ACT I – The Bait
CHAPTER 1.0
Fifteen Years After the End of The Sith Maiden; Four Years After The End of Star Wars: Episode One: The Phantom Menace

In the long ago past of his life, every time the Sith Master Darth Sidious had returned to Korriban he had found the Sithian home world to be just as dead as the first day his gray, young, foolish eyes saw it for the first time. It had been a purely desolate place, made so by two Masters of the Dark Side of the Force that had gone too far in proving who was the better; resulting in the ruination of a world and the end of the rule of the Sith over the known galaxy more than a thousand years ago. A place of gray yet nearly cloudless skies, of flowerless brush and grassless plains, of drained and shallow lakes and dead streams of motionless water, of pale cracked dust that sustained nothing, of wild temperature spikes of desert heat waves, brisk autumn walks, bitter springs and snow-less winters. A planet that had only offered a place to hide the Sith, to plot their vengeance, to plan for their return to power, a place to harden and harden more the Dark Apprentices. A fall back location to where the Sith, for more than a thousand years, had sat and waited, and waited, and waited for their time again, a time of rule and ruin. Now, the planet Korriban had apparently decided that the time for its rebirth -- seemingly tied in with the reemergence of galactic awareness of the Sith under Sidious – had been put off long enough.
It had been four long years since Master Sidious had been to Korriban, and before then his returns to Korriban had been fewer and farther apart. Each visit bore evidence of the planet’s Dark rival, but nothing compared to the last four years. From the high, rail-less platform atop of the ancient structure known as the Suel, based deep within the range of the Misa Mountains, he could see it all under the sunny sky of the mountain spring day. A gray grass had grown across the world, wilder vegetation overtaking the dead forests, with deeper snows that covered the mountain tops and waters that filled the empty crevices on and under the planet so much the Sith Order no longer had to rely on off-world water supplies. The climates were rationally seasonal, the air smelled alive, and all of it possessed an energy that had never been felt by any Force Sensitive being in recent memory. It just seemed as if this lone part of Korriban, like Sidious, was feeding off of the Darkness that was slowly expanding throughout the galaxy, and growing stronger and more resilient every day. The rebirth of Korriban, the rebirth of Sithian rule, was happening at the same time.
Darth Sidious hardly cared if any part of Korriban was alive again; he had more important things to do. He had been very busy resuscitating the political career he had lost years before in the pursuit of gaining the Dark Hope of the Sith, whose very birth and existence assured the Master of the Dark Side of the Force his rule of the galaxy was certain and guaranteed. After defeating many upstarts to his position of destiny he knew to be his, Sidious never obtained the Dark Hope, but he had learned that he did not really need her. All she was to him was a reference to his power, and for nearly fifteen years he only saw the Dark Hope as nothing else.

Giving up his political career was not necessarily a foolish move; how else could Darth Sidious have dealt with the likes of the Force-sensitive race the Vhinech, their Dark Side leader Magus Prophet, and Dark Spirit Darth Rune in his quest to rule the universe. However Darth Rune had returned from the dead and had done significant damage to the entire Sith Order in Sidious’ absence, and much of those assets linked to the political career of his alter ego Dace Palpatine had been affected. It did not help that Palpatine’s career had begun on the blessings of the Rapier Clan Dynasty of Naboo; as a relief representative, he was an understudy to and the eventually successor to Senator Bendian Rapier. No thanks largely to Darth Rune, the late and late again Sith Mistress made the Rapiers a target for personal and political hate that had lasted years; recently such hate had receded. Therefore Dace Palpatine alone could not just reappear and resume his political role; Sidious had to reinvent his alter ego as an unknown someone with no ties to the Rapiers to the folks of Naboo, while behind the scenes he persuaded those in the arena of politics in any form that sided with the Sith that they could accept, even manipulate, Palpatine. He had to reconnect in both his forms that were filled with fresh faces and new political realities. As Palpatine he had to become that reachable, touchable, unassuming politician voters voted for and lobbyist and bureaucrats salivate over. It had helped that his deep ties with the Trade Federation had not been lost to Rune’s wave of destruction, and those ties had paid off: Dace Palpatine had become the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic after upon the insistence of Darth Sidious they invade Naboo. The goal was the Republic High Chair: Phase one of Darth Sidious’ plan could not have came off any better than it had. In order to achieve his goals he had to be constantly striving for it, and now to maintain it Korriban had to become just another useful place, just another star system on the stellar charts.
However Darth Sidious came back to Korriban because he had received a message to come back, and a message so unique it compelled him to come back. As Chancellor of the Republic it was hard in the beginning to have time for himself, with agents of the Republic Guard and the occasional Jedi Knight – the enemies of the Sith -- shadowing him in the Senate and abroad. As the years passed Sidious slowly inserted his own Sith’s Hands into the protection units as well as into certain positions of authority; that way he could do his Sithian business in private without any interference. He was close to being able to vanish from people’s sights for long periods of time without concern, but after securing the HoloNet by proxy and now as Chancellor of the Republic Sidious had no need to worry about transmissions being listened in on. Just as he had adjourned the Senate for a twenty day recess, for half the Senate was entering a primary election cycle, the mysterious message appeared on his desk in his office. Palpatine excused all but his most trusted, hoped many ships and many places, and days later Sidious arrived on Korriban.
The message, wordless and to the unknowing eye non-metaphoric, had come from Korriban but it had come from no one in the Sith Order. He did not bother to ask anyone who had sent it, not even his agents; they would not have known its meaning. It most certainly had not been sent by his apprentice Darth Tyranus, who was just arriving in his space yacht, landing on the hidden landing pads among the surrounding mounds, and who would not know the significance of the message once it was shown. He held the message in his clinched, pondering fist behind his back as he stared towards the ancient location known as Dark Ridge Point, towards the formation known as Sarcophagus Rock. That was where the message had come from; from the heart of the land mass’ rebirth.
Sensing the approach of Lord Tyranus, Lord Sidious cleared his mind of the mysterious of the message. Not long he turned around to greet the man known to others as Count Dooku, and to those same others a Jedi Master who had quit the Jedi Order. The Count of Serenno, Tidonten Dooku would have been a privileged, spoiled lout if not for his high midi-chlorian count; seeing opportunity the family gave Dooku to the Jedi Order. Like the rare retention of his name and formal title none of his royal breeding had left him even as he was raised by the Jedi from infancy, and as a royal he had a Code Exception that allowed him to remain connected to his former life; such a life was a rare one for any Jedi to have. The combination of the two lifestyles, along with his handsome and naturally strong physical presence, made Dooku extremely charismatic. With Dooku’s natural and life earned political connections, along with his skills in the Force and his lightsaber technique as well as numerous other intangibles, Sidious could see no wrong in picking him to be his new apprentice to replace the lost Darth Maul. 

Ever the idealist, Count Dooku had studied – but not used – the intricacies of the Dark Side of the Force while a Jedi. In Dooku’s opinion the Jedi Code was too rigid, and there were powers in the Force that could have saved thousands of lives if the Jedi Code had allowed for their use; the caveat being those powers associated with the forbidden Dark Side. Dooku felt, and debated many times with his fellow Jedi, that the Force was a power still untapped, not because no one could tap into it but because oxymoronically by choice no Jedi was allowed the choice to tap into it. With previous notations of wrong in mind, Dooku had left the Jedi Order shortly after the Battle of Naboo due to the loss of his one time apprentice, Jedi Master Qui-Gon Jinn. Again in Dooku’s opinion the Jedi Order had placated to the very Republic Senate that had practically sanctioned the Trade Federation invasion of Naboo with their non-action, and eventual delayed response; if the Jedi Council had ignored needing to report to the Senate, if the Jedi did not wait for Senate action, and perhaps if the Jedi had taken the threat of Sith far more seriously they would had sent more Jedi with Qui-Gon and his apprentice Obi-Wan Kenobi and directed them to get directly involved in the conflict. 
A few of Sidious’ Sith Hands – chief among them Appairmus Imaichi, his best agent – thought that approaching Count Dooku would be courting death, or at the very least bringing an end to the Sith Order once too much had been revealed to the former Jedi. Imaichi was confident that Dooku was not above revenge, especially since it was Darth Sidious’ training of Darth Maul that lead to the demise of Jinn. Sidious understood the misgivings, took them under advisement, killed Imaichi and three other Hands who spoke against the idea, and approached Dooku himself. 

When Sidious had finally met Dooku on Dantooine it was not an arraigned meeting, yet the latter had felt he would met the former on that day. When the Sith Master drew back his hood to reveal the face of Palpatine, a few seconds passed and finally Dooku just laughed. After the laughter Dooku swore his allegiance to the Sith right on the spot. He did not need to hear the ‘sales pitch’: Darth Tyranus wanted to know the ways of the Dark Side of the Force and it did not matter to him what he had do in order to be taught. Sidious knew Dooku would laugh just as he knew Dooku would join him; the man was selfish and had a desire for power; even the loss of his former apprentice was not enough to make Dooku see true reason. Sidious really did not care why Dooku had joined him: for now, the old man had his uses.
“Welcome back, my Master,” said Dooku with a respectful bow. “It has been a while since you have returned to the Suel.”

“Lord Tyranus, I do not miss this place,” said Sidious plainly. Sometimes Dooku was heavy with the sentimentality. Reminded him of someone he had known once. “It serves its purposes, but its usefulness is coming to an end.” He turned more squarely towards the much older man. “Speaking of usefulness, how went your trip through the Republic?”
Dooku flashed an eager smile. “Productive. First, the chosen elections have been rigged. The results will be within the margin of polling error. The technicians were correct: the ol-Denti series machines could not outwit the virus.”

“Good,” mused Sidious, enjoying the news so far. The primary elections were all part of his plan of introducing the types of politicians he wanted to keep for his own purposes. Some of them would win the main election later in the year, some would not; some had a long term future either in their elected seats or in other positions of power, some would not; regardless of who they were, whether they were aware of it or not, they were all ploys to a much more sinister scheme.

Sidious turned away from Dooku and added, “Make certain our agents monitor those primaries closely: I want no suspicions cast upon any of them like there was in the last Nubian elections.”

“Understood, Lord Sidious.”

Before Sidious could command Dooku to continue, the Sith Master’s attention had wondered back towards the formation of Sarcophagus Rock. He nearly spoke when his eyes barely caught the sight of movement so very far, far away. He kept his gaze in that direction and tipped nothing off to Dooku. He gripped the message tighter in his hand. “Continue, Lord Tyranus.”
“Ounce Poe has decided that his main reactor project would be better suited for Project Demise Luminary. I have all ready told Poggle the Lesser of this news and he is elated, but of course he is still insisting on payment from the Republic. Of course, I have told him to take it up with Chancellor Palpatine.”
Sidious gave no indication the joke had amused him as he kept his eyes looking towards Sarcophagus Rock. He was listening, and he knew the Archduke of the Techno Guild better than Count Dooku. Poggle the Lesser was a businessman of the highest, greedy order: to him there was no profit in anything if there was no profit for him; said profit had to be seen from day one. Sidious said, “He will not need to: the Supreme Chancellor had signed unfunded mandates into law before the recess. Poggle will get his credits due, but Project Demise Luminary must begin on schedule. I will inform him of that later.”
Sensing that Sidious was done, Dooku continued. “On a related note I had a chance encounter with Gurldeon Six just outside Poggle’s meeting chamber.” The news drew Sidious from his private inspection, drawing him physically to turn around. “He was as uninterested in my hints as the last time I approached him.”

The news was important to know. So was the following answer. “Did Six see Poggle before or after you.”

“After, my Master.” Dooku’s eyes conveyed a response that did not match his voice. “I see nothing to fear there.”

Darth Sidious thought otherwise under the circumstance that Gurldeon Six was a member of the Thorn Party, a political party based out of Naboo which a politically, financially resurrected and potentially dangerous enemy lead them. Poggle was deep in the planning of the Sith; Gurldeon Six was not aware of the alliance, and he and Poggle were not friends. The Force may have been with Dooku, but like all the previous Dark Jedi of the past the full power of the Dark Side eluded them; it would elude Dooku no matter how much Sidious taught him. To Dooku the Dark Side was there for him to use, but for Darth Sidious the Dark Side was born in him, and it was always there like his beating, evil heart. The Dark Side revealed much more to him, and Sidious saw Gurldeon Six’s action for what it truly was.
“That meeting was no chance, Lord Tyranus,” said Sidious in his cool, murderous tenor. “The Thorns are not just expanding.” Often now everyone was just calling the members of the Thorn Party, mostly Nubian with only a few other species and off world entities, as Thorns. “They are probing the situational environment in the Techno Guild. They want to see who is influencing matters.”
“I have been careful, my Lord,” assured Dooku quickly, suddenly realizing the situation as a real threat against his continued existence. The Thorns appeared to be suspicious of Dooku’s activities. “Especially among our allies I have taken steps to ensure my anonymity alone.”
“I do not believe they suspect you of doing anything at this time, my friend,” said Sidious assuredly. “They are only keeping score on matters of current unimportance that may change if the consequences are bare. We will exercise more caution, but if they become too nosey we will then take more…dissuasive measures.”
Sidious turned away and his eyes again found the movement by Sarcophagus Rock. Before Dooku’s unwelcome news about the Thorns he had determined that the shapes were three individuals standing in a location very familiar to him; a place he would surely like to keep forgetting about if not for the message that rested crumbled up in the ball of his right hand. He was too far away for his regular eye sight to make any determinations and so went back to enhancing his eyes with the Dark Side of the Force. Dooku was totally unaware of what he was doing; on Korriban Sidious was allowed to let his presence of evil free, whereas on Coruscant he had to keep such power hidden from the Jedi.
As he focused on where he was looking and allowing his mind to think, Sidious said, “Perhaps I will need to put the Thorns to a test. It is time to gauge their real strength.”
Dooku thought it over and pondered, “What do you mean, my Lord?”

Of course Sidious knew Dooku had no clue about certain matters regarding the Thorns; he never told him. It was best that way to keep any apprentice guessing, especially someone like Count Dooku who was ambitious and desired more than he was letting on. Many knew the Thorns had someone connected to the Force, but what they did not know Sidious knew full well; they did not know the extent of that one’s power. Sidious knew it well indeed, but there were some mystery involved and years had passed since Sidious had gauged that power. It was time again to measure it, now that he was so close to achieving his destiny.
Sidious said, “Have the Hands begin a recruitment drive in the Outer Rim. I need desperate fools willing to partake in a hostage operation. Have them paid handsomely, and tell them they’ll get the rest of the payment in ransom. Have them trained, but they must have their own ships and weapons. I will supply the rest of the details at a later date.”
“Yes, my Lord,” said Dooku. “Should we put our resources on the Thorns?”
“No,” said Sidious, conveying caution as he began to make out the details more clearly in the distance. “Between now and later we must not draw suspicion. Do not underestimate them, Lord Tyranus: the Lady Juna Angelleia does more than lead them.”
“I do not fear a minor Force threat,” said Dooku with certainty, dismissing Angelleia as an afterthought even though he knew some of her history as a one time member of the Jedi Order, which was more than the average being in the galaxy. “She showed her cowardice during the invasion of Naboo. And her connection to my former brethren was severed by the death of Enothchild Sarch.”
“Do not speak to me of your blind certainties!” Darth Sidious turned towards Count Dooku and made his anger very clear in his eyes and in his words; in turn Dooku did step back and had become very worried. It was not just Dooku’s ignorance of the facts that Sidious was very well versed in. Having to hear the names of two creatures he had totally loathed more than the Jedi Order as a whole courted a deserved rage. They were his worst enemies; people he did not want to speak of, people he wished dead or he had wished he had killed. “You will stay away from the Thorns, Dooku, unless I tell you to do otherwise.”
Dooku gave a quick bow but kept his head down in submission. He knew his place, and he knew not to anger the Sith Master. He had seen Sidious’ great power, not just felt it; it would be foolish for any single man to fight him alone. Dooku had his ambitions, but he was not blind enough yet to go against his far better.
“My apologizes, my Master,” said Dooku. It was quite clear to him when Sidious referred to him by his birth name he was in serious trouble. “I will do as you command.”

Sidious usually extended courtesy to Count Dooku regardless of the situation; not this time. “Leave me.” He did not need to hear anything else. There would be a time for it later; Dooku knew it and took the opportunity Sidious gave him to live a little bit longer.
“Incompetent Jedi bastard,” Sidious blood-curled out. Momentarily his hate for Dooku distracted him enough from what he was doing before. He had to remind himself, and quickly, that the Human was too important to destroy. He was going to need Dooku in the short term to at least sure up his overall plan. It meant he had to stroke the lesser Sith Lord’s ego, teach him more of the Dark Side, and lie to him in such ways it gets Dooku distracted enough to never discover the truth that he was nothing more than an expendable part with a short time of life.
Sidious had all ready chosen Dooku’s replacement, but that replacement was years away from being ready. Unlike the Sith of the past the Sith Masters had learned to be patience. Sidious liked to believe he was the most patient Lord of the Sith. Again Dooku had his uses, as limiting as they were.

Examining what had occurred to get his focus back Sidious knew the true source of his anger did not lie in his mentioned enemies alone. It had to with the unidentified individuals near Sarcophagus Rock he had been staring at for quite some time, and the message in the palm of his very tightly closed hand. As the old proverb went about the Force all was connected, even Sidious believed in that, and with the mentioning of old foes he could no longer ignore the coincidences.
Far away there was the old graveyard, and there he saw three distinct figures there mulling around as if they were talking to one another. They were too far away to clearly identify, but what was certain was their obvious Jedi robes; it sparked more curiosity than fear from Sidious, for these particular Jedi were not alive, and they posed no real threat to him or the Sith Order.

Bringing his right hand around, Sidious opened it to examine again the message that had been sent to him. He had invited several Senators and dignitaries to his office for a pre-assembly gathering before adjournment. No one had been in his office, not the secretaries or Palpatine’s hand-picked security detail; when he had the time alone the Dark Side told him little, and his inspection of the office turned up no answers. Yet the message laid there perfectly on his desk for him to immediately notice, somehow there and defying all the laws of physics and reality.
There, crushed in his palm, its scent stimulating as it entered his nose, bringing back a tremendous amount of purposefully forgotten memories, was the head of a black rose.

It was not just any form of rose hybrid; this particular kind of black rose was as pure as they came, and they came from only one planet; this black rose, the Fawni Genius variety, was ingenious only to Korriban, having only been in existence for over fifty years. It had been cultivated, impossibly so when the planet was still dead, by hands that knew how to create and nurture life.
The flower meant so many things to Sidious. Chief among those many thoughts was betrayal of the Darkest order. If he had discovered the planet had been covered in black roses along with the new growth he would have called upon every erg of his Dark being, taking a chance that the Jedi may sense his existence, and obliterated the planet! The passionate rage that seethed through him over the black rose could have been figuratively used to close a black hole. The message to him was clear: they needed to talk to him. He did not want to.
Clutching his grip, Sidious looked heatedly towards the figures he had seen far below and away. He turned and headed for the stairs. He was out of the Suel before the noon hour.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 1.1
It was the combination of the scent of the black rose and the walk to Dark Ridge Point that brought back a lot of things Darth Sidious truly wanted to forget. Episodes in his life that featured his failures; some of the failures had cut him personally far deeper than others. He never could truly forget them for there were still links to that past that were here in the present, but the last thing he wanted to do was review them in any way unless he and he alone felt it was necessary. Now, like any other time in his opinion was not a good time. Then again it had been fourteen long years since the Daughters of the Dark Side, the dead spirits of the Maidens of the Sith, and their omnipresent Great Father had spoken to him.
A thousand years ago, when it was believed the Sith were thought ended for good, the remains of the Sith Order had went into hiding and began the preparations for revenge. The plot of revenge was to occur with two fronts: the return of the Sith Lords, and an entity of great Dark Side power, which both had been predicted in a Jedi prophecy known as the Enlightenments; a great many predictions made by a sick, dying, and fallen Jedi thousands and thousands of years ago. The birth of such an entity, known in the Enlightenments as the Dark Hope of the Sith, marked the beginning of the Age of Darkness, a period of time in which the Sith not only take over and rule the galaxy but bring about the total end of the Jedi.
It was ironic then that the Sith who had the knowledge of such a Dark Age had been the leader of the Jedi Order and the one most responsible for nearly causing the extinction of the Sith race. The Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh had fallen in love with one of the last true Sith of the original race, a young woman named Luna Mystery, and had taken steps to protect her from his fellow Jedi. After an attempt on their lives by the Jedi was defeated with the help of the true Darth Bane – and Luna’s true brother – Dor-Li Nimh became Darth Nefarious and swore to repay the Sith by striking vengeance against his former friends, and to do so through the slow, long process of the Dark Hope prophecy. To ensure a good start, Nefarious had impregnated Luna Mystery, and then sacrificed himself and a Luna imposter to let the Jedi Order believe the Sith were finally finished.
It had been determined by the end of the five thousand year old Sith War that the Sith were dangerous because of numbers, however each generation was losing the great Dark Side abilities found in various Sithian Lore. The original natives of Korriban, the E'sithropians, were enriched with the Dark Side, and after being discovered by the Dark Knights of Cantaspher the two parties mated and had produced many and powerful Sith. Alas through constant mating in and outside the combined native people that great power diminished, virtually fading away. The most powerful of Sith were rare ones, but they had become so mistrustful they never had children, fearing that such offspring would kill them and take their accumulated power. Luna Mystery Nimh, the Great Mother, the first to be called a Sith Maiden, was the last female Sith with any pure blood left.
As Darth Nefarious understood the prophecy the Dark Hope would be born from a line of females re-endowed with the blood of their ancestors; to the Dark Jedi who would become the Great Father to the Sith Maidens there was no coincidence to him that the process to bring back a pure-blood Sith through a controlled breeding process would take so long. A creature as powerful as the Dark Hope could not be cloned; there were unique abilities no Lord of the Sith could never possess – abilities some would consider magical, while the Sith Maidens referred to as the Spiritual Force. Each Sith Maiden would mate with entities with long forgotten Sithian heritages, and with the Dark Side of the Force ensure the pregnancies were empowered with Darkness. The fathers were useless after such mating and killed off; the mothers would raise the daughters and the process began again and again. Not only did the offspring have greater power they possessed a great deal of knowledge of how to use it. The Sith Maidens believed in the old religion of the Sith called the E’oqerst, a religion that condone the ‘Nature’ of one’s self, for good or in the case of the Sith for evil, and much of the religion had secrets to the Dark Side that Sith Lords would kill to have. In order for the long arrangement of the Sith Maidens and the Sith Lords to continue unabashed, where one did not try to kill the other, the Sith Maidens were considered – and rightly so – born Masters, equal to the Master of the Sith Order.
However as the Age of Darkness approached the perfect plan slowly began to unravel. The Sith Maiden Matriarch Nebula Nimh had two daughters – twins; one a natural birth, the other literally ‘wished’ into existence. Such as it was with the general rule of one Master, one Apprentice within the Sith Order, it was supposed to be so with the Sith Maidens one mother, one daughter. Eventually the one twin took over the Sith, while the other became the Sith Maiden that was to continue the line. Then suddenly the natural born twin, Fawni Nimh, was murdered by her mate. The lone twin, Faradi Nimh, who had become Darth Rune, decided to continue the Sith Maiden tradition. The catastrophe that had followed was not expected: Rune had given birth to her child, but a chain of events lead to her death and the father running away with the baby girl and going into hiding.
Years would pass, and then apprentice Darth Sidious was instructed by his Master to become the political understudy and close friend of Senator Bendian Rapier of Naboo; Palpatine’s Nubian heritage made it perfect for the mission. It was there when Palpatine had met Bendian’s wife, the tall, dark and incredibly beautiful Naressa. It was not long before he and Naressa had mutually fell in love with each other; each knowing Bendian was violating his marital vows. But Naressa had her own motives: she wanted to have a child, and more importantly she had to get Bendian to retire for she feared the Sith had discovered the truth: Naressa Rapier was the lost Sith Maiden.
Sidious had become furious after learning of the pregnancy, know full well that the child Naressa was caring was his; he told himself he did not like to be used. His Master, Darth Hades, then told him the truth – or as Darth Sidious knew now it was only a very small part of the truth. Darth Sidious was the father of the Dark Hope of the Sith: with her birth, the galaxy would be his to rule!

That Dark, glorious day was thirty-five long and hard and difficult and pain-filled years ago. In that time, beginning shortly after he had killed Hades to take control of the Sith Order, Sidious began to lay the foundation of his master plan; a plan large with scope and complexity and flexibility. Call it bravado or mere stupidity, Sidious had tried numerous times to claim Juna Rapier, and had nearly persuaded his lover Naressa to join him. Alas, the great link that had held the Sith Maidens to the plans of the Sith had been severed. Unlike the other Sith Maidens Naressa had done all she could to prevent herself and their daughter from being swayed completely by the Dark Side. Sidious would come so close, so very close to obtaining all he desired before claiming the ultimate victory over the known universe only to face a humiliating, debilitating defeat each time. He soon discovered it was not for poor judgment on his part. The real source of his failures, as well as some of his successes he had to admit, lying ahead just on the other side of Sarcophagus Rock; the Sith Maiden Holy Resting Grounds.
Prior to the planet’s overall rebirth the only real living and growing plant life on Korriban was found in the isolated area of Dark Ridge Point; in the gardens around the cabin which the Sith Maidens had lived, and in their cemetery; both locations, close together, strongly enrich with the Dark Side; so powerful the Darkness the spirits whose bodies rested in the grounds had actually built the monuments and the crypts and maintained the very and strangely peaceful grounds. Only the most powerful of living Sith could find the path to the cemetery and actually see it. It took much more power than that for any non-adult Sith Maiden to enter the grounds; the likes of Darth Maul and Darth Tyranus would not last a minute. The Dark Force energy would consume them before the Daughters of the Dark Side would destroy them for blasphemy; the knowledge of the Sith Maiden’s contempt for those they consider to be simply Sith in name only – to them merely Dark Jedi – was very fresh in Sidious’ mind. The Sith Maidens, the last in the line of true E’sithropians, had blamed the Dark Knights of Cantaspher for the weakening and destruction of their race and their values; the native Sith cared very little for Va’der – for vengeance – against the very galaxy that had shunned the Dark Jedi, not until the Dark Jedi had poisoned them with such hate. On the other hand, in the view of the Sith Maidens, the galaxy was just as much to blame for what had happened in the ancient past, and therefore they sanctioned the Va’der on their terms.
From the graveyard the Daughters of the Dark Side had began to interfere with Sidious’ destiny; he never anticipated such a move until Naressa had fooled him in believing she had sided with him. The Daughters were never going to be satisfied with anyone they considered to be a Dark Jedi ruling the galaxy; they wanted the Dark Hope, they wanted Juna Rapier. Since the mother held no love for revenge against the universe, and the daughter would not fall, the evil spirit Darth Rune chose herself to take Juna’s place. Predictably Rune betrayed the Daughters for her own gains and had nearly won; Darth Sidious at one point was even dead by Rune’s hand. However the Daughters, with aide from the Great Father and the Great Mother, had turned the tables against Rune, and finally had assured Sidious that he would rule the galaxy as the Enlightenments predicted….unless Juna decided to rule.
The idea that entities manipulating him from beyond the grave did not sit well in Master Sidious’ stomach, and he had not asked for their help at any time back then and he did not need it now. The power of the dead was tremendous, but since he did not possess that power, control it, own it, that power was an unnecessary curse awaiting a victim. It was not for his selfish desires, his Dark goals, and so he wished the Daughters of the Dark Side would enjoy their time rotting in their above ground crypts. Leave the living world to him, the Master of that realm, the decider of who lives and who dies.
And yet they sought him out.

Darth Sidious came to a halt by the Human-size rock formations before the main gate to the Holy Resting Grounds. He still held the crushed black rose head in his hand, and he strained to listen for he had seen three in the graveyard, and if he believed what he had seen from afar he had counted three in very distinct Jedi robes. Sidious knew of only two spirits in the graveyard that had appeared before him in the classic uniform of the Jedi: the Great Father Darth Nefarious, and the dead unborn child of the Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch and Naressa Rapier. The other Sith Maidens had appeared in various forms of native Sithian wears and had never dared to be seen in anything else otherwise. It raised so many curious questions in his mind; he strained to listen to uncover so much more. This time he wanted to know more than he did before entering into a conversation with the all knowing dead.
There were three voices, each with their various degrees of tenor: one female, two male. Sidious only could recognize one voice; it was Nefarious. However the conversation was just as lost to him as the voices belonging to the other two; they were speaking very quietly. He crept quietly against the rocks, knowing his cover was fading away with every step he took. Audio quality did not improve, so he took a chance; as the three continued to talk, Sidious quickly emerged from the rock.

There was only one Spirit left in the whole graveyard; she did not appear translucent but as solid as if she were alive. She appeared to have been sitting the entire time for her ‘body’ – did a spirit really have a body – was too relaxed on the bench that was situated on the non-alter side of the mausoleum. Her rich brown Jedi robe, hood up, was narrow in shape to suggest her gender, but it was her deep, gentle voice that betrayed her.

“You received my message,” she said, finally looking up. Sidious could not see her clearly yet, but he figured she would just like all the other Sith Maidens: brown hair, brown eyes, and incredibly beautiful. “I had hoped you would come.”

Sidious still knew who she was and bit down his bile. “Hope? Hope is for fools that rely too much on their lack of participation and supply of ignorance in order to achieve a favorable, selfless outcome.”

She smiled, but it was more than a smirk than a smile; a very recognizable chagrin Sidious knew too well and loathed with every fiber of his being. She said pointedly, “There is no such thing as selflessness.” She patted the bench, a spot next to her. “Why don’t you come in and sit with me? There is much to discuss.”
“In there?” Sidious pointed at the graveyard in amusement and shook his head. “I am not an idiot. I am virtually powerless against any of you on those grounds.”

“Oh,” she said. “Then I give you my word that no harm will come to you.”

“Oh no. I’ve played that game. The word of the dead is no better than the word of the Jedi.” Sidious illustrated his disgust by throwing the black rose to the ground and then stepping on it as he walked closer to the iron barred/split railed fence. “And you, Little One, are both so your word means doubly nothing to me.”

The Sith Maiden spirit known as Little One chuckled and mused, “Doubly nothing? Is that an integer of two zeroes?”
Her mirth as well as her smile reminding him of Naressa. He hated the reminder; he reminded himself that he hated Sith Maidens. “I have no time for the dead.”

“There is always time for the dead; it’s the living that has a finite supply.” She sighed and nodded in agreement to something. She stood up and said, “Very well, I guess we can talk through the fence.”
Sidious noticed for the first time that Little One was no longer the little girl he was used to seeing all the other times he came here. She was very tall, and after she removed her Jedi robe she appeared to be very grown up. She had her mother’s eyes, hair and smile but she was her father’s daughter. Her Vhinphyc side was pronounce with her long, ivory horns emerging from her shaggy, thick hair; curling up and then downward and forward like a bantha. The sleeves and pant legs of her Jedi uniform were not present, exposing very thick muscles that would shame almost every male, yet she still had a very curvy figure; most of her body was covered by a well designed long tunic will a long, exposing neckline that barely kept her breasts hidden. It was hard not to notice her qualities, but the mother side of the equation barely eked out the father side of it.
She approached the fencing, and as he came forward she said, “But please, Master Sidious, do call me Nessie. I let the others here call me Little One because it just makes their day.”
Sidious stopped himself short of the fence when she spoke that. That was very much like Naressa too: the need to be on a first name bases, out of friendship, for the sake of proper manners. “I’ll call you whatever the hell I want. As you said, the living has little time.”

“It is enough that you came; you did not have to,” said Nessie with a nod of appreciation. “I wanted to warn you of trouble coming your way, serious trouble.”
“Jedi trouble?” said Sidious with little interest. “I hardly worry of that any longer. As Supreme Chancellor of the Republic Dace Palpatine tells them what to do, and he knows where they go.”
“You know less than you think,” she said correctively. Sidious did not like the sound of that; what she said next was not any better. “The trouble I speak of is of the Sithian kind.”
Sidious interrupted her. “Not Tyranus. His power currently does not match his ambition.”

“I would not have sent you the message over a Dark Jedi, Master Sidious,” proclaimed Nessie strongly. “His kind never gain real power in the Dark Side.”
“You are one to talk. Just exactly what are you to the rest of the Daughters of the Dark Side?”

Nessie sighed and continued on. “Now you really must heed the Great Father’s warning to you fifteen years ago.” She gestured around them, indicating Korriban specifically. “The Dark Side of the Force has now spread through everything in this galaxy. It is empowering you, and all those who have embraced it. As you were told, those of a Dark Heritage will benefit during this Age of Darkness in their own way.”
Sidious’ curiosity was no longer peeked; he was not concerned, but he was beginning to not like what she was saying. “I was told by your Great Father if I remained vigilant my destiny would not be in jeopardy. You would no longer interfere in it.”

“You are wrong, Master Sidious,” said Nessie. “The Great Father was not that specific. Yes, we agreed to never directly interfere with destiny again. But you chose to ignore the E’oqerst, the Nature, of the Dark Side once more.” When he did not speak, she knew this time she had his full attention. He hated her, but he was learning faster now to listen to them. She kept a somewhat mocking, somewhat appreciative thought to herself: my had the little Sithling grown!
Nessie grasped the fence rail and peered at Sidious’ defiant, calm stance and said, “Such Darkness, such a strong Darkness such as this, is awakening those Sith lines that had been long asleep. Many unaware, a few well aware, are being called by the sirens of power. The many will follow you, obey you, and die for you. The few will challenge you. They are a threat to you, to your destiny. They rise to this occasion, to this Age of Darkness, because it is in their Nature to do so.”
Considering Nessie’s words carefully, Sidious was hard pressed to call her a liar. It still, however, could be a trick. He tested his thought. “Who are these few, if you care about me so much! I will deal with them!” But then he gave it some thought and stopped her from say anything. “Oh…….this is not about me now, is it?”
Nessie said nothing; her eyes darted about momentarily, but then they refocused on Sidious. However, her tell gave away too much. Darth Sidious just gave his head a shake and he slowly let his mouth twist into a smile. “This is about Rapier, isn’t it? This is nothing more than that! You fear for your sister, am I right?”
Calmly, Nessie said, “She still is the Dark Hope, and she is still your-.”

“ENOUGH OF THIS!” Sidious just cast his hand as to sweep it all away. The sky rumbled from his curse, and the Dark Side flowed from him like an angry flash flood. Nessie showed no sign of fear, or any sign of being impressed. “Your clever tricks, I won’t buy them! Sell your lie to a much more eager fool! See her yourself, all powerful spirit!”
As Sidious turned away, Nessie said quickly, “If she dies now, the Jedi will uncover you!” That stopped Sidious in his tracks, but he kept his back turned. “And your replacement…”
There was an odd sound behind Sidious, and a shift in the Force that caused him to whirl around with lightsaber turned on in mid-spin and swiping. 
There was nothing behind him; he was sure something was. 
He looked to the graveyard and saw that Nessie was gone. The whole thing did not feel right to him; instead of leaving immediately out of prudence he looked downward. Between him and the graveyard was a patch of sand he had not noticed before; it was located right where he had last stood talking with Nessie before he turned to leave.
There was something else: something had been just freshly drawn in the sand.

Sidious shut down his lightsaber, but kept the weapon in his hand. He really did not know why his first instinct was for a weapon that could only kill mortals if he felt the Dark Spirits were trying to kill him. Then again, what exactly was Nessie? Why had an unborn child of a lesser heritage than Sith, and clearly one that side on the way of the Jedi, been given the honor of existing with the Dark Side? The Great Father admitted he was no devout Dark Force user, but at least he had some reason to be in the graveyard in spirit.
Casting all the questions aside, Sidious approached and kneeled down to examine the markings in the sand. There were Sithian words in the sand: the basic Slurve subtext, spoken when a Sith was calm; the language changed completely based on the emotions of the Sith, and thus why the language was very hard to decipher correctly let alone deciphered at all. There were a few sentences and single words:

The betraying used.

Si’ing.
The Dragon Born.

Blue Seed.

The Black Heart.
Onidas Grim.

Sidious sucked in a breath and cursed, “Son of a bitch.” Those other words at the moment made no sense, but the name Onidas Grim fueled his anger. 
The first term Senator from the planet Godric was a simmering star in politics; someone everyone had written off because of his beliefs and how he handled his post from seemingly a position of weakness. At times Grim had been at odds with Palpatine, and has had measures that should have never been given a vote in the first place pass. Worse, the man was well on his way to a complete sweep of his election even though the society on Godric largely disagreed with him. Sidious could not put his finger on why Grim had been so good, and every investigation by him and his henchmen turned up nothing on Grim: no arrests, no past troubles, no out of wedlock child, no battered family problems. Having this happen, after Nessie had warned him of trouble, and having Grim’s name magically appear in the dirt was making Sidious think. Suddenly, he found himself having to take what Nessie said as serious.
Below ‘The Dragon Born’ was one more clue; it did not aide Sidious at all as he first examined it – it would become clear much later on. It was two carefully drawn circles, crossing the plane of each other twice. He would not notice it yet, but the lines of the drawn circles thickened from their starting point between where the circles bisected each other, going from small to large and back to small again. In the space between the circles was an old E’sithropian hieroglyph he had seen before; the last he saw such a symbol it was over fifteen years ago. That memory, a time when he had taken Naressa away to court her, to fall in love with her again, was of a hidden place covered by a volcanic eruption. The place was called Titan’s Lair, a place where supposedly the ancient E’sithropian gods, the Titans, that had walked all over Korriban, prior to the creation of the E’oqerst religion and all of clearly written Sithian history, had went to depart the known plains of existence.
The symbol was for Titan.
Its significance within the meaning of the circle would elude Darth Sidious until four months later.
