CHAPTER 3.0

To find the heart and soul of the Galactic Republic, it is said one only has to turn their visual scanners towards the central expanse cloud, all of them when necessary, or go to their navicomputer and set their bearing-heading reference point software to Home 001, in which azimuth and elevation are the same point in 5th dimensional space, and the ship will pick up the homing beacon that points one to the politically and galactic geographically agreed upon ‘center’ of the galaxy; Coruscant. 

Indeed it is the very place to reference the life pulse of what occurs in the Great Wilderness. What is said and done on the world resonates to all others near and far, narrow and wide, the many and the few. The pace is dictated by those who wield the power of government, 50,000 world representatives deciding the fates of trillions everyday, every hour, and every minute. Trends begin here, which only last as long as the farthest-reaching Republic world finally catching up with the Capital World’s fashion style a year later as a clear example of it’s far reaching touch.

To many that do not heed to philosophical rhetoric, those who are in the view of those better off nothing more than grovel and despair, it does not take them much foresight to see Coruscant as such a strong muse to the galaxy. After all, the corruption, the greed, the criminal activities and the atrocities that affect them must start somewhere in the universe. Indeed if the galaxy is a body spiritually possessed by darkness, then Coruscant was the heart and soul that bears and nurtures that darkness, the contaminated ‘blood’ of good intentions flowing outward to those ‘organs’ of govern worlds that need such life sustaining substance only to be infected by the very demon virus that possesses and corrupts the Republic’s sacred beating vessel. 

That much in his mind, Senator Dace Palpatine had to keep from smiling over those very facts. The corrupted were like spice addicts, craving and demanding the power to feel power and like any good spice dealer he was there, behind the shadows, ready to supply them a fix; a dose, of course, he controlled, charging them a high price they just had to pay.  

Patients was needed, a Jedi’s patients a philosopher would say; many would say a Jedi Knight of any species was the most patient being in the universe. Senator Palpatine was going to prove them all wrong someday; such proof would be found in the results when he ascends to the very echelon of power the controls all of the Republic. He will show them all that such freethinking idealism and compassionate conservatism had no place for him as their ruler, for he will one day tell the galaxy how to think, how to act, speak only when he told them to, and say what he wanted them to say. 

Dace Palpatine one day will show those results and when it happens they will all say that the only being more patient than a Jedi at peace is a Sith craving total vengeance. That is if he allows those who would say such a thing to continue living; after all, the ones who proclaim such garbage of harmony are freethinkers. 

The Sith Master Darth Sidious, Palpatine knew that this was his destiny. He knows because not only does he feel it he gave it life in the form of a child. With the extra-marital affair he had with Naressa Rapier, the daughter he could not acknowledge being his own was born, a dark angel of both dominating beauty and great power. His powers, his loins, his seed, all of that filling the Sith Maiden vessel that was Naressa, conceived the very omen of the Republic’s end and the Jedi Order’s destruction, the Dark Hope of the Sith. 

Her name was Juna, named after the ancient Corellian goddess of love by her mother whose origins were originally from the same world. Not a name Palpatine himself would have named her, but perfect nonetheless when he hopes eventually she will destroy all those who do not bend a knee to the Sith’s will; such a contradiction of a namesake to make the philosophers ponder as they enter eternity caused by her hand. Of course he had no say in naming her, for like with Naressa when she was baby the Sith had lost control over the process. Naressa was the daughter of the Sith Mistress Darth Rune, whom was continuing the process of bringing Sith Maiden life to realization as all her predecessors before her had so in the future the Dark Hope would be born. But the cruelest fate decider of them all, blind luck, intervened, and Naressa’s father had whisked her away to safety, out of the Sith’s hands. 

Thinking of Naressa caused him to wince in pain and shuffle his feet a little to prevent any unnecessary growths from showing. A few of his colleagues noticed the stutter steps in his stride, but Dace waved their concerns away, letting them no it wasn’t a heart condition or anything of the like. But in truth it was such an attack of his heart, but of the broken apart kind. And even if they all knew who he truly was as a Dark Lord of the Sith, they could never understand his plight at all. Their one night stand was so much more between them than just that, the moments too intimate and too memorable that it only lacked the element of sharing their dark presences with one another; a practice written in vast stores of Sithian literature that is said to be unequaled by any form of natural, instinctive desire of lust; something that was never done because Palpatine had to keep his true self from his lover. 

What pained him the most for years was their separation from one another, a fact further fueled by his ambitions, because of her fears and because of his drive. She stayed in that loveless marriage to Bendian Rapier for Juna’s sake, to steer their daughter into politics and to avoid the Force within her. When Bendian died the opportunity arouse for him to seek Naressa out, but Naressa wouldn’t have it; she loved her late husband, and her daughter was far more important than the trysts that produced her.

Dace spent the next two years going over that, and it cultivated into him having very powerfully erotic dreams involving Naressa. Since they were both beings of darkness that had a moment that brung forth Juna’s existence, they shared a common dark element in the Force that at the time couldn’t be contained or controlled. It pushed him until he decided to resolve it by confronting Naressa about who he really was, and his willingness to be Juna’s father. And more importantly the two of them would guide their daughter to her destiny.

Big mistake. All of it was, and now he was paying the price. Naressa blackmailed him into silence about who he really was to Juna to prevent him from revealing the secret to Juna. As a Sith Maiden, an Force assilimorph fully conceived and consumed by the Dark Side of the Force, Naressa was far too powerful even for him to fight. He cut his losses, but the dreams faded away. He could be normal again, but the heartache was still there. It fueled him to carry on with the Sith’s ultimate goals, but Dace Palpatine couldn’t help to think of Naressa whenever he thought about Juna. No matter how consumed he allowed himself to be by the Dark Side, no matter what anger and hatred he built up towards Naressa for shutting him out, it could not dull the ache. The pain was there to stay, pain more suited for the lambs for slaughter that surrounded him at the moment. It was one of the reasons why he couldn’t smile.

The other was the business at hand here and now with Dace and several members of the Senate walking with Trade Federation Senator Lott Dod and Supreme Chancellor Finnis Valorum. The tall, lean leader of the Republic insisted on this walking meeting away from the Senate House; the very meeting place where all official government matters are addressed. Here it was the senior most Senators talking off the record over the latest proposal that Senator Dod had proposed. Although still a junior ranked Senator, Dace was invited along because as the representative of Naboo it affected their interest as well. Dace knew what this was about days in advance, the Force told him as much before his Sith’s Hands relayed the intelligence. However it was best to listen and pretend to be unknowing about it. After all he might impress them with his secret forehand knowledge insights.

As they approached one of the highest balconies of the Supreme Chancellor’s palace, surrounded by the winds and the vast cityscape that stretched on for eternity it seemed to all who had such vantage points, and they were the lucky ones, the graying Valorum said with careful political savvy, “You must understand that what you are proposing, Senator Dod, is counterproductive to the Republic’s long term goals for peace. You are throwing away what efforts we have made and some have died for.”

The taller Neimoidian, with his reddish bug eyes and square face, shook his head and said with heavy accent, “What the Trade Federation is proposing Chancellor is nothing more to an end to a means that is this war status that is still in affect. I am only proposing that all elements of the war between the Republic and the Vhinech-Mersader Conglomerate be ceased, allow all trade traffic to resume, and all prisoners of war released. It would be a charitable move on your part to table the measure.”

“By doing so I place the Vhinech in jeopardy,” noted Valorum. “They are not prisoners of war, but political refugees who are under a constant state of threat.”

“In whose crosshairs? It has been years since the public has cared about their existence.” 

“So you are telling me that once all war elements have been ceased and declassified the Trade Federation will not seek out and commence orbital bombardments on the Vhinech’s new home world?”

Senator Dod put a hand to his chest as they all came to a stop on the balcony. “You have our people’s word on that we will do no such thing.”

“This from a world who charged it’s own people and other worlds the broadcast rights to a Vhinech female’s execution on Neimoidia,” said Senator Ewinis Farao of Corellian, Chairman of the Republic Defense Committee. “Your people’s hatred for them eclipses your people’s better judgment, Senator Dod. You hate them more than you have hated your rivals, the MerCons.” He held up a finger to bring up another point. “And have you forgotten that the Vhinech renegades assassinated 20 world leaders only a few months ago. To fully demilitarize everything now lets them take another shot at 20, or perhaps 200 more leaders. Or Senators.”

“That has never been fully ascertained that the Vhinech were behind the assassinations and you’re way out of line, Senator Farao,” chimed Asks Moe, the representative of Malestare. His three eyes zoned in on all his two eyed counterparts. “I must concur with Senator Dod. This need to maintain a high military presence on trade routes merely based on political assassination that occurred several months ago is a little much, and doing so when there is no threat other than minor terrorist groups causing trouble. We are politicians; the threat of death is actually part of the job. This war status, over 10 years old, as not had one major conflict equaled to a skirmish compared to Evramora. It is burning up valuable resources both in the Republic treasury and private businesses who can’t move their merchandise.”

Valorum was ready for a retort. “That may be so. However the Mersader Conglomerate rogues show no signs of surrender, and their weaponry, along with the Vhinech Order who refuse to surrender as well, makes them still a formidable opponent. And although we do not know conclusively if the Vhinech were involved in the assassinations, the precision and detail of those attacks were too well coordinated to be anyone else.”

“And may I add that the heightened war status enacted after the assassinations has prevented your colleagues in the Senate from going home to their love ones, their families, their culture.”

“Well,” mused Senator Farao, “isn’t being away from our families, like dying by the hands of assassins, just part of the job too, Asks?”

Valorum sighed heavily and waved everyone silent, especially Farao and Moe who were about to engage in a shouting match, as he looked out towards the Jedi Temple, some 10 kilometers away but very visible in the city-dominated skyline. Finally he said, “Senator Palpatine, what is Naboo’s position on revoking the war status?”

Lott Dod shot Palpatine a hard look, trying to remind the Nubian Senator the compromise they made together that bought Palpatine’s vote in declaring war in the first place 10 years ago. 

Palpatine, unbeknownst to his colleagues, did it so he could get back at the Vhinech Order for interfering in his plans for Juna in the long run, which he did through a tiberium-fusion bomb set up that wiped out nearly all the Vhinech and damaging Evramora beyond survivable. Being that Juna was a Nubian ambassador that was abducted by the Vhinech during the initial stages of the conflict, many undecided planets awaited Palpatine’s vote, which would reflect Queen Landana’s position on the matter; a position she was going to remain neutral on. Palpatine, however, not only voted for the measure but also co-sponsored it with the Trade Federation with the promise that the Trade Federation would handle all of Naboo’s long range military affairs in the war; his vote meant, and based on the procedure of the vote, that Naboo had to also vote on ending the war as well. In exchange other than voting, Palpatine assured them that he would be favorable to them for now when matters that pertain to them came up. Dodd was making it clear with the look he gave Palpatine that this was one of those times; Naboo’s vote to end the war would swing others to vote the same way.

Dace Palpatine was tempted to do so for his own personal reasons. The Vhinech, regardless of where they were and what they were doing, are just as much as a threat to the Sith Order as it was to both the Republic and the Jedi Order. With every single being in their ranks born to use the Force it meant that every Vhinech child born could become a weapon. Worse was the fact that a very powerful Dark Side entity, Magus Prophet, lead them; undoubtedly training them in the Dark Arts as they all stood around here and talked about matters. The Vhinech monster was too well trained, too smart, and too ruthless; in another lifetime and where no ego was in sight perhaps Darth Sidious and Magus Prophet could have been allies. However Prophet was driven by animalistic desires so primal it made him, if he were one, the perfect Sith warrior; living by instincts guided by rage and aggression and greed. All that made him too dangerous to be trusted or to continue living in Palpatine’s estimation. 

And the fact that Prophet lusts for his daughter may play into his needs to destroy him as well; a strong fatherly concern tempered with the Sith’s long term plans. When Prophet told Palpatine that he loved Juna during the Evramora crisis, and that he would train her, he just about lost his concentration and blew his cover when they were on a ship in which a horde of Jedi Knights surrounded its outside. Prophet dared him to do something on that day, and do so because he wanted to eliminate the competition; with the Sith out of the way his access to Juna would have one less obstacle. With Juna under Prophet’s control, no one could stop him.

So it was all too tempting to agree with Senator Dodd. Have the location declassified, have Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch reveal it’s location since he is the only one that truly knows where it is; his own agents haven’t found anything pointed to a direction, and all indications are that even the Republic Navy group stationed there don’t know where they are thanks to Jedi mind wipes; the isolation also made possible based on the fact that several hundred unmarried personnel with no family ties have vanished from several Republic destroyers with no indication that they did leave nor did their commanding officers cared. Palpatine was more than willing to find out where this Sanctuary was and have the Vhinech finished off. 

And Moe made a point for once in his life; Palpatine wanted to leave Coruscant but thanks to those assassinations a general resolution proposed and passed by a frightened Bith Senator kept them all here. He had Sith affairs to attend to personally and long range communication with either holocomm or the Force was not advisable given the heightened security in the Core Worlds alone. He had an apprentice to take back to Korriban and have him go through a rigorous training session that required a lot of Force usage; with the Jedi Temple so close only Coruscant’s planet filled bleakness was the only thing shielding their basic uses of the Force but not enough to where a good work out session could take place. One vote for yes would change all that.

“Her Majesty’s position on the matter is that until the Mersader Conglomerate and the Vhinech Order unconditionally surrender, the war status is to remain active,” said Dace with as much of his charming tone as he could muster in his voice. “Queen Angelleia insists on no compromise.”

Lott Dod’s anger was very readable, so much so Dace did not need his Force insight to read its levels. Dace’s decision to not take the Trade Federation side was two fold. One was for the good of the Sith Order; at a later time the Trade Federation may prove to be useful in his bid to rule the Republic; to have their anger towards the Naboo be used in some sort of ingenious plot that he can concoct with very little time. And two he’s made great strides and progress to keep himself within Angelleia’s good graces. After years of working together as political allies Juna as grown to trust him. To defy her will now would throw away any chance for him to make another attempt at obtaining her for the Sith cause. There was, though, another way but it wasn’t going to involve him directly and therefore it kept his hands clean from oversight. So, he wins on all fronts.

Dace continued. “The Chancellor is right; the Vhinech are political refugees accepting the asylum package over 80 percent of the Senate agreed upon, which includes being protected at all cost and by all means. Let’s not forget they have been fighting since the first day of their existence. If anything, other than the fact that they are war hardened, they do deserve a chance to live in peace.” He looked at the others, mostly alien, with concern on his face; they were all fools for a Human face. “The worse case scenario is that are released. Now say someone does seek vengeance and fails. The Vhinech may feel that the Republic as a whole, and not a foolish party, is to blame. We made a deal with them. We should keep it for the safety of the Republic.”

“[Senator Palpatine does make a point],” said Senator Essu of Sullust, speaking through his protocol droid. “[The Vhinech believe in the Path religion deeply, and one thing that is a constant in that religion’s texts is honor. We made a pledge, as an organized community, to protect them and give them a home, which in turn they would freely be imprisoned on this new home of theirs. They will take offense if we go back on our word. And such a violation of trust will give them another 1,000 years of motivation which neither us or them could afford].” He let his pudgy finger fall on his large lips in contemplative thought. “[I propose a compromise: other than the declassification of Sanctuary, the war should be voted over, but maintain a reasonable security status of yellow. That way trade lanes will not be under such tight scrutiny, and if another attack should arise we can go to red status with one swift vote.]”

“That is totally unacceptable,” shouted Dod in frustration. “You cannot just pick apart the war declaration and provisions.”

“[Well, I am going to propose it. Give me one good reason why I should not.]”

“If you do so,” butted in Asks Moe, “I will request that all military personnel attached to Sanctuary be pulled off the detail. If no one is to know of it’s location, than why do we have such a situation that guarantees that it will be discovered.”

Chancellor Valorum shook his head. “I am assured by the Jedi that its location is not one where someone can happen to just ‘drop by’, or care about it’s surrounding sectors. But given the fact that the Vhinech spy net is very good, if the reports from the defectors are accurate, we cannot let them just waltz into the system and make those Vhinech on Sanctuary fighters again. The battle group is there for very good reason; to prevent aggressors and detain possible informants.”

Dod threw his hands up in the air and said, “I knew this non-recorded chat was a waste of my time.” With that the tall alien proceeded to leave and very rudely bumped into Dace’s body on purpose. He didn’t apologize as he, Moe, and several others left. Soon the other Senators left, leaving Dace and Valorum by themselves upon Valorum’s hidden signaled insistence.

The Republic leader heaved his shoulders in a sigh and said, “I don’t have to be the one to tell you, Dace, that you made an enemy today.”

“Thank you, Finnis, I wasn’t aware that I did,” joked Dace back. Noting Valorum’s gaze, he asked, “How much you know?”

“Landana was on my ear shortly after you voted on Naboo’s behalf for war. She gave me all the details. And of course the vote recently on taxing trade routes you voted against the measure, making it 20 for 20 for non-passage ever since the measure has come up for vote after Evramora.”

“Queen Angelleia hates unnecessary taxation being the conservative that she is. And I think it has something to do with one of her closest friends being a one-time smuggler. At his behest she doesn’t want worlds to hire illegal shippers if they can avoid the tax and tariff collectors so such taxation policies needed to be voted down.”

Valorum looked at him again and shook his head. He said, “Pardon the expression, but you cannot bullshit a bullshiter, Dace. I know Angelleia; trade routes are the furthest thing from her mind. But if that is your ‘official’ stance on the subject, then we both know where you stand politically.”

Dace had to smile at that, and not because Valorum was snickering at the joke; if the naive fool only knew what his true official stance was it would make the older man older in seconds rather than years. For now, though, he had to be the fool for them all. The fool they could trust and never be afraid of.

“I know how to avoid bantha fodder, Finnis,” remarked Dace with a wink before leaving. “You take one lllllllloooooooonnnnnnnngggggggg stride to either side of it. Which side you choose to step is all a matter of timing and who’s more unwilling to clean your shoe if you don’t avoid the mess.” 

He left the chuckling Supreme Chancellor, leaving the large palace behind him to head to his personal office building. He stopped at the nearby plaza fountain and took note of the palace. With a steely gaze he looked towards the distant west and above all others stood the Jedi Temple; not the most majestic architectural wonder, but with it’s height it seemingly betrayed, in Dace’s Sithian opinion, omnipotence; an omnipotence that will be torn down and the materials used to build an even grandeur palace once he becomes the lone ruler of this galaxy.

With a little smile on his face, Dace turned and walked right into an approaching Lott Dodd. The Neimoidian looked at him and sneered, “Ambitious sight seeing, Senator Palpatine? Dreaming of something that cannot be yours? You Humans give yourself too much credit, especially when you draw against your imagination.”

“What would give you such an idea, Senator Dod,” Dace questioned. “An imagination, that is.”

“Don’t play games with me, Nubian.” Dod pointed a rude, long finger in his counterpart’s face. “We wasted several destroyers for your people in the war. Not to mention personnel and equipment lost.”

“You offered the help, I didn’t ask for it. We agreed to a deal and I am holding it up.”

“Then do so now, and propose a resolution to end and declassify this conflict.”

Dace just shook his head and said, “I have voted for the Trade Federation too favorably as of late. Given your organization’s reputation I can’t necessarily be seen as your lackey like Asks Moe. Especially when Queen Angelleia is watching. She holds me to a high esteem.”

“You apply pressure to her buttocks with your lips constantly is what you are doing. And make no mistake; I know she is making Pirus Krendel run so you can retain power at your delicate position. It is so obvious to everyone, but they are afraid of her retort.”

Dace couldn’t help to frown at Dod. He found himself doing that a lot more lately, especially when someone mentions Juna in a bad way. Basically now he just manages to control is ire instead of his expressions, preventing himself from using Force lightening to fry the Neimoidian filth that was in front of him. With a little smirk, he said, “My dear Senator, Naboo is so far away. My lips, unlike your rubbery perverted mounds, cannot stretch that far.”

Dod said disgustingly, “Perverted! Perverted, eh?” He thrust his finger in Dace’s face. “You wait, Nubian. One of these days your people are going to cry for our help, and we’re not going to be there.”

Dace just stepped back a few steps. “With Queen Angelleia as our leader, we don’t need your help.” He turned and took his leave, his anger threatening to overtake his good judgment.

Dod just said with haughtiness, “If you say so, Senator Palpatine.” 

CHAPTER 3.1

With a change of clothing and civility, Darth Sidious proceeded through the hidden recesses and crawlways that existed throughout his apartment tower down towards the lower bowels of the planet-city’s superstructure. If there was ever the perfect haven to hide out from the Jedi it honestly could be found on Coruscant, where over the many thousands of years the city just kept being built up and up, built on and on, and more construction everyday to accommodate the ever increasing population and political climate changes; with so many feet and even miles of steel and structure there are whole areas of security unreachable by modern means to where anyone may do whatever they wanted. 

He discovered this on his many explorations down in these man-made catacombs, coming across the many different victims of society, be it the poor, the forgotten, or the raped, beaten, and murdered; the latter three not necessarily in that order based on how he found those bodies. Sidious even discovered a lost society some 10,000 feet below the main street level who honestly thought it was eternally dark on Coruscant; that the roofed sky above their heads was their limit.

Darth Sidious eventually found a location only 7 years ago that was perfect for training and using his dark powers. He had to clear out the blood drain-worshipping cult that lived there, but it was a nice exercise. It also tested its dark barriers of seclusion; the Jedi never came to investigate any disturbances in the Force they may have felt from him. But that was becoming of no consequence everyday now; ever since Juna’s birth the galaxy has been tilting towards a Dark Side mindset; especially here, where such mindsets are furthered influenced. Soon with all the corruption Sidious could use the full blunt of his powers and have them be undetected by even the most powerful of Jedi.

For now there was a need for restraint. And he had to remind his apprentice of that. Darth Sidious entered the large chamber and noted Darth Maul’s youthful form spinning about with his lightsaber and deflecting shot after shot from the 3 seeker remotes firing at him.

Once again, he had the laser bolts set to lethal and not stun. 

Sidious kept his snarl down and his disgust to a minimum. Pulling out his lightsaber, he ignited the weapon, charged in, and with relative ease destroyed the remotes before they could even target him. With the third remote destroyed, he turned his blade on Maul and the two engaged in an impromptu battle. Sidious could see the fear in his pupil’s yellow-red eyes, the teenage male not remembering to stay prepared for anything that may be thrown at him. And based on the sheen of sweat on his red and black tattooed face, Maul had been practicing with those remotes for too long. With no thrills it took Sidious 12 points of aggression to knock Maul’s lightsaber from his grip, and with a mighty bellow swung his blade at his apprentice’s head. Maul froze, closed his eyes…

And at the last moment, Sidious shut down the lightsaber and decked the youth in the face hard with an overhand right. The blow, Force-enhanced, sent Maul flying off his feet and on his back a good ten feet away. As blood dripped from his broken and busted open nose, Sidious coldly walked over and with both his feet stood on Maul’s wrists before the Sith Apprentice could rise. Maul laid back down and like a man of the Sith forced his eyes open to look up at his master. Sidious took his unlit lightsaber and pointed it towards Maul’s face and said, “Give me one good reason why I should not kill you for your insubordination.”

Maul took in some air and calmly said, “Because I do not listen well, my Master. And I crave to learn how to. Only you can show me.”

Sidious weighed those words and let out a huff of amusement. He remembered almost saying the same thing when his Master, Lord Darth Hades, kicked his ass for being such a disobedient pupil. Maul’s lucky; Hades was an alien with great strength without the Force augmenting his strength; Sidious could still feel the broken bones phantomlike floating in his body unhealed. They forever scar him to remember what he was taught and never to forget. For a Sith Apprentice bleeding and living to tell about it is good.

Which Sidious decided to let Maul live by stepping off Maul’s wrist and putting his lightsaber away. Sidious waited for the 18 year old to rise up, crossing his arms in totally defiance and even daring his pupil to charge him. Maul stood at attention and Sidious said, “You would do better to obey me, my young apprentice. I can understand the feelings of non-use and non-learning. It gives you feelings of frustration, which leads to anger. And you are a creature in need for such anger release, and you find it in these remotes. However it does us no good if you cannot control your needs and desires to my satisfaction. I am the architect of your aggression, and until you are ready I and I alone will tell you when to display it.” He eyed him coldly. “When I tell you to wait for me, you will do so through meditation and not through picking up your weapon because YOU feel like it. Patients, my young apprentice, is our ultimate weapon against the Jedi. You better learn or I will beat it into you until you do learn it or you die. Which come first is no consequence to me.”

Maul was angry with himself for what he had done and it showed on his face. However he could not hide his frustration. “My Master, forgive me, but I feel caged up by this miserable circumstance in which we find ourselves in. I understand the need for restraint, but under the circumstances I feel it has been too long for the both of us. I feel I can handle the intermediate levels. I am ready to learn them so we can begin to crush the Jedi.”

Sidious let out a chuckle and shook his head. Cruel-like, he mused, “Simple fool. Even with the intermediate levels you will not be ready for the Jedi. I admire your convictions to darkness, Lord Maul, but reel it in. It has no reason to run around freely unless I say so.”

“Yes, my Master,” he said with a little head bow.

“Matters, however, are beginning to look favorable towards your self interest. Steps are to be taken soon to lift the sequester motion on the Senate. Once it is the Senate will adjourn for a month. We will return to Korriban and progress your training further.”

He could see Maul trying not to smile. He loved the news, but felt if he smiled it would downgrade him as a Dark Side warrior who’s virtues are wickedness and ruthlessness where smiling is a sign of light side weakness; the very aspects of living as those who embrace the Va’der. 

Sidious himself was a little homesick, having missed Korriban for several months. A world filled with an even parallel of darkness; far different than Coruscant because in a way Coruscant’s darkness was more manufactured. Korriban was a place of pure, natural evil and death that one could feel without the Force. So Sidious could not blame if Maul let loose with a tooth filled grin if the circumstances were different. That is circumstances in which he was not insubordinate; these very hidden recesses were a young Nadja Moranna’s patrol grounds and if a Jedi had recently followed in the unconventional Jedi’s footsteps then the whole illusion of no Sith in existence would cease. 

Sidious finally said, “But that is still in the future. This is in the here and now, your only concern. Do you have the items I have requested for you to bring down here?”

“Yes, my Master.” Maul walked over and showed Sidious a 5-foot long chain with a ankle shackle attached to it. “I have all ready installed the chain to the floor.”

“Then lock yourself in and we shall begin.” Sidious pulled out his lightsaber as Maul attached the shackle to his ankle. Once done, Sidious charged at his defenseless apprentice with his whirling blade, hell bent to make contact with Darth Maul’s partially restrained form. The exercise was simple; Maul had to keep moving and stay alive for the next hour. Sidious had confidence that Maul would, even though the wounds inflicted in this exercise may sideline Maul for a while; and if it does, then perhaps he would understand the meaning of patience. But if Maul had been listening, and believed in the Dark Side of the Force, then the wounds will not be severe and be kept at a minimum. More importantly he will still be alive.

And Darth Sidious kept the faith in regards to the Dark Side. Soon it will work its influence into the Senate and the travel band will be lifted. Very soon it will aide the Sith Order in eliminating the Vhinech. And perhaps with time and careful planning it will show him the way to Juna without having to go through Naressa. It was going to happen, the question was when, and more importantly how. Perhaps the answers would be found on Korriban, the only place once Juna joins him that she would consider her true home.

