CHAPTER 49.0
“Lady Naressa?”
Naressa snapped her attention around so quickly she nearly gave Greta a heart attack. She wasn’t aware of the old woman, nor was she aware of any time passing. Greta caught her breath and said in fear, “M-my word. Are you a-all right, Naressa?”

“No, I’m not,” said Naressa, kicking, stomping, slugging, bashing, throwing, and battering herself repeatedly in her mind. She should have saw this all coming knowing how her Mother was hell bent on destroying her and Juna. Frustrated, she pointed out, “The meeting with the Jedi did not go well. Now I find one of my expensive cloaks is missing.”

Greta put a shaking hand up to her heart. “Lady Naressa….I hope you don’t think…I took the cloak?”

“I know you didn’t!” Just as she snapped at Greta Naressa regretted it. Too much of her anger came out and it was reflected in the elderly woman’s eyes. A woman that cared for her too much for so long; she didn’t deserve a lashing, of any kind. She forced herself to find calm and put a gentle hand on her shoulder, generating calm and kind thoughts into the old woman. “I’m sorry, Greta. Like I said the meeting with the Jedi did not end well.”
With the warm, good thoughts in her Greta was calm and relaxed; she never knew that her mistress had yelled at her. In fact there was no missing cloak. No missing cloak in Greta’s memories at all. She offered, “Your search for your daughter has drained you. Sometimes I wonder how you can stand upright with all the hard work you do.”
Naressa only half heard the loyal servant. “I would say the same for you, Greta.” She gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Listen, I would like you and the others to take the rest of the day and night off. I have very personal things to attend to…and you all have earned the time off.”
Greta was going to object, but with Naressa’s influence governing her thoughts she couldn’t. “Very well my Lady. I will inform the staff immediately.”

“Thank you, Greta.” Naressa let the head of household take care of that business, and so she turned her sights to her own, personal business at hand. She strolled out the closet, called up her computer with a wave of her hand, and brought up the security roll call from several months ago; specifically, the night Juna left Rapier Manor; the night apparently Darth Sidious was at Rapier Manor uninvited, the night, now, that Prophet’s little Sithian daughter and Darth Rune’s unwilling puppet was here in the room. “Okay, let’s get an idea here.”

On the screen the MITES records began to play starting from midnight. It showed the usual suspects doing what they do at their times. Naressa saw herself constantly at Juna’s side. Juna remained in one position until it required of her to be moved for cleaning and bed adjustments. Her vital signs were constant and good, but there were no signs of her awakening.
The MITES picked up the crew of the Millennium Falcon leaving the hanger bay after Greta’s image had vanished going into the hanger bay to get them, and then Greta’s image reappearing with the crew. Only moments before, Cessa Evannava Ferngully’s signature vanished into the hanger bay as well; she was here at Naressa’s behest to discuss certain matters that had no bearing in her inquiry. What was certain was that the most vulnerable point in the sensor security network was the hanger bay. Being underground and heavily fortified it was impossible to install the durable magnetic array needed to maintain the MITES. There was also the matter of transceiver interference caused by the magnetic array to ships, and with fuel fumes and other volatile chemicals around in storage having open ended electrical fields was hazardous. Still there were several standard sensor packages around the opening of the hanger and in the hanger itself. There was a slim chance that either Darth Sidious or Prophet or the Sithian girl had screwed up somewhere to give themselves away; unlikely given Rapier Manor’s artificial intelligence routines able to tell the difference between a playful squabble and a fight. 

Naressa based the fight idea on the piece of Sidious’ lightsaber she found just before they left to give chase after Juna; the piece, that had the strange sensations on them similar to the Sithian girl’s presence, she had left behind on Tatooine in the sands. Sidious and the girl may have had a fight that went undetected by the sensors; impossible with so many Force sensitive beings in the house? 
Naressa considered the realities as possible, and the security tapes were going to prove it. She created two scenes of Rapier Manor for her to watch: one where it was only MITES; another, the standard sensor systems; both were running on the same time in sequence. Although they had had gone over the security sensor recordings before months ago, it was only once and it was solely focused on Juna; all it showed was that Juna walked to the Millennium Falcon and left.
Keeping an eye on the scene unfolding in the infirmary between herself, Enothchild, Dizzy and Muriel over Juna’s body, Naressa watched the other comings and goings throughout Rapier Manor. Everyone was where they were, and she didn’t expect that Sidious or anyone else had a mole or agent inside; Naressa was too careful about that, double checking all hires; not hiring those who were sent by media or enemies of the Rapier Clan and others of the like.
One of the young maids assigned to the front corridor cleaning crew, identified as Missy Galladine, a girl barely out of intermediate school and had no inklings of betraying Naressa, went to the front door. She opened it……and then closed it fifteen full seconds later; give or take a nanosecond. The sensors, the MITES especially, showed nothing.

Naressa took the time to pause the playback and reached out to the young girl’s mind. Missy Galladine was by herself, on the forth floor, in the Northern Game Room dusting the hobby tables. Her day was going well, although she was growing a little tired of the work; Greta had not told her of the night off. The news would give Miss Galladine two and a half days off, time she could spend with her boyfriend who attended the University of Theed to patch things up. Apparently the boyfriend was upset that she hadn’t gone to college but she was making five times the money he was going to make once he graduated. Plus, she wouldn’t do something for him intimately which just added to his misery and to hers.

Taking control of Galladine’s mind, Naressa rummaged through it quickly. There, she found the proto-typical mind wipe; the method used was not a Jedi one. Typically, a Jedi would use a method that allowed them access but not replace the memory. This suggested that Galladine was subjected to mind control during an earlier period, had opened the door, remembered the encounter but thought nothing of it. Then, the memory was replayed in her mind thanks to the originator of the mind control. Fifteen seconds was plenty of time for them…or rather…Sidious to walk in and make it appear as if Galladine needed fresh air. 
Sidious had hid himself well in the girl’s mind, and used very little of his abilities to cloak himself from all sensors, but he forgot about his smell. Galladine was a Human, but all entities possessed a sense of smell, and what they smelled was recorded in the brain. Humans just lacked the ability to access such nose memory since the higher, developed regions of the brain relied on deduction and logical reasoning more than on instincts. But Naressa could access the memory, and there was no mistaking the manly smell of her one time lover; the smell of brute certainty and unabashed Dark confidence.
Releasing Galladine from mental bondage, Naressa continued the playback of the sensor data. She watched herself and Enothchild leave the Medical Bay to go have their talk at the Tower Maze about their relationship and loss of their child. In time, as the two reached the Grand Library, Dizzy separated himself from Muriel, leaving his wife behind to watch over Juna while he went to the hanger to work on the ship. During the whole process, there wasn’t even a blip or impropriety going on. Darth Sidious was good, and she knew it; he wouldn’t be a Sith Master if he had slipped up on such an easy infiltration.

The infiltration was achieved on luck, not skill. By the looks of it on its face, Sidious had waited for Enothchild’s arrival to act. With his light side Force signature close to her, Naressa was made blind. With her emotions and thoughts focused on what she and Enothchild were going to discuss she ignored much of what the Dark Side of the Force was trying to tell her. She ignored every warning sign. For Enothchild he was blinded two fold; by her presence, and by the changing flow of the Universal Force. It had, and continued to, leaned more towards a Dark Side flow. For a light side entity, for the rest of the Jedi, the truth was going to be much more difficult to see. The dangers were going to multiply, and they weren’t going to see them until it was too late. Of course, this was the Age of Darkness, and this was how it was going to be.
Naressa watched as she and Enothchild spoke. She felt it was about at the particular time in their discussion that the Sithian girl had taken the cloak on Darth Rune’s direction; there was nothing on the playback. Just shortly afterward the time passed, Muriel could be seen flying uncontrollably forward, as if struck from behind.
Juna’s medical readings, tied to the security system, were overrode and powered down to avoid detection; the override required a code that only Naressa possessed, so no mere idiot was doing this kidnapping. Juna then appeared to stand up and leave. When she reached one of the main corridors she stopped and stopped there for a very long time; unfortunately no one was around to see it; the help were all moving away from the location. Suspiciously, they were all moving away at the same time.

“Damn it,” Naressa cursed; obviously whoever had Juna was using the Force to suggest to the help mentally to move away.
Then it appeared that Juna collapsed.

After a minute, it appeared Juna was having trouble walking. She stopped, stuttered, nearly fell. On its face it appeared she was staggering. The problem was her body’s relationship to the floor and her lack of reaction when she fell. Juna’s arms flopped around, but did nothing to stop her from falling painfully to the floor.
The route Juna, or rather Juna’s abductor took, was practically the long way around; it added one more minute of travel time, avoiding the obvious, speedy approach. For the first time there were hints from the MITES that something wasn’t right, but it was wisps of wind to the artificial intelligence routines. Juna reached the hanger bay, the standard sensor systems took over. All it showed on the screen was blips; one of Juna, another obviously Dizzy. The blip of Dizzy shifted into a position that held the blip in check; Enothchild had found Dizzy in a crate upon his arrival. Juna’s position once again held; there was no indication she was standing or sitting, just holding. This went on for about two minutes, and then Juna’s blip vanished.
Shortly after that, the Millennium Falcon left Rapier Manor. At that point, when it did it’s spin in the moonlight as she and Enothchild hugged each other for comfort, it was over. But Naressa let the playback continue, curious as to see if anything else occurred even after she and the others had left. She spent the next several hours playing the rest of the month that was record. There was nothing else out of the ordinary.
Stopping the playback, Naressa arose from the computer and let it fall back into the floor in it’s secured position. She tried to get a better idea of what happened but couldn’t from what she just saw. Everything was conjecture. When it was, one had to consider the sources of the information.

That was when it dawned on her.

Hurriedly, Naressa went back into her closet, grabbed one of her Sithian fedarok cloaks, and found her way to the Tower Maze; she needed privacy, and she didn’t need anyone stumbling into what was going to be an interesting conversation. She thought, as she ascended the internal stone steps, her mother had made a terrible error. 
To prove it, all she had to do was call upon her. The questions were interesting to that. Would Darth Rune come? If she did, in what form? As herself? As the Sithian girl? As one of the Dark Spirits that resided in Naressa’s genes, in her soul, that are required to come forth upon her call. Sith Maidens had the ability to Invoke the Spirit of their ancestors long passed, and in the invocation the spirit comes as called for it exists in all Sith Maidens equally and fairly. Where it did not apply was in living Sith Maidens and order of birth: Naressa could not Invoke the Spirit of her Gessa, for her Gessa was her daughter and born after she was born. Juna could only invoke the memories Naressa had passed to her genetically at the moment; when she died, Naressa would then be accessible. If such rules apply, Naressa’s theory was that Rune was still a spirit, and therefore was not alive. Therefore she had not succeeded as Naressa had feared.

Reaching the top and tapping the Dark Power within herself, Naressa said aloud, “Come on out, Mother! I’m on to you! I know who don’t control Juna or my Granddaughter! I Invoke your Spirit, to come before me and answer my demands!”
The Dark Side shimmered in the universe upon Naressa’s demands. The night skies began to get a dark haze over the stars. She didn’t give a shit if the Jedi could feel her power; that is if they could feel anything so far away now; someone had given the two a ride to Theed. What bothered her was the lack of response. After thirty seconds, after looking around, she said, “Rune! I order you to show yourself now! You cannot deny me!”
Naressa closed her blazing yellow eyes and channeled more of her power into herself, into her being….into her Dark soul. There were whispers, other voices of the Sith Maidens before her, speaking in their native tongues.
She felt the arrival of a presence. Naressa opened her eyes….

Naressa about tripped over her feet. Before her, stinking of starship oil and soiled water, was a drenched whitish form covered in the blackened sludge, sporting a paternity dress that was five sizes too large. The sludge and blood dripped from the dead woman’s mouth, nose, eyes that were rotted away, and from the neat little blaster wound between where her eyes used to be. She also smelled of burnt ozone, of discharged batteries that just added to the stench that reeked from the spiritual version of the body of Faradi Nimh Solo. 
Her mouth opened, and her tongue pushed out garbage that had made its way into her mouth; the garbage from the barrel in which her apprentice Darth Hades had thrown her into after Naressa’s father had killed her. She parted her legs a little to move, and instead of a baby more water came out; only days before she had died she had given birth to Naressa, had still been robust in girth from the pregnancy and as part of her cover. All that was gone when Faradi achieved Dark Purity; in rebirth she gained a feminine form and lost all of her power to prevent her death.
The rotting form walked over towards the edge of the Tower Maze and gazed skyward. Naressa approached her Mother’s form carefully, and as the moons escaped the covering blanket of the clouds it drenched them both, but it took away all that was physically wrong with Rune. Gone was the smell, the rot, the drenched look. In it’s place was a Dark Pure Sith Maiden Matriarch with flowing black hair, decorated with various symbols of Sithian power in the form of tattoos on various parts of her body, and still wearing an oversized paternal dress in which her tight physique could barely hold up.
“So,” said a voice Naressa knew all too well from memory. From good memories of her short baby life with her, and then later as she grew up and the Spirit grew up with her “you took a chance, and you were right. Congratulations.” 
When she turned to face Naressa and leaned against the raised stone rail, Rune was perfectly beautiful. “Unfortunately it took most of your pathetic life to embrace the Dark Side to realize the truth. Worse, you deny such pleasure of power from your first and only born, tisk, tisk, tisk, tisk.”

Naressa’s blood was boiling now. She contained herself barely. “I wouldn’t be so proud of yourself still, Mother. I discovered the realities of your situation. You didn’t achieve resurrection. You don’t possess the body of my Gessa, or anyone else’s for that matter.”

Rune rolled her eyes, shrugged her shoulders, and fought to keep her paternity dress on. She paused to correct such oversight, and then continued. “Of course I don’t, but that doesn’t mean I’m behind the rancor turd here. Personally you have to admit that your mother is a genius.”

“A mad genius,” said Naressa contemptuously.

“Genius nonetheless.” Rune leaned more and more back on the stone rail. “But I have to wonder, given the complications that I had with you giving birth” She looked back at Naressa with a tart smile “if I had passed out at the moment where the doctors dropped you on your pretty little head.” She glared at Naressa with more contempt than her daughter gave her. “What else have you figured out. Or do I have to tell you.”
Naressa shook her head a little and sneered, “You have been using Prophet and Juna’s daughter to get around. You tell her what to do. Where to go. Everything.”

“Half true,” admitted Rune. She stood up and began to stroll around Naressa. At times she was weary of her oversized dress and fiddled with it. “Sometimes she lets me drive. When I drive things get done wonderfully well. And I have been busy.”
“She’s letting you use her body. How is that remotely possible.” Naressa was genuinely curious, for any woman -- not just a Sith Maiden -- with intelligence and will would not allow themselves to be controlled externally; it was no different if the control was internal.

Rune stopped and mused, “Oh dear, does a magician have to give away her best tricks?”

“You’re obligated to.”
To that Rune began to laugh. It was really bad, fake laughter, ending in a drawn out, raspy crackle. “Oh my dear daughter! How foolish you are as once I had been. There is no rule that says I have to give you a damn clue as to what I am doing, where I am going. All that is, is some agreement created and passed along by spirits and Matriarchs to their broods with the understanding that not everything was meant to be exposed.” She sneered. “My mother fed you a bunch of bullshit!”

“That’s why you betrayed the Daughters of the Dark Side,” said Naressa. “They gave you the chance to take over Juna.”
“Exactly!” Rune snapped out and then held up a finger. “Rule number three in conquest, my dear: take nothing handed to you, for it is a truce and not a victory. I allowed those dead hags to committee my life just as they did my mother’s life and my sister’s life.” The bitterness of her twin sister’s death still bothered Faradi Nimh, causing her lips to ripple. “Look where it got me!” She stabbed the air with a downward finger. “From my death on it’s been all me. My plans! My ambitions! My Destiny, plotted out by me! I used the Daughters just as I used everyone else, including you and your precious little geeesa!”
“My Gessa did nothing wrong to you!” snapped Naressa, getting into her Mother’s unmoved face. “I didn’t do nothing wrong to you!”
Lackadaisically, Rune just hunched her shoulders and said, “You came out of me. That’s more than enough reason to hate you. First my family weakened me. Then the dead hags weakened me. Then your father weakened me, and finally you, you the sniveling, wailing, pooping little parasite that drained me of my power! My goals! My Ambitions!! You took those from me!!!” Even for a ghost that was real to the touch but only there in spirit her rage and the sliver of a tear drop from her left eye that she wiped away with her hand was more than real. “I bought into lie that was the empowerment of children.”
“I know, I read your last message to Grandmother,” said Naressa. “You were ready to give up conquest for the sake of love, marriage, and family.”

“THAT WAS THE WEAKEND FOOL THAT SENT THAT MESSAGE!” bellowed Rune, her yellow eyes flashing; thunder echoing in the distance. “I’m that fool no longer, for I and I alone control my destiny!” She trained a finger at Naressa. “All of you will help me!”
Naressa huffed and shook her head. “Not willingly.”

Rune’s eyes grew large, her eyebrows up in utter surprise. “Dear, dear child of mine. You all ready have. Thanks to you there was a Juna. Thanks to Magus Prophet there will be a new me.” She smiled as she frowned and tormented. “You should have seen Juna’s face, or rather what was left of her face, when she reached out to me.” Naressa was about to explode as her antagonist acted out the unfaithful scene on Prophet’s ship. “She was done, Naressa Jaina. She couldn’t live anymore.”
“YOU LIE!” screamed Naressa, her voice shaking the Tower Maze from roof to foundation.

“She lied there in a pool of her own blood in defeat and begged of me to take over! She understood at the end that the ways of her life were flawed, therefore her life wasn’t worth the blood that flowed through her body! Blood, from countless fools beginning with her mother!” Rune stopped her sermon and raised her hands. “Then there was I, the storm that could end all calm. To achieve revenge, for the death of a man she believes to be her father, she was going to sacrifice her soul, Naressa! She was going to do it!”
Rune, at that point, had her hand and arm stretched out as much as she could from her squatted position; reaching out to a ghost of the past. She snatched it back, smiling and jostling her head around jovially. “On second thought why would I want…that.” She stood up, gesturing towards the ground, implying that Juna was there. “She’s spent her entire life as a whimpering whelp to whom power was given to. She only accepted power, she accepting it graciously with humbled, tamed hands. Hands that never, ever took a life. As a Sith life is hers for the taking, but she settled on excuses, reasons, and rationale. Killing enemies of the good people of Naboo? Stopping Vhinech hell bent on killing her friends, her people and strangers? That’s not taking lives that’s protecting her weaknesses.
“Then, there is her lack of self power. So conservative are her values that she’s afraid of her naked self in the mirror. I ought to know: I was there during the more…intimate moments of her stay with her fanged lover. She owned him, could have commanded him to heel before her, but noooooooo she couldn’t do it.” She pretended to cry like a child. “She couldn’t betray her papa. She couldn’t let the slobbering, obsessed monster bust her, not when her papa’s murder played in her mind. Boo hoo hoo.” 
Rune stopped play crying and snorted out, “Paaaaaaaaaaaaaathic! She couldn’t take one night of lust she could have easily thrown away just as soon as she finished Prophet at her leisure. This, the child that came from your liberal loins! You should be ashamed! Darth Sidious certainly was!”
Then Rune sighed heavily and gestured nonchalantly towards Rapier Manor. “And finally nothing says worthless than the cause of vengeance on the behalf of the late Bendian Canus Rapier, the man that was not her father.” She jabbed a finger sharply at the large home; a wish of destruction in her eyes. “THAT cause of hers would have finally convinced me to NOT take the Great Mother’s offer if I hadn’t all ready made such a decision ages ago.”
Naressa was seething with the berating of her Daughter, but she couldn’t pass up on Rune’s animus. “Jealous?” 
Her Mother didn’t give any indication that she wanted an explanation; then again, Naressa didn’t want to hear all that crap that came out of her mouth before. “What do you know about having a father? Grandmother killed him before you were wished for.” She smirked at her as the thought that past through her mind was released out her mouth; Fawni Nimh -- Faradi’s twin sister -- was supposed to be the only child born from Nebula Nimh Ryder, however the Sith Maiden had wished for another just like Fawni to supplement against the loneliness; the Dark Side granted her the wish, and therefore a second Dark child. “Tell me, Mother, how does it feel to be a wish than a reality?”

“You really think you can hurt me with such dribble? Now I know where Juna got it all from: from you, and from your father, Naressa.”

“Yeah, and my Father killed you.” Naressa sniffed with the thought. “That rests my case.”

Rune didn’t look happy, but she shrugged her shoulders and continued to walk about. “Mistakes. I’ve made a few. I’m talking to one now. I should have flushed you, but then where would I be now without you?” 
Rune stopped, turned to where she imagined for them both where Juna was laying, and gestured towards where they imagined Prophet was. “Anyways I about made a mistake on Prophet’s ship. And then…I understood the opportunity presented to me.” Her mood was a cheerful one, which of course wasn’t good in any way. “From the realm of the dead, we see everything. The Force connects and binds us at all times. The now, the then, and the what will be. And what I saw was a future in the past that will lead to conquest in the present. Thanks in all to Juna who provided everything I needed.”

“You just found your way to her eggs, like all the other Matriarchs had done,” reminded Naressa. “Nothing unusual about that.”

Rune gave Naressa a look that suddenly made Naressa regret saying that. Apparently she was missing something, and her Mother appeared more than eager to tell her. “On the contrary, it was both unusual and rewarding. Juna did more than provide the means for me to become more powerful than her. She helped formed the environment of conquest, based on her prophesized destiny as the Dark Hope of the Sith.” She smiled wickedly. “She has fulfilled her obligations dutifully and unknowingly well.”

“YOU LIE!” Naressa didn’t believe that. Yet she still yearned to know what precisely Rune was talking about. “She gave you nothing!”
“Do I?” Rune looked as if she was insulted with the insinuation. She began to spell it out for Naressa one long point at a time. “Do I lie? Tell me, why does the galaxy now tilt slowly towards the Darkness! Why, with your best efforts, with the Jedi Master’s best efforts, does the Age of Darkness continue towards its apex! Why, even now with your daughter so happy and so free, does the universe head uncontrollably towards it’s doom! Because your daughter has done what every Sith in history that had tried had failed to do: change the galaxy as we know it.”

As Naressa thought, she began to see a pattern forming in the last decade. Rune smiled a little and said, “It began with Vhanba. Next was Evramora. And finally when she drew you to Sanctuary to destroy it, her using the Shadow Ring to reach and complete her obligation and aid in the turning of the tide, she was no longer needed. That is, I had no need for her since her destiny was now complete.”

In her mind Naressa imagined a galaxy, and on that map of the galaxy three highlighted points appeared to designate the locations of Vhanba, Evramora, and Sanctuary. Neither planet was close to one another; they resided in different areas of the galaxy, unimportant outside of what they represented on their face when they existed. Vhanba perished first, the war between the Vhinphyc and Vhinech having literally consumed it; it’s destruction occurring on the day Juna was kidnapped. One might even say it was tied into her leaving; the world imploded on it’s own weight, caused when it’s rotation had halted, just after Juna, Enothchild, Muriel and Dizzy escaped on the Millennium Falcon.
Evramora, the Nubian colony that was less than an hour away by hyperspace from Naboo, the colony the Vhinech lead by Pern decided to occupy after Vhanba’s destruction left them with nowhere to go, was a tactical move designed more for the benefit of retaking Juna. Pern chose Evramora from his own past, when he had liberated the colony from oppression before, as a symbol and as a means to begin his war against the Republic; a war he nearly won in the first battle until fate and circumstance and luck caused the Vhinech’s downfall. His decision to take Evramora was predicated on his desire to take Juna back; ergo Juna had something to do with the planet’s destruction. Another way to look at that was the causer of the planet’s death: Darth Sidious, Juna’s real father. To pave the way to what he thought was his destiny of power, for he had been promised the galaxy for his paternal role in the creation of the Dark Hope, Sidious delivered the explosives responsible for removing most of the Vhinech threat. It would appear to be in his interests alone to have done it, but nonetheless he had done it for Juna; ergo Juna had once again had something to do with the planet’s destruction.
No more apparent was Rune right -- Naressa hated it too -- when it came to Sanctuary; because of her reckless actions Juna drew Naressa to Sanctuary to rescue her. In the process a planet was destroyed; the final piece of the puzzle had fallen into place, or rather the third pillar that maintained the galaxy’s balance with the Force had been removed.
“As you know, sweet child of mine, the Force is energy, and like all energy it can be manipulated by it’s acting environment,” reminded Rune. “The Universal Force acts and counteracts based on the thoughts, emotions, and actions of living things. Affect the environment of living beings, at least one critical component of it, and you have an imbalance. There isn’t some figurative scale that tilts good or evil, just balance and imbalance. 
“The Jedi prefer goodness of all, but they accept in contradiction to their principals the blessings and curses of balance. Imbalance creates indecision in the once certain, and the committed to principals to adhere to those principals, literally throwing themselves onto them, to cling to them, and often doing anything they can to stick to him like fast epoxy. Imbalance creates problems, and when imbalance continues the problems magnify, become worse, and the weak minded that are left while the strong minded slaughter one another are left to solve the problem with no solution. But in order for this great imbalance to occur it must be done in a way where there is no solution and it affects everyone with no more effort than what was required to create the imbalance.”
Naressa worked her mouth around before she said the word. “Gravity.”

“Right,” purred Rune. “I mean it’s a no brainer. Without gravity there is no time. Without gravity energy can’t generate. Without gravity stars don’t fuse, their energy can’t dissipate in proper rates, and simple life can’t even begin to exist and from there evolve into the complex….or rather common creatures needed to generate and continue to allow the Force to exist. Without gravity, the Force is only the imagination of creation itself.”
Rune held out her hands. “Like everyone’s last dying thought as they fall towards hard ground gravity is taken for granted until the very end. What do they really know about it. You fall because gravity has you. Because of gravity hyperspace is always a danger, but without gravity hyperspace is not possible, and to go further without gravity we would not be able to navigate in hyperspace. Physicists have careers thanks to gravity. They talk of constants and continuums and associations and singularities. Because of all that talk, they’re stars.” She shook her head. “They know nothing! Like the peons they placate with their wisdom, they are confined within the boundaries the very thing they are studying. You and I do know better.”
Naressa found herself nodding. She said, “By removing Vhanba, Evramora and Sanctuary, the gravitational environment of this galaxy is shifting. The forces of those shifts are acting against celestial bodies, which their forces act on other forces, and to the end affect us. Affect living tissue. From evolution to simple brain chemistry.”

“Don’t stop, my dear: it will change social habits, create problems with underlining problems. A good example of this is how pissed off people are about hyperspace coordinates being off because of…shifting tides.” She shook her head. “And to think all those plant savers out there think the environments ends at roots,” chuckled Rune. “It’s gravity that affects everything. You can see it everyday with ocean tides. The few of us that know better will watch the living tides change. The Door of Doom has been Unlocked, and from its opening a dark justice shall be handed out swiftly”
“You forget that the Age of Darkness will eventually end,” reminded Naressa. “So with change comes impending change.”
“By then, when the end comes, it won’t matter: I’ll be enjoying the fruits of my labors and looking forward to my ruling future. I’ll let them slaughter one another and I’ll pick up the pieces; the balls are all ready moving in their evitable courts. After, that is, I make sure certain intangibles that are going to go against me are well taken care of.” Rune tilted her head towards Naressa, as if caring that she won’t be seeing her again. “I would offer you a place by my side, but I hate you. Besides from here on out YOU, my daughter, are going to keep the Jedi very busy.”
“Don’t think for one moment I’m going to be jumping through your hoops,” remarked Naressa with a scowl.

“You all ready have,” stressed Rune with a small grin. “As you finally figured out it was I and my little Muffin morsel that dragged your precious gessa out of this rich heap and stole the Millennium Falcon to make our respected getaways. I wanted to kill you all, or at least the red head and that worthless Sullustan. Your precious lover, Sidious, had his own plans for Juna that night; he caused enough problems to the time table, thus sparring your friend’s pathetic lives. As you can see, I won in that Sithian disagreement.” She leaned in and revealed to Naressa aloud. “Now, he is deader than I am. How else did you think I was able to gain access to your little spyware program?”

She had known for a while, she believed it for just as long, and she held no special sympathy for Darth Sidious. Still, Naressa was hurt by the news that Dace Palpatine was dead. As long as there was a Juna, there was her biological father; the man she had once thought she had loved more than Bendian, had cared about until she discovered who he truly was. She hated the fact that he was Juna’s father once the truth was exposed, hated him for being who he was. Yet she never found it in herself to kill him. Naressa had a few opportunities to kill Dace; kill him, and end all the long formed plans of the Sith Order in the process. She couldn’t do it; some little part of her still cared for him; it was that little part -- perhaps attached to Juna, or perhaps attached to what they had shared during the best of times -- that made her fell sad at the loss.
“Oh please,” chimed Rune. Naressa had forgotten about her Mother; had forgotten that her Mother was apart of her, knowing her feelings and thoughts. “You beat him! He’s not even an apprentice if the likes of you beat him!” She shook her head. “He had his uses, didn’t he? Maybe that’s why you miss him just a little. We all know that Bendian couldn’t produce.”
Naressa just shook her head and said, “God I hate you!”

“As your god I’ll take that compliment,” smirked Rune. “Anyways, I really must be leaving you to your soon to be coming new headache.” Her hand reached out, grabbed part of Naressa’s Sith cloak. She lifted it as to inspect it, and then looked her in the eyes closely. “Thank you for allowing us to borrow your unique cloak. It’s a wonderful item, convenient for the use of leaving physical evidence behind on Duro and Hapes.”
Naressa batted the spirit’s hand away; it was just a mere reality that Rune was before her as energy; energy not too solid and out of her full control. She could feel her time with the invoked spirit growing short. “If you think the Jedi are so gullible as to think I did Duro and Hapes you are giving them no credit.”
“All I need is one Jedi, Naressa, and you know damn well who I am talking about,” stressed Rune with a frown and a raised finger. Along with Naressa’s thoughts, she also knew about recent history, early today. The drawback to bringing forth a spirit like Rune was that it allowed her access to the host mind. Not that she instantly shared information with Naressa, or that the link lasted and information continued to pour to Rune, but Rune was aware of what was on Naressa’s mind now. 
“Thanks to me and Muffin, that holier-than-you angst-for-nothing has you locked in; everything he knows about Duro and Hapes has you in it; they’re going to want to know why a part of you was there, with Prophet -- that is if they believe him to be alive, which I think they do. They can discount that idiot Hifubbae, but not the other who’s head was lopped off with a lightsaber; they’ll draw their own conclusions and give Prophet the credit for Hifubbae. He and his noodle-headed teacher will discover you weren’t with the others all the time you were after Juna and put it all together. Let us not forget your new business alliance with the Vesgevis; that will add another nail to your coffin, if not through the Jedi it will through other channels.”
Naressa hated to hear the obvious. Rune was just doing it for her own little sick pleasure. Her options were very narrow; too narrow. She had told the truth to Ros and Casper based within the perimeters of their questions; by doing so, there was no deception on her part. When they discover she had separated herself from the rest then she would have no alibi; especially for Hapes.
“Unless,” began Naressa aloud, prompting Rune to stop walking; her back turned to her, “I tell them everything. All of it. I will confirm all that the Jedi know, and then some. I will help them track you down…”

Rune’s chuckles became laughs that drowned out the rest of Naressa’s threat. She turned back to her and said, “Didn’t you try that on Sidious years ago? It worked on him because he had everything to lose. I, on the other hand, have power the both of you could only dream to have! And this galaxy is in chaos; they will not be able to get enough Jedi Knights together to chase down a ghost based solely on your word: the word of a Sith Maiden that has been hiding. Had for years and years illegally slicing her way into databases to conceal her identity and Dark Side knows what else in the name of secrecy and power. All the sudden you get sloppy, and leave some fedarok leather at a crime scene where a Nubian related to royalty and a Neimoidian groomed for bigger and better things were found DEAD!!!! What’s your out card? If the boy king doesn’t force the issue the Trade Federation surely will. And what of dear Juna?”
Naressa’s eyes grew big when her Gessa’s name came up.

“That’s right,” mused Rune as she glided around Naressa in a circle. “You can only imagine the financial and political fallout, much less the ramifications of what she truly is having a negative effect on her life. Every single decision she made as queen will be subjected to loads of scrutiny; fact checkers will scour every letter in every bill and treaty she had signed. Planets will want vindication, believing that she may have used her Force gifts. Affect their minds just enough to give her and her people a favorable position at the table. 

“Business! Wow! Business in billions, only in the form of lawsuits. People and rivals and former partners suing you and Juna up the kazoo! Creditors and tax agents wondering if you waved a hand to get an extra grand off your bills. Enemies wondering if you sliced their mainframes, or perhaps used your gifts for a little inside information. Thousands of Rapier workers laid off; hundreds of contractors out of money. And even if you are the sole target on everyone’s list, if the realities of Juna’s heritage are hidden, you know just as well as I that the ruination of everything is guaranteed by association. Face it, woman, I have you by your hairs!”
Naressa was raging with fury. A cold breath escaped her mouth, drifting upward in front of her glowing eyes to produce an eerie affect that impressed no one. “You won’t get away with this! I won’t let you do this to us! To my Gessa!”

“It’s done.” Rune held out her hands again, as if presenting to Naressa again everything. “I have effectively used all your assets against you, through cunning and timing and most importantly you and everything you have ever done in your life. There’s no realistic way to stop it.” She suddenly had a thought. “Wait, there is. You can save yourself.”

“What?”

Holding up a hand, Rune mused, “Bare with me: you’ll hate this. The evidence the Jedi Nuts have other than the fedarok is generally based on what you are capable of doing. If you have such power, surely your offspring does too.”
Getting it, Naressa bit down on her lower lip hard in rage, drawing blood. Rune continued to taunt. “In short, Naressa Jaina, there are only two suspects capable of doing Hapes. There’s you. And there’s Juna, better known to the Jedi Order as the Dark Hope of the Sith!”

“NO!” The denial shook the lands around them. Naressa said, “The Jedi Order will not believe that shit!!!!”

“Her motive would be no different from yours!” Rune continued. “She had plenty of opportunity for Hapes and for Duro! No one can account for her complete whereabouts at any time! She awoke, cursed with the memories from her time with Prophet and thus her Dark journey commences!” She gestured towards Naressa. “Enothchild Sarch can back you up. You did everything you could to keep your precious gessa from following in your footsteps; alas, you failed only because of Prophet’s meddling. Pathetic, but for the Jedi or a judge it will be enough to clear you of this.”
Naressa found her hands reaching out and shoving Rune to the ground hard. Rune did nothing to stop it; as if she were leaving, she bounced a little across the surface of the Tower Maze. “Enothchild will never let any of that happen!!! He knows the truth, and he’ll know more of it! The Council will believe him!”

Rune propped herself on her right hand and chagrinned, “They won’t believe him. He’s held back too much where it comes to you and Juna. They know it. That’s why they let him take his leave.” She let her head tilt back a bit. “When I kill Enothchild, then your failure will be complete.”
“You mean when your girl kills him, don’t you?” mused Naressa. “You can’t kill him unless you have the girl do it. That means exposing yourself and her to us, for I will go to Enothchild and Juna.” She then added, “You’re not destined to kill him.”

Rune scoffed, but her scoffing had not the same level of bravado as previous. “Don’t confuse the issue, girlfriend! Your daughter holds the Dark Hope title, but I have put myself in the proper position of dominance and destiny.” She stood up and added, “I will prove it by killing him and thus cement the end of the light side as we know it. I have all ready changed history; I can change the future. Besides, Juna hates your guts just as much as I do: even with me, you’ll never unite to defeat me.”
“Nonetheless what can you do without the girl?” stressed Naressa, doing her best to keep her thoughts directed towards Rune. “I kill her, there won’t be a new you.”
Contempt filled, Rune raged out, “You are more than happy to try but you will fail! I’ll see to that!” She brushed her hands and said stoically, “Until then, have a good time trying to clean up the mess you have made!”
When Rune faded away, and all had become quiet, Naressa stood there alone on the Tower Maze seething for a very long time. Her hands continued to claw by her sides, wishing the hands were actually around Rune’s live neck. Upset that the matters in which she set up for was going to be used against her so freely her mind was becoming set on what to do; to do what it takes to live. For her. For Juna. It had finally come down to that very point to where subtly gave way to survival. It did not matter who came for them, she could live without a fortune, and if it was a war the likes of Casper Knightshade wanted, then so be it!

After a few moments of thought like that, Naressa inhaled and blew it all out. 
She was still angry, but no longer was she following the script the Dark Side and Rune expected her to follow. Instead she strolled over to the rail and eyed the moons, saying, “Okay, now that I got the big mouth to talk let’s see where she smecked up.” She closed her eyes, focused within herself and only focused on herself.

It had dawned on Naressa back in the mansion that the best way to obtain the information to defeat Rune was to call upon her and let the Sith Lord blabber on about her plans. After spending time with Sidious, and now after having such a wonderful conversation with her dead Mother, Naressa had to ask the immortal question: what was it about Sith Lords boasting about what they did and what they were going to do to their enemies? Why in the name of George Freaking Lucas do they concocted such a winning scheme of universal domination only to spill their guts to the nearest ear willing to listen that appeared to be unable to do anything about it? Didn’t the Sith lose the war thousands of years ago because of such a stratagem of ‘I got a secret and I’m going to tell you what it is’? One, or perhaps the only, reason Naressa credited her success of hiding out in plain sight was being the perfect Sith: not tell anyone a smecking thing!

Their were exceptions to the rule, and not all of them planned. They were spontaneous, but not totally out of her realm of control. She told Enothchild what she was, but did she tell him more than that? No. Certainly Rune would not. All that mess she talked about was to prevent her from coming right out and revealing everything. Of course, Naressa couldn’t allow Rune to know about that. Remembering the risk of such measures, whatever Naressa held in thought and mind Rune knew as well.

The solution to the problem was so easy Naressa was mad at herself for not thinking of it before. The Daughters of the Dark Side were able to snowball Naressa in the past with what was truly going on through the Winds of the Force, telling Naressa in those faint, cool whispers what she wanted to hear, or what they wanted her to hear. Suppose she could do the same thing, only direct it against a Rune. It would work based on the fact that although Naressa had called upon Rune from within, Rune primarily was spending her time in the body of her Granddaughter; a living entity, who’s energies of life blinded her from much of the advantages she would have had as a free roaming spirit. Rune, unlike the other Sith Maidens, had parted ways with her body and resided with Naressa; from Naressa she went on to Juna; from Juna she went on to her and Prophet’s child. Rune appeared because Naressa and the Sithian girl’s bodies became connected conduits of power sharing energy over a vast spatial plain. 
Importantly for effect, Naressa gave Rune what she wanted to hear, feel, and sense in thought. With Rune focused on her wants, Naressa kept another part of her mind solely focused on what needed to be done to save the day. The trick was that Naressa’s mind was all ready drawing up hordes of conclusions; if she had them, then the effect of surprise, shock and anger on her part throughout wouldn’t have effectively shielded her true intentions. She had cleared her mind, setting it in a environment where only what she knew was there on her conscious, and shut off her analytical reasoning centers. Rune wouldn’t sense it so long as Naressa maintained the illusion that Rune wanted.
The ruse was easy to pull off since what Rune had said and had done to date had rattled Naressa. Much of what came out of the discussion Naressa was partially aware of and not all too happy about it; Rune confirming it reinforced the opinions and had shaken her confidence. The toughest tactical stratagem to overcome was when the enemy used the stored up and long term success, knowledge, and resources of it’s foe against them; the longer the attack was sustained in parallel with the elements of target and the target’s situation, the tougher it was to stop it or even prevent much of the damage it intended to inflict. 
Darth Rune’s stratagem assault using Naressa’s assets against her had been going on for over fifty years, long before Naressa ever inherited the Rapier fortune.
It was longer than that. Naressa remembered the singularity near the planet where she found Prophet and the little girl’s crash landed home; recalled the feeling that centuries had passed from when they had landed on the world. Rune confirmed all that she knew in this regard, letting it be known that the singularity was created by Juna’s misuse of the Shadow Ring. Still, it was good news to know that Rune did not have full control and use of the girl’s body; perhaps the girl was not as damaged as she thought.
Then again, if the Sithian-Vhinech hybrid was not handicapped as she presumed she wouldn’t be letting Rune take over; her will would be too questioning towards Rune’s intentions and too strong. Worse, a strong mind and strong entity such as the girl having her life and morality shaped by the likes of Magus Prophet was not a fair trade off from Rune. Such a creature with such upbringing and with such an incomprehensible power had to be destroyed. To achieve this without hesitation, Naressa decided that it was best right then and there not to involve Juna; it was best that Juna did not know; it would be worse if Juna thought she could rationalize the child’s existence.
More importantly, Naressa had to keep the Jedi’s suspicions of her for Duro and Hapes solely on her. She couldn’t put any stock in Ros Ofcheck not to fall for the trick for she did not truly know him, and Casper Knightshade was no page turner; as a book, Knightshade was the classic definition of a Jedi Knight, about a thousand pages of philosophy that were all of the same context; all she had to do was read the story title. Besides, there was more to him that even the young man did not know. The tattoo, the Mark of Forgiveness from his Oracle of Circles kinsmen, had a lot more meaning than what it meant. Because of it, because of Rune’s plans, Naressa had to keep their focus on her and away from Juna.

To accomplish it, and perhaps lure Rune and Prophet’s daughter to her, it required a simple plan. She formulated a plan to kill two womp rats with one shot, but would have to think out the details for the rest of the night. There was no guarantee that the plan would succeed. The other problem dealing against Rune’s stratagem was the excellent chance that Naressa could make things worse for her, worse for Juna, and worse for everyone else.
Meditating on the best possible solution with her idea, Naressa secretly prayed that it would work. That in the end, it would all work out.
If not, than it would take more than prayer: conquest of the Republic had now become an open option to consider to guarantee her and Juna’s survival.
