CHAPTER 55.0

“Again.”

On that command, Darth Maul came at Darth Sidious and the two Sith Lords connected in repetition over and over with their dual bladed lightsabers. They moved against one another aggressively, and to someone who didn’t know they would actually see it as an actual fight. Their speed and fluidity of movement was fast and charging, their red blades move with such speed it was as if the two Sith Lords were surrounded by a large burning red energy field, and when their deadly weapons clashed in a high rate of frequency the strobe affect bordered blinding and the noise could grind back into sand. 

It was a symphony of confined order, measured use of a learned craft, and a chaotic form of improvisation that would make a music lover cringe if it were music, but to warriors of darkness such as themselves it was at times better than sex. The release of aggression, the need to remove the inferior and the subtle joy of finishing off a fool who believes to be stronger than them put them on a high conquest. The opponent was an obstacle in the way, but an obstacle that could fight back and give challenge. Like any obstacle it had to be overcome. When a Sith did so, especially with the spilling of blood, they truly knew the meaning of gratification. 

For a Sith Lord it was satisfying to prove superiority and do so time and time again. To prove once again that the Dark Side is the true power of the Force, that to rule over the weak and the inferior is a far better way to live than the proposition of existence over serving on knees and under the weak and the inferior. If the simpletons were so afraid of the dangers of the universe, then they should have just let the Sith enslave them. Through their reliant need of their masters, the Sith would have easily taken care of them, justice would be swifter than any icy current of rough ride waters, and with one ruler instead of 50,000 thinkers and one useless leader there would be no trifle, time consuming matters. Their rule would be simple; obey or die.

Alas it had not happen in the past, but Darth Sidious looked forward to that rule in the future. That is if he didn’t make one vital mistake along the way, which included this exercise in lightsaber fighting. 

Sidious was confident in many things, confident enough to have Lord Maul come at him full tilt and with intent with his weapon to try and kill him. It was a routine they have done many times before, a way to gage Maul’s progress and to see whether or not as Sith Master if he deserved to maintain that rank. If not, and if Maul killed him, then it was obviously simple that Sidious was not meant to be the leader of this Order. That he was in the view of the Dark Side that weak element that hindered the progress of not just his apprentice but the entire plan of conquest. If that were the case, he did deserve to die.

Sidious backhanded Maul so hard the apprentice fell to the ground and about cut himself in half with the dual bladed weapon; no, today Sidious was not going to die. Maul, certainly by kicking his lightsaber with his knee to cause it to bound over his laying head to prevent death, didn’t want to die either. Sidious, hardly breathing after an hour of action that saw little breaks, just said, “Again.”

Maul, breathing heavily but not so much where he was too tired to continue, rolled over the way of his left shoulder, landed on his feet behind the shaft of his weapon, kicked the weapon up and before he grabbed it he flipped over it. By the time he landed the weapon was all ready coming at Sidious with every intention of taking off his head. The move was both spectacular and meant to be a distraction. 

Sidious taught him it, and he could defend against it in his dreams. Although Maul was being spontaneous and creative, it was the Sith Master that molded that creativity. There were always smidges of his influence in a parry, a thrust, a turn, or a flick of the wrist and Sidious could see it all. Motivation, of course, was very easy; until he began to train Maul that Sidious himself realized that Master Hades did not show everything there was to know. That irked Sidious with feelings as an apprentice that his Master was holding back, and it grew with every revelation, and it didn’t reach an apex until Naressa showed him first hand what power she possessed. 

Now Maul was furious at his Master and rightly so; the Dark Side encourages gaining all power and that included the knowledge to obtain such omnipotence. Every little detail, every shred of fact, was meant to be known, used, or abused to achieve above all, including those who were above you. Sidious knew these feelings all too well as an apprentice, visualizing at times when he engaged in these exercises with his master, the feelings of dominance fueled by the fact he was only the learner and thus treated as such. There was, indeed, respect between Sith Master and apprentice, but the respect was limited by time and by how much of a chance the Sith Master was willing to take on what he taught his inheritor. 

Maul had discovered that he was being held back, not being taught or told of a great many things. Sidious could feel that in the attack with his eyes close, which he was fighting Maul with his eyes closed with that before thought of confidence that he would not die by his apprentice’s hands. He taught Maul, he limited Maul, and this was his time, not Maul’s, to rule the galaxy. Obviously the not ruling thought was not on Maul’s mind…yet, but not being told about the Sith Maidens and what little Sidious revealed to Maul about Juna’s Sith heritage was there to augment the all ready pressured and strained relationship they had as Master and apprentice. Sidious himself was none to happy about the Sith Maiden revelation since it came after he had sex with Naressa. Of course the hate didn’t last for he had the extra benefits that went with the knowledge, the fact his child would be the very key to ending everything the Sith despised.

Again, as he blocked Maul’s surging attack and pushed him back with a gesture, Sidious was not surprised at all by the strain; as Maul learns and not learns more, the deeper he falls into the embrace of the Dark Side, the more Maul will crave what he thinks he can have. Maul’s only benefit, with the knowledge, is that he knows.

Finally Sidious ordered, “Enough!” Maul was a bit slow shutting off his weapon, but he did so eventually. Sidious, however, wasn’t amused. “I see you want more.”

“I do Master,” he muttered with tired breath. He bent down and retrieved his Sith cloak, putting it on methodically after attaching his lightsaber to his belt and keeping his eyes locked on his mentor. “However you know what is best for me.”

“And never forget that, Lord Maul. You know just as well as I that I control you because you can’t control yourself. Your impatience on Naboo proved that loudly.” Sidious wasn’t going to let that wound heal at all; he wanted it to fester long after the bruised ribs and other injuries he had inflicted on Maul were a hundred percent healed. The Vhinech got away with the knowledge of having fought a Sith Lord, especially having fought Lord Maul. Sidious could train his apprentice in a new fighting style, but not only was that time consuming it was also pointless; in order to show an opponent anything new and unavoidable one must still employ a set basic maneuver strategy both in body and weapon to get there. 

Maul knew that, and by Sidious reminding him so rudely it knocked the apprentice off his growing high perch. Sidious pointed at him and said, “Thanks to your incompetence, the Vhinech will now have an idea what to expect from us if we need to engage them.”

“Then we should engage them now, Master, before they all learn and attack us.”

“Trouble with that Maul is where to start. They have ysalamiri, and with that advantage they cloak us from sensing them outright.” Sidious shook his head vehemently. “If we did know, again the ysalamiri is a hindrance that we cannot combat.” Reaching down he grabbed his Sith robe and threw it on. “They have the advantage on all fronts in one form or another.”

“Then why do they wait if they are so superior to us, the Jedi, or the Republic?” he asked.

Sidious smirked. “It’s not a matter of superiority, Lord Maul. It’s advantage. Realize that you can have the most powerful super weapon in the universe and it means nothing if you cannot use it properly.” He began to lead Maul on a long walk back to the annex; they had originally ran to the distant site so the apprentice wasn’t distracted by his curiosity towards the Sith Maidens; Maul had felt their power from time to time and vaguely remembered Naressa protecting him. “The same goes with Sith training. You may want the power, or perhaps you do have it. However if you do not learn to use it wisely you will only lose advantage.”

Maul joined Sidious slightly behind and to the right as it was customary for all apprentices; he was not his Master’s equal, and therefore they did not share the same space. “This Magus Prophet feels Juna Rapier is the advantage.”

“Yes, my young apprentice. That is his motivation, and it will be his undoing if I have anything to do about it.” Sidious had thought about the subject for quite awhile now and had come to the conclusion that Prophet would not move against the Republic without Juna under his control. “With this hidden army that he has there seems to be a limit to how he controls them. They are activated, they attack blindly, and then they die. No strategy is involved, just large random acts of violence that generate a wide ranging paranoia.”

“Fear makes the nerfs cower, begging for a ranch hand to save them or slaughter them.”

“Indeed, fear is now the Republic’s master. That is what they deserve for following the Jedi. However it should be us that are supposed to control them, control the fear and the hate and the despair. The Vhinech are treading on our sacred ground.”

“So how do we slay the bastards and bitches without the threat of reprisal, Master?” asked Maul with that distinct growl in his dark voice.

“Information, Lord Maul,” mused Sidious, actually not too pleased with the subject. “Information that may lead us to them, to a weakness in their plot.”

“Perhaps, my Master, it would be prudent to remove that one factor: Juna Rapier.” Maul’s eagerness seemed to betray action more than planning which meant only one thing: removal…for good. “Without her, Prophet may fall apart if he so emotionally attached.”

Sidious turned around abruptly and brought his apprentice to a stop with his disapproving glare. “Juna is part of the Sith’s vested interests, so killing her is out of the question. If I hear of it again, I will ‘remove’ you.” He turned back around just as abruptly has he had turned to confront Maul and continued to walk, once again amazed how he totally personalized that. So much so there was a long, welcomed silence between them.

A silence Sidious took full measure of in personal thought. Naressa’s words from a few days ago hung there on his mind and he couldn’t shake them, he couldn’t meditate them away, and obviously getting mad at Maul just a few seconds ago only brought up her question. Would he beat his only child if she displeased him? Would he do it, would he actually take the full might of his power and torture Juna with it if, say, he asked her to join him and she refused? Would he do to Juna what he felt like he wanted to do to Naressa?

Were they both, in a way, one of the same if the events ever happened?

He shook his head; crisis of conscious was nothing a Sith Lord faces. A Sith Lord does what needs to be done. Those around him were meaningless except when needed to be used. Maul, the Hands, the idiots he employed while being Dace Palpatine and yes even Naressa and Nebula were his to use; the latter two harder to exploit for any gain, but by no means were they totally beyond his abuse. The judges, the picked juries, the gangsters, the drug addicts, the soldiers and the peaceniks; all of them, every single last male, female, child and pet, was his to exploit, to manipulate, to do as he very damn well pleased.

After all that, Juna managed to escape that list. There had to be a reason why he cooled his dark thoughts, as well as needing to defend her more so than a man who was supposedly not her father, whenever he thought of her and it was becoming more and more like that recently. She was important to him, but now…was it because she was the Dark Hope of the Sith, or was it because she was Juna Rapier his daughter?

Sidious sighed it away; whenever he thought of Juna Naressa wasn’t that far behind. Getting back to conversation, he said, “There are plans for a removal, Lord Maul, but not the kind you would expect. Rapier will be coming here. Her mother will guarantee it once the time is right. As for now we must ascertain more information on the Vhinech. The information from the Supreme Chancellor’s office is still woefully incomplete.”

They came over a large bluff and when the annex came into view Sidious noted the two black smudges in front of it, causing both Sith Lords to stop. Maul came up beside him and pulled out his electrobinoculars. Looking, he said, “The Sith Maidens.”

“Speak of the Devils,” mumbled Sidious. It was curious to see them, especially when Nebula was so adamant about having so little contact with them and after what happened yesterday the old woman – boy, Maul was going to have a hard time accepting Nebula Ryder as a old woman given her good looks – should have been down to give him another lecture. That in mind, Sidious worked his mouth as if trying to work up actually poisonous venom to get ready to spit Nebula with, or bite; Sidious wasn’t above biting; Naressa, if she remembered, knew he bite all too well. Giving him a lecture was one thing, but in front of his apprentice was going beyond too far.

Unless…”Come on,” he said now with growing suspicion, but towards a positive possibility. Did Nebula bring Naressa down to talk about getting Juna back? It was a bit too soon for that in his opinion. Then again it explains their presence. In time they arrived at the annex to find both females with their eyes closed, the full bloom of their powers now very detectable. That is Naressa’s was. Nebula’s power was impressive but nothing that Sidious imagined resembling her prime, even her prime prior to achieving the Fading Light form.

“Brothers,” said Nebula after a smile grew on her face. Her opening eyes, in which Naressa followed right along in perfect sync, followed her warm greeting. She let her eyes note Maul. “Belated greeting, Darth Maul. I am Sith Maiden Matriarch Nebula Nimh Ryder and this is my granddaughter, Sith Maiden Matriarch Naressa Jaina Rapier.”

Sidious gave Maul a look and the Sith apprentice took a knee, the Master reminding him through his eyes that the Sith Maidens held rank over him, and therefore they too were Maul’s Masters. With a bowed head, Maul said, “An honor and privilege it is to serve you, my Ladies.”

Sidious noted that Nebula was taking the lead in this pageantry so Naressa could observe to see how it was done. Nebula walked over, reached down, and totally caught Maul off guard by her caring hands urging him to rise. On his feet the Sith Maiden kissed him on the forehead and embraced him in a loving hug. She said to him, “Bless you, Lord Maul, for being our warrior, our protector, and our brother. May the Dark Side make you strong, make you swift, and make you invincible.”

“T-Thank you,” said Maul a bit bewildered, and Nebula stepped back to assume her position. The Sith Lord seemed very…well, he wasn’t sure what happened by the look on his face if Sidious read his tattooed face right. He never seen his apprentice so lost by something. This from a being who grasped the art of killing efficiently on his first day of training, couldn’t understand appreciation towards him when he saw it, or in this case felt it. 

“We come to aide you, Master Sidious,” said Nebula to move things along. “One of our own is out there among the worthless. She needs our help before the Vhinech take her away from us.”

“We were discussing that very subject from our walk back here,” said Sidious, gesturing to Maul in the process. The Sith Lord in response stood up a little straighter and paid closer attention. “We feel more information is needed before we make a strategic move.”

“We agree with you.” Nebula gestured towards Naressa, which made Sidious look at her. “Naressa Jaina has means to obtain such information.”

“Our informants are nestled deep in the Supreme Chancellor’s office gathering the information as it becomes available. With patience we will have all that we need I ensure you.”

Naressa stepped forward towards him, taking two steps and then coming to a halt still beyond his reach. Sympathetically, she looked at him with quiet hope in her eyes, a unspoken need for him to listen to what she had to say. “I’m afraid, Sidious, that our Daughter is running out of time.”

“Our daughter, my Lady?” asked Maul out of place. Sidious looked at him disapprovingly and the apprentice turned his head away with the understanding that he should not ask another question. Sidious had left out the fact that Juna was his daughter; it eliminated the chance that Maul would exploit a potential weakness in his armor. 

With that, Sidious couldn’t dispute it anymore; Juna was his daughter and he cared about her. She was the Dark Hope and she was his daughter. He was officially now a Sith Master and a father worried about something he cared for. “How so?”

“I had a dream this morning,” she said quietly, and thankful that he was listening. “It was a sequel to the dream I had the other day where I inadvertently called the asteroids to Korriban. It was still blurry and unreadable, but in both cases Juna was crying for help. They were desperate pleas for help, too desperate to be trivialized and ignored. I feel something worse than death is going to happen to her.”

“Prophet.”

“I believe it to be so, yes.”

Sidious worked his mouth around angrily as the thought worked through him, really only one idea came to mind when it came to fates worse than death. Prophet’s desires for his daughter bordered too heavily on the obsessive need of ownership; he ‘loved’ her, the bastard disgustingly admitted that to him 10 years ago on the Republic cruiser on board his V-Hauler. 

“Then how do you purpose to help us?” Sidious asked, glaring a little at Naressa. There was no deception he could detect from them; he just wasn’t used to dark sincerity.

He watched Naressa at first look at Nebula, in which the old woman gave her a head nod to proceed. She turned to him and said, “GRS45293482039202. I’m sure you have heard it.”

CHAPTER 55.1

“So what is GRS45293482039202?” asked a perplexed Darth Maul.

Nebula looked at the young Sith Lord and couldn’t help to think that Lord Sidious was a bit too deceitful about leaving his apprentice so deep in the dark about politics. Then again, Lord Sidious never thought he was going to die; of course not, since he’s the Dark Hope’s father it will be he that leads the Sith to its greatest glory so why would he need to tell Maul the finer points of politics and low level bureaucracy. Like all Sith learning the way of the Va’der they were expendable tools of hate until they reached a very defining point, the death of their Masters or their own deaths. It was again the glaring drawbacks of the lack of faith and family that have continued to plague the religion. 

She felt a little for Maul. She was looking at a dead man; not now, not in the immediate future, but down the road he was going to die young.

However she was a little perplexed herself when Naressa Jaina told her of what she found in her meditations after having another nightmare about Juna. The riddle of the nightmare did intrigue Nebula so, but she couldn’t find anything in Naressa’s mind with a mind probe; that is the mind probe failed on her too much, another indication that her powers were waning. After ensuring her granddaughter that the answer would come Naressa went to work on finding a solution to her relationship problem with Lord Sidious. Only one thing came to mind: Galactic Republic Senate voted approved measure 45293482039202.

Now all four Sith were nestled inside the Sith Lord’s annex, huddled tightly around a data terminal that had a patch link with the Sith central command database, which in turn was linked to all the covert operations and sensing equipment in the Sith Order arsenal. Maul and Sidious stood patiently behind the seated Sith Maidens with Nebula off to the side a bit and Naressa tapping away on the terminal keys.

Still working, Naressa said without hesitation, “It stands for Galactic Republic Senate 45293482039202, a legislative measure better known as the Republic Data Revival, Restitution, and Modernization Amendment.”

Sidious’ features narrowed and he mused to Maul, “Then Senator Rapier wrote the legislation; just after he and Mistress Naressa were married. He was given the task under the Data Sovereignty Act to revamp the Republic’s ailing government connected data terminal network, from data pads to the HoloNet itself. I also recalled he left me out of it even though I was his close advisor.”

Naressa looked at him sympathetically. “That’s because the measure was my idea.” She turned back towards the terminal, again trying to access something on the outside. “Whenever I had an idea I told him to share it with no one unless it was required as part of the plan.”

Nebula smiled a little towards Sidious and said, “A wife does have to have her secrets.” The Sith just rolled his eyes and crossed his arms. “Tell them more, Naressa Jaina. I think it’s quite clever.”

The terminal beeped, and the crest of the Rapier Family Clan appeared on the screen. Naressa smirked mischievously and said, “Absolutely.” She turned towards Sidious and Maul by spinning her chair around to face them. “I had this need to see how close the Jedi were monitoring our activities if they suspected that we still existed. Turned out, this legislation bill after it was implemented, I was right.” 

Nebula butted in and craned her head to one side. “Darth Rune made a very glaring mistakes, Lord Sidious. She attacked a Jedi and left him alive.”

“If you mean Dux Gheruit, then that is no consequence,” noted Sidious. “He was found insane, purged, and then he attacked his family. His sister killed him.”

“Indeed he was, you’re right it happen and unfortunately it did. See the Jedi didn’t purge the man’s memory and Rune, leaving him for dead, left his memories too intact. Although it was strongly believed that they didn’t find pure evidence of our existence they still had some circumstantial evidence undoubtedly with what they saw. When Rune discovered Gheruit was still alive she knew she made an error and told me so in a letter. She told Master Hades to be very careful how he treaded.” Nebula grimaced a little. “That’s why our presence on Corellia was limited when Naressa Jaina was born.”

“Okay then how does it all come together in this bill?” asked Maul plaintively.

Naressa smiled smugly and said, “Information, Lord Maul. That is to own it even before it becomes information to steal, to be used, or abused. Furthermore do all that AND not let anyone else know. How do you do that?” She turned around when he didn’t answer right away, and then continued when she tapped a few keys. “By being the supplier of storage, the provider of thinking, and the power of moving it all along that complicated, bureaucratic hyperdrive lane.” 

The large room screen in front of them all on the nearby wall came to life and a map of the galaxy appeared. Tiny little dots soon flashed upon the screen, filling the galaxy with pinpoints of light like stars. Maul looked at the screen and said, “This isn’t a star chart. What is it?”

Sidious looked at it carefully, and then with a cocked eye he turned back to Naressa and said with a slight smirk, “Computer terminals.” He shook his head when she smiled and he looked back at the wall. Nebula could feel his emotions and knew he was impressed. “They are all computer terminals.”

“And HoloNet generators, and starships, and space stations, and market systems, and banks, and so on and so forth,” said Naressa. “You see the bill called for everything to be replaced within the Republic with new hardware, so I thought since Rapier Technologies was in the hardware business we might as well make a few billion credits back in the taxes forced on us.” 

Sidious turned to Lord Maul and held up a finger as the memories of that bill came back to him. “You see Bendian Rapier gave himself a capital gain benefit. He made Rapier Technologies the sole supplier of technology to cover the bill, his bill. He drafted the very legislation that makes him even more rich.”

“Well I let him have the credit,” mused Naressa. “It was my idea. I created subroutines and planted programs within hardware devices, usually in processing chips. These devices, in turn, were installed in all sorts of computer machinery. With them and a remote computer I can enter any system undetected. It’s untraceable because the program is just another integration subroutine in the operating language. And I can have free reign to do whatever I want, such as changing data or even deleting data entirely like it never existed.”

“A good example would be the investigation file on Naressa Jaina and her father’s disappearance and Faradi’s open murder case,” said Nebula with some pride in her voice. Naressa was really crafty and needed to be to cover her trail. Of course Naressa didn’t recall that she did to actually hide herself from her Sithian brothers as well as the Jedi, but she left the former out.

“Yes, they mysteriously ceased to be after Inspector Calvin Horn retired,” mused Naressa. “And strange he seemed to forget he had a case like that too.”

“Oh, that is clever,” smirked Sidious. He walked back over to Naressa and squatted down beside her. Nebula noted the movements and noticed how carefully he placed his hand on the back of Naressa seat, making sure he didn’t touch her. But the temptation was there, all be it subliminal. It told her that Sidious had been thinking about Naressa Jaina and perhaps he was thinking of her differently now with this little secret Naressa Jaina had kept from the rest of the universe. “Ever fear losing the connections?”

“Not at all.” Naressa hit a couple of keys, and to every single Sith’s shock save for Naressa the emblem of the Jedi Order appeared. “I will always have ways in. This place, of course, is the most interesting. You wouldn’t believe what they store here. They’re worse with storing things like a pack rat; a piece of thread is worth 100 kilobytes of information.”

“Oh my,” uttered Nebula nervously; her Granddaughter failed to mention this little thing. Looking at the two Sith Lords she could see Sidious’ shared apprehension and Lord Maul’s growing gawk. This was leaving very, very close to the edge.

“Besides,” started Naressa again without fear in her voice, “the Republic has a thousand year contractual agreement with Rapier Technologies for new materials, service, and warranty repair/replacement. They break it with a vote, they pay the full thousand-year amount and if Rapier Technologies broke it the Republic still pays the full amount. Win-win, the Senate should have read the fine print.”

Maul whistled quietly and said, “That must be some high price number.”

“Extortion at it’s most legal,” savored Nebula with a chuckle. “If they pissed Mister Rapier off, he could pull the plug on the contract and they would owe him. Replacing the technology would be both time consuming and cost prohibitive. I surmise possibly more expensive than the contract.”

“For Bendian it was leverage,” said Naressa. She tapped a key, and suddenly they left the Jedi Order and went to the Supreme Chancellor’s office. Another key tap and they were in the Supreme Chancellor’s personal computer. Another few taps and they were now in the central database of a moisture vaporator on Tatooine. “For me it is piece of mind.” 

Naressa turned to Sidious and said, “And now it’s your piece of mind if you want it.” Nebula smiled a little as Sidious held his gawk of disbelief in check. Obviously the Sith Master wasn’t expecting anything remotely resembling help from Naressa before today, and he most certainly didn’t expect be given the gift that was Naressa’s intelligence gathering power. “9 quadrillion, 473 trillion uniquely different intelligence data sources from a Vulcan mainframe to a spit measurer. All for our cause, and for the hope it helps you save our Daughter and keeps her safe.”

“Mine?” he asked.

She nodded. “I…really don’t have a use for it anymore if my place is here. All you have to do is imprint your own code and hit enter.” Naressa let her finger play with her ear. “Sometimes we Sith Maidens can hear some very interesting things.”

Sidious let his eyes drift over to Nebula, and the Grandmother knew why. She assured him by finishing Naressa’s thought. “From time to time, it’s not a hundred percent given if you don’t pay attention to what is being said behind your back.” She moved over and put a proud hand on Naressa’s shoulder. “She’s given you something powerful to use against the Vhinech, Lord Sidious. You should be thankful.”

Sidious crossed his arms and looked at the computer screen. After a moment of silence he mused, “We’ll see.”

Nebula squeezed Naressa’s shoulder to let her know that she did good. “I don’t think you will be disappointed. Let us know what you find, Lord Sidious.” She used the grip on Naressa’s shoulder to encourage her to turn and leave. When the two left the room they proceeded towards the exit of the annex. Speaking in native Sithian tongue, Nebula proclaimed, “[He was clearly smitten by your gift].”

“[I didn’t see it,]” said Naressa. There was some hesitation in her step and a look of something on her mind as well. “[Not smitten, I mean. Smitten wouldn’t be something I would acquaint to be a manly reaction. There was something there. So what happens now?]”

“[We prepare to greet them,]” mused Nebula in return. “[We have peaked his curiosity. He will want to know what we do all day and he’ll pretend not to care. But Sidious will not take his eyes off you. He has, after all, tasted the dark juices of your life. He will acquaint it all to your relationship.]”

“[And then we go get Juna,]” said Naressa as they stepped outside.

“[No.]”

“[What?]”

“[No. You are not ready.]”

“[But Grandma I think I am. I haven’t felt this good since awakening. I need to be with Juna now.]”

Nebula sighed and shook her head disapprovingly. “You may think you are ready, Naressa Jaina, but you are not. There is still so much more to learn. We have some time to learn it.”

“But Juna is in trouble, or will be.”

“It hasn’t reached that point yet and you know it. One false step at this junction, Naressa Jaina, and Juna will not be coming home. Instead every Jedi with a lightsaber will be landing here. We can’t allow that.” She put a hand on Naressa’s shoulder again. “Patience.”

Naressa looked down in disappointment, but still she nodded her head after a long sigh. Nebula brought her around to walking again and said, “Besides the point we must discover all we can to ascertain every little detail of Magus Prophet’s plans. There is more to this situation that meets the eye.”

Naressa slowed down as a thought occurred to her. Nebula waited for her to think it all out, standing by patiently. The Granddaughter said, “A letter.”

Nebula closed her eyes slowly and let her senses listen to the hush whispers the Sith Maidens could hear. “Seems to be something about a letter. However I don’t see it so I do not know its significants.” She opened her eyes and said, “It’s blinded from our view by the light side of the Force.”

“Then that means the Jedi have it.” Naressa had an overwhelming urge to scratch her left arm: the arm that had at one time been lost on the Nubian ship. “How does Prophet and a letter connect?”

“Maybe he wrote to Juna,” said Nebula grimly. “Perhaps the Jedi intercepted the letter, preventing Juna from seeing it, and have it as evidence.” She stopped when Naressa didn’t stop itching her left arm. “Interesting.”

Naressa looked at Nebula a bit confused, then she looked down and saw her instinctive reaction. Stopping she forced her arms behind her back, grasping the hands together. “Perhaps we need to meditate on the matter. Maybe we will see Prophet’s intentions in the Dark Side.”

“An excellent idea.” Nebula lead the way, still puzzled by Naressa’s obsessive need to itch her arm. Along the way Naressa had done it again and again and in her heart Nebula knew it meant something.

CHAPTER 55.2

One look from his seated position looking out his ship’s view screen told Magus Prophet part of the tale that was his tactical genius and quite possibly his reckoning curse with Juna’s life on the line. 

Straight ahead of him about half a C.U. away, glowing strangely for any planet with the sun shining on it, was the planet Coruscant, or better known as Core of Rust by the fringe fanatics that lived and labored in the Outer Rim. Standing between he and his intended destination, and also from backing up for that matter, was a line of space ships of various sizes, shapes, and colors that were forced to travel in a straight line through a reputation of Golan Alpha sentry points, one of hundreds of such lines traveling at fractions of sublight speed for the sole purpose to prevent an attack. The only exceptions; stopped and inspected diplomatic counselor ships at the enforced One Coruscant Unit Sentry Enforcement line. It didn’t matter if you were a diplomatic ship or a cargo of foodstuffs nothing was getting a free ride in.

That left the plethora of stolen diplomatic codes had Prophet hung out to collect space dust. Surely his likeness was on every children’s cold meal box in the galaxy thanks to the ravaging of the Legacy Virus and Affect Mind doesn’t work on droids so being boarded with all the fire power out there in the sector reading to annihilate an idiot was out. With an armament rating of one, his ship was poorly armed and only sported augmented shielding within design specs; his only saving grace because he looked like, on the outside, a tourist. They random spot-checked any ship with an armament rating of two or more and if the ship looked too illegally modified they stopped it completely. This traffic and hold up caused problems economically, slowed the wheels of progress, and psychological it made people turn away from the system with the feeling that Coruscant was next.

Genius, of course, had its flaws: a 10-hour sublight travel buffer zone with a single transmission right-of-way to the control towers only. Even after two hours and listening to whiny space traffic controllers telling him repeatedly to stay on course, Prophet was ready to chew durasteel. 

Patience, of course, was winning the day for him. Up until now he did not need to rush the Republic’s end or crack Sarch’s SON disk or hunt down Sanctuary or put a speedy end to the Sith. However that was changing more and more with every slow second that past, knowing that the Jedi Master he was in league with was going to kill the love of his life before he proved to her his worth and intentions. It was not a speculation, it was certainty; Jedi Knights, in his experience with them to date, have a compulsive complexity for needing to right something before or after; they practically strive to get to the before so they don’t deal with the after. 

A good example of the reasoning would be if, for some wild reason of illogic, that Sarch took his Juna before the Jedi Council and asked them to train her to become a Jedi Knight. The Council would reject her, given her use of the Dark Side in the past obviously, to prevent a tragedy down the line with her involved directly; to stop it BEFORE it happens. A quirk of avoidance is a mountain of alleviation his ‘father’ had told him once; this was the Jedi’s outlook on matters as well.

Prophet frowned; his ‘father’ did not heed his own advice; he did not avoid, he did not alleviate, his death.

“Clutchdrop, this is Coruscant Aerospace Flight Command. You are warned not to ride the engine assembly of the craft in front of you. Back off acceleration and acknowledge.”

Sighing, Prophet dropped the speed a bit on his ship to give himself distance from the garbage dump in front of him. Pinching his nose, he turned on the comm and spoke. “Sorry about that, C.A.F.C. My awful.” He switched off his comm and said without a pinched nose, “Oh yes and shove it up your ass.”

Prophet turned on a display by the controls of the craft and stared at the simple sentences on screen, filled with Basic sayings and conjunctions. Recently he had been training himself to be more modernized in his speaking to reflect how a normal person may talk; according to Deannta Dresser Juna has a bit of a peeve with entities that don’t simplify basic sentences outside the professional domain; to her it makes the person sound very arrogant. On the long flight through hyperspace he picked up where he had left off due to his need to clash lightsaber blades with someone.

It was harder than he thought; that Vhanba heritage just kept interjecting, trying to make him say the shorten words in long form. “I cannot…I can’t-not…I cantanot…I can’t see in front of I…I can’t see in front of ME. I can’t see in front of me.” The computer chimed and went on to the next sentence. He mumbled, “Curse you Vhinphyc for your obsessive need to use proper text.”  

Once again he looked out and saw the world so very far away still. A sigh escaped his lips and he said, “For you, my Juna, I will…I’ll get this right.” His red and yellow eyes located the E.T.A. clock and discovered that it didn’t change much from 4 minutes ago: 7 hours, 56 minutes.

Growling more than sighing, Prophet said, “I will save you, my Juna. You have my word.”
