CHAPTER 40.0

Taking the prescribed route in the event of all communications being down, Darth Sidious arrived at Korriban as fast as possible, pushing the engines of his Nubian yacht with the hidden illegal modifications to the engine manifold to their fastest output, arriving home, his true home, in record fashion. He maintained his radio silence upon approach, in the even that perhaps Naressa had laid a trap for him; that the Sith Maiden, regardless why she chose Korriban to retreat to, had used Sele to deliver a false message, kill the caretaker like the others, and just laid in wait for his arrival. The motivations for such a trap were wide and farfetched, but Sidious reminded himself that the Sith had survived in secret this long by not overlooking any feelings of paranoia. 

His survival was tantamount to the Sith’s continuing existence, and most importantly for himself; he wasn’t going to leave himself open to let anyone kill him; he had worked too damn hard to just die because he didn’t heed caution upon approach.

So as it were, he flew the course of caution, surveying the damage caused apparently by a ship judging by the upturned earth and loud and obvious skid marks grooved into the dirt and the ancient Sithian road leading to the stronghold he pretty much loathed. The ancient structure was saved from absolute destruction and replaced with a state of the art fortress for one reason: historical versatility. It had survived the dawning wars among the ancient Sith over a hundred thousand years ago, and even the destructive magic of Amu Caru when the Dark Side wizard fought Darth Tudan in a battle that more or less made the world close to lifeless as it possible and still remain a habitable place. Such a place, with it’s scarred shell, told a story of tactical survival.

Sentimentally, it was nothing more of a relic, and a reminder, of failure. It seemed that, once again, such failure, although minor, occurred with Sele sparring Naressa’s life. 

That is, if that was indeed the case.

Sidious piloted his vessel over the structurally unsafe landing pad and walkway, noting the broken and busted superstructure and the twisted metal plating. There was, were normally he parked his vessels, a spot where metal actually liquefied and cooled into a mud puddle splashing-like shape, complete with a mid flight crown. Uneasiness crept over him again, but so did undeniable curiosity. 

What if Naressa was injured and captured he thought. If her father could kill her mother so easily, and if memory serves so was Rune’s sister, then it can be feasible. Then again, he put his hand on his lightsaber, the memory of Naressa liquefying the first one he ever created at Rapier Manor seven years ago coming back to goad him into anger, they do say injured prey are beings at their most lethal. Given Naressa’s abilities, as he knew them, and the time it took for him to get here, it was conceivable that she was all ready healed by now.

Possibly waiting for him. He could feel her now, as he piloted his ship for the hanger bay entrance down in the deep valley and below the main landing platform. It was an odd sensation though, one that briefly distracted him and almost made him clip the upper portion of the hanger as he came in for a landing. Landing, he let his senses dance out as Sith’s Hands came out to his ship to greet him and, as soon as he left the ship, unloaded it and re-prep the vessel for immediate departure if need be. He noted Sele’s arrival as well, and began to churn his presence through them. As their Master, he had every right, and they had no choice but to let him in.

And they did.

Sidious drew himself back, taking a good long moment to ponder the significants while scanning the rest of the compound. If Naressa had control of them, then his scanning would have picked up something. Even if it took her little effort, just a fraction, of her influence couldn’t miss his probing of the Hands’ minds. His probing found Naressa passively, and he tried to connect directly…

It was like a white-hot knife was plunged into his skull from above, and the shockwave from it split his spine with the feeling. 

Sidious pulled away immediately before even minuscule contact achievement was made, the last bit of his not in pain will saved him from a lethal event; Naressa was in a Force enhanced coma. Like a vegetative coma, a Force user is placed in a state of deep unconsciousness due to near lethal trauma that is Force related, overuse of the Force being one example, an overload of sensory input another. As it stood, Naressa’s own Force energies, those emitted by her midi-chlorians, shielded her Force-abused mind and body from any outer sources of Force input from entering her form so she could heal, enacting a very tight, very powerful field of energy no Sith, or even no Jedi, could penetrate without dying.

Lord Sidious, regaining his composure, thanked the Dark Side that he didn’t die just now. If he had connected with Naressa’s mind, he would have had a fried brain as his cause of death. It did, however, explain why Sele didn’t kill Naressa; if Naressa fell into early on, then she was a prisoner of her own mind unable to escape. Force enhanced comas were where beings strong in the Force could really suffer; little was known even in Sith history of anyone emerging from such comas. In Jedi history those who have usually did so many, many years later only to die shortly thereafter from Force exhaustion; some as many as 50 years later. It depended on one’s Force sensitive and if it was great, then there was a great chance that those who succumbed wouldn’t wake up.

 In Naressa’s case, it could be for a very, very long time. 

A smile formed on his lips; this was so much better than her dead. The woman had blackmailed him, choked him literally in submission with the truth for the last 7 years, and kept him away from the ultimate power of the universe. He had her in more ways than one, and he had to see her helpless.

He imagined the possible: her waking up, years later, an old woman and before her stood himself and the Dark Hope. And at that moment, the moment Naressa feared the most he would command the Dark Hope to kill her right there.

Ignoring the strangeness of her signature, Sidious got up and pulled on his Sithian robe, drawing the hood up over his head and feeling more at home for doing it. The hatch to his ship opened, and all his followers immediately bowed to a knee; loyal servants of the Sith on one knee, slaves on both their knees, both groups with heads down. He reached the bottom of the ramp, standing right in front of Sele and letting her feel his anger towards her. Yes, he enjoyed the fact that Naressa was in such straits, but she did disobey him. They all did, and so he let them kneel there before him and let them think for a few silent moments as he just looked at the old woman in front of him, letting their imaginations ponder what he was going to do to them all. 

Sidious knew she could feel his stare on the back of her head, and he kept it there for a few seconds longer, daring Sele to lift her head up in either sheer defiance or fear induced curiosity. Her loyalty to him was that of undying worship, and it showed, as she didn’t budge a micron in positioning. The unforgiving metal of the deck under her knees tortured the joints in her knees and hips, but she maintained her composure through the building of pain.

Finally he figured, for the most part, that silence was no longer needed. “Caretaker, why did you defy my orders?”

Sele never looked up, and at first she didn’t hesitate, “My Master, Rapier was made helpless by her injuries. I assumed you would enjoy seeing her so helpless.”

Sidious was a bit puzzled by this; Sele more or less expressed his current desires, but not his previous wishes and did not offer any more explanation. He swept through the minds of the others again to find any reference to why Naressa was still alive. He then placed a rough hand upon her head and probed deeper into her mind, causing her to let out a yelp in surprise. After a few moments, a tear or two dribbled from her blue eyes in pain and violation, but she maintained her composure and stayed loyal on her one knee. 

He searched for any trace of tampering through the Force that Naressa may had done to Sele; if she did it to Sele, then she did it to the others as well so conformation could be achieved quickly and death could be executed just as swiftly. He searched, looking for blanking in memory, or abuses of Affect Mind, focusing on the event of Naressa’s arrival. 

In his mind’s eye, Sidious was now Sele, watching a V-Hauler crashing into the ground, crashing into the transceiver, and then finally crashing into the landing pad. The caretaker could feel, with her limited Force capabilities, the darkness that leaked and filled the air with death, but still continued on in her duties. She ordered, “Begin to move in. Careful. Unit one and two, blow the hatch. Everyone else, stand by.” They did what they were told. The two units tried to hatch, it failed, and so they tried explosives. Prior to detonation, the V-Hauler ripped opened and Naressa appeared before them all, a train wreck of pain and a horror of power.

Sele ordered a full retreat, and they all did what they could to carry it out…

“GGGGGGGOOOOOODDDDDD HHHHEEEEELLLPPPP MMMMMMEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!” Sidious felt that scream in his own ears and winced from the volume of it. He also noted a tone of terror, a frightened tenor, in the Sith Maiden’s voice. Such a sound brought a smile to his face as he continued to read Sele’s mind… and yet there was a conflicting emotion of concern for what was happening. It went away as Sele barely witnessed her own potential demise as Naressa’s outburst of energy struck down all the other hands when she dove for the metal walkway. Their bodies were tore apart upon impact, and melted into nothing as Dark Side energies ignited them into small atomic fires. When the attack past, Sele rose and approached her attacker with caution, determined to kill Naressa with the chance.

He could see Naressa now clearly through Sele’s eyes, her body damaged and palling, obvious radiation damage forming on the woman’s whiting skin. Sele gloated over her, raised her blaster, and said, “My, my, are we not in a mess. What am I to do?”

She went to pull the trigger when Naressa went into spasms, giving the woman pause in both curiosity and pleasure. She then noted the expansion of blood forming under Naressa’s body and watched with sudden surprise as the dark pool continued onward. It dawned on her what she was seeing, and Sele’s conclusions echoed very loudly and very true in Sidious’ head.

The conclusions brought other matters to his attention, of Sele talking to researchers as he noted Naressa floating submerged in the bacta tank of the medical ward. The conclusions not only became fact, they became telling fact.

And the fact was…

Sidious…began…to…suddenly…tremble…in…absolute…murderous…rage. 

He gripped Sele’s hair and pulled her torturously up to her feet by her entangled roots just out of fury, his sole reasoning at that very, very moment. Through clinched teeth, he asked her a question he all ready knew the answer to, but he wanted to hear it. He demanded to hear it from someone. Sele was the convenient victim, and he could see that in her watering eyes; two blue orbs that were beginning to plead for her life when she knew, if she spoke a word, he was going to kill her sooner rather than later. Of course that was debatable to Sidious; so angry he was, later could be 5 seconds after she answered. Why he had this anger was one of the many furthest items from his mind.

“She was pregnant with the Jedi’s BABY!” he growled out loudly through grinding teeth. “SHE WAS PREGNANT WITH THAT SON OF BITCH JEDI’S BABY!”

Sele struggled out as Sidious shook her by her pulled hair viciously with every spoken word. “She…was…my Master.”

It just seemed to suddenly all snap.

Sidious one handedly by her hair threw Sele with a half spin move that sent her off her feet, then on her feet to stumble uncontrollably for a short distance, and then finally she hit the hull of his ship with a hard bang. The Sith Master then began to storm his way past everyone and entered the Monastery. Some unfortunate fool entered the hallway a distance away and was crushed into the wall by a bone shattering Force shove when Sidious saw him. 

The Sith Master found the infirmary and if the door hadn’t opened as quickly as it did he swore he would have went through it anyways with the build up of Dark Side hatred pulsating through him with every beat of his cold, broken heart. Sidious didn’t even pause as he went right towards the bacta tank where Naressa still floated around inside, not bothering to note anything about her at the moment, as purple tendrils of darkness began to dance up, down, and across his form.

Sidious stopped just inside the archway that lead inward to the center, stared at Naressa’s unconscious, helpless form and tried to talk, but all that came out was a struggling, choking grunt. The frustration to put words together finally sent him on a Force Lightening assault, which he finally screamed out, “YOU TRAITOROUS SLUT! HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME!!!!!!!!!!!”

From his raised hands came a paradox of heat and cold in the form of electrical energy no mortal being was never suppose to harness in a perfect, Jedi universe. The energy, predominately rooted in darkness, could do many destructive, deadly things; prolonged exposure could melt durasteel and shatter hardened objects to dust, and it drained the life out of entities in a wash of pain, amplifying existing injury and tapped into those stored memories of physical and emotional misery to further torture and slowly kill those who were victim of such an attack.

And Sidious wanted Naressa to suffer. He wanted her to die screaming for what she had done! 

The lightening found their mark, engulfing the bacta tank and the surrounding area, Sidious unleashing everything he had to carry out his deadly deed. Equipment around the wrap around, see through cylinder exploded or shorted out upon impact, cables blew away, monitor screens melted from their hardened glazplast form into red-orange globs of paste. 

The bacta tank cylinder, for the moment, remained unaffected, but the bacta itself began to bubble and foam madly as if it were boiling water. Sidious could feel a boundary around Naressa extending beyond the perimeter of the tank; an instinctive dome of protection that he discovered was sending his attack wide on both sides. This enraged and infuriated him further because deep down inside he hated how it was so easy for Sith Maidens to learn and grasp the Dark Side when he had to work, and slave, and be tortured and punished and nailed physically and mentally night and day for years, and will have to continue to do so, to achieve his power. He earned it, he was proud of himself, but yet they only have to cough and they were stronger than him? Hell NO!

Sidious screaming viciously as he rained more energy from his fingertips in anger, pushing and pushing himself until the very act of the attack was beginning to hurt him. His fingertips began to glow through his nails, the affect creeping down his fingers and towards his hands; signs of the Dark Side of the Force starting to consume him. His pain, the emotions of what Naressa had down, surfaced and surface with impact, making him use that emotion and draw more and more of himself because, frustratingly so, nothing was happening to the bacta tank, and even the bacta, once boiling, had subsided.

And Naressa remained unharmed.

A bit of common sense entered Sidious’ mind when he saw that very visual of her unaffected, and he pulled back his attack. Still he wasn’t satisfied with anything and just went berserk again, only this time he forwent the Force, even his lightsaber, and brutally slugged the heavy duraplast casing of the tank with a closed fist. When pain seeped again into his hands, Sidious thought it was another elaborate ploy being carried out by Naressa to torture and torment him. That forced him to continue to hammer and pound and punched and deck, his anger driving all his strength and speed into the punches.

After what seemed to be an eternity and actually causing an impact crack on his last punch, Sidious found himself physically, mentally, and yes even emotionally spent and slumped against the bacta tank with his upper body. Breathing heavily, he just kept his eyes focused downward, starring at his bloodied and broken hands, feeling the pain echoing in his head, snapping him back into reality and urged him down from trying to reacquire those emotions before he entered the medical facility. 

He just leaned against the tank and watched the blood flow and the pain affect him. But the pain wasn’t in his hands. For the first time in his life, Darth Sidious felt the pain in his heart.

“Lord Sidious,” Sele’s voice rang in his ears, which prompted the Sith Master to look at the Sith’s Hand. Her forehead had a nasty cut across it and her face had stains of where she wiped her face off with just her dress. “Forgive me, but do you require medical attention?”

Sidious’ gray eyes noted her and the few others that entered the room, noted their stares of fear and shock at the carnage he caused. He shook his head no, for they couldn’t help him. The pain, the true wounds, weren’t in his hands. He mumbled to her, “I want everyone out of my sight. Now.”

Sele bowed a little in dutiful respect and said, “As you wish, my Master.” She gestured for everyone to leave, and once again Sidious and his one time love were all alone.

CHAPTER 40.1

It had been…hours? Days even? 

Whatever the amount of time, Darth Sidious was sitting on the lower orbiter deck of the back tank with his back turned towards Naressa’s form with his eyes casting stares down upon the floor, his hands throbbing and swelling and caked with his blood.

Thinking. That was all he was doing. Sitting and thinking. Trying to come to grips with everything, questioning his sensibilities and even wondering about who he really was. It was the questions he kept asking, and he kept asking them over and over in a cluster menagerie because they were, on some level, related. Questions he was required to ask as a Sith faced with something new, different, and potentially either threatening or beneficial. Questions like how it was possible for her to bare an alien child. When that question resurfaced, all he could think then was that his woman, his Rune, had slept with the enemy, had slept with a saint of weak righteousness, and had in his opinion she had committed the greatest evil any being could have ever done. 

Naressa.

His Naressa.

His conquered territory, a land he took away from a weak nation like Bendian Rapier, was invaded by his mortal enemy, and she was more than willing to carry his flag. 

He dropped his face into his angered hands and pondered the questions more and looked at it with opinionated hindsight; it was, indeed, a stab in the heart, and he now understood why Sarch was so personal in his questioning. The Jedi like Bendian and Sidious himself, saw and shared greatness, in the mind, in the pleasantry, and in the flesh. He joined a group that went beyond looking at such great and inspiring beauty and just wondered. She let him, too; she let him touch her, caress her, and kiss her. 

It was the best planned revenge she had ever thought up of. Have sex with the Jedi, carry his child believe it or not, and raise the child with him and Juna for the remainder of her life, and make him watch from afar.

Sidious kept telling himself that because he couldn’t accept her loving another man, an alien, and a Jedi. That wasn’t her; she loathed the Jedi, even Sarch for being one; she respected him for being a person and not a light side entity. That respect, of course, could not have turned into love; love and respect were two things that didn’t associate themselves so easily between two normal beings and the most certainly didn’t figure into current Jedi-Sith relations. So, being the manipulator of emotions and a tactical strategist like all Sith Maidens are, she saw the opportunity to kill whatever they had left and more between them, and maybe even beyond that, by sleeping with the Jedi.

By conceiving his child. To eventually give birth to that child. 

Sidious thought of her at one time as being an equal to him in evil. That with their intelligence and savvy they were so gifted as manipulators and plotters and planners that some subplot in X also had a barring on master plan Y that would determine future plan Z, and more often than not innocent decisions yielded them favorable, unseen results. Much like with the Senate as Dace Palpatine he shows his sympathies while behind the scenes as Sith Master he is making deals with other Senators and diplomats to either favor or fight against the good Senator from Naboo while at the same time manipulating their opponents to go after them, or creating new opponents against them in the same round about process. Every little thing, added together in the long run, affected a major whole.

Now, Naressa went beyond his equal, passing him with relative ease. Sidious could only accept the fact that she did this, this very disgusting act, to get back at him; this damned thing she was baring could not, did not, was not conceived out of love. His words and actions 7 years ago put her in a valley of despair; not his intention at the time but he exploited it nonetheless. This was the response; pure and simple she had her one night with the Jedi and did so to throw what they had so long ago back into his face with not just a slap, but with a lightsaber through his heart and a very powerful, crushing kick to his male hood.

She did this because she knew. She knew he could hate her, despise her, wished she were never born or even crucify her, but they had a common connection and that was their daughter Juna, and she was created with their only night together in love.

“Damn you, Naressa,” Sidious muttered finally, breaking the chain of thoughts in his head that just didn’t seem to want to stop. He attempted to look at her, but just catching a glimpse of her made his stomach twist and he turned away again. “You have cursed me. Why can I not kill you?”

Her lack of response, for whatever reason, brought him around to look at her unconscious, unmoving form floating in the slightly damaged, pressurized vessel, his blood long since dried caking streaks that rained downward from where he hit the molecular reinforced glass. For just a fraction of a moment he expected and deep inside demanded an answer that never came. “Either I still feel something for you, or I still feel I can use you.”

Sidious stood up and stared at her, finally taking a very good look at her. There was nothing to indicate that she was going to give him an answer anytime soon. And as Jedi-like has it seemed he felt that Naressa was indeed the only one that could give him the answer. 

Whatever dark logic he had it was counteracted: kill her-don’t kill her, torture her-don’t torture her, and so on. He did not know what to do, what to say, how to act but he knew he had to soon.

Sidious leaned his head against the bacta tank and began to think about solutions. He lifted his head up after feeling his forehead nearly freezing to the glass…

He didn’t sense her, but he could see her reflection in the glass. A woman with white skin and Sithian attire, glowing yellow eyes, and she was reaching for him. It was just like the vision he had while on Coruscant, where there the visual was about to destroy him.

 Sidious wasted no time; his broken hands found his lightsaber and in one motion it was ignited and presented before his would be attacker. His damaged hands shook, and his forearms weary, but he fought with every fiber in his being to hold everything together for attack.

Instead no offense came. The woman hid behind a raised arm, her black robe sleeve covering her face and body and worthlessly shielding her from harm. The only threat was her voice, but even that held no damaging credence based on what she said. “No! Wait! Stop!”

Sidious actually found himself stopping; this was too curious to just hack and slash. Holding fast, he demanded, “Who in the hell are you?”

“A friend.” She slowly lowered her arm down just enough for him to see her larger than life eyes. Noting them, they were shiny yellow irises that contained no reflection of light in her black pupils, and thick black rings bordered the irises: Bird of Prey’s eyes, the eyes of a well honed and efficient night killer. 

She lowered her arm more after a few moments and said, “An ally and a confidant.” Sidious looked at her face and it just didn’t seem to match her face; she was attractive, appearing to be in her forties, but there was a somber tone that suggested an age that betrayed her. In short she was older than she looked. “I was resting when I noted your presence upon arrival. You were angry and had no rationale so I waited to reveal myself to you.” She eyed his lightsaber and said sweetly, “So if you are not going to kill me, may I ask you to put away your weapon. I mean you no harm.”

He almost complied; his hands, although he shunt the pain away with the Dark Side, shook a bit from the trauma he inflicted on them. He could barely keep his hands firm on the handle. However he could sense this woman’s power, and his eyes noticed the golden broche holding her robe closed as she turned to face him. The Ancient Language of the Sith was scrolled all over the face. 

She was a Sith Maiden! Whether true or not, believing or not, Sidious wasn’t about to drop his weapon to her. Again he asked, “Who are you? And what are you doing here?”

“What I am doing here is clearly obvious by the way you noted my rank upon my person,” she said calmly. “For more practical purposes, my name is Nebula Nimh Ryder, Sith Maiden Matriarch in alliance with Lord and Master Darth Grendel. I’m Naressa Jaina’s grandmother.”

“Grandmother?” Sidious craned his head to one side, perhaps wondering if the hum of his lightsaber was affecting his hearing in some way, or that his thoughts were still a damaged landscape of disbelief. He suddenly recalled some facts and he told her, “You don’t look like a grandmother.”

“Thank you.” She batted her eyes at him with great affection. 

Sidious paused for a moment, experiencing a bit of déjà vu with her witty response. She sounded and acted a little too much like a younger Naressa. In fact if he imagined her a little taller, a little more rounded with the facial features she could pass for Naressa.

But the questions that began to flow in his mind for just the brief moment stopped when he realized that Nebula had a hold of his hands, letting her index finger switch off his lightsaber by pushing his thumb off the unlocked activator button. Sidious went to pull away from her very cold touch until she cooed, “It’s all right, Lord Sidious. I’m here to help you with your pain.”

Sidious relaxed as requested, relaxing his hold on the Force. His hands turned ungodly numb, and then warm again as he watched his hands heal. He looked into the older woman’s straining face; the wrinkles of her true age came out as she struggled to heal him. When finished, the wrinkles faded away to show a young face. She raised his healed hands, put them together, and planted a ceremonial kiss upon them, as if she were sealing a deal.

Nebula opened her eyes and looked into his with deep sincerity. “I’m here to help you with all your pain.” She let go of his hands and backed away, but never did she once look away from his eyes. 

At that moment, in Sidious’ mind, the vision of Naressa’s arrival from Sele’s memories replayed in his mind, but this time things were quite different. It showed Nebula’s late arrival and her subsequent attack upon the Sith’s Hands that defied her. He quickly took note of what Nebula did to the last fool; it seemed as if she drained him of life and existence like a mynock to a power cell. After that it was everything he viewed before, but in every instance Nebula was in it; it was her idea to contact him through the commercial lines.

The memory recall ended, and Sidious was very intrigued; it was as if Sele’s memories never really changed, just the point of view was altered like one continuous Affect Mind state. However it a memory that the host, Sele, accepted so easily with little to no resistance, and therefore when he scanned the old woman before he didn’t detect the usual references associated with one having been ‘affected’ as it were.

He stared at Nebula and he asked, “You’re doing?”

She nodded, and then said, “And it will be your key, a key that will unlock all that you truly desire.” Nebula strolled up to him and whispered delicately, “It will be your key to Naressa Jaina’s heart, and it will be your key that will unlock those barriers that prevent you from obtaining your Daughter, my Great Granddaughter, the Dark Hope. The question is, Darth Sidious, are you ready to go through the tribulations necessary to obtain such a powerful, dark key, or are you going to just sulk until the Jedi feel sorry and keel over for you?”

