CHAPTER 78.0

At their usual meeting place on Coruscant, Darth Sidious knew Darth Tyranus would arrive with a impressed look on his face given the spectacle that had been unleashed twelve hours ago upon  an unsuspecting Senate. Of course, the Dark Jedi was so easy to please, so easy to amuse, and so easy to fool. He was no different than the Trade Federation, to whom Lord Tyranus had just had meeting with on Neimoidia, discussing a great number of things; all in Sidious’ good graces: so much in the know, yet still so woefully lost in the fog.
“Lord Tyranus,” began Sidious as his elder associate left his ship, “I suspect good news.”

“Great news, my Master,” said Tyranus happily. “They firmly believe that the Chancellor has betrayed you.” This really made the old man smile. “They began mustering up their allies the moment Senator Dod reported what had happened in the Senate involving the Senator of Chandis Prime. They are convinced she is not one of our assets, and are certain she will continue what her late husband has started. They called me immediately, and have recommitted themselves to our cause. They suspect, as a Rapier understudy, the Chancellor is dying to hang onto power and he will side with Madam Senator Coaxial.”

“Excellent,” said Sidious, and the two began to walk about the landing bay. He tempered his smile, only because he did not want Tyranus to think everything he wanted to go right with this had been achieved. “Finally, a Vesgevi as well as a Coaxial proves their worth!”
“I must know, my Master,” begged Tyranus, “was this the plan all along?”
Sidiout checked his grin. Count Dooku was someone that craved answers only because he had never thought of something this elaborate in his long life as a man or in his short life as a Dark Lord of the Sith. Half-truths and complete lies would be sufficient; it was only fitting to demonstrate to Tyranus why he was the Master.
Fifteen years ago Sidious had written off the Vesgevi clan as viable to the Sith cause after Darth Rune had used them against him. Rune had used Sithian resources as a means to frame Naressa Rapier, which in turn drew Rapier and Sidious both to Dantooine to fight one another and be caught in a trap of Rune’s making. After such a titanic event, which both Sidious and Darth Maul were lucky to escape and lead to Rapier’s surrender to the authorities, Nicconee Vesgevi was the lone survivor of her family – Her father was used by Rune as a means to destroy Sidious, Rapier, and Maul through the Son of Xulm, and her brothers were also killed leading up to that end game. The Jedi would have kept their eyes on her given her family’s Sithian roots; it made no sense for the Sith to have anything to do with her.
“I am not afraid to say Nicconee Vesgevi was not going to play any part in any of my plans in the beginning,” admitted Sidious honestly. From here on end, much what he told Tyranus could not be called ‘completely honest’. “I needed the serfs of the Sith cause to interweave themselves in areas that would not draw attention to them. I required ‘pillow access’.”
Sidious, indeed, had reached out to the Sith Conspirators once again several years ago, and had found many of their descendants actually carrying out that plan in the absence of direct Sith commands. The conspirators felt the Sith would rise again, or because they felt they would have power all to themselves, it was not uncommon by now after a thousand years that some chambers of power were filled with men and women who were related one way or another to the Sith cause, and thus those governments would obey the Sith immediately after the fall of the Republic. The idea, however, was resurrected in Sidious’ mind by what Naressa had done to Bendian all those years ago. By marrying herself to the most powerful non-Force using Human in the Republic it gave her access to his power: from monies, to allies, to even enemies, to secrets, to technology. 
But what Tyranus was never going to know, and something Sidious himself had not known until he had reviewed the Sith spy docs on Coaxial, was that Nicconee Vesgevi was the Senator’s designated sexual regular. Once he had discovered this fact, and vowed to kill the Sith’s Hands that failed to notice this fact for years, Sidious made contact with Nicconee, and arrangements were made for his benefit. As it would turn out the Jedi stopped paying attention to her the moment Naressa Rapier had escaped Dantooine. Jedi resources back then were spread too thin to maintain an eye on the then-young woman. Subservient contact was established once it was clear Vesgevi was Sidious’ way into Coaxial’s power group.
However not all plans worked as well as Sidious wanted them to, even those that required a direct, and immediate, activation. Coaxial was too caught up with being blackmailed by Coy Madex he had not once responded to any of Nicconee’s messages. It did not help that their relationship was just a physical convenience for the both of them. A bad divorce had burned Coaxial, and thus serious relationships with women were no longer what Coaxial had desired. As expected with the revelation of the committee’s hearings being a lie Coaxial ran to the one person he could count on that could still ‘love’ him. Nicconee, remaining faithful to the cause, went so far as to marry him. 
But at that point, the marriage did not help the Sith at all.
That changed, completely, for one obvious reason: the assassination of Bly Coaxial. 
After recalling what the dead Sith Maiden Mercuria Donnafhlane had done with that flower from Chandis Prime and what she had said, clearly it had signified the Senator’s end. Who was responsible for the death was a very good question, for the Sith had not done it, nor did had they commissioned it. The assassination was too professionally done, and in its wake there was rather strange behavior on the behalf of the Bothans. It was no longer a secret to the Sith that Onidas Grim had much greater ties to the Bothan government than just through a business contract. The breaking of that relationship had shaken the Bothans’ core. 
Perhaps the Bothans had a hand in Coaxial’s death; motive undoubtedly Coaxial’s words having an affect on the markets, perhaps revenge in the name of the Rapiers; they chose a great time to kill him, given not many in the Senate would care to look into his death. All of this had the marks of a Si’ing operation; perhaps now the Sith had a clue to get to them, in the form of Onidas Grim’s broken ties with the Bothans. Only time would tell, and patience was on Sidious’ side.
Sidious was not going to tell Tyranus that. Pun intended, the more he kept Tyranus in the preverbal dark, the better he could control him and his ambitions. Tyranus had only known about the Vesgevis by the clouded Jedi perception of them; he had no clue what had transpired on Dantooine fifteen years ago any more than anyone else that wasn’t there had. It was going to remain that way and not only that, Sidious was more than happy to take credit for all of it. He was also including Si’ing’s mysterious kill shot that had caused Bly Coaxial to not have an open casket funeral; the method of destroying that idiot’s skull was in itself a peculiar mystery that prevented assigning credit to anyone; just another something the Sith had to worry about with Si’ing.
Sidious said, “Here, I could not have executed my plan any better.” This time, he allowed a genuine smile to touch his face; he was such a great liar. “Now I am in complete control of Coy Madex’s conspiracy theory, and with it the process of my Grand Plan has begun under my time table.”
“Indeed you are unquestionably powerful, my Lord,” gushed Tyranus. “Especially with Madex and the rest of the Sith Hunters out of the way, we can continue our goals. As for the Senate, what is our recourse?”

“I had hoped you would ask,” said Sidious, his face now revealing nothing while under the shadows of his hood. “I received a welcomed transmission from Naboo. Muriel Arnes has been resurrected, and with her all the evidence she has collected from all the elections we have tampered with. Queen Amidala agreed with her that Chancellor Palpatine had to act on this information immediately.”

“Master?” quizzed Tyranus, confused by this being good news.

“Rapier’s efforts to thwart us had been turned against her. I have seen the evidence Arnes has given to Queen Amidala; nearly all those elections were won by those who strongly agreed with Coaxial, in many systems where the electorate have had second thoughts in voting who they voted for based on Madex’s lies and Coaxial’s delivery of them. And I am quite sure Arnes did not tell the Queen she had did her own election riggings too to correct our doings with the Sherwood. What that means, my friend, is once the Chancellor announces these findings tomorrow morning on the Senate floor, many of those in opposition of him newly elected will become very silent.”
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh, brilliant,” exhaled Tyranus cheerfully. “Those systems will cry foul, demand new elections.”

“That is just the tip of that lightsaber,” mused Sidious. “Fights in the courts will ensue; political turmoil will be created, enough to where it will expedite the ends of many new Senators of the Coaxial vein before their terms of offices have expired. Those who survive the challenges, even those who win in new elections, will be so politically drained they will not see reelection. Watch tomorrow: their bloated egos will be popped by this needle I stick them with!”

“It may even foster feelings of succession?” mused Tyranus in question.
“That has crossed my mind,” said Sidious. “For now I will settle for the beginning of withdraw from the Republic by our targeted systems. Senator Coaxial will be the one who expedites that process. Recent dealings have also helped us along, including the removal of Hidu Bog.”
Tyranus smiled and said, “The Viceroy was most gracious by your leverage.”

“Rare is it that I don’t take credit, but this time it was all the Jedi’s fault. And soon, I will have Gunray denounce the very action he had authorized to be taken against Bog. Many will become furious by the growing double standards. Some may join Senator Coaxial upon her quest to continue her husband’s work.”
“How will it continue, my Master, if I may ask?” questiond Tyranus. “Does it go beyond the Trade Federation? Do you use her to attack the Jedi and Lady Angelleia?”
It would be perfect; the circumstances were, to have Nicconee attack his most dangerous foes. It fit perfectly, the pieces: Madex’s death ensured to some degree that accusations made against him and the Jedi Order could not be refuted, and since the Jedi rarely debated the Senate it would be one sided. 
As for Juna, there could not be a better time than right now to bury her and Muriel Arnes for their part in doing an unauthorized investigation into the elections; especially when Arnes was supposed to be dead, and the two women so rooted in legacy politics, and Juna had not quite recovered in reputation all in thanks to Bly Coaxial. Coaxial and Madex’s damage to Juna was very extensive, which clearly put Queen Amidala on the spot, he knew, when she was given the evidence regarding other system’s elections: it made it look more than it did that Naboo was getting too involved in other people’s affairs just as it did look like Juna was.
Sidious had learned his lesson in regards to Juna; it was time to leave her alone, as much as possible when possible. By all accounts that could be interpreted by the very ultra-vague reports he was allowed to read as Supreme Chancellor, Madex and his fellow Sith Hunters were either severely injured or killed in a battle…..and that was all the Jedi Order would say. Seeing in the logs and updates in the Blue Harvest directory that his Granddaughter Angelleia was now a Padawan Leaner for Knighthood under Casper Knightshade, it was clear Juna and her allies had defeated the Sith Hunters and had impressed the Jedi Order enough to no longer consider Juna as their suspected Sith. In time, when all was right and settled, Sidious was going to contact Rose Faith and get better details on what had occurred, but his guesses with the facts known and given were going to be correct.

Not having the Jedi going after Juna was the best news Sidious could had ever heard; it meant there was less of a chance of the Jedi discovering he was her father, which would draw unwanted questions towards his public persona. Madex’s plan was pure Jedi madness: it went too far in the merits of the Jedi, so it was a good bet the Jedi Council was going to sweep this embarrassment under a rug in some back room in the basement of the Jedi Temple. The presence of Nicconee Vesgevi Coaxial would ensure that, not just because how political everything would get if Madex’s crusade was revealed, but because, and this was another reason why Sidious would not have her go after Juna, the Jedi would be suspicious to a Vesgevi in the Senate, knowing her family’s distant and most recent past. He imagined that fool Yoda watching Nicconee with eyes wide open now trying to make up for another Jedi Order mistake, waiting for something to occur, perhaps waiting to see if his Daughter Juna was going to be brought back into the fold of public debate as a named Sith.
For now, Sidious actually decided Juna’s fate by saying to Tyranus, “As much as I would enjoy bloodying the reputation of Rapier, I want Madam Coaxial to train the galactic focus solely on the Trade Federation and their allies. Perhaps even….”
It took Sidious a split second to control himself when, from behind the tall form of Tyranus, another figure in black appeared. In that moment, the Sith revealed himself to Sidious, and to Sidious’ perceptions only, when he lifted his head enough for his black hood to rise and reveal the kind face of Darth Nefarious, the dead Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh, Juna’s ancestor. He emerged, conveniently enough, upon Sidious’ thoughts of Juna and of Angelleia, when he had considered them as they were to him, Daughter and Granddaughter respectfully. He just stood there, behind Tyranus, waiting very patiently for the Sith’s business to end.
Sidious continued his thought, betraying Tyranus instead of betraying Nefarious. “Have her officially exonerate Rapier.” That drew the old man’s attention towards more fully. “Have no fear, Lord Tyranus: I am leaving all my options open. When the time is right, and so are the circumstances, she will be dealt with.”

“I would enjoy that opportunity,” volunteered Tyranus. “I would gladly match my skills against hers.”
Sidious was annoyed not by Tyranus’ ego, but by Nefarious’ very slow head shake; by it, the Great Father of the Sith Maidens was not just disagreeing with the Dark Jedi, he was indicating Tyranus had no chance against Juna. It made Sidious press on with, “Even myself must obey the whims of patience, my Friend. For now, I need every instance of Noss Phetter to disappear along with whatever may remain of him on Ancesca. I want to see if the Jedi will follow up on that information about him, since Phetter was so certain he had tracked his assigned targets so well to Ancesca there. I’m quite certain he is dead, but I want his body, and everything else associated with him, to disappear.”

“It will be done, my Master,” said Tyranus, appearing a bit crestfallen to be dealt such an assignment. That was the bargain: to obey Sidious without question, to never doubt the Sith Master’s intentions. Nothing else had to be said; task given, Tyranus bowed and took his leave, boarding his fancy, expensive ship.

For his part, Sidious paid the ship no more attention as he would normally do. His departure matched Tyranus’ departure. His journey, on the other hand, was much shorter; Nefarious stood patiently where he had appeared from behind Tyranus. Given the need to maintain secrecy more than security, the lack of guards meant both the living and the dead were all alone.
“I see you have come,” spoke Sidious coldly, remembering his last, cryptic encounter with Mercuria Donnafhlane.
“I see you have come to your senses,” said Nefarious gently in his expected, Jedi style. Why he appeared as a Sith here, and not as a Jedi like he was on Korriban, was a form of placation. “It is fortunate that you acknowledge the fact that you do have a daughter, and that you have a granddaughter as well.”
Judging the circumstances, Sidious folded his hands in his sleeves and mused, “You were sending a message to me by sending your granddaughter Mercuria to the Ho'Din Botany Institute.”

Craning his head to one side as a gesture of admitted guilt, Nefarious said otherwise by saying, “Things do sometimes happen for reasons of their own, Master Sidious. We can blame the Force, but we miss the fact that anything can happen.”
Chuckling, Sidious shook his head and said, “You are not a good liar, Lord Nefarious.”
“Well, I did lie,” admitted Nefarious shyly. Seeing how Sidious was not threatening to leave, he just said, “You could say yes: there were more than a dozen messages given to you with Mercuria. She really does like you; apparently, your scowl is attractive.”

Sidious, in response, did scowl; that only made Nefarious smirk. That, in turn, only made Sidious scowl more. He just said, “This was not about me acknowledging offspring and grandchildren. Who was with you in the graveyard months ago.” It was more like an accusation more than a question. That was because he went to say, “It was Enothchild Sarch wasn’t it.”
Nefarious raised his head enough to where his whole face and the smile on it could be seen. He said, “Three in Jedi robes: myself plus Nessie plus x equals nines months to do the math. I would be impressed, but only if you had given Nessie time to explain.” When he noted Sidious was not amused any longer, he just nodded his head and said, “Yes, the third Jedi in the Holy Resting Grounds was Enothchild.”

Keeping himself in check, Sidious had to ask. “Why would he help us?”

“Because he was not; he was helping the wife and daughter he loved, and he felt we were the only ones that could help him.” Nefarious put his hands together in contemplation similar to how Sidious held his hands. “Since Nessie was his daughter, Enothchild has a very strong connection to us and not to his Jedi fellows.”

“Why would he help us, Nefarious!” Sidious’ demand for an answer made him shout loudly. “You must be joking if you think you can trust him not to go to Juna, or Yoda somehow with this information! What you say is true, then he knows-.”

“Everything,” said Nefarious calmly. “The dead do know everything, Sidious; that is the reward for dying. You forget so quickly that so many Jedi have perish before Enothchild, including his first wife Nadja Moranna, and she could have told him everything she had learned, or any Jedi for that matter. But she and others like her never have.” He shook his head. “And now you worry about such a thing?”
Not quite ever thinking that, Sidious just grew mute. Nefarious said, “You should, instead, be happy with this knowledge, Master Sidious. It demonstrates how no matter the reality, the Dark Side will rule this galaxy in one form or another. The greatest of Jedi heroes long dead have known this, but even they understand that it is not up to them to stop it. You see, the dead can know everything, and can do absolutely nothing about it.”
Sidious frowned and said, “You’re wrong. Rune did something.”

“A rather….unique situation,” assured Nefarious cryptically. “It was a good trick that can rarely be pulled off without some willing and unwilling participants, and dare I say it, the work of the divine. But you see, in my opinion, Rune was just not mature enough to handle the destiny she had created for herself more than once. Even lesser Sith Lords had better grasps on the reality of limitations than Rune. Sometimes, Lord Sidious, when you card gamble, you must know when to fold. I’m glad you chose to fold just now, giving into the facts that you cannot change. Trust me it will make the days and years ahead much more tolerable to you.”
“So Sarch begged you to use me to somehow save them,” said Sidious contemptuously.
“I would not say beg.” Nefarious sighed deeply, in regret. He looked haunted himself. “Enothchild did mean so much to our cause, after all. He stopped Rune, he guided the Dark Hope properly, he put an end to Naressa Jaina’s attempts at altering all our destinies in the long term. Right there you could say we were returning the favor.

“But it was not just that, I’ll admit. We both watched what Coy Madex was doing, and what had wrought upon Juna. I looked at the Bothan and I saw who I once was over a thousand years ago. I saw that Jedi who was fed up with the existence of the Sith and felt no lows were too low in dealing with them.” Nefarious hung his head down and muttered, “Just as I sought to destroy the Sith for just about all the wrong reasons, Madex was doing so as well, hiding his revenge behind the cloak of righteous justice. I feared what that would have meant to destiny.”
“Juna’s death,” remarked Sidious.

“Not so much that,” corrected Nefarious. “It will all unfold as it should, but we cannot see clearly how we get there. Imagine if you had not removed that data card Madex wanted Bly Coaxial to use in hearings, the one that accused Juna of kidnapping Angelleia. Imagine where that could have led. All that work, by you and by I wasted by a misguided Jedi’s need for revenge.”

And indeed Sidious had wondered that; the kidnapping charge would have ended any hold outs for Juna’s innocence. For himself, it could have begun the quest to discover who Juna’s real father was. “Revenge: it could not be as simple as that for Madex.”

“It was not,” assured Nefarious. “It was over Enothchild’s unproven suspicions, and a message left behind by Madex’s former Master Qualeggoes that contained proof that Bendian Rapier had not fathered Juna.”

This news made Sidious feel very vulnerable and out in the open very fast. “Sarch’s unproven suspicions about me!”

There was a pause, and then finally Nefarious nodded his head. Sidious turn around abruptly and fought down the anger that just wanted to explode out of him. Sidious then blow out, “And have they seen this….this proof that Bendian is not Juna’s father?”

“Yes,” said Nefarious. Sidious abruptly turned around and he checked himself; his rage was about to boil over. “Madex was Qualeggoes’ apprentice, and upon recruiting his men he showed him this proof. The surviving Sith Hunters have told the Jedi Council what they know, even as Jedi Knightshade did everything he could to cover it up. Because of this, because Casper has taken the same route as Enothchild had before him, the Council feels it is a worth while risk to have him train your granddaughter.”
Sidious turned right around and said, “And this soothes me how!?!” It was a good question, given how he – despite what he was told – had not killed Hidu Bog, who strongly felt Sidious’ alter ego was both Naressa’s spy on Bendian, and later on the father of Juna. Sidious had gambled Bog would not talk; the risk of that now had risen greatly.
“The ones that did know about Qualeggoes’ proof only know about his proof, which have no connection to Enothchild’s suspicions.”

“And that’s a comfort?!? Smeck that, Nefarious!”
Nefarious, contrary to Sidious, remained calm, “You are assuming the worst, for you assume just because some beings may realize you are Juna’s father, that perhaps you also are a Sith Lord.” He held up a hand and assured, “Not necessarily. Without Naressa Jaina, or Hidu Bog, there is little the Jedi can do to deduce it is you. There is no proof. And wisely, you have stopped your arrogant pursuit of destroying what is the proof: your very daughter. As you have so wisely realized, having a relationship with Nicconee Vesgevi in the hopes of destroying Juna will make the Jedi Council wonder why, why a woman from a noted family of Sith conspirators would put forth such an effort. Do you not see what I mean?”
Glaring as the truth dawned on him, Sidious said to Nefarious, “You are a Sith, aren’t you? Plans and motives within plans and motives, every facet have a reason, every reason a desire.”

“I favor you and Juna above all others,” noted Nefarious. “I approve of your plans for conquest. I care that Juna is happy, and she is at her happiest when she someone to love, someone she can put her faith in. Either one of you through your ways and means can achieve the ultimate goal; all the other contenders to destiny will have a much messier, damaging time achieving this victory.”
“And Juna is at her happiest with Angelleia,” said Sidious.

“Indeed she is, and through Angelleia that is how you control the Dark Hope, Sidious. I tell you this because, as pointed out before, Angelleia is an unknown quantity not anticipated by us. You were not told of her existence before because, honestly, we did not know how she fit into our ends. Now, after years, we know more. Angelleia will be the one that ensures your destiny is secure.”

“I have taken my own steps,” said Sidious, understanding Nefarious’ point, but not liking it all that much. What was suggested was to allow Juna to continue to interfere, and allow Angelleia to become one of his sworn enemies. By all accounts his Granddaughter was going to be a very dangerous foe.

“Sound steps, I know of them,” said Nefarious with a head nod. “But consider tactics that will not let you use the Chosen One first against Juna, for with his victory over her, the Age of Darkness ends.”

Lifting his head up in personal victory, Sidious said, “So he is the Chosen One!”

“You did not need my confirmation.”

“But I see it now, my victory! I control him, I control her, and the galaxy becomes mine!” Sidious actually gave Nefarious a bow of respect. “Thank you, Great Father, for your insights.”

For once, Nefarious spoke out of his calm tune. “Gloat when all is truly yours, Master Sidious: you have not won anything yet. There are still others that desire much that you want. As much as you can control yourself, you cannot control your rivals. They, as well as you, will have no control over the Dark Hope or the Chosen One, not completely. What they do, or do not, will have as much effect on them as what you do, or do not do, to them.”
Nefarious regained his composure and said, “I favor you and Juna over the rest. Out of both of you I favor you most for your way, believe or not, will keep the death to a minimum.”

Having heard all of this before, Sidious demanded of Nefarious, “If you favor me, tell me who these other rivals are!” He waived his hands around as he moved in a circle, demonstrating that whatever this information was, it had an affect on everything around them. “Why is it that I receive no help when I want it, but all sorts of help when I don’t!”
“As not Rune shown you the folly of the interference of the dead?” questioned Nefarious sincerely. “Sidious, any one of the other Daughters of the Dark Side could have betrayed you, to Naressa long ago, to Juna now, or at any time. Enothchild could betray us now but he does not. There are many events occurring, all of them unforeseen by the Enlightenments, held in secret by the Force not even the dead can see, all unfolding with no singular result. Each has an affect on you, on Juna, on everyone in this galaxy in its own unique way. What would be the point if we interfere any more than we have now? What was it that my Granddaughter had told you? That you just accept what you know. Master Sidious, I humbly tell you that you know nothing!”

As Sidious seethed, Nefarious approached him, but he stopped when he noted the living was turning away from him. Sidious was becoming frustrated; as his plans were on the eve of execution and appeared to go forth unhindered, he was told that a number of unknown variables would challenge what he had so suffered to create. It made him enraged how the dead Sith would drop everything for Sarch, for Juna, and for Angelleia to help them, but not even lift one real finger to help the living Sith Lord. Perhaps it was petty; perhaps it was not right; whatever the case Sidious was just about done with it.
Nefarious let some time pass, and he said, “A Storm is coming.” Sidious turned his attention towards the dead Dark Jedi, for there was something in his voice that had changed. “Events are unfolding in unexpected ways, largely because of Angelleia. All of our destinies may have changed with her birth. Very much like her mother’s birth marked the beginning of the Age of Darkness, her birth has marked the return of the Original Six.”
Frowning at this, Sidious glared at Nefarious dangerously and demanded, “What in the hell is the Original Six, and why should I care.”

“Because you are one of them,” said Nefarious plainly. Sidious frowned even more. “A descendent of one of the six Sith of pure blood lines who had escaped the ravaging of Korriban by the Titan Eclispeshame that marked the end of the 22nd Sithian Civilization and the beginning of the 23rd Sithian Civilization.” Seeing that Sidious was tempering his surprise, he said, “All that you know about the end of the Sith armies on Korriban is not true. What you know is what I and Darth Bane and the Great Mother had known about it, but alas were told of this. For what we thought true was not: Amu Caru and Darth Tudan did not destroy the world.”
Nefarious tucked his hands into his robe sleeves again and paced around an interested Sidious, and Sidious had to wonder what was about to be revealed. The Great Father said, “Amongst us, as the Dark Jedi and the E’sithropian merged for the sake of alliance and the gain of power was the reason for it. For years too large in number to express, there was one who had spent that time trying to perfect the Sith society. He had come so close, so many times, only to watch it become weak, flawed, too warring, and any number of other reasons societies fall. After so many tries, he realized what the flaw was; it was that very thing that made the Sith who they were. It was in their E’oqerst; it was too perfect for madness and corruption. Because of it, he had surmised, too many Sith had gained nothing in the Dark Side, nothing in life, and so they would war out of jealousy, or to eliminate the threat of being ruled by those with power. These campaigns would be too successful. Progress would stall, slow, come to a stop. He would give up, and start the civilization again once he wiped it out. I speak of the founder of the E’oqerst religion. I speak of Xulm.”
The name of Xulm invoked those memories of Dantooine again in Sidious’ mind, as well as some of the old Sithian folklore he had read so many times about him, a warrior like no other; the one who supposedly united the Sith – pure blood and Dark Jedi alike – under one banner. What was said, whether true or not, was that Xulm was very old and had many wives and many children, all who became the greatest warlords of the Sith in a span lasting 200,000 years, the known and recorded history of the Sith. Nefarious, however, was suggesting something more by mentioning the end of one civilization and the beginning of the other, as with this present being the 2nd Coruscantian Age, and at such a high number as well. In the galaxy lexicon in regards to civilizations, ages last 100,000 years. Nefarious was making it clear that the Sith measured their ages differently, and apparently greatly.
Nefarious said, “When the Dark Knights of Cantaspher came to Korriban, Xulm saw an opportunity to perhaps lessen the Sith’s Nature a bit while gaining in power from a fresh infusion of both genetics and knowledge. You could say my idea about bringing forth the Dark Hope was born from that idea of ‘breeding up’, but no living Sith, in this realm, knew of this.”
“In this realm?” questioned Sidious curiously.

“This is already very difficult to explain, so bare with me,” said Nefarious. He continued on, “As the years passed, Xulm began to realize his folly. You must understand: in all of his long existence, Xulm had hoped to perfect society. You could say it was no different than what you are doing now, through schemes and plots. Unlike you, however, he had tried it all with different approaches, and his goal was not to rule in the classic sense of the word. However, his best results were also the most dire and convoluted: those of families; either it worked or wars broke out. He saw that perhaps his own passions had found their way into the blood of those Sith he had saved from previous destructions of civilizations; the aliens, who he found we could mate with any of them, could perhaps bridge that gap and lead us to that perfection Xulm had achieved for himself. 
“There was also the promise of, for the first time, power beyond what could be achieved on Korriban. In those previous incarnations the Sith were alone, left to fight one another for whatever scraps of power were left to gnaw on. This time, with space travel, with a common enemy in the rest of the galaxy, the Sith had new places to conquer and rule. Xulm could see that there was a possibility; that perhaps with this extension outward from the home world there would always be a release for the darkest of passions. This time, Xulm was convinced, perfection would be achieved for all. Unfortunately, once again, it had not passed.
“This time there was little Xulm could do. He had lost his biological form, having outlived his softer body tissues for having lived for so long in the grace of the Dark Side, becoming a living sphere of power and purpose. No longer could he speak to his surviving children, and they in turn showed hatred for what he had become, they were too influenced by the ideas of the Dark Jedi. They also showed no respect for their mother, who was Xulm’s most trusted advisor, and next to him the greatest swordswoman that has ever existed. Her name is Hone, the Sword of Xulm.
“Xulm decided he must pay this time for the ruination of the Sith. This time, he would suffer the end of Korriban, but not before he had Hone locate the purest of Sith blood to be found left on the world. And Sidious, when I say purest, I mean to say that though tainted by some Dark Jedi blood, absolutely none of their Sithian heritage was related to one another, not a one. These six bloodlines, these Original Six, were named to care and honor Xulm as Hone and those she deemed worthy escaped the end of Korriban under Eclispeshame.”
Dawning on him, Sidious said, “Luna Mystery is of the Original Six.”

“As are you,” said Nefarious, reminding him of that fact again. “It is bloodlines, not just the number of people. These bloodlines run so far back they are older than this very world’s existence. It was imperative to Xulm that these lines exist with him as the rest moved on. He could not trust anyone else to be with him other than the Original Six.”
“And just where did these other Sith go to?” questioned Sidious. “What had happened to all of them?”
“The same place, just a different time,” said Nefarious cryptically. He went on. “As I said, this time Xulm would bare witness to his failure completely. He could not trust just anyone to take care of him; he was only comfortable now with those of his own kind, or close to it. Together, he and the Original Six saw the end of Korriban, had watched it become the planet it is today.

“The Original Six were told by Hone to go their own way, for as a Jedi I had become too vigilant in my pursuit of the Sith after what had happened on Korriban. As you know full well, the Jedi Order is in possession of Xulm, because Luna’s father was one of the representatives of the Original Six who had possession of him. And, for reasons I, Bane, and Luna would not know, our search for Sith descendants were predicated on these blood lines. Nearly every single man a Sith Maiden had mated contained blood of the Original Six; the other blood lines, too convoluted to be pure, still kept the Luna blood line going until the Sith Maidens find another pure blood. It was the E’oqerst that these precious blood lines fine their way to each other. Only one was not of Dark Heritage.”
“One?” asked Sidious.

“That would be Naressa’s father,” said Nefarious. He shook his head. “Although it did not set us back in the creation of the Dark Hope; in fact, perhaps, that is what made you and Naressa’s joining so much more unique. In any event, you of near pure blood, Naressa of pure blood, two of the Original Six blood lines, came together, created Juna.
“Of course, as the Dark Side consumes the three powers of the Force, this stirs the remains of the Original Six, their descendants, those who were tied to the great power. Fear not: only those close to or fully in trust of their Darkness will be your rivals, if they so choose to be. At the very least, Master Sidious, this destiny of rule has at least, right now, six contenders. It could expand, but for now only six, each in their own way representing the Original Six.”

Sidious considered this information and immediately pointed out, “Myself, Juna, and….Onidas Grim are at least three.” Nefarious slowly shook his head. “I am wrong?”

“Juna represents the joining of two bloodlines, and she is a deity all her own. As for Onidas Grim your suspicions are correct.”

Sidious nodded in understanding and slurred out, “Naressa is the representative of the Luna line.” He let his eyes narrow, thinking that there was still that chance his lover would somehow get in his way. This news just boasted that theory. Kept in mind quietly he said, “That makes three known.”
“Yes,” said Nefariouis with a nod. “And all of you, all six of you, are connected in some way to young Angelleia Knightshade. By blood, or by bond, or by circumstances past or future: she is the only clue I can give you as to the identities of the remaining three.”
“But why exactly her, why Angelleia?” Sidious could not see the point, unless one of these Original Six was to seduce her to the Dark Side.

“Because, my Lord, she is that which cannot be killed, stopped, or bargained with. She was born from both sides of benevolence, something that is not supposed to be in the land of the living, in this reality. The fusion of great power, between the Kind Light of Justice and the Cruel Salvation of Darkness, will draw the notice of those who seek to rule this galaxy and beyond it because she is their destroyer.”
Nefarious made a noise and remarked, “Even I had once suffered your condition, Sidious, that what is there is there. There was the Force, and it was Light and it was Dark, therefore there was the Jedi and there was the Sith. Two religions that, in the view of secular preaching, were perfect: there was no deities to pray to, no messiahs that claimed to be children of kings. Although the Sith sought to conquer as the Jedi did not, the Sith did so under the right of personal selfishness, not in the name of any god. The view of those entities that worshipped and prayed to imaginary prophets of hope and despair by us, now as it was then, is like parents giving children their respect for having such a wild and interesting yet fruitless imagination. The Force was the perfect deity to worship to for we could prove it exists, in science as well as in thought; for better and for worst, it was because he could use that deity for power.
“But even in our wildest dreams of uniqueness, we still cling onto a Chosen One, who will bring balance to the Force. How quick are we to dismiss him as some messiah of the Force? Very quick it would seem, because he bleeds, because he breathes, and he feels. Or is it because you feel you can manipulate this god, Sidious? Regardless of that, we overlook the other faiths, and therefore their prophecies, because unlike the Force, our faith, Sidious, their faith cannot be proven.

“In our blindness, in our acceptance in a Chosen One and in the Dark Hope, it never occurred to us that the Force would give rise to other powerful deities and perhaps those other religions would mark them as their own messiahs. Rightfully so, I would say: the Force favors not only the Jedi and the Sith. Vhanba, for example, had its unfolding of events in the Force long before the likes of Jurivicious Pern or even the Vhinphyc’s government had bastardized the faith and the faithful.
“The Force did bestow upon a Vhinphyc great and significant power through the Spiritual Force as a means to balance against the Darkness that had risen from the Parted Doors. She, too, was a convergence of the Force, as was the Chosen One. Unlike him, she had no parents: she appeared before the Evil One as a mere girl, unable to speak, unaware of who she was. To the Overlord, she was nothing more than a survivor of his wraith.”

Sidious narrowed his eyes and said, “You speak of the one called Presence.”

“Indeed I do,” said Nefarious with a head nod. “And you are well aware of that history, having studied it to understand much of the Vhinech’s motivations. What you are not aware of is the fact that, thousands of years after she had died Presence had been resurrected. That is she was resurrected more than once, at one time.” He then said to clarify, “She was cloned, Master Sidious, from her blood that had stained the very knife that had wounded her mortally. The descendants of that evil deed would be the ones who would clone her, and clone the child the Overlord had forced her to bare, one of whom you knew as Magus Prophet.”
“Prophet?!?!” scowled Sidious.

Nefarious continued on by saying, “Presence had told her followers she would return. Of course it wasn’t expected that science would be the source of her ‘resurrection’. The Vhinphyc did take that for granted, and because of that it lead to two things: their eventual destruction, and indeed Presence’s true return. In the form of a childless clone, she was given to one of the Vhinphyc’s greatest explorers, who had soon realized who he was given. It had changed him profoundly; the change was completed when this truly resurrected form of Presence gave birth to their son, who would be named by the Jedi as Enothchild Sarch. A powerful deity had given birth to a kingdom once more.
“Only this time, this kingdom would not save one entire civilization from itself; it would save entire civilizations by saving the spirit of one other, messianic entity in the Force. Only Enothchild Sarch possessed the power to stop the Dark Hope of the Sith without killing her. He passed onto her his power, and his love, in the form of his unborn daughter. In the wake of that, Juna had given birth, a child who parents of great power in the Spiritual Force. This child, no mistake about her, is a Titan.

“The Titans, Sidious, have lived just as long as the Sith truly have, and they are extremely powerful creatures. It is said that only Xulm and Hone had ever truly defeated one, but as far as I can see the two had been responsible for unleashing Titans upon Korriban to wipe out the civilizations of the Sith to start all over again. Those Titans were unleashed from Parted Doors long established by something else, from which the Force itself was born from. You have seen one of those used portals before: in that place called Titan’s Lair. It was there were Eclipseshame had come from, and it was its tracks that made the Footprint Lakes in the south. A great event created by the Force to correct all that is wrong on Korriban and with the Sith, who are truly the longest lived of all the known races in this galaxy.
“Unlike every Titan before her, Angelleia Knightshade is not bound by the limitations pressed upon the others. She will become invincible, Master Sidious; when she does no force, good or evil, can stop her. How she will shape the Sith’s fortunes is not quite clear, but her presence in this realm is imperative to what will happen. So it is very wise to tread careful around and about her.”
Sidious was just starting to get his head wrapped around the information. He still managed to say, “If they are invincible, where do these Titans go when they are done?”

“They die with the absence of life, Master Sidious,” said Nefarious. “Titans have existed beyond Korriban, but no other planet in the cosmos has had as many as it. As I said Angelleia is very different; the rules that apply to the other Titans may not apply to her at all. Only know that her power if far different than anyone else and that power is only used for one purpose only: destruction for whomever she decides to destroy.”
“Destruction,” noted Sidious carefully, considering that. “She will be an intricate part of my war.”

“Yes: that is the Storm I was referring to before,” said Nefarious, “that draws the Original Six to Angelleia.”

After some more thought, it became apparent as something else imperative dawned on Sidious. His mouth dropped open just a little and he dared said quietly, “Darth Impious.”
Nefarious just smiled, nodded, and began to fade away. He said lastly, “And now you know more than the rest of the Original Six does. Tread carefully, Darth Sidious; only one of the descendants of Darth Impious seeks what you desire most. And he is, by far, the most dangerous entity in the galaxy….
Nefarious whispered, “….even more dangerous than you.”

  Animated more than he would normally be, Sidious turned away from the fading Great Father and considered the night sky of Coruscant now presently before him. Understanding all the clues Darth Nefarious had been giving him up to now, he let his head slowly shake as he whispered, “The One Who Had Walked Away….”
With this information about Darth Impious, and in regards to the Great Mother’s parents, Darth Sidious indeed felt he did know more than everyone else. For once, the dead had come through for him, but he had to complete the information. He could see another reason why Darth Rune had destroyed so much of the Sith’s resources, for she knew of the Original Six, who they were, and like all other information she did not want any of her Dark enemies to discover this. It now all made sense to him, with the reference to the Path religion and its founder Presence, and her descendent who just happened to be his Granddaughter. It all made sense to him, everything was quite clear.

And if he did not discover anything about the parents of Luna Mystery Nimh and Darth Bane, then at the very least there was still Impious, The One Who Had Walked Away. With this information at hand, Darth Sidious felt there were no more mysterious in this cosmos. All of the sudden, he knew them all.
All of the sudden, all he could was laugh. His laughter became a graying echo of doom for all those who stood in the way of his greatness. His laughter was a sign that his victory, surely, was soon in hand.
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