CHAPTER 22.0

Along with a large crowd of senators, diplomats, political dignitaries from various other worlds gathered in the Republic Senate’s Situations Center watching the events of Uiennar unfold, Dace Palpatine could only grind his teeth to the point he imagined in his mind’s eye that they have eroded down to blood gums. The sensor feed of the externals, provided by the Trade Federation, of the battle told him enough that indeed Magus Prophet had laid a trap for both Juna and Naressa based on Pirus Krendel’s accusations. Knowing how Juna felt for her so-called father Bendian it took no real expertise to use it as a psychological ploy to make her act on anger, and motivate her towards this rash action. 

A few times Dace managed to get away and contacted Darth Maul to have their contacts within the Trade Federation motivate their military into some sort of a rescue mission, or even take part in the battle when it started; in truth, the Trade Federation, like the cowards they were, did not engage until their bottom line began to be affected by the destruction; another insect sting that irritated Dace’s mind about them. Truth be told, and everyone in the room knew it including Chancellor Valorum did all he could to convince Lott Dod to make the Trade Federation fight, the Trade Federation did not want to aide Naboo, and preferred Queen Angelleia out of the way by any means necessary.

Death was an acceptable necessary.

During one of the conversations with Lord Maul, his apprentice insisted on going to Uiennar and save the Queen. Logistically, Dace was quick to point out, given the distance between Coruscant and Uiennar it wasn’t feasible; Maul would arrive four to five days late. The young man then suggested that he leave to prepare for a possible rescue mission if that were the case. He would arrive at Uiennar, and then begin tracking down the Vhinech from there. Once again the Sith Master reminded Lord Maul that in order to rescue someone there had to be some set conditions, such as: a.) Someone to rescue and b.) A location to rescue the Queen from. If the Vhinech were successful in capturing Juna, and even perhaps Naressa, like everyone else the Sith wouldn’t know where to begin in locating the Vhinech. Granted Sidious would spend all his resources he could to rescue his daughter, however he had to put the Sith Order and their needs first. He had to take this slowly, one step at a time, and the first step was the outcome of the fight. 

Dace told him to just carry out his orders, and then wait for further instruction, but praised him for his thinking; if the circumstances are right, then perhaps the Sith could obtain the Dark Hope by means of rescuing her from the Vhinech, and then taking her back to Korriban for safe keeping. The thought had crossed his mind a few times before Maul brought it up, still he had to appreciate his apprentice’s clear thinking.

 When he got back to the Situations Center, everyone let out a gasp as the sensors showed the Royal Nubian Cruiser exploding. Immediately, Dace pushed himself ahead of the others towards the Supreme Chancellor’s desk, located right in front of the viewer. Around a stunned Valorum were Senators Dod, Farao, Asks Moe, Essu – the Sullustan had successful encourage the Senate to aide his planet, giving the Senate the excuse to take control of the military and thus the reason why the Republic military did not go to Uiennar; not enough votes -, and young Alderaan Senator Bail Antilles, who was strongly against the Senate taking over the command decisions of the military. He was there now giving an earful to Senator Essu. “You see that! That is what happens when the Senate controls the military! Shame on you!” He stopped when he saw Dace. “Senator Palpatine.”

Dace looked at the screen again, and putting on a face of worry, not hard for he was worried, he asked, “Is there any word…I mean is there anything about survivors? I was in conference and caught only the explosion.”

“There was a rush of ships escaping from the scene,” said Valorum in a cautious tone. “A ship of unknown profiling origin, three Vhinech modified Sullustan Moonhaulers, and a Corellian Stock Light Freighter.”

“The Millennium Falcon, perhaps?” Dace couldn’t downplay the coincidence when Valorum mentioned the model of ship. It seemed whenever Juna was in dire straits that vessel, carrying Enothchild Sarch around, was right there. “Was it identified as that ship? It was responsible for saving my people on Evramora 10 years ago.”

“We don’t know for sure, Dace, until the Trade Federation sends us tactical data,” said Senator Farao. The Corellian looked at Dod. “Well, don’t you think you should get on the horn and tell them to hurry it up?”

“Let us not rush matters, Senator Farao,” chimed Dod. Arrogantly he waved his long finger, gangly hand towards the monitor, as if suggesting what happened to the Nubians was second stance. “Let us reconvene the Senate back in Senate Hall and discuss how the Republic will aide my people in their great losses. Millions of credits were just lost in that battle, and by the same Vhinech the Republic desired to protect, no less.”

Valorum stood up before Dace could shout out an expletive in regards to that. His anger was very readable. “Losses! Your losses!” He threw his right hand up towards the screen. “I doubt any piece of technology within the Trade Federation is even worth any of the lives that were on Her Royal Highness’ ship!” He pointed a stern finger at Dod. “I will bar any motion you bring up in that regard.”

“You dare-!”

“AND I will set aside ALL Trade Federation-backed measures, including non-affiliation measures until the next session of the Senate if I hear the words ‘retribution’, ‘declassification’, ‘financial aide’, or any other Huttwash!” Valorum darted his hard gaze at Asks Moe. “So don’t even think to try and back door me.” The Garn from Malestare actually shrunk down and held up his hands to indicate that he wanted no trouble. Dod shot him a look of dejection, and then grumbling he left. “I heard that!” 

Dace was a little surprised by the Supreme Chancellor’s little outburst. Measuring his words and actions carefully, he said to him neutrally, “I do appreciate all you are doing, Chancellor, but I fear you don’t have all that power at your hands.”

“You’ll be surprised what power I still do have, Senator Palpatine,” he said, doing his best to sound friendly.

Better not, I’ve crafted every little bill and measure to where you have lost power and will continue to do so; I’m sure of it thought Palpatine privately. Although he didn’t use his authority and persona as Dace Palpatine specifically, Darth Sidious used all his connections to bribe, blackmail, or insert his dark agenda into the office of the Supreme Chancellor so when the time comes it would appear that he have no power whatsoever when he assumed control of the Republic. Read the fine print as the old saying goes he mused in thought again. 

Valorum cut back into his thoughts. “I respected…no, I RESPECT Queen Angelleia as both a leader and as a living being.” He changed the beginning utterance to emphasize that he still believed her to be alive although there was still no confirmation to that affect. “Any way this body can help Naboo during this time of crisis, I will see to it that it happens.” 

Taking the opportunity, Dace asked, “Then is there a way for me to return home now? Surely the Sequester Provisions allows for an exception due to national tragedy?”

“I’m not sure, but I will have my researchers look into it,” said Valorum. He nodded towards his private secretary and the older woman began making calls on her private comlink. “It will probably be an armed escort if so until the War Status has changed, or conditions of security have changed. After Sullust and now this, I can’t see any reason why we should end the Sequester. The Senate, more than likely, will not drop it.”

“[I will withdraw my proposal to end the war when we reconvene],” said Senator Essu quietly. It was obvious that he felt bad what happened for what he had done. It was his measure shortly after the riots broke out on Sullust that gave control to the military authority to the Senate; in good faith it was to make sure things were carried out by the full discretion of the disaster bill introduced by other worlds to aide Sullust. “[And I will table a measure to revoke the provision of the Senate being in control of military decisions.]”

“You do that, Essu,” spat Farao. “And maybe, just maybe, that will bring Dace’s people back!” 

Although colleagues and friends, Essu and Farao more often than not never saw eye-to-eye on many things based solely how things get done. Essu, more or less a socialist, favored more government controls while Farao, with that hot blooded Corellian heritage – a subject Palpatine knew too much about thanks to Naressa -, saw a need for separation between the Legislative Government and the military; if there was a way, he would have it to where no taxed monies financed the military, and therefore leave bureaucracy and more importantly the Senate control out of it. 

Before he left, Farao added, “Didn’t we learn anything from the Mid Rim Conflicts 30 years ago? When military decisions have to be made at all there can’t be 50,000 admirals.”

Dace watched Farao leave and could only keep his smile in check; the Corellian could be useful to him in the future. However, he still had Essu to play around with. “Well, we can’t be for certain if they are all dead or not, until they emerge from hyperspace.” Before they could look at the sensor readings supplied by the Trade Federation again, the signal was cut off and the screen went blank. Everyone else in the room went into an uproar, but Dace just sighed. “Typical of the Neimoidians. Don’t play by their rules, they don’t share the sand in the sand box.”

Valorum was summoned away for a moment, which Essu came up to Dace and said, with the help of his protocol droid, “[I am deeply sorry, Dace. My actions prevented military help to immediately assist your people. If they have perished…]”

Dace Palpatine gave Essu his best smile - yeah, apologize you cheese eating prick – and said, “Old friend, we all didn’t see it coming,” because I’m going to remember this day very fondly, “So honestly, I can’t blame just as same or as easily we can blame all the Vhinech,” so when the time comes for me to rule this universe, “You are off the hook in my book.” one of the first things I am going to do is collapse every single one of those smecking caves you Sullustans live in and bury every single one of your cheese eating asses, you wide-eyed, big eared, slobbering lipped freaks!!!!!!
Essu looked at him and said with a slight crease in his brow. “You sure? I’ll understand if you hold a grudge.”

“Me? Hold grudges? Never.” He put a firm hand on the smaller beings shoulder. “Of course, unless you are the Trade Federation.” Dace winked and smiled a little, which the Sullustan smiled a little too. Yeah, I’ll take my lightsaber and carved that smile permanently on your face especially, so when I have you drawn apart by pulling banthas it will appear as if you are enjoying my brand of humor very, very much.  

“Dace, a word?” Valorum called him over, and so Dace excused himself to talk to the Supreme Chancellor quietly. Both men strode over to a quiet area and the older man began. “There is sufficient precedent for your request-.”

“That’s good.”

“No, it’s bad. The precedent outlines clearly state for you to be exempted from War Time Sequester you either must be mentally incompetent, have an incurable disease, a death or personal concern in relation to death in your immediate family, or resignation from the Senate.” He let his shoulders rise and fall on his thin frame, his physicality not hidden at all with his large Supreme Chancellor clothing. “Those are the only exceptions for Humans.”

Dace wanted to kill the eternal deity known as Fate with those choices. By pulling his measure to end the war, Essu took away the only safe out for him politically; it left Dod’s proposal, and if he voted for that it will leave a bad taste in Juna’s mouth; that is if she is still alive. Of course he had no incurable disease, and if somehow he were able to fake a mental illness that would ruin his career as Senator, thus his chance at becoming Supreme Chancellor would also be ruined. That left him with other two highly destructive, counterproductive options: the death in the family provision, and resignation.

Excusing himself to think about the options given to him, Dace was quick to dismiss the first of the remaining two options. In order to be so in this situation, he had to admit to the universe, and to Juna specifically, that he was actually her father. Naressa wasn’t going to allow that if she could help it, and that meant the Jedi Order finding out about it. He doubted very much that the Jedi, though gullible to his true existence, were blind to the fact that the universal Force as a whole was tilting and embracing the Dark Side, and therefore any Force sensitive entity born that had escaped their detection was going to be under their collective surveillance; did Naressa truly believe that Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch was silent about her origins in the Force? Did she honestly think Sarch treasured Juna’s company because they were friends? He was keeping an eye on the both of them, waiting to see if any connection still existed between them and the Sith Order. 

So, Dace surmised as paced around in the Rotunda of Senate Hall, if he went and admitted that he was Juna’s father, the Jedi Order will soon cast an suspicious eye his direction and undoubtedly find their way into the whole confirmation process; a blood test. It took him too damn long the first time around to alter his medical records to show his low midi-chlorian count; a new test will reveal his true count, and flags will be raised then for certain. Forget having his political career being over because he had an extra-marital affair. The Jedi will watch him so closely they would know the exact coloring tone of his feces. 

That left him only resignation from the Senate.

Eighteen years, eighteen very long years, he had been in the Senate seat. All this time he had survived election challenges in the form of Pirus Krendel, had been building up his power base behind the scenes and making Dace Palpatine look worthless in the eyes of the bureaucrats so when it came time to replace the current Chancellor he would be their choice, their puppet they will ‘supposedly’ control. Could he possibly give it all up now? Just give it up just to go to Naboo for a trip to see if Juna was all right? Honestly it seemed a bit too much to just go and do that. He really didn’t know if Juna and Naressa were alive at all. And again he couldn’t use the Force without tipping off the all ready skittish Jedi. 

Like it or not, he had to hold out on Coruscant. Tired of being in the Senate Rotunda, he left and went straight for his home/office complex. As he walked, he found himself getting frustrated with each step. He hated to admit it, but he was starting to become just as impatient and cankerous as Maul. He was tired of sitting around and doing nothing. Unless something radically happened in the next few hours, he could only sit around and do absolutely nothing.

Dace hated that; he really, really hated that. The wait only meant that he would have to think about Naressa. When he did, there was a knife in his chest put there by her hand. And yet, thinking of her now, he couldn’t help not to feel her anymore. 

CHAPTER 22.1

As he entered his office on the top floor of the Nubian Consulate Building, Dace could hear some of his political staff standing around and talking. It frosted him quickly based on his mood all ready; the whole group as he walked in sounded and acted like a bunch of bartering Bothans. They were not part of the Sith Order; he had to keep any Dark Side leakage around him to a minimum, so they were just plain Nubians. Therefore there was no real civility and order that he truly wanted. Then again, Dace Palpatine Naboo Senator had to be a saint and not a sinner. 

Still, he couldn’t contain his composure very much: just enough, though, where he did not fry anyone. “What in the hell is going in here? This is not a chat room!” Dace watched them all look at him, and they got too quiet to quickly. There was a level of concern, of sorrow, and of dire confusion. He figured it had to do with the attack, so he said, “I guess you heard about the attack on Her Royal Highness a few hours ago. I’m sorry, I am a bit rattled myself.”

One of the chief analysts came forward, Devaro Landern, and asked, “Then you know about who died. We just got word over the news wire.”

Dace looked at the clock; he was so lost in thought back at the Senate and on his walk back here he lost track of time. Uiennar was a short trip to and from Naboo. Looking at them he concluded that Queen Angelleia was not dead; if she were, everyone here would have been in tears. In this case they were only close to water shedding. “No. What happened?”

Landern cleared his throat. “Out of over thirty people, only Queen Angelleia, Chief of Staff Muriel Arnes, and three other members of the Royal detail survived. Everyone else on board perished, including Naressa Rapier.”

When he heard that, Dace Palpatine didn’t need a mirror to know he went pale. He felt the coloring of his skin, along with any pretense of control fade from him and hitting him in the gut. His jaw seemed to hurt as if it hit the floor, and his eyes felt strained as if held open too long. He said loudly, “What!”

“S-She was a passenger on board Her Royal Highness’s vessel,” said Landern, a little shaken by the way Dace sounded when he responded to the news. “We are getting more details from the Palace as we speak. They were on their way to Uiennar to extradite Pirus Krendel, and Misses Rapier happened to go along. It’s hitting the business markets hard right now with that news, Sullust, and the Trade Federation losses combined.”

Dace pushed past everyone when the hyperspace link array indicated that an Official Royal Report was coming in via holographic transmission. Standing closes to the transmitter, everyone got very close to him to look on. Even the warmth of their bodies and their breaths did little to bring feeling back in his extremities. He really didn’t know how he managed to walk let alone stand up right after hearing the unthinkable; it hit him hard because Landern spoke the truth, and it explained why he couldn’t feel Naressa in the universe anymore.

The holographic report indicated that it was text/data only, prepared by Secretary of Domestic Affairs Lady Terese Maltanaw, Secretary of Defense Eric Maltanaw, and Press Secretary Weena Welchrist. A brief message then appeared indicating that Queen Angelleia had declared the list official, and the list would be transmitted to the public one hour later after Dace had received it. It switched to an constant changing image where the name of the dead were on the right hand side, and then the images of those who perished would one at a time appear on the left with their name and title as the name on the right was highlighted. A lot of the names were very familiar to Dace, but for some reason he couldn’t see Naressa’s name right away on the list.

Then an image without a picture showed up, and under the blank image it said:  Naressa J. Rapier, Chief Executive Officer and President of Rapier Technologies, Incorporated. Wife of the Late Senator Bendian Rapier. Mother of Her Royal Highness Queen Angelleia the First, Iossessa Providence. Deceased, Age 48.

The office. The building. The planet. The Republic. The Universe. The Dark Side of the Force itself did not exist to Dace Palpatine. Try as it he might to rationalize the feeling, or throw the feeling away to think how this would benefit him, the 45-year-old Nubian Sith couldn’t do it. Flickers of emotions at random ran through his mind, and every time he tried to settle on one the others would intensify so much it hurt his head and relent to the revolving door affect. 

This was a contradiction of what he felt for Naressa and now it was worse; he still loved her, but he hated her at the same time. But now each of those points of view grew powerfully and threatened to wage war; prospectively it would resemble an imbalanced Vhinech double mind set which in this case there was only one mind, and only one side of the Force. Still there was no room for it all it seemed, and therefore there was this painful migraine-like headache thundering in Dace’s head with every single beat of his black heart. 

Dace reached up and rubbed his forehead, and Landern said, “You all right, Senator?”

“Not really. Naressa Rapier was more than a political ally, she was-.” He actually had to stop himself. He was actually going to say she was once his lover. In realization, he finally looked at his right hand and knew why Landern had asked the question. His hand was clearly shaking, not badly but very noticeably. “She was my good friend, even after my friend Bendian’s death.” 

Dace, annoyed by the shaking hands and the hushed crowd around him, thrust his hands into his pockets and spoke to everyone. He had to do something or he was going to snap. “People, as tragic as this is, we still have work to do. We need to make preparations for a media response to this and we have one hour. Undoubtedly the political and financial interest of Naboo is being affected by this tragedy and we must convey a message of non-panic, and at the same time sympathy. Landern, I want you to send advance word to the Palace that I would like to speak to Her Royal Highness as soon as it is convenient for her to speak, no rush whatsoever and emphasize no rush. Send to them my sincere condolences to what has happened.” Just as Landern went to leave, something about Pirus Krendel and Uiennar occurred to him; at last, his thinking was returning from the shock. “By the way, Landern, I noticed that Prince Veruna was not on that report.”

“I noticed that too, Senator,” said Landern with a headshake. “Constitutionally, while the Queen was away, he should have been there on Naboo. He should be there now and had approved that report if he did not write it. In fact early reports indicated he was on his way back from Seovenear.” He sighed heavily. “Like father, like son, Tomas Krendel does what he wants…unless…you don’t suppose he was attacked like Queen Angelleia?”

Dace was glad he could think about that. He shook his head after some time. “No. No, I believe the Crown Prince may have made a detour for Uiennar. The only way to find out is through the Trade Federation and I’m not about to call those assholes for anything. In fact that is a rule from now on: until further notice there is to be no contact with the Trade Federation at all. They burned their last bridge with us with their inaction today.”

“Yes sir.”

Something else occurred to him, and he winced a little in asking. “Was there any reports of any Jedi involved in the rescue?”

“Yes, three in fact. Their names, though, haven’t been disclosed.” Landern leaned in close. “Actually, sir, the Jedi Order has been too eerily quiet since the situation on Sullust occurred. And the blowhards of anti-Jedi sentiment in the Republic are beating their drum loudly at their failure to see Sullust. One wonders what they will say about our incident.”

If they are like me, they were totally caught off guard by it thought Dace. The Vhinech’s sudden attack on Sullust, with no warning whatsoever in the Force ahead of time, rubbed the Sith Master raw. And he knew the Jedi had bruised egos over it; contrary to what people think, or the Jedi themselves think, the Jedi may claim they don’t let ego affect them, but in order to believe in something it requires having an all encompassing pride, and that means a pride that can be injured, and therefore an ego, however small and irrelevant, ripe for bruising. 

Another consideration was political; the Jedi Order can swear they are not part of the Republic directly or do not get involved in Republic affairs on any level, their mere existence alone raises a political debate. They were a living contradiction of fact since they are part of the Judicial Branch of the Republic as law enforcement, mediators and ambassadors; and in the case of Evramora they were the first troops into battle, so that made them armed Republic special forces officers of the highest degree. 

So on two fronts, one created by their glorious mystic and the other based on their organization status as a religion and law enforcers under the direct authority of the Supreme Chancellor, the Jedi Order had to tread lightly after the Sullust incident and will undoubtedly after this occurrence, which again figured in the Vhinech. Dace began to see a possible pattern emerging from this, one in which the Trade Federation will undoubtedly demand the location of Sanctuary. 

If they are smart they will give the very legitimate reason, one Dace was thinking of all ready, to find out where all those Vhinech had come from. Do we pretend they just grew from trees? He imagined Dod saying. Those Vhinech came from somewhere, and Sanctuary is the only place we know of the Vhinech to be.
Logistically Dace couldn’t swallow the possibility strategically; numbers wise, the report was that only over 2,000 Vhinech had survived Evramora. The Republic went through a very expensive, citizen-by-citizen blood screening over the last decade to weed out any Vhinech in hiding. Though a Jedi, Enothchild Sarch’s reputation as an investigator was only second to the late Nadja Moranna his Jedi Master and later wife. And Moranna was too damn good. Her investigations had affected some of the Sith’s plans in the past without her actually knowing. In his opinion, these Vhinech did not come from Sanctuary, and they were not unaccounted survivors or even a hidden in wait army.

So where did they come from?

Remembering Landern after thinking silently for the past 5 seconds, he said finally, “At any rate send a message to them extending are appreciation and gratitude for saving our most precious treasure.”

Landern cocked an eyebrow. “You want me to use those words in regards to Queen Angelleia? Are those words a little…too personal?”

Dace found his blood pressure spiking again. “Tell them that very message.” 

Landern nodded and went away quickly. Dace kicked himself in his mind’s eye; yes, that message was too personal in tone, yes he was unfriendly to Landern just now, yes he was furiously peeved that the bastards of the Vhinech Order were able to pull off two intricately detailed operations in one week without the Sith Order or himself personally figuring it out, and yes he was still rattled by the fact Naressa was gone.

Dace retreated to his private quarters and if there were a door that was on hinges instead of the large double doors that closed behind him on slide railing he would have slammed it with wall shaking force. He sat down and put his hands to his eyes, trying to clear his head, trying to do all he could to think how this new situation benefited him and the Sith Order. Every time he thought darkly, he thought of Naressa. She would appear in his mind and greet him with a smile. He would try to think of detailed planning, and all that came to mind was him nearly twenty years ago removing her clothing in Rapier Manor the night they conceived Juna. When he thought strictly about Juna, the whole scene of sexual ecstasy would play out in hyperdrive, from start to finish.

And it was a long night.

Dace got up and very vehemently slammed his head against the nearby wall. He struck so hard he felt electricity run up and down his neck and spine from the impact, and his arms and legs momentarily went numb. He collapsed to the floor on the seat of his pants has his arms and his legs momentarily went numb from the assault. Hanging his throbbing head, he muttered under his breath quietly, “You’re a Sith Lord, damn it! You have no compassion for the dead or for the weak, for those who die are indeed at their weakest. She was your enemy. You despised her. You hated her. She was only an obstacle in your way. Now she is gone. Now the Dark Hope is all yours.”

A spot of blood appeared on his pant leg, and he soon realized that his head was bleeding after feeling wetness under one of his eyes. He went to the fresher and looked in the mirror; he had a trail of blood coming from the hairline and running down the middle of his forehead, which upon reaching his nose it veered to the right and ran down his cheek. 

Dace smirked at that in amusement; there were times he loved to bleed and in a way this was one of those times. It meant he was making progress in something, dating all the way back during his training under Darth Hades. Sith Lords revere their scars, their bruises, their broken bones and ripped muscles for they were doing it for a higher cause than their individual existences, and it was a challenge to heal one’s self as quick as possible so there could be more to learn. He was glad he caused this injury; it was helping him find clarity again in the midst of all that has happened.

Coincidentally, Naressa’s mother Darth Rune trained Darth Hades, and Rune herself unexpectantly was killed by her husband who was Forceless as the universe itself was airless. 

“Damn it! No, I won’t think about you!” Dace yelled upon realizing that he just circled his way back into thinking about Naressa again. He stopped himself from banging his pounding head into the mirror, looked into it, and said, “Oh you would want that wouldn’t you, my Rune.” Often, whenever Dace was being his true self as Sidious, he would like to think of Naressa by her mother’s Sith name Rune. It was a way of respect of sorts, and at the same time it carried a very erotic charge to it that he couldn’t deny. “Have me physically tear myself apart over your fallen memory. Very evil of you. Very well plotted out.” As ridiculous as it sounded, Dace was more or less accusing Naressa of dying just to get back at him. In his mind it made sense; after all, Sith Maidens were very intelligent creatures and they found ways to play on their foe’s psychology. “I won’t let you beat me this way, Naressa. I will have the last laugh here.”

He grabbed a washcloth and began cleaning the blood off his face. He continued to talk as it helped him gain some evil vigor. “I don’t know how yet, but I am going to obtain our daughter and show her the ways of Darkness.” Rinsing the cloth out, he held the cold, folded cloth to his wound, wincing as he pressed the flesh back to his skull. “All I need to do is wait. Be patient. When the time comes, when the opportunity presents itself, I will go to her and all so slowly begin her transformation.” He let a smile grace his face. “Her and Maul will make a formidable duo of death under my leadership. The three of us will rid the universe of the Vhinech, and then the Jedi, and finally anything that resembles the Republic.” Sneering as he left the bathroom, he added, “Prophet is going to pay especially for his advances towards my daughter.”

Dace sat down as the evening now blanketed Coruscant. It was almost time for the rest of the universe to find out the details to what happened, and shortly thereafter the media will press him for a statement. The gullible were too easy swayed by long words in short speeches, and so one quickly was formed in the back of his mind. As the room grew darker and darker, he began to smile brightly. “Juna is MY daughter now, Naressa. My daughter, not yours.”

He got up quickly and momentarily he was woozy from the movement; apparently the blood loss was enough to make him that way. Dace recovered himself just in time by bending over and grabbing the glass table beside him. Looking down into the glass he saw his reflection, and right beside it, reflecting someone behind him, was an image of a woman with a snow white face, yellow eyes, and the most scornful look on her beautiful features, accusing him silently for living and desiring to kill him. With a raise of her hands, a Dark Side nexus formed and he could feel it was powerful enough to wipe him out!

Dace stood up like a shot and turned around, hands trying to find a lightsaber on his belt that was not there. There was indeed a woman in the room, but with her panic shrieks and size 10 frame he soon realized that it wasn’t the same possessor of the image he saw in the table. He shouted, “Lights!” The lights came on, and he discovered that it was his secretary. He grabbed her hard and said, “For the love of the Oceans, woman, have you ever heard of knocking?”

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” She stopped and gasped. “Senator, your head’s bleeding.”

“I know, I bumped it,” he took the cloth and blotted up the wound again. “Why are you here?”

“Well sir, the news release is out now, and we are getting inquires from hundreds of folks-.”

“Very well, I’ll be right there.” Dace finally sighed and smiled. “I’m sorry for scaring you.” He watched the annoying pest waddle away, and he began to actually breathe again. That image seemed too real to him. Quietly, he looked around his room and said, “Slow, and taking my time. Patients. I will have patients. And then, and only then, I will have my Dark Hope.”
