CHAPTER 64.0
The closer she got to Tatooine, the more everything got worse in the universe of Juna Rapier.
For days she did not sleep or eat or rest; most of the time Juna sat in the pilot’s chair, gripping the manual controls hard enough as if letting go of them would cause her to fail; and when her arms cramped she put the ship on autopilot to work on her lightsaber a little at a time; she completed the weapon just hours before her arrival in the Tatooine System. Her tired eye darted across every instrument in front of her, reading every gauge more than once. Most of the trip her focus was on how much time she had remaining in her hyperspace jump, time calculated down to the lowest readable nanosecond. It was a dangerous plotted course, one not even a Force user would gamble their only life on, cutting very close to solid objects and the gravity shadows they projected upon her path, plunging across well traveled hyperspace lanes and missing commercial bulk cruisers by mere scants. It was dangerous but the fastest path to Tatooine, the straightest line. But it was still so far away, too far away. 
Juna manipulated every component on the Ruby Heirloom, adjusting frequencies and fuel ratios, borrowing and diverting coolants from other resources, tricking the computer many times that there was nothing wrong with the ship to bypass the automated safety measures and finally, after making her calculation beforehand, she shut down the navicomputer to avoid an errant drop out. When mechanical and digital manipulation was tapped out Juna just willed everything to work for her, willed and begged and wished and pleaded silently and loudly to give her more than any ship could give any captain and pilot, at times and as the ship got closer to it’s final destination the Ruby Heirloom would beg and plea to her to stop with it’s warning chimes and caution whistles. The engines sputtered, heated, and smoked; components fried and rebelled; software challenged the hardware and both challenged Juna; all been broken literally by her will; all being enslaved just the same.
Juna pushed, and pushed, and pushed with every erg from every fiber in her body, motivated by the ever increasing loss of her Enothchild’s presence in her mind. With every light year she consumed in travel she lost a little bit more of him; he was a star that burned its fuel and was dwarfing into a nothing, into a cold cinder of iron; a fossil surrounded by darkness. The dreadful irony was not lost to her.
The trip was draining Juna, physically mentally and emotionally. It was her will and her desire to save the man she loved that kept her eye open and her body glued to the chair and her mind on that difficult tasks before her. Such demands upon herself were too much and it was too much upon the Force she touched from within and from out; one in the same, the Force feed off of her fears, off of her anger; in turn it gave her power and it gave her pain; pains from the past that tore her heart to shreds and the wounds that were inflicted upon her body; her face hurt, her hip bothered her, the inner part of her shoulder throbbed: all injuries inflicted by darkness and dark times. Juna could only grit her teeth and clamp harder on the controls and force the ship to do her bidding whether it liked it or not. There would be no worse pain than the loss of her Husband, not so soon after they found each other and not when they never really said goodbye. She didn’t want to say goodbye to him! Or him to her! It was not his time!!!
When the Ruby Heirloom dropped out of light speed the ship was well short of its destination; the ship emerged very early in it’s exit vector. It enhanced a sudden realization upon exiting hyperspace: Enothchild had completely vanished from Juna’s mind just as real space filled her view port. Her mind raced frantically in fear upon approach to the lawless world, trying to decide where to go now that she had arrived and now she couldn’t locate him. All she knew was from her vision was that Enothchild was going to die somewhere on Tatooine and her Mother was going to be responsible. There were so many places on such an isolated and barren world to choose from. Anchorhead was the most civilized locale. Mos Eisley, however, was the planet’s real capital. There were the other outlying slave communities.
Desperate for any answers Juna threw caution figuratively out the air hatch and activated the Heirloom’s communication system; she was going to contact Enothchild through his comlink if it was on standby. The danger was obvious: the Vhinphyc and Ros and Casper could have been on the verge of something, trying to be quiet and sneak around if, for example, they had tracked Naressa down in some Hutt grease pit; odd to think such a thing, but Juna saw no other reason for the three Jedi to be here. Communicating directly to the comlink was enough to alert a security system and pin point the signal’s destination as well as its origin. Other means were not an option for Juna for there was no time to consider them, and still could not sense them, feel him.
The comlink became active and a stranger’s voice snarled, “Who’s this?”

Juna quickly pinpointed where the signal was received before shutting the transmission off, transferring the energy of panic towards the task to fight the urge to go deeper in panic after she had not heard Enothchild’s voice. The minor town of Mos Essa, deep in the southern hemisphere, was her destination. She decided not to directly land in the town’s lousy spaceport and scoured the landscape in sub orbit for a better place to land. Juna located Casper’s and Ros’ shuttle Kenjji -- an unarmed shuttle, painted in red to reflect its neutrality and pacified status as per Republic law, a vessel low level diplomats and in particular the Jedi would use in non-distress situations, was a ship that realistically had no business being in the Outer Rim. She knew even before she had landed that no one was on board the shuttle; beyond the surrounding area Juna couldn’t sense anyone she knew.

It took no time for Juna to exit the Ruby Heirloom in speedy fashion. From the gut of the ship Juna emerged at full acceleration on a Sentas 770 Needle Nose speeder bike, blistering the sands at its top speed towards Mos Essa. The night air stung Juna’s face, the wind created by the speeding whipping her brown hair free from their tying, playing and bouncing her holster and her freshly constructed lightsaber on her sides; the heavy krayt dragon head consistently bruising her leg. In time she reached the one street outskirts of the town to find it brightly lit and the other end of town filled with all of its citizenry and their majority population of guests. She spotted what the commotion was.

Juna dismounted from her speeder bike and left it hovering for anyone to take it; she did not care about it. Eyes locked straight ahead, her mind and body went numb as she kept telling herself silently as she walked that she couldn’t believe what she saw. She could hear Enothchild telling her that her eyes could deceiver her, that she shouldn’t always trust them. She didn’t trust them as she drew nearer, but every step she took through the jovial, happy, party hard, debauched crowd made it harder to convince her. The crowd, near or past adult age but lacking all forms of civilized maturity, were a relentless rancor of zeal, often pushing, pulling, and grabbing Juna because they just assumed she was one of them, and that she was a woman willing and able for whatever they considered to be normal at a time like this. They were pleased as punch, as if they actually did something constructive and positive in the universe and therefore they were allowed to do all the things they were immorally doing out in public, ranging from drunkenness to more extreme means of celebration. There were a tiny minority amongst the male majority that didn’t appear to be having a good time at the expense of the news, and the body of Enothchild Sarch that graced the side of a building, propped up by chains, nearly stripped of all clothing, and in the middle of being vandalized by paint and other disgusting means of expressing discontent from malcontents.
Juna stopped far short of the disgusting shrine, stunned in the realization that she had lost him. Enothchild was dead. The death wound was from a lightsaber to the chest, where his good, kind, gentle, and loving heart used to be. She wasn’t dumbstruck by the fact that this wasn’t how she saw him die. She did not pale so visibly because of the horror of everything around her, paling so badly her tan skin faded past pink and drifted closer to a grayish-white. She did not notice these things that were happening to her because of her deep reach into the darks side of the Force. She no longer thought the impossible or the worst.
Juna Rapier was angry. Anger replaced her thoughts. Rage chased away a sorrow that wanted to be expressed, chased it away with bully clubs with strikes only meant to inflict pain and cripple targets and finally kill. 
This was more than those reactions. It was hatred. It was not just any hatred; it was the hatred that Naressa Rapier had feared deeply from any form of hatred that could be found in the galaxy, known or unknown: the hatred that lied buried within her Gessa that had showed itself less than a handful of times but such hatred was potent, powerful, and at its small doses it still inflicted a considerable amount of damage to a wide range of people; a hatred that Naressa had once believed came from her until she learned the real truth more than a decade ago, a truth that Juna still did not know. 
It was the hatred Juna had inherited from her father, Lord Darth Sidious. 
A repressed, swelling hatred balloon that expanded with every breath taken, never relaxing ever on the exhale, just waiting, waiting for the right needle to come along and pop it. Sidious had reasons to not let it go, not to unleash his hatred; he was in control of his ‘needle’, and when the time was right he would pop it. Juna, on the other hand, had no plans for galactic conquest, no need to be constantly angry and secretly plot the end of the Jedi Order and create better, effective means of enslaving a grand populace. But without the consequences of such things being put into jeopardy, Juna Rapier was often put in this state of anger but unlike before she was not afraid of it. All that she loved was lost: it was not worth being good any more!
She hated this life she lived!

She hated the life she had always lived!

She hated every single living creature she saw around her! Every single creature with a beating heart, with a head, that breathed! She hated them all! She hated them! Hated them!

HATE!

HATE!!

HATE!!!

Without thinking, relishing in the hate and the pain that throbbed in her mind, Juna pulled out her blaster and killed the first stranger she saw take liberties on her Husband’s dead body; the Human had begun carving an obscenity in Enothchild’s dense flesh, but now much of his head blanketed the body. No one cared, putting it off as a fight gone bad as it normally did in such a hell hole. Juna turned her attention and fired another shot into another entities back, and then killed the next five creatures next to it in a line. Someone that actually cared, a Bothan, took exception to her malice in order to protect his life and took aim at her back. His intentions were picked up by Juna’s senses; her reddish-pink lightsaber came to life and with a behind-the-back block she deflected the shot into another hellion that did not pay attention. Juna spun around and in a tribute to her Enothchild she threw her lightsaber into the Bothan’s chest like a spear. She quickly snatched up another blaster, fired several more times into the crowd, recalled the lightsaber and deliberately spun it back into her hand so the weapon could chop through the crowd that got between her and her lethal weapon.
The ignition of the lightsaber gained more attention than the fifteen beings Juna had destroyed in less than five seconds. A riot broke out and a couple hundred people began to scramble like mad; a few wanting no part of a Jedi, too many too brave and too stupid to just walk away and began to draw their weapons. The surprise of a Jedi amongst them was replaced by the need to kill her and put her up on the wall beside her partner; there was word going around that a Jedi had escaped the clutches of Jabba the Hutt; perhaps this was she: Imagine the rewards: Imagine the bragging rights! 
Juna was a forcible will of flowing motion; firing with her right hand; blocking, feinting, deflecting and killing with her left hand; the Jedi exercises she had done with her now late Husband showing. Early in the battle of Juna Rapier versus the town of Mos Essa there were too many too close to her reach and movement to avoid her murderous intent. She swiped, and the virtually indestructible weapon of light energy sliced through the soft materials of carbon-based life forms without bigotry; death in all its forms held no prejudice. Her rage ensured no discrimination; she butchered both engaging foes and the too slow that couldn’t gain an advantage to attack and the too slow that wanted no part in this battle. She did not ignore leashed animals. She did not spare droids or parts.
Those outside the center of the mayhem, those that could see the epicenter of the lightsaber hurricane in the poor light and the dark veil of night, found positions they found favorable towards their own individual survivals. Some fired into the crowd that surrounded Juna and her rampage and aided her more than harmed her by killing their fellow townspeople. Others waited for their target to clear. A few decided it was best to kill whoever was in front of them so they could create that clear shot they needed to stop Juna.
The thinning crowd allowed Juna to move from her simple, single position. Head pounding, body aching, filled with rage, she moved fast, pushing and pushing herself over and over again to go faster and kill faster. She called for more power, begging and pleading instinctively to the Force to grant her the power necessary to have her revenge. The flow of power buzzed her; she was not satisfied with the power and continued to secretly beg for more.

Running east, her right hand dropped her blaster and found the shaft of her lightsaber, and in the next breath she silenced a yelling marauder who watched her entire approach to him as he got off three shots that were instantly blocked. She ran with a terrible limp, slowing her, but she pushed and pushed and sliced figuratively down the side of the street everyone she could see trying to take her out. Barely she avoided the enemy’s fire, but barely was enough to avoid her own death as she dealt them out there death.

 Not content with one side of the street, Juna’s vengeance focus shifted to the other side. Growling, she shot a hand towards one Human ready to fire at her from behind a moisture vaporator; he flew across the expanse of the main street; Juna forced herself to leap, and she met him in the air in the middle of the road and whirl wind her blade laterally, cutting him in half from skull to crotch. She took his hiding position upon landing, cut the moisture vaporator from its anchors, and with a Force Grip threw it back up the street, towards Enothchild’s body, to take out the contingent of shooters that thought to band together to take her out. A woman with a long rifle appeared before her; her head came off just as easily as a man’s head.
Concentrations of allies began to form as the others acting on their own died with every effective cut Juna made against them. The woman was fast, but not fast enough to kill everyone with one slice; therefore they had hope, or what passed as hope for them, in stopping her. They came out from hiding in concentrated effort, a group of seven men and women of various species sporting various forms of weapons, firing. Although Juna blocked their shots it prompted her to come to a stop, halting her effectively quickly and decisive onslaught. The pause gave others in the town to gather themselves, gather their weapons and whatever defenses they could take, and muster enough courage to come out and take on their lonely foe. Others also drifted back to the Sarlacc Pit wisely to gather their wits and their strengths together, or at least one would assume scum would do such a thing when Death was a living, breathing being of furious wrath that was just outside ready to acquire their souls by force.
Feeling stopped, Juna reached deeper and deeper inside herself for more power and more answers to combat her enemies. Her efforts began to show the further down the dark path she traveled; her eye burned a sickly, sustaining yellow, burning away the dark brown as if it were fuel to consume. Her efforts were shown when she only used her mind to crush the opposing force in front of her together, mashing them together within an invisible, powerful hand from her mind and not from her body. She leaped at them, flipped over them, and when she landed she released their headless bodies.

A blaster bolt struck her shoulder, fizzling and causing Juna to fall back into a house through its open door. She lost her footing, and she lost her hold on the dark side.
A group of large alien quickly charged into the house; four large creatures capable of dealing damage with their bare hands. The wound Juna sustained was enough to slow her down in order for them to come in, but not enough to stop her or prevent her from dismantling them piece by piece. One had enough and made a run for it; Juna called him back with her mind and cut him in half at the waist in passing.

Within the confines of the Sarlacc Pit more than a hundred entities from all walks of unethical life did something they never thought to every do: agree with one another in order to survive. It was not an organized military force, but an organized group nonetheless that now shared the same principal for life. No one anointed a leader, but the loudest of speakers got the most attention and the plan was simple; some go outside in concentration, some remain in the biggest building in the town and together focus all of their energy and attack on the aggressor. The idea was lost on some who still had their own agendas and enjoyed drinking and attempted to persuade the females of the establishment that this was the end and that perhaps they should just cuddle for comfort. Not that there was room for such things: the second story rooms were filling with blasters, ready and firing at their intended target below them.
Juna took cover behind a smaller building that ran perfectly perpendicular to the Sarlacc Pit to avoid the fire. She was not tired or calming down but her body was wrecked with pain; enough to disrupt her concentration on the Force; her head wanted to split open starting where her eye used to be, hurting worse than the fresh, neat hole in her shoulder. The other pains fueled her rage and hatred and her will, but this lone pain did not. It was disconnecting, having nothing to do with the dark side, having nothing to do with Juna’s own survival. Every time Juna made gains in growing power the pain clamped it, limiting her growth, slowing her progress, weakening her enough for her enemies to take advantage. She tried again to push herself past, called a blaster to her hand from a dead man’s cold fingers and came out firing, doing her best to run and shoot, outrunning the aim of the second floor snipers.
The cloud of pain in Juna’s head blinded her to the reality that there was a sizeable contingent of enemies that had lined up outside the Sarlacc Pit. There was two militia lines are ready prepared to fire, and did so upon seeing her emerge.

Juna let out a shout and let herself fall deeper into the abyss, blacking out…
In the motion of acceleration and the passage of time, Juna’s first few shots found targets above, but her remaining shots were wild as her focus shifted to the blaster fire that was more level to her. Her lightsaber whipped about and around in front of her, blocking shots and attempting to redirect them, preferably back to their sources. Just as hard as it was months ago on Tragonforth to stop such an offensive against her with Enothchild as her ally it was much more difficult with just herself and her limited abilities. She could do more; she knew it if she could think past her rage, yet all she giving out against her foes in Mos Essa was much weaker than she gave out against Magus Prophet. There was too many blaster bolts to block, coming from too many angles and positions. Quite a few penetrated Juna’s defenses; quite a few penetrated her skin. The scores spun her around, making her fall and loosing her lightsaber, causing her to crash hard into a street stand that sold edible mulahaskis; the lightsaber cut into the steel of the stand before it shut off, showering the scene with terrific sparks.
Juna struggled on the ground to retrieve the lightsaber, wounded in several places on her body; severely, and if not treated the wounds would become fatal, and if not the wounds her opponents would surely make certain that death was the only cure for her wounds and pain. The blaster laid a foot away, but it might as well have been on the other side of the galaxy. She struggled to move, struggled with her thoughts to use the Force to collect the weapon; the smell of her own charred flesh just as defeating as the feel of the wounds. The irate ‘citizens’ of Mos Essa slowly began to approach Juna’s ‘crash site’, weapons raised, ready to execute her.
Tensing and fighting herself, Juna continued on will alone. The fingers on her right hand dug deep into the sand and dirt. She pulled herself towards her lightsaber, screaming every exhale, demanding more and more from her body and soul. She kept pushing herself, damning herself every time she could not travel more than an inch a time.
“She’s still alive!” 
“Well, shut her the smeck up!”

The next moment the first speaker could see Juna struggling towards for her weapon. He didn’t hesitate to fire…

Juna felt the shot hit her chest and she nearly gave up. But she kept telling herself that she wasn’t going to die! She wouldn’t die! She just kept clawing towards her weapon! She was not going to die! She was going to have revenge! She was not going to lose!
It was…it was not good enough! Despite her yelling Juna felt her natural strength leaving her shortly after the last blaster shot had hit her, even though she had the odd feeling that she had somehow absorbed it. It was all mute: she was dying! 

Juna wished she had the power to have her revenge against all of those who had wronged her! She wished…hard…screaming it out….

“Cripes!” Another reached the broken stall, stopping next to the first attacker. He fired two shots at her; one in chest, another in the stomach. However unlike all the previous shots these two did not inflict damage on her paling body. “I just charged this battery pack up!”
A Bothan raced in and pulled out a long, jagged edge knife. “I got this!” He raced up to Juna, forced her on her back, grabbed her by the throat and raised the weapon high to plunge it into her heart….

Juna let out another blood curling scream when something inside her head seemed to pop and fill her body with such a pain she momentarily never wished upon anyone. To her attacker’s shock blood came out from under her eye patch, blowing it off, and it sprayed in his face. It froze his movements as the shock of it set in. She opened her eyes, and a blinding spectrum of yellow shined from the once damaged socket. She had two eyes now, shining brightly with the dark side of the Force, burning acknowledgement of her Sith Maiden heritage.
The night noticeably got darker and very cold, even for Tatooine.

It looked as if the Bothan was lifting Juna up by the neck, but in reality he was trying to get away. To his horror he hand was stuck on her throat, his hand and fingers and palm melting into her near snow white flesh. The blacks of her eyes expanded and her eyes were in a state of eclipse. The Bothan screamed in pain as his body began to melt, fall apart, and his Force presence was absorbed by the asilamorphic entity; he was bones that turned into fine grain upon the ground once Juna kipped up and let his remains fall.
The others raised weapons, but they were not fast enough. Juna roared from her feet and grabbed another victim and began to absorb his Force essence. She was a fury, but it was now a rage driven by a hunger she had never experienced before. After one taste of another being’s Force, no matter how insignificant in power it was, Juna wanted more. Her desires were driving her mad, driven by the manipulations of the dark side, urging her to seek vengeance and seek more power to achieve such ends. Her actions drove fear into so many hearts, fear that fueled the darkness all around her, fear that caused the pores of her body to salivate and the stomach in her mind to churn and crave more of it. The more she consumed, the more she wanted; the more she killed, the more fearful the struggling became, and their pain was a relishing appetizer that made her tremble pleasurably. The process not only filled and unfilled her cravings for power but there was a nuisance to it that made her enjoyable, and she wanted to keep enjoying it.
They fought hard against her in the beginning, but with each entity Juna absorbed she became faster; she moved quicker, she drained her enemies faster. Some began to retreat. They jumped on waiting speeder bikes and swoops and land speeders fled as fast as they could; a few killed one another, riding recklessly into each other or solid objects, causing fires and explosions; many of those who were in the Sarlacc Pit closed up the building and continued to attack Juna from their positions, not believing what they were seeing. This was no Jedi, this was something from hell.
Many creatures foolishly stopped at the doors of the Sarlacc Pit and banged hard against them. In seconds Juna was grabbing them, draining them of everything she could as long as she kept contact on them. These ones had no chance to fight back, and when their tattered clothes found the ground at her feet it marked a thirty-seven made dead by her hands.

The windows above opened and a man with a blaster emerged to fire directly downward at the Sith Maiden. An invisible hand grabbed him and pulled him out, and before he landed on his head Juna caught him in a Force Grip, stopping him above her, and with her hands made contact with his flesh. In ten seconds she was filled with the essence of man, and with the dark side as her ally she leapt through the open window. Just inside the room she held her hand out, and from far away her lightsaber came to her call and landed in her hand hard. She could see through the walls and could see them all, cowering and waiting for her to come, unbeknownst to them she was all ready inside the building. She could feel their fears replacing what anger and bravado they all once had. She could smell their adrenaline, their diseases, their alcohol flesh, and their sins. She could hear their thoughts and many were finding a deity to worship for the first time in their miserable lives. She wasn’t going to let them find salvation. 
She was hungry for power 
She gained power by carrying out revenge.
Her figure in the nearby mirror in the room caught Juna’s attention. For the moment she became intrigued with the stranger now sharing the same thoughts and expressions she was, staring back at her with growing puzzlement and confusion. She had seen such a creature before. The smooth white skin was an untouched snowy landscape that betrayed her in the shadows; perfect, no blemishes or scars; a very beautiful woman of face and body. The glowing yellow eyes burned and a smoke came from them illuminated by the eyes themselves. Hair like black velvet, soft and flowing, and lips and fingers nails of freshly polished black vinyl, glistening in the dull light. She had seen such a creature before. She was there in deep, dark woods of Sabbath on Alderaan. She was there in her mind once on Naboo. She was there on Magus Prophet’s ship over the planet called Sanctuary, heckling her. She was there, on Hapes, murdering Pirus Krendel and having her image forever burned in his eyes.
Only this time, when Juna touched the mirror and her reflection did the same, it was not a dream, it was not someone else. It was really her.
She jumped at the whispers that suddenly came to her ears on the light desert breeze that blew through the window; many voices from many dark places, speaking about and telling her about many things. There were too many speaking; even the quietest whispers were hard to ignore but hard to understand. So many voices from afar, some so very close in the form of the past, in this very room she was in now; of dirty deeds done dirt cheap. 
The voices were the Winds of the Force, and much did the Winds want to tell her: truths and lies, secrets and the known, what where how when and whom. They told her, above all else, that she had embraced her true self, and she had found her way by undergoing the Fading Light. The language was strange, one she never heard of, and yet she understood the E’sithropian tongue it spoke in, in many layers extended and attached to the emotions of the speakers. All was cold around her but she did not shiver. The people in the Sarlacc Pit trembled from the extension of her presence but she did not relent. All the galaxy was new and different and to Juna Rapier it would never be the same again.
All of it stopped, everything, when Juna saw the wedding ring on her finger. A simple band of gold, yet it had no luster. For a few moments she was lost as to why she was wearing it; her mind drew a blank. Like it had happened to Nebula Nimh Ryder and Naressa before her, the Fading Light process had required a considerable amount of Juna’s will and mental power, and now she was lost in confusion; she had not the mental strength left over to correct the problem and heal from the transformation into Dark Purity. It did not help her that she had drained the Force signatures of her enemies, draining their memories and absorbing them into her own being. She couldn’t sort through them properly, causing her to decide which memories were her own and which were not from the many she had taken. The danger was inherently dire for easily she could let go of what was once her innocent self, or at least the most important parts of her life’s memories.

But the ring finally gave her some focus. Juna remembered that she had married someone she loved. 

He was here.

Dead.

The memories of the enemies dancing in front of her love surged through her mind and into her veins and once again Juna knew only hatred. The dark side reminded her that her lover was still outside, chained up to this very building, rotting for Mos Essa’s pleasure. They celebrated his death and enjoyed looking at his wounds and desired to make more. They wished him a rough and bumpy trip to hell where he would burn for every day he and the likes of him had made their lives problematic. They wasted the water in their bodies on this parched dry planet to spit on his grave!

Hatred filled Juna’s body, and slowly the hunger returned again. The hunger went hand and hand with her growing tiredness; the process of becoming a Dark Pure Sith and her activities afterwards had drained her; she needed more energy. She was starving for power and had a thirst for vengeance!

Nourishment was only a room away.
The Mos Essa Massacre had begun as soon as the first dying screams were elicited, and abruptly silenced thereafter along with the lost of life.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 64.1

What must be understood was that this new, encompassing darkness that swallowed the galaxy aboard had always existed; it existed during the great, peaceful and bright times of the Republic; it would exist when those great, peaceful and bright times returned. There were reminders of it through the ages, glaring examples demonstrated sometimes by the very beings that swore to vanquish it; yes, even the Jedi had served the Dark Side’s purpose, no more so true when Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh ordered the execution of the Sith when clearly the Sith had lost the great war against their origins; though the Sith did not surrender the Sith Hunters created by Nimh showed less mercy to them than any Jedi did against the dark warriors prior to Nimh’s death sentence decree.
The Darkness had always existed, and it will continue to exist. For the longest of time, the balance scales of the Force had tilted deeply in favor of the Light, in favor of the Jedi. It began to change when the Dark Hope of the Sith was born, signaling to those who understand the Laws of Pendulum Penance that a great swing from the Light was about to occur.
The change was not instantaneous, it did not begin exactly at the moment Juna Belladonna Rapier drew in her first, infant breath. There was no bigger or longer shadows, no deeper feelings of cold, no greater losses of life, not right away.

But there were, and there would be. 
Darth Rune was correct in her point to Naressa: it was not that Juna was born it was when she became involved in galactic matters, in some form and another, that caused the pendulum to swing from the Light Side towards the Dark Side. Like the Force what Juna had done was all connected together, and therefore connected to everything and everyone in some sort of way.

As Darth Rune pointed out it was Juna who went to Vhanba, gave Magus Prophet his strength there -- then on Naboo, and later on the Orpheus -- and signaled the end of the doomed world with her leaving…

It was Juna in peril that forced Naressa to finally embrace her Darkness completely…it was Juna that spurred Naressa to develop the means to protect her…

It was Juna who the Republic protected and fought for at Evramora; she was why the Vhinech went to Evramora, under the direction of Jurivicious Pern…
It was Juna that motivated both Prophet and Pern to go to Naboo…

It was Juna that brought Enothchild Sarch out of despair and back into the main play of the cosmos, brought Muriel Thahada and Dizzy Arnes together…

It was Juna that made Darth Sidious, her father, destroy Evramora and the Vhinech…

It was Juna, as Queen Angelleia, that spurred a great number of people to love her and embrace her ideas and follow her example and obey her lead…

It was Juna who the Nubians fought for on many occasions…

And all these people she had touched and affected played their part in the prophecy, and in turn they affected Juna and her part in the prophecy.
And Juna had done her parts, causing the changes in the galaxy that would affect the entire galaxy, affect their shaky feelings, thoughts, and belief; empowering those who are most certain and draining the spirit of those who are most doubtful, the good and the bad alike.
The changes in the galaxy were subtle; the change in Juna was sudden: both did not go unnoticed.

Those of a Dark Side existence, those who could feel and use the Force’s Dark half, felt their existing power grow since the day Juna was born and when she began to leave her mark on the galaxy. These creatures were few and unknown and most of them had no knowledge of the Dark Hope, and in their ignorance they just assumed they themselves had grown stronger.
The Sith Lords understood why. So did Naressa. The power of the Dark Side had been growing. They knew it; Magus Prophet knew it; the Jedi, those paying attention to the growing darkness in the Universal Force, understood it; the Vhinech in New Paradasia feared it.
With the ‘birth’ of a powerful Dark Purity Sith Maiden, like Naressa young and strong, the pendulum had finally went past the terminator and began to slowly swing upwards towards the apex of Darkness, a long, long, long, long climb.

The shadows were darker.

The nights were colder.

The stars were less bright.

In the mental perceptions of a handful of those who understood they all were once in a dark room surrounded by millions of brightly lit, always burning candles to represent themselves and the galaxy around them in life and in thought. On this day an ill wind in their mind blew in and blew just about all the candles out.
All save for one burning candle. It was, to those who could see this, the Candle of Hope.

It’s flamed flickered in near even intervals. It was the intervals of breathing.

Beyond the candle, where its light could barely illuminate, a large and black and evil creature’s head could barely be seen in the gloom, even with its illuminating yellow eyes. It breathed heavily. It breathed in anger. It breathed in hate.

The inhale made the candle light flick towards it.

The exhale nearly blew the candle out.

On the inhales the light danced more towards the creature, and when it did it beheld a mighty Krayt Dragon, the most evil of its kind.

On the exhale the light would dance away from the Krayt Dragon, and when it did, when the flame threatened to vanish, no one could see into the Darkness except the Dark Ones.
Inhale exhale flicker and wane.

One last candle left to burn…
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 64.2

With the last breath of her slain enemies spat and the fires of the battle consuming the remains of the Sarlacc Pit, Juna shut down her lightsaber and gestured towards the pile of furniture that blocked the front door and sent it out; it cascaded down the main street, the debris clearing over the roofs of several empty establishments several dozen meters. She emerged, still enraged, breathing hard and ignoring her minor burn wounds knowing she was not done. Some of the people of the town had fled; some earlier on repulsorlift vehicles; a few now leaving by their starships. She marked the ships mentally and swore she would destroy them soon. First, she had to kill the survivors of the Mos Essa for they all took great pride and shown joy over the death of….
A memory pierced through Juna’s blind rage, showing her a male Vhinphyc that she apparently knew very, very well. He was a Jedi, a dear friend, but she could not remember his name or why he was more than just a dear friend. She was still in a confused mental state, failing to remember what had occurred prior to her transformation. One moment she would remember the next she would forget.
Juna looked to the ring on her finger again, and in its everlasting significance she looked to her left and saw Enothchild -- Enothchild, that was his name -- still chained to the wall. Seeing his defiled, dead body there amongst the slain and the ruined stirred around inside of Juna emotions she had felt before, but they were emotions that did not seem to have existed before in her ‘new born’ dark conscious. The emotions of sadness translated into other alien thoughts: remorse, grief, bitterness. They in turn gave way to other thoughts that were long connected with deeper meaning: loss, anguish, uncertainty. Her rapidly beating heart actually stopped beating in her chest -- it did stop, stopping based on the actually feeling of her heart stopping upon realizing what she was seeing. Her heart began to beat again when she slowly approached the body, finding herself needing to understand everything about it, and importantly remember who he was.
Juna was compelled by her other emotions to use the Dark Side to remove Enothchild’s body from its anchored position on the burning Sarlacc Pit. The chains that held it up snapped like simple string. His body never lost height once the bindings were shattered and she drew the large body towards her, and together they moved away from the burning fire. She sat him down on his back in the middle of the street, in the middle of town. She examined him, frowning as she tried to understand who he was while trying to hold back the tears that formed in her eyes. She cried for him, for with his passing her heart had become empty.

Suddenly who he was swirled past the dark shrouds of hatred and confusion, and for the moment Juna was her old self again. She was still a Dark Purity Sith Maiden, but her old memories and personality seeped through the fog of evil that blinded her and kept her emotionally and mentally lost. 
Juna fell to her knees and whimpered out, “E-Enothchild?” She looked him over, surveying the discretion of his body. “Wh-what happened? Why did they do this to you? Who….who done this?”
Very carefully, afraid of hurting him further even though Enothchild was dead, Juna stretched out and touched the areas where the fine citizens of Mos Essa had their way with him, from spray paint to their attempts at carving him up like a freshly killed bantha. They had tried to saw off his horns judging by the in line cuts made at the bases of them, but gave up because it took too long and they wanted to string him up fast. They took some of his clothing as well, leaving much of his cold body bare in order for it to be baked under the soon-to-be rising twin suns.

Juna reached out towards Enothchild’s chest to probe what was clearly the killing wound; though lost when it came to her own self she recognized the lightsaber wound; significant to her the wound because it had destroyed what was the best part of him: his heart. Again she was so careful, delicately touching the burned and cauterized wound, blinking to clear the tears away that blurred her vision. So cruel was the intentions of those to disrespect his body, but the death stroke was the cruelest of all. She began to remember…listening to his heart; the memory of the sound of the beating was absent.
For all of her life that she had known Enothchild, Juna could never really put into words why she loved the sound of his heart, why it captivated her so much from her youth to the present. There was…just something to it, something more than just its rhythmic, powerful beat. Whatever the mystery was she would never discover what it was. Without it, her life felt more than fragile: it was shattered, empty…
Meaningless.

Lightless.

“Enothchild,” Juna wept quietly. She began to shake and gush, unable to control her emotions. She threw herself onto him, laying her head on the undamaged portion of his chest, hoping to hear even the echoes of his great heart even if the action were meant to stir up a memory.
Instead her sadness abruptly ended when Juna felt her great, dark strength leaving her. She struggled to let out a gasp as she tried to understand what was wrong, and then struggled to remove herself off of her fallen beau. It was growing difficult by the second, her arms and legs shook with the effort. Every muscle in her body seized. She did everything she could to move and it took considerable effort that was failing her. 
She began to black out. 
She couldn’t breathe. 
Her flesh where it made contact with Enothchild’s bare chest was burning…
With one last desperate push Juna heaved herself off of Enothchild and landed hard on her back. Impulsively in fear she found some strength returning and pushed away from him. She stared at him with shocked eyes, an unexplained terror emerging from the recesses of her shadowy instincts, urging her to stay away. She was not burned, but much of her face that had connected with his flesh was its original tan flesh tone; there were spots of various shapes and diameters on her body that were also tan, contrasting visibly against her snow white Sith Maiden skin. She drew from within herself, and her skin became clean and pure white again. In the process’ wake what had occurred and what she had remembered in her personal life began to fade away.
It was being replaced by a dark, dire need for more power.

“I’m hungry,” she murdered out. Slowly she rose, feeling the effects of the loss of the accumulated power she had obtained from draining the ‘good citizens’ of Mos Essa. She stumbled and staggered, felt confused and awkward. She traced the source of her loss of power back to the dead body. 
A sneer formed on her face and Juna cursed, “You weaken me!” She had an urge to destroy the body, but hunger was gnawing at her. She turned away quickly on a spun step and walked several paces towards the speeder bike she had just now remembered leaving at the other end of town. What’s his name was forgotten as she climbed on the floating vehicle.
The burning Sarlacc Pit produced enough light to cause the ring on Juna’s finger to glint when she grabbed the handle bars. The golden glow of the wedding band caught her attention. Juna suddenly remembered what she had momentarily forgotten. She focused on it, stepping off the speeder bike, keeping the ring in mind to fight off the impulsive urge to leave. She waned in starvation, feeling that at any moment she was going to die because of it. Yet she lived, and yet she still had her powers. Drawing near, the whispers that blew around her in the dry, desert wind increased: in numbers, in volume, and in their disgust. Still she walked back to her late husband, ignoring them, and on ignoring them the whispers began to slur her.

“QUIET!” Juna screamed at the Winds of the Force, and the whispers silenced all at once. In reality the Winds did not go away. Her shout triggered her mind to stop using the Dark Side of the Force on a level related to her dark spirit that allowed her to hear them; a psychological stop.
Satisfied of the silence, she turned her attention to Enothchild, specifically around his neck. In her mind she could see him alive; she fought like hell not to begin crying again. The struggle not to shed tears was as bothersome as trying to remember everything about herself, and more importantly about him. 
Finally it dawned on her. “Your ring!” The idea of one of the ruffians having the wedding ring put her in a panic. “His ring! Where’s his ring!!!”
Juna ran around, searching frantically, trying to use her eyes and the Force to find the lost heirloom. The search was short, only lasting two buildings that were originally on her left; the searches beginning and ending at the doors. Frustration mixed in with the panic; she could not sense the wedding ring anywhere.
Rage filled her. “Where is my Husband’s ring!!” No answer came to her as she paced back towards Enothchild. She then noted some other things of his were missing. “His lightsaber! His robe!” She looked about and cursed out a scream, and out came the power of darkness. The surrounding buildings erupted in flames and began to burn just as furiously as the Sarlacc Pit. None of these important items of memory to her were here.
Feelings of direction drew her glowing gaze northward.

“Some have escaped me,” Juna murdered out. “They have what is mine!” That also included their lives. “And I shall take them!” 
It burned Juna’s insides that such feeble beings were able to escape her after taking what they felt they wanted. For such thievery they would know pain! And then, their souls would be at their most succulent! Drowning in fear, for her dining pleasure! They were going to suffer; they were going to be in worse pain than the fools she slaughtered in Mos Essa.
Juna looked at Enothchild and felt some of her hatred ebb slightly. She used her mind to lift his massive body easily off the sand floor. 
Gently she said, “I will take good care of you first, my Love. Then I will go out and find the pieces that will make you whole again.” She grew momentarily angry, but the confusing thoughts went away when she remembered herself, and more importantly his wishes. “Once you are whole, I will take you to Clyon Tower to be with your Nadja.” Again, she wasn’t sure how she knew all of this, but she knew it and remembered it at that moment. Remembered enough to begin to quietly sob as she walked back to the speeder bike; the speeder bike that hovered freely within the bounds of darkness, beyond the glowing fires of light that was consuming Mos Essa down to embers. “Then from there…you’ll find your white mountains.”
Juna and Enothchild vanished into the darkness…
For the day began with sunlight, but sunlight that lacked its usually heat and brightness; both suns acted as if covered by black silk. There would be many dark tidings around the planet that put a scare into beings, into Jawa and Sand People and droids. There were many things that occurred during the day; too many to account for at the moment.

Above all else, for a brief but significant period of time, there were many that could not sleep on the desert world for they heard a woman’s wails and in the distances, and shortly afterwards and as long as the wails lasted they saw something they never saw before. It was still night and the moons were set, but the sky was without stars.

For one hour of sorrow the people of Tatooine could not sleep because of the unseen wailing woman they could hear and the rain that fell as she wept.
There were times that the desert and dry lands had heavy dew, but never had the world seen or experienced such a thing that was never second guessed on normal worlds. It came down from a heavily clouded sky that could not be explained; warm drops, gentle and ebbing fears that it was acid rain or something worse. Though the moisture farmers were initially elated their joy ebbed when they let the rain soak into them; there was a sadness in the falling water, and strangely they felt someone had to be suffering in order for it to rain like this. Their disbelief and euphoria was tempered; happy for the rain, they were not going to do back flips. Besides it was an oddity, a rare and one time event; it was, and it wouldn’t, ever happen again. It would go down in local folklore as the night Tatooine shed tears for some poor, hurt widow. For once the hard world showed its sympathy, its softer side.

The rain stopped when Juna stopped crying; she cried and the world had cried with her, and it started no sooner than when she left Mos Essa with Enothchild’s corpse By the time she reached the ship the rains had cleaned her Husband, had chased away the filth and disrespect that had ruined what was all that remained of him. 
The sky cleared and the first sunrise greeted her, and on the foot of the ramp of the Ruby Heirloom it bared her vengeance. Sporting the same torn dark purple clothing from last night with the dangling leftovers removed she stomped hard for her speeder bike; she had totally ignored the Jedi’s craft nearby; she totally forgot and did not care about the other two that were with Enothchild -- Casper, alive and still out there, was on his own.

All she cared for was revenge. All she desired was to make her Enothchild whole and complete again. Those responsible for what they had taken and for what they had done, for taking his life and his property, they were given one guarantee: Death. Those who stood in her way were given one guarantee: Death. Those chosen to satisfy her anger and her hunger for power: Death.

Nothing else fueled her now. She no longer had love. She no longer had faith. She no longer had providence. All she had was hate, and hate was all she had to look forward to in the dark days. Before the dawn revealed her leaving, betrayed her northerly destination, before all this terrible night the Krayt Dragon had only awakened.
Now the Krayt Dragon was going to feast.
