are other ways to achieve what we want by using our minds. The powers we keep ready in the event we are discovered.”

Naressa followed Nebula’s lead and picked up her tools, following her. Nebula continued. “The Republic’s power is in the Senate. It’s in the financial institutions. It’s in the realms of diplomacy. It’s in the fringe as well. The Jedi rank last on the list. With both the manipulation and conquest of any combination of three of those elements you achieve shutting down the forth.” 
They reached the tool shed and Naressa stuck the tools inside, closed the door, and finally took the burden of carrying the vegetables off Nebula’s hands. “Thank you that was heavy. Anyways, you chose well with Bendian Rapier: A loved and hated man, heavy into politics and business, known by many worlds, a highly visible player when he was alive. Although Juna was not his offspring, that still played to our advantage. The Dark Hope fills those three of the five institutions well. She can be a leader in any of those categories.”

Naressa thought about that and yes it was convenient; Juna was an ambassador, even a world leader, and was just involved in business as Bendian was if she remembered. As they neared the house the pain in her pelvis returned again, but milder. It caused her to stop walking as she collected herself and in that time she could see Enothchild in her thoughts; the Jedi Master saving her Gessa, and then the two of them in bed kissing. 

“Grandma,” she said quietly. Nebula turned towards her at the top of the porch. “I forget why we fight against the Jedi and the Republic.”

“You are thinking of Enothchild again, aren’t you?”

“I can’t lie to you, I am. I’m apart of the Sith…and yet I can’t help to think of him in such loving ways.” She looked at Nebula with sadness. “Can you forgive me?”

“For what wrong? Love? You love a Jedi?” She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s none of my concern, really. But…the question I would ask is does he love you?” She held up a hand to stop Naressa from saying anything. “Only he can answer that. Perhaps when you are better you two will come together and discuss it.”

“With what we’re planning to do I doubt we will be discussing.”

“Naressa Jaina, if I’ve learned anything in my long life it’s this; you never, ever… really know.” She paused to raise a finger. “As for why we seek Va’der against the Republic and the Jedi, I suggest you meditate on the answer. You will find it within you.”

Naressa nodded and vowed silently to do just that later tonight. The answers, all of the answers, were inside her. She could feel it.

CHAPTER 51.1

The universe was one of wonder, of mystery, and most importantly filled with darkness. Where no star filled the cosmos on a clear night, where no planet orbited said star, where no gamma emission cloud erupted from a stellar nursery or where no pulsar flashed its waves of rotating signal light like a light house would for ancient sea ships, there was utter, complete, and tranquil darkness. Where no atom existed, or in the spaces that existed between two atoms, or even the space that was between the positrons, neutrinos, and electrons that surrounded the atom, or in the very essence that was time and space itself wrapped around quirks, there was calm, unmolested, and at peace darkness.

That changed for Naressa as soon as the first flash of light hit her on her free-floating journey into herself. So far her self-examination revealed how closely knit she was with the Force and the universe itself. It was more so than she could have possibly imagined. Somehow, in the back of her mind, she believed in the theory that a child who skips a stone across clam waters causes a tsunami on the other side of the world. Or…she denounced she, she wasn’t all too sure. Here, though, she saw a universe that was filled with darkness and she was many things in relation to it. She could be its conduit, its pawn, and its messenger.

Or its mistress.

That changed when she wondered why the light was not this way. Granted she knew the light was far different than the Dark Side philosophically…or was it? After a few days of reading the comada and meditating she really didn’t come to any conclusions and her Grandmother wasn’t ready to give her the answers quite yet; self-exploration was where one got the answers for themselves. Her Grandmother did know best, she figured, since it was apparent she had to go through the same trials and tribulations associated with this ‘change’. It was change, Naressa knew, she dreaded. She knew of this change, how she knew she wasn’t all too sure. But she feared it, and so did her Juna.

Now, though, her attention was brought towards the light. The light was bright, blinding, but then darkness interjected and diffused the light enough to where she could see. Oddly the darkness took a form and the light took 12 distinct shapes that surrounded the darkness. Naressa found herself floating downward and suddenly as her feet found purchase on the ‘floor’ the surroundings went from nothing to a rounded, high ceiling, large windowed room with no real décor to it. The floor was the only ornament, as its painted circle seemed to promote a distinct sense of harmony to hone one’s energies, which the darkness in the middle resided in. The scene outside the windows, of an ancient, smaller, and flatter Coruscant, the only view that the windows offered and to Naressa it was comical metaphorically; the windows were in a way the Jedi’s look out, and yet their backs were turned towards them as if to say ‘nothing happens behind their backs’.

Of course the Jedi Council, what the 12 beings of light changed into, found harmony on the outside of the circle, and the obvious theory was the Jedi in the middle of the circle would continue the flow of harmony; like mirrors the center Jedi’s energy and thoughts would reflect back at him off the 12 Jedi that lead the religion. However, the entity of darkness just deflected that harmony back at them as it formed into a being as well.

And she was the dark, this Dark Side entity. There was no shadow of a doubt in her mind that she was anything but. Her allegiance in the Force was as clear as the gentle black robes she wore, her convictions telling in the E’oqerst ger’tah that hung from her neck. She meant the Jedi no ill, and by the looks of the Jedi they had no personal qualms with the Sith E’oqerst. They did not fear her, not in spirit and not in a physical confrontation; she was sitting in a floating chair, her completely flat skirt betraying loudly the fact that she had no legs at all. However they had concerns with her, about something she had done or may possibly do in the future with her power.

Naressa could feel her more than she could feel the Jedi in the chamber, darkness not the reason and belief not the source. Nor was it in her physical appearance; her long dark brown hair was similar to how Naressa’s once was, but her bright yellow eyes, barely noticeable because of the dark wielding glasses she wore, was a clear indication that they had much in common. Naressa recalled instinctively more than intelligently that the woman was born blind and used the Dark Side to see, hence why her eyes glowed with darkness.

It was an intimate connection found solely in the heart and she could feel it. It lead Naressa to the conclusion that this was her ancient relative and given the look of the times and the faces on the Jedi Council she knew her fellow Sith Maiden was actually the first Sith Maiden, the Great Mother, Luna Mystery.

“I thank the Council for indulging me,” said Luna in a voice filled with heavy accent; it was also filled with darkness, but only because Naressa could feel that link between her and the Great Mother and heard it as so. Luna gave them a small smile, which brought her very round features up and added a glow to the conversation that was going to get a bit nasty.

"We are somewhat surprised by your request, Miss Mystery," said the Bothan alternate Grand Jedi Master, indeed truly surprised that the Sith, who had been recently an undecided subject of being the Jedi’s prisoner, came before him and his brothers and sisters of light. "However, what you may say will give some bearing on how to best find a solution to the current problem we find ourselves at."

"I was not aware that I was a problem," she responded with edge in her voice, removing the heavy sunglasses that protected the Jedi from seeing her yellow eyes. "I never harmed anyone in the Temple. I have all ways respected you all who had visited me in my room. Your fears are unwarranted."
"We fear, you assume," said the Elfin sitting next to the Bothan, his little green head craned and his pointy ears perking with life of their own. Naressa knew through Luna that those two beings, Cosmo C’tever the Bothan and Yassa the Elfin, were Luna’s friends, be it reluctant friends. All three had a common denominator in Dor-Li Nimh and her recent actions in saving Dor-Li’s life from the wraith of Darth Krell gave them concern not just towards her, but to their friend and Grand Jedi Master as well.

"You may not feel it," Luna said, "However, I can see your instinctive fear. I can smell it. The odor is very distinct. I also fear you all here.”

Naressa could smell it; strange since this was more of a vision of the past than anything happening in the present…or was it just the past?

"You have no need to be," said a Council member, whose voice bothered Naressa considerably. It was different; it didn’t sound hallow or distant like the others, which was the reflection of the past. Naressa glared at the Jedi Master, a Caamasi in yellowish Jedi attire and strangely he seemed to be there in the past and through the Force he seemed to be in the current present as well. Yassa was the same way as well, but his voice wasn’t as strange nor was his appearance there as ‘connected’ to the present.

Naressa looked back at Luna, and it seemed the Great Mother shared her observation, but of course Luna had other things on her mind. Resting her hands in her legless lap, Luna said, "Forgive me, but let us all be honest in this circle of righteous sovereignty. I do not hide my feelings. Or mask them behind a shield of nothingness no longer. You should not do the same. You believe me to be evil because I am a Sith?”
Yassa moved a little uneasy in his chair; he didn’t want to see her as evil. He just wanted an understanding. His understanding of course. "We have concerns, Miss Mystery.”

"That I will whisper a name and purposely kill someone like I did Darth Krell? Or that someone will make me whisper a name and inadvertently kill someone like I did my beloved Ian?"
There was a ripple from Luna that Naressa could associate to; it was a pain similar to losing her child, but in Luna’s case it was her first love. It came to Naressa in a quick flash much as it flashed in Luna’s mind; then 13-year old and able to walk Luna watching in forced upon obedience the slow torture of the 15-year old boy who along with several others Darth Bane had taken hostage. Lord Bane had gave Ian to her for her own ‘use’, and she had made the mistake of having shown interest in him. At that moment Bane wanted her to whisper his name to kill him and she refused, so Bane decided to make her suffer by making him suffer. She finally broke down and took his life, whispering his name so delicately in his ear one would have thought she wanted to cure him like a mother would to a baby who had a fever, but it had the exact opposite affect.

 "It's the fact that you know the Force and we feel that you are in prime danger of being exploited," reasoned Cosmo.

Luna smiled, but only because she had it. Right at that moment kindness just went out one of the large windows. For nearly 5 years the Jedi Order had held her captive within the walls of their temple. Not that she had a choice because she was legless and many did look at her as a criminal for aiding in Lord Bane’s escape. But in that time the Jedi, lead by Dor-Li Nimh, was making every effort to make her an independent being, free from the Sith Order’s bondage. She appreciated that, but they also wanted to eliminate her faith, the Sith faith. They felt their was a connection between the Sith Order and the Sith E’oqerst and that was completely false. 

"I am surprised. Did my ears deceive me, or did you just indicated that you have failed to help me?” Luna held up a hand to hold off any rebuttal. They watched her eyes dim, and she made herself blind. She slowly turned her buggy around in a circle and just listened. She did not use the dark side at all. She held her breath, not exhaling until she returned to her original position. 

She sighed and said, "I detect doubt in your breaths. You have absolutely no faith in me." She looked down and a teardrop came from her eye. "Have I wronged you all in a past life? Did I curse you? Or am I being judged because my eyes glow with the power of the Dark Side." 

Suddenly, Luna's eyes practically exploded with yellow light as if on fire. Naressa found herself proud of the young woman. She feared the Jedi, yes, but she wasn’t going to just sit there and have them keep hitting her with their righteousness. "Or maybe I am being judged because I can learn the Force without the benefit or the annoyance of a master, Sith or Jedi.”

"It's outburst like these, Miss Mystery, that make us judge you," said Cosmo. "The feeling of persecution-."

Luna's eyes bulged and she threw manners out the window as well. The Jedi were now without decency. "Excuse me? My enhanced hearing didn't catch that? Did I just hear persecution? I wonder why I feel that way!" She slammed her hands down on her chair. "I have not done anyone any harm that was by my own free will! I have the right to exist!! YOU all taught me that I am not a thing, that I am a living being! This is why I have the right to live. And by that right, I may live however I want within the bounds of law!"
"To live as A Sith," asked Yassa.

Luna smiled, silently thanking Yassa for opening that door, and said, "I have studied Republic law books, sir. There is no law against being a Sith. In fact, my faith is protected by the Articles of Worship to the letter, so long as I do not violate another person's life with them." She looked at them all, very mad. "I understand your hate for Sith. I know what Bane and Krell and all the others have done. And my actions in past with them are inexcusable. So your hate does have merit."
"Hate is not the Jedi way of life, young lady," said the Caamasi, and again Naressa found herself looking at him, at how he stood out strangely from the others as being a Jedi that exist in two different eras at the same time. It made no sense whatsoever to her.

"Oh? Really?" Luna looked a little sadly at them for this was going to hurt her more than them. "Dor-Li Nimh himself ordered the Sith extinct and you voted for it. Why? Do not sit there and tell me because it was the right thing to do. If you do, I swear I am going to scream. Perhaps all the Sith you have encountered needed to be killed. Because you hated them, pure and simple. I do not blame you for doing that. I'm not saying that because I was a victim. I'm saying that because as a Sith, I agree with you for the measures you all took to stop the aggressors. Overall, though, to assume that I am possibly going to harm you or the innocent is wrong."

"Then you are saying that you will never use the Force," asked Yassa. Suddenly Naressa felt things shift and change in momentum. Somehow the reasoning of the statement caused her, and Luna, to stop and think.

"I do not understand."
"Allow me," said Cosmo. "If you were allowed to leave here, how would you live your life?"

"First of all, unless you are going to hold me here for a crime, I suggest that 'allowed' be stricken from your mind until then," she said, adding a little heat to her words. She was infuriated because here these very same Jedi, who spent the last 5 years de-slaving her were suggesting she put back into mental bondage. "And secondly, I will live my life as I see fit, under the circumstances of my medical condition."
"That means your blindness as well as your inability to walk." Again, the Caamasi spoke again and again Naressa couldn’t help to look at him coldly. She didn’t like him and it was becoming more and more for reasons that weren’t really rooted here in the past, but in the present.

"Yes, it does."
"And you would use the dark side to see?"

Luna sat back and looked at him and every Jedi on the Council appalled. She shook her head in disgust. "I don't believe this. I AM USING THE FORCE! Light or dark, it's all the same!"
"It is not," said Yassa. He was so bound and determined to not accept the concept, although he knew it to be true.

"Really. Oh sure, a person using the light side relies on calm, peace, goodness, serenity and all that nice crap. While a dark side entity uses the dark must be mad, or in deep despair, or must fear a lot of the unknown and other stupid fodder like that." Luna sighed and threw her hands up. "By my parent's memory, it is the SAME energy field that created the universe! It's just that you find the polar opposite not being........fashionably sensible in a season of harmony."

Naressa smirked and giggled; making the sides of the Force a fashion statement was a pretty good joke.

"This is not a joke, young lady," said Cosmo.

"No, it isn't. YOU are a joke. All of you. You have not listened to one word I said." Luna slowly reached down and pulled up her Sith charm. "This is my ger'tah. It is the symbol of my religion. I believe in the harmonious flow of the Sith religion. I am a believer of the E'oqerst, the Nature. It means that I live by my natural nature. That I am primal. That I am a being of habits. That I do embrace my true self. And my true self is to never do harm to any living creature that does no harm to me. I give you my word I will not hurt anyone. However, if I have to use the dark side to live, I am not going to let you 12 beings tell me not to. You are not my masters. I am my own master."

Yassa's ears lowered in disappointment; he didn’t want to here that, he really didn’t. Naressa found herself joining Luna’s privately hid emotion for the Elfin. Luna found him, next to Dor-Li, very respectful. He said, "That is true, Miss Mystery. I concern, it is, that the dark side will ultimately consume you and make you do the unthinkable."

“But Master Jedi, the dark side has all ready consumed me." She looked at everyone in the room. "Based on what you have all experienced, you should not be talking to me. I should be attacking every single one of you. But I don't. I live in peace within the Dark Side. In short, don't judge me by the Dark Side. Don't judge me because I am a Sith. Judge me by my character. Honestly, do you all see me doing harm? Judge me now and give me an answer."
Naressa found herself smiling in great admiration to what she was hearing. It sounded so much like Juna…

Suddenly the whole scene vanished upon thinking of her daughter, and Naressa found herself in what appeared to be an underground cave. It was dark, cold, and very damp like any other cave, and yet it was appeared to be manufactured more than naturally formed; the walls and ceiling of the cave were glazed over by heated sand, signs of a carbonite-pressed drill bit was used to bore the tunnel. Light faintly trickled along the walls, its source unknown at the moment, and thus kept her surroundings mainly dark.

Then she heard an echoing cry that was hushed into a forceful silence and Naressa felt a desperate need to find out who it was. She proceeded straight ahead, finding that she could not use her abilities here to aid her in this quest. The Dark Side was here, within her and all around her, and yet it was just an intangible like the ground she walked on. Again there was a struggled cry that was cut off, and Naressa felt her heart beginning to beat uncontrollable in fear. There was another cry, and this time she began to move in a quickened pace. It sounded too much like Juna.

As she jogged, Naressa noted that the end of the tunnel, or she assumed it to be the end of the tunnel, was filled with a great bright light. It bathed the dark tunnel with brilliance and it became easier for her to move about without the fear of tripping over something in the way. But the light was tremendous and it became brighter and brighter, not hotter as in some way she expected it to be, as she continued onward. It reached the point where she had to stop and put her hands up to block the light; the light not only blinded her, but it was making her flesh crawl and making her sick.

“MAMA, HELP-!”

Naressa heard that coming from either within or beyond the light. It was Juna! “Gessa! Gessa!!” 

She could hear sounds of a struggle of some kind echoing down the walls of the cave. Metal upon rock, as if chains were being rapped against the hard surface. There was then a repetitious sound that sounded too very familiar to Naressa based on her own experience as an adult, but she wasn’t quite sure…

“PLEASE, STOP-!” The screaming, pain filled, displeasured, horrified shriek of Juna’s voice was once again silenced.

Creepiness ran up her spine and Naressa feared the worst. She gritted her teeth and struggled to take more steps towards the light. Every step she took hurt her, and it was furthered with the return the pain in her uterus. She collapsed, falling on all fours as she had no strength to continue forward. As she hung her head low trying to do all she could to gather her strength and press on, there was the sound of laughter. It was laughter that was meant to mock her futile efforts and it came from behind the light that was in her way. It laughed at Naressa’s failure and in fact relished that she failed. 

Naressa closed her eyes and squeezed with every fiber of her will to bring the Dark Side to her to give her strength…

CHAPTER 51.2

From inside the temporary outpost, Darth Sidious opened his eyes and brought himself out of his meditative rest because of a great disturbance in the Force that began to creep up his spine. The disturbance didn’t appear in his mind, so it was more of a non-direct, non-Force threat, much like the battle drones he had been dissecting for the last few days. Lord Maul was due back in a few hours, which the Sith Master was looking for to with great hate because of the apprentice’s failures, which made Sidious wonder if the Sith Lord was perhaps being followed.

Without his robe on he left the temporary annex and gazed out into still dark night, the moon as always shinning as bright as ever. At first glance he noted no danger, but Sidious could feel something was wrong. He tapped the Dark Side for an answer…

Naressa Jaina, wake up! WAKE UP!
Sidious turned his towards Dark Ridge Point and felt great Dark Side energy flow channeling uncontrollably. He sighed in resentment and muttered, “She’s having a nightmare. Terrific.” He turned to go back into the annex…

His hand snapped to his lightsaber and in one motion he cut in a circle that rose upward as the swing continued. In the middle of the swing, right near his head, something exploded from the impact of the saber meeting it, and Lord Sidious was pelted with fine little pebbles. Before he contemplated it again the Dark Side forced his blade back up and once again it made contact, and once again he was pelted by dust and dirt, only this time it burned his skin. The Dark Side was now warning him to move and to slash and he began to comply as his ears began to pick up sonic booms and he felt impacts of the ground vibrating under his feet. He whipped his blade around again and again and more explosions rocketed off his blade and the debris was much bigger.

Suddenly green lances of ground based turbo lasers lanced out from the general direction of the Sith Monastery, and humongous explosions rocked the sky. Not that Sidious stood around to admire the fireworks display because he was becoming more and more busy deflecting what appeared to be flying rocks. His comlink came to life, and it told him of a great threat as Sele shouted, “Master Sidious, Korriban is being bombarded by asteroids!”

Unable to answer as he made attempts to go back inside the annex, he gritted his teeth and said, “No shit!” He dove when he realized his next target was too large for him to dissect and so avoided being killed. The defenses kept annihilating the larger and more serious threats, but it didn’t stop the 1-inch in size skull splitters from making it to the ground. A feeling began to fill him, and one glance up at Dark Ridge Point told him all he knew; the cottage and the surrounding area were unaffected. Like the eye of a storm it was calm and therefore it was the source of the attack.

Sidious ran with the Dark Side powering him and as he ran up the elevated road he discovered all was well, no rocks falling out of the sky here. He came to a stop outside the quiet, undisturbed cottage and watched in disgust as a flaming rock, probably only a foot in size if not less, rain down and struck his outpost. The whole building erupted in a nuclear flame and sent a shockwave that catapulted Sidious into the side of the logged cottage.

Getting up, Sidious collected his breath and went right up to the door when he realized…all was quite. The sky was not falling, the batteries stopped firing, and the Dark Side of the Force was not running ramped all over the planet. The smell of dirt and smoke reached his nose and he blew out the odor, upset by the fact that Naressa had caused this all to happen and almost got him killed. Furious he took a step back and kicked the door in with his foot…

He was met by a strong push that sent him reeling end over end and it was so fast Sidious didn’t have time to get his feet under him to land properly. Instead he stuck the ground, bounced, skipped, and finally came to a stop. He got up seething because he knew who did it and it wasn’t Nebula. 

At the door way he could see Nebula blocking the door, struggling to hold herself there and speaking frantically. “No! Naressa Jaina, it was only a nightmare! Stop it! Stop it this instant!”

“I have to save my baby!” she screamed a few times. Sidious approached the scene cautiously and noted the pain she was in on her face; Naressa was having those painful memories hitting her again, but she was fighting with all her desperation to ignore it. “I have to save my Gessa! The Jedi…are going to…kill her! Damn it let me by!”

“Naressa!” Sidious shouted with full Force augmented volume, which caused her to stop. “Stop this foolishness this instant!” He moved behind Nebula and frowned darkly down at her. “She is still on Coruscant, safe and secure!”

“They’re going to kill her, damn you!” she cried out and finally fell weakly into Nebula’s embrace. “Why won’t anyone listen to me?”

“Because you’re dropping the universe down on our ass!” Sidious wanted to yank her right out of cottage and drag her over to the edge to have get a very good look at what was left of the annex. He thought twice with Nebula’s glaring stare and he couldn’t take that chance of being drained by Naressa either by having her in reflex touch him. Instead he just pointed at the plume of smoke that was still rising and could be seen clearly in the moonlight. “You see that? That is your fault! Your fears are unwarranted and your lost of control is unjustified!”

Nebula drew Naressa closer to her chest and said, “Enough, she gets the point, Lord Sidious.”

“I don’t think she hasn’t!” He looked at her and gripped his hands repeatedly. “Perhaps stronger measures need to be introduced!”

“I said enough!” Nebula released Naressa and stepped in front of him, daring him to do something. There was a look in her eye that suggested to Sidious that she wasn’t ‘going along’ at the moment with the plan. Neither was he so the feeling was mutual. “You will not threaten my granddaughter or there will be hell to pay.”

“You don’t have any idea what I can do to you,” came a quiet, evil, and very cold proclamation from Naressa. Sidious looked at her past Nebula and could easily see something that resembled anger, but he found himself nervous. Naressa didn’t look like Naressa, and she didn’t sound like Naressa. There was something there that was totally different, something terrible and wicked, that Sidious didn’t like one bit. The tenor of her voice, the look in her eye, the way she held her body, told of someone completely different. “I will see you drown in your own blood.”

“Naressa Jaina Solo Rapier that will be enough!” Nebula stepped back towards Naressa and grabbed her hard by the shoulders. She blinked a few times and finally turned her attention towards her grandmother. Now confused, she more or less stumbled back inside the cottage. Nebula spoke through the open door and said, “That’s it, just lay down. I’ll be right there.” 

She turned back to Sidious and said, “Are you mad? Are you insane? You want her to melt us?? If she goes ballistic she can and it’ll be your fault!”

“My fault? I’m not the one using the Dark Side to pull asteroids out of orbit and dropping them on people’s heads!” He pointed sternly and forcibly towards Naressa past Nebula’s shoulder. “Your E’oqerst crap hasn’t done a fricking thing for her except cause unnecessary mayhem!”

“Watch your mouth! It’s because of words, actions, and thoughts that she senses that makes her say something like she just said a moment ago!”

“Give me one day with her and she won’t be pulling shit like that again!” He crossed his arms defiantly, undeterred for one second from his new found stance on the manner. “I will teach her control very quickly.”

She looked at him exasperated, crossing her arms in front of her in defiance. “Oh, I see. Beat her. Whip her. Burn her. Rape her mind, body, and soul, transforming her into a puppet. Torture her that will cure her of ‘pulling shit like this again’?”

“I cannot see where it would hurt,” he proclaimed rudely. 

“It will hurt because it will hurt! This is just an excuse, by you, to punish her over the jealousy you feel towards her loving Jedi Master Sarch.” Nebula pointed a stern finger in his face and barked, “It’s a Dark Jedi comp out and you know it!”

Sidious beat back the bile that hit his throat. No, he was not jealous of some horned ugly frakking Jedi! “Woman, that is the last time you call me that insult. I am no Dark Jedi!”

She shook her head and muttered, “You’re no Sith either.”

“Smeck you, you ungrateful bitch! You don’t have the right to say one way or the other who I am because I know who the hell I am!” Sidious screamed in her face. Frustrated he pointed again to indicate Naressa and said, “If something like this happens again her ass is mine! I’m making you responsible to make sure it doesn’t and I expect you to do a better job! If not it won’t be just her that will feel my venom!”

He spat on the ground by Nebula’s feet, turned his back and walked away. With every step he took he could feel her glaring at him, wishing he were dead and also unable to do anything about it; apparently he caught Nebula when her powers were at their lowest, probably because she used them to awaken Naressa from her dark driven slumber. Sidious assumed as much because he got away with a lot of bluster there that no Sith in their right mind would tolerate and he was walking away mark free.

Sidious reached the bottom of the road and frowned upon the damage done to his annex. Pulling out his comlink he spoke into it. “Sele.”

“Yes, Master,” came the stunned voice of the caretaker. She was still rattled by the surprise attack.

“Rustle up the slaves and equipment, the outpost was destroyed by the meteorites. And this time have them bring an augmented garrison.” He paused for a moment. “And also three dozen battle drones.”

“Three dozen, Master?”

“Is there a problem, woman!”

“N-No.”

“Then obey my commands and see to it personally.” He clicked off the comlink and grinded his teeth in disgust, wishing he had Naressa in his hands right now so he could beat her. He imagined it too; he pictured himself tying her to a whipping post and using clubs, rocks, metal piping, and even his own hands to pound his commanding authority into her. Or given her weakened, confused state just go ahead and let her try to run around. He would enjoy the exercise just the same as it works both the upper and lower halves of his body. Pain and punishment corrected many mistakes very quickly and very efficiently when someone inflicts the right amount. He didn’t mind getting a few scars from it either if the results he wanted were achieve that was fine by him.

Sidious’ foot found a cooled asteroid remnant and he paused to stare at it. Confused Naressa may be, but undoubtedly not weak. The asteroid belt, normally found in every solar system in the galaxy and ranging in size and intensity, was on the outskirts of the Korriban system. Very far away, far enough out of the star’s full gravitational reach and far enough to see an asteroid coming if one managed to somehow coming towards Korriban with all the sophisticated sensors they had all around the system.

Yet Naressa, sleeping, had a nightmare and pulled not one but quite a few towards Korriban. From Korriban to some billions of miles away she used the Dark Side, undetectably he added, and brought the asteroids screaming in; perhaps gravity took care of the rest, but still the distance was still considerable. Naressa had great power, but nothing remotely resembled capabilities such as that. Sidious had read about the stories and deeds of the greatest of all the Masters of the Force and Sorcery and their were times in which they summoned enough power to bring celestial bodies crashing down upon a target, but at a high cost to themselves; clear examples of Dark Side self destruction, of letting anger get the best of them.

This transformation put Naressa in a different existence of darkness, placing her in a realm in which Sidious had a hard time being able to sense her; he had problems sensing Nebula since he first met her, only able to detect her when she used her power or let her concentration wan a little; and the old woman’s concentration was waning. On this different plane Naressa was seemed stronger than she had ever been before, and yet she didn’t have to be more engulfed by the Dark Side to achieve such strength.

That just made Sidious more infuriated. Naressa was his measuring stick, the very thing in the universe he used to measure his progress as Sith Master against for it seemed the Sith Maidens held all the cards when it came to knowledge and power. At first it had intrigued him but ever since Naressa cast him aside it’s become more and more for him a need to excel past her. Every time he made strides and became more powerful all she had to do was lift a finger and surpass him. It wasn’t right and it wasn’t fair. He had worked so hard, faced such pain and hardship, struggled with himself night and day and forced himself to his commitments because he knew this was his destiny to rule the galaxy. She only had to do was sit on her ass, think, read a book, or even screw someone, and she would surpass him.

Sidious hated her now more than ever, but he couldn’t help to wonder what a transformed Juna could do. How powerful would a Fading Light Juna be compared to her mother? Undoubtedly there would be no comparison. Perhaps that was Juna’s true destiny, to fall from grace now only to the Dark Side, but down deep in the depths of the Fading Light. 

Without a doubt such an idea intrigued him and so he had to keep up appearances that he is willing to go along with this charade with Nebula. The old woman didn’t have much life in her left, he knew. Somehow he could interject himself into Naressa’s thinking and win her over, draw Juna here with her help, and when the opportunity was right kill her and train Juna in the very way he learned the Dark Side. Somehow, somewhere, he could probably induce her to ‘fade’ and make her the threat the Jedi Enlightenments made her to be.

Juna and Maul could very well make an unstoppable team. That is if Maul survives what Sidious was going to hand out for not obeying his commands. However Maul’s punishment may have to be limited because of Naressa’s rants. There was, he considered it a flutter, some concern about what Naressa said regarding the Jedi killing Juna. The Vhinech got their hands on ysalamiri, and that isn’t anything that’s common knowledge. So the Jedi, maybe even one, was involved with Prophet’s plans. If he or she saw that the plans failed, then there was a good chance he or she may take the proper course of action to kill Juna.

Pulling out his comlink again, he said, “Sele.”

“Yes Master,” was the immediate response.

“Have someone in the Palace of Theed send a request through the Nubian consulate to have Lady Angelleia check in every 6 hours.”

“Immediately, my Master.”

Sidious tapped the comlink on his chin, and then asked out of curiosity, “What have the Krendels and the Royal Court have been doing lately?”

 “King Veruna has been under heavy pressure to explain why he granted his father a pardon. Of course without the majority of the governors voting on a measure he doesn’t have to give a public explanation. There are rumors that Pirus Krendel is looking to take your vacated seat in the next election cycle. Both Weena Welchrist and Jarah Maltanaw have expressed interest in possibly challenging King Veruna for the Throne. Lady Terese Maltanaw is said to be making progress with the Gungans, however she stated that the other side’s confidence needs patching; a hint that she needs Lady Angelleia there at the talks.”

He thought inward with all that was said, finding nothing out of the ordinary. “And the Republic?”

“The Trade Federation has a final bill written up to force the Jedi to reveal the location of Sanctuary. No word as to whether or not the Jedi will comply.”

Sighing, he said, “Keep me advised of anything knew until my new base is constructed out here. And divert Lord Maul to this location.”

“Yes Master,” said Sele in affirmation, and Sidious switched his comlink off.

The vote was important to him now more than ever he realized. Not because the location of the Vhinech would be revealed because more than likely that horned bastard Sarch won’t reveal the location. Righteous beings like Sarch wouldn’t allow the innocent, even the rotten innocent, to be destroyed and that was what the Trade Federation would do to the Vhinech. If he withheld the information, he may be incarcerated, and therefore separated from Juna, and therefore even further that left Sidious’ options wide open.

When things were fixed and settled, Lord Sidious vowed to make sure that not only would that bill get passage, he would make it unchallengeable. And when the time was right, and when Juna was in his hands, he will do away those who angered him so, and that was Sarch, Prophet, and yes even Naressa and Nebula. The Dark Hope was too close to being his now.

