CHAPTER 9.0
"Excuse me." 

Once the boy she knew was named Casper Knightshade spoke to her, Darth Rune knew she had to maintain the act of being one of those above him; not hard actually because she was above him in terms of experience and power; just now she had to play the part of a Jedi. Loosely play the part. "What is it, Padawan?"

The pathetic Padawan Learner stuttered on. "I'm sorry. I just wanted to ask you…have we met before."

Rune didn't know what was more amusing at the moment: the fact that as a Sith Mistress she had successfully penetrated the defenses of the Jedi's most valuable shrine and was besmirching it with every step she took in it, or that out of all the possible dangers she could have encountered in terms of Jedi deterrents she ran into one of the weakest. All in thanks to her dear, sweet, and routinely too nice Granddaughter Juna she got to know Knightshade long before this impromptu meeting. Knightshade was far worse than the moderately modest Sarch when it came to Sith Maidens in close proximity minus everything adults normally did in terms of sexual demands. In short he was so much a damned for life virgin any flirting was going to crack him.

 Rune couldn't pass up the added bonuses of this meeting either; it wasn't planned, but the timing was still excellent under the circumstances of exploitation and diversion. She slowly let him see her wet, rosy lips to stir his Human instincts within him. Followed by a slow, inviting chagrin, she waited for her heart to compress and on her exhale she said, "Perhaps in another lifetime."
The biological action was to cause her body to puff out a centimeter or two upon her inhale, a pluming affect to attract notice from Knightshade on a primitive level that would surely cause him to feel uncomfortably embarrassed. Combined with her sentence it caused Knightshade to blush. Rune added fuel to the fire to get him to turn around by adding insinuation tones to the truth. "Are you blushing, young man?"

Knightshade turned around and said almost too audibly low to hear, "I'm sorry."

With Knightshade's back turned, Darth Rune let her right hand caress the spot where her Sithian cloak hid her lightsaber dangerously underneath it, touching it with finger tip yearning. A daring desire to forgo why she was deep in the heart of the Jedi's little part of the universe and exercise her lust for his sweet, pretty head. It would take longer, but she could forgo her weapon and just pulverize the boy with her bare hands. That was very tantalizing; it had been ages since she had beaten anyone with her bare hands; longer since she had done so to a man, which brought forth its own satisfactions.
Such fawning, however, was dangerous to have. All ready much of her Dark Side abilities were directed at keeping her power and presence tight within herself; there was another way to keep herself hidden, but she did not want to bet on it. Her powers used any other way would arouse suspicion even in a wayward Padawan lost in his pitiful mess of a life. Whether she used the Force, her lightsaber, or her fighting skills in the end there was going to be a missing Padawan Learner; she had to give the Jedi some credit for something that passed for average intelligence. A body would facilitate a quicker resolve to why it happened. Rune needed time on her side with this plan, not have it work against her. She had to forgo killing Knightshade for now and stick to what she knew would work.

Admitting only to herself in thought, Rune knew this verbal fan dance wouldn't have worked on a more experienced Jedi, but a boy becoming a man was very vulnerable to the whims of a seductress no matter how strong his convictions were. She won this battle, so another reason to use her other weapons were not necessary.
Rune stopped caressing her weapon to blank her mind so not to arouse any feelings of suspicion in Knightshade. She breathed out slowly, teasingly on a whole different level, but not too flauntingly, "You shouldn't be. You thought you knew me. I probably have one of those faces."

"Yeah," said Knightshade quietly. 

When the doors opened and the boy left hurriedly it took a lot for Rune to keep herself from laughing. What helped was remembering why she was here in the first place, deep in the Republic's goody-good-good heart. She didn't anticipate Knightshade being in the very elevator lift car she needed to as part of her plans, but it was a bonus even if it had taken away valuable time.
Rune commanded the elevator to go back to the first floor. Before it reached the floor, she opened the control panel with a running, gloved finger long ways from top to bottom. Inside there was a knobbed switch. Rune grabbed it, waited exactly for the chime to indicate that the lift had reached the first floor, and turned the knob. The rear of the lift opened instead of the doors, and quickly Rune closed the panel and stepped through before the secret doors on the lift sealed closed.

In two steps Rune was standing up to a computer terminal in the middle of her walkway just before the sealed hatch. Rune reached deep inside of her being for the answer she wanted to conquer this puzzle; with stored hypermemory recall Rune didn't need to use the Force; in contrast Invoking the Spirit would. The solution made her sick to her stomach, the feelings and thoughts of a small, green and ugly Jedi Master swirling around in her conscious. However the memories supplied her with a code needed to open the door and bypass the security measures. Once through, she walked the long hall to the very old freight elevator at the end, entered, provided the same access code, and thus began a long, slow journey downward through and into places not seen by everyday people.
After a considerable amount of time had passed, light other than that in the lift penetrated the interior of the old lift through its accordion gate, indicating to Rune that she had reached the Jedi Detention Center part of her long journey. Looking out casually she could see the handful of large detention spheres floating with humongous repulsorlift generators, keeping the cells far apart from one another and from the central walkway where she noted a single Jedi working the late shift manning the controls and security systems and making sure the prisoners here were looked and cared well for. The place was built for one purpose only; to incarcerate the most powerful beings in the universe, particularly those who could use the Force to some degree. Especially for those beings of a Dark Side persuasion. Alas Rune doubted very much that they were housing anything remotely close to her here; at best perhaps high profile criminals nowadays. In time the Detention Center vanished from her sight as the fright elevator continued to the only remaining designation so far down from the surface of Coruscant. 
The elevator finally came to a stop, touching the bottom of the shaft with a heavy thud the echoed quite a ways back up. Darth Rune opened the gate and proceeded to the very, very old vault door that had to be far older than the Republic itself; all it took for her to enter was a turn of its rusty, noisy wheel. She entered the room, taking in not just its ancient appearance but appreciating the fact that this was the easiest part of her task for there was nothing modern in terms of technology -- as in security detection and record keeping -- this far down below the planet. The Jedi were so overconfident they never believed for a second that a Sith or any other unauthorized person who ever get this far and this deep and reach something so sacred to them. To Rune, it was a measure of the Jedi's depth.
Rune proceeded through the room where Jedi scholars and the like had often slept and lived while they studied and tried to understand the complexities of the predictions they come to call the Jedi Enlightenments; evidence of their stay littering the musty, cool, poorly lit room in the form of old coins, data cards, and other ancient marvels of technology and culture. Rune bypassed all of this mentally as well as physically, for all she cared about was the Enlightenments that resided in the main housing chamber just through the short walkway on the other side of the room. She found the rustic moving platform and used its ancient keyboard, typing in a phrase of great significants: The Age of Darkness. Once entered, the platform moved on an old rail system to its commanded destination.
Rune looked calmly around the chamber that seemed to have no foreseeable boundaries of any kind, at the many individual lights that flickered on near and in the distance to illuminate the air-tight and continuum-proof cases that contained the well over ten thousand year old hand written predictions of a dying Jedi Master, his utterances written in haste by himself and his fellow brethren and not in any specific chronological order and often made no sense due to the way it was written either in riddle or in nonsense or in a language never heard before. Therefore not much faith was put into the predictions. However the Jedi knew enough that when something seemed rather familiar to them in terms of their studies, they knew to come here and look for themselves, see if they were right.
In the Enlightenments was where the Dark Hope of the Sith was truly born. Rune's ancient ancestor Darth Nefarious saw his and the Great Mother's destinies in the words and knew that the Enlightenments were not simple mutterings of a dying man. They were, in fact, the decrees of the Dark Side of the Force, spoken by a designated prophet chosen by Death itself. In the Jedi's foolish attempts to understand the Enlightenments they never considered them to be what they truly were: the outline for Dark Conquest. In other words, they cherished a Dark Side sacrament as one of their own!
To that, as the platform came to a stop in front of the case with the engraved title 'The Age of Darkness, Prophecy 2332, The First Verse', Darth Rune smiled just a little and said, "How we of Darkness have shown thy light its way."
Reaching out with her gloved hands, Rune grabbed hold of the case and could feel the power of the Enlightenments, its attachment to the Dark Side of the Force and its history inside the case as well as outside of it. Many beings have touched, or had been touched by, this written parchment more than a yard long and wide, like all the others. The pressures of knowing the Enlightenments in the back of Jedi's minds could be felt here, as Grand Jedi Master to the next wondered and worried whether or not a problem, an issue of great or small significants, was related to these documents, finding their way here without the usual means to transport such feelings and thoughts. There was nothing to this phenomenon. After so many years and so many minds hell bent on keeping such things in the forefront of decision making it all just found its way to these documents; they held such power over the Jedi, the Force just simply did it.
"[Clarify.]" Rune said at first in her Sithian tongue. She then inhaled the cool air, held it, and blew at the case steadily. Magically, the inks began to darken and look fresh, the parchment less wrinkled. She blew again, and more and more of the Enlightenment became near new. She blew one last time, and her breath not only gave it new life but it unscrambled the mess and filled in the blanks, making it more legible than when it first had been written. It was conclusive proof that the Jedi Enlightenments had more to do with the Sith than it did with the Jedi, through its special connection with the Dark.
Rune stepped back as if to admire it, but in reality she was letting some of her energies out and towards the case, inside of it; this far down it was not too risky for what she was about to do was simple and low in power use. She coldly ordered the Enlightenment to, "[Bleed]."
At first nothing was happening. Then the inks began to run off the parchment, slowly oozing like blood from a simple poke on a low pressure point. With time, the inks began to run quickly, raining down the ancient wood woven material and leaving no trace of it behind to stain or smudge, collecting in a dark, shiny pool at the base of the case until nothing remained on the parchment. Not even the least bit sign that something had been written on it.
Darth Rune would repeat this process only nine more times. She couldn't do all ten thousand individual cases because it would require too much of her powers to do so. Since her only concerns had to deal with the Age of Darkness, the Dark Hope, and the Chosen One, as well as other details or anything associated with the Age of Darkness as a whole it allowed Rune time flexibility and selection. Granted, erasing the Enlightenments would not change destiny and undoubtedly they had the translations recorded in that cursed Holocron of theirs, but what it did was put the Jedi Order once they discovered what had happened in a position of confusion and concern, and eventually certainty. Not everything was certain about them, and in turn that showed in the Holocron records or in any other recorded text. She had made certain they could not translate, decipher, and discovered anything new or important. They might be able to put it back together and in the proper way, but that would require -- to the best of the Jedi's knowledge at this time -- a Sith Maiden. That was where eventual certainty would come in.
Rune could count on it.

Once she was finished, Darth Rune commanded the platform to return home and withdrew her energies deep back inside herself in preparation for the return trip. In two hours the first rays of sunlight upon the Jedi Temple would announce a new day, so she desired to be out of this place of glorious rot and gluttony, before more keen and suspicious minds were alerted to her presence. Boarding the old lift, closing the gate and proceeding upward, Rune leaned against the rear wall and stared out into the blackness of the sub-lower levels shaft. Only the sweetness of this far too easy mission kept her from succumbing to boredom and melting the whole smecking spire down to mere molten metal; all the way down to the planet's long lost true surface. There would be time for that; once the galaxy was hers she was going to have loads of fun.
It was long before the vast chamber of the Detention Center appeared within Rune's sight line, prompting her to stand up straight and look like a Jedi for the lone Jedi manning the security outpost. Realistically as long as she didn't stop the Jedi had no reason to confront her.
She felt something.

Rune quickly fought down her instinctive impulse to locate the source of the disturbance directly with her senses. However someone was 'thinking' about her, and the strangest part about it was that the individual was not far. With the mental blocking configurations installed in the walls of the Detention Center, that meant the being was inside the Detention Center. A being…

Who knew her?

"No," said Rune with a small nervous smile and a shake of her head. It had been nearly a half century since she originally died, and she had lived for forty years before that. Of course all she had to do to dispel the notion was use her abilities. That was not an option under the circumstances, and as the seconds ticked by she began to feel knotting tension in her muscles. 
Who would know her and still be alive after all these years? Aliens who lived longer than Humans came to mind, however Rune's contact with them was virtually nil in the past; the conversations were very short; one sided affairs where she alone spoke, lasting one or two sentences in length, and usually before she executed them. Even the creatures she didn't kill she had no real interaction with them; even if those disgusting things were intricate players in her plans in the past, had ties with the Sith Order. Mainly because such life forms had no backbone of their own and if somehow they were caught they would not have the perseverance to stand up against the Jedi. They would have spilled their guts and would had given up the Sith long ago, and in turn the fool Palpatine wouldn't have been around ruining things and her little bitch of a Daughter wouldn't have lived this long.
Rune was beginning not to like this. Someone was here, now, that knew her and she didn't know who!

Before more questions and reasoning could enter her cold mind, Rune felt the on comings of things that could not be seen or felt by others. The knowing of someone thinking or speaking about a Sith Maiden transcended into reaches of the Force hardly anyone else could hope to know. Often the identities of such creatures were given: a whisper of their name in the Winds, an image of them, or some other form of metaphoric identification. In this case, suddenly before her and causing Rune to step back, two very large and very dark - almost black save for the tint- green eyes appeared before her. They stared at Rune, boring into her with unpacified thoughts.
I…see…you.
The charming voice that Darth Rune heard through the Force was unlikely yet still undeniably very familiar to her: she knew who it was now. Her anger grew and swept her fears away. She said aloud, "I would advise you to stay out of this."

Whether or not he had heard it -- under the circumstances given distance and the lack of Force usage -- it was settled when he heard his voice again:

Temper, temper. Always the Sith lose when it comes to their temper. All seeing, yet so, so blind to the realities that are neither complacent nor radical. Where you are both, my dear Sith Maiden, I am not. Therefore by all mean, I plan to get into 'this' the only way I know how.
The eyes vanished before Rune, and the alarms in the Detention Center went off.

Darth Rune grabbed her weapon and swore under her breath; the possibility that she may have used her powers may have alerted the Jedi Master. The elevator lift continued upward, towards the main guard level, where the Jedi Master resided and surely would meet her. Rune stood ready at the gate, holding her lightsaber but withdrew from activating it until she could clearly see her target approaching.
The lift reached the level…

The Jedi Master guard was running towards the lift…

Rune half smiled in the shadows, waiting for the inevitable... 

The lift didn't stop. The Jedi Master didn't even bat a glance at Rune or the passing lift as the Human turned sharply to the left at the last second and was almost outrunning the catwalk that was slowly extended out towards the prison cell some five hundred feet away from which the 'eyes' originated from. Rune did not relax for one moment, even as the lift continued unhindered and a few more Jedi Knights emerged from the walls next to the control center, practically coming to the guard's aid by free falling down unseen chutes from above and catching themselves with the Force at the very last minute before they went splat on the metal ground.
Rune was not impressed by this display. The feeling continued when the lift entered the upper enclosure of the shaft, leaving her in the dark for the next forty-five minutes and to contemplate on what to do with what may lie ahead on the ground floor.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 9.1

The tension never eased for Darth Rune even when she reached the Bagton System a day later in a 'borrowed' Lanchaster XCV Asteroid Schooner. She quickly returned the ship to its home port and parked it where she had found it and smartly removed all recording logs from the ship mainframe, taking the pieces with her; the owners were unaware that the ship was taken. Once those elements were destroyed and all evidence wiped clean, Rune spent most of the day walking amongst the crowds of people that were gathering in the capitol of Qerayant, her senses scanning every thing, and then in the early evening hours she had more of a 'over the shoulder' attitude as everyone else around her was preparing to celebrate the coming of the New Year. It was an unnecessary thing to do when her surveillance concluded. Before hand, though, she had taken no chances as she kept trying to put a name to the Eyes that confronted her, and seemingly allowed her to escape.
Sitting outside a tapcafe and uncoiling with a frosted ale, Rune gazed on at the growing legions of various aliens with stupid party favors abound begging to get as close as they could to the super large clock not far where she sat, in the middle of the city. The sights and sounds of the growing party brought a smile to her face that she couldn't shake. Nothing could spoil her mood, or her good luck.
Back on Coruscant, after she reached the first floor, Rune expected a large group of Jedi ready to board the lift once it reached its destination; whether or not for her at the time it was still up in the air. Alas there was no one waiting for her, or waiting to use the lift. Rune walked out with controlled steps, but ran at a normal clip once she cleared the Plaza outside the Jedi Temple. She ran, utilizing her physical conditioning to the max by running fast, changing levels as much as five levels up or down at a time, and going nearly five miles out of her way in an arc to reach the hanger in which her ship waited for her. No one was waiting for her at the ship, on or off. It was so unlike the Jedi to allow such a blatant escape.
Unless the Jedi were unaware of her; her 'tormentor' did not reveal her intrusion on their property and sacred treasures.
Rune smiled again and drank some more, the foam filling the insides of her nose for a moment; the pathetic called it snorting the brew, and for once she was willing to try at least one of their rituals on such a glorious day leading into what can only be considered a Dark Side prosperity year. Although she still kept Mister Big Eyes in her mental sights in terms of what kind of trouble he may cause, Rune was rather curious at the alien's intentions. He seemed rather unhappy to know she was in the Jedi Temple, hinting seething hatred that was rather personal towards her. And yet he didn't raise an alarm to single her out. She knew the alien set the alarm off to distract the Jedi from her. She concluded once again that she didn't need allies in this war, only pawns. Whatever the alien's reasons the relative bearing towards her was kept in mind, but everything else was a mute point. In the future she will have to discover who it was; it was only right that she find out about him. When the curiosity was completed, and she has become the galaxy's lone ruler, Mister Big Eyes was going to be one of her new play things to torture for a while. 

A good long while.
Rune heard a childish sneeze and knew she wasn't alone anymore.

Setting the pauper's brew down and wiping her own mouth with a single swipe of her hand, Darth Rune looked across the table at the little girl she liked to call Muffin. As always she sat there with her stuff toy and her about-to-cry looks, rubbing her irritated red nose.

"Bless you, Muffin," said Rune sweetly. "I wondered when you were going to make yourself…available. Although I rather had preferred later, not now."
Muffin kept sniffing and blowing her nose and said, "Yucky!"

Rune knew what she was referring to, but turned it into something else. She encouraged the little girl to look out into the large crowd around the clock. "Yes, aren't they all yucky? So eloquently put, my Dear. I would have said they were a lethargic display of worthless piles of breathing shit, stewing around like the smecking compost piles they truly are for the benefit of flies. But since you're a child, I must make an exception to my choice of words. Yucky will do."

Rune took a look to make sure Muffin was looking at the crowd, and continued. "Look at them. Just look at them. They're firewood. They'll fuel the Dark Side of the Force. They'll burn in their unique way, just like oak does compared to sugar maple, and fruit bearing trees to moss pine. Short, blazing hatred. Long burning despair. This will be only one of the many fires that will be burning, Muffin. In fact, the firewood is being used right now."
Rune looked at Muffin, who looked a little worried. "Of course you know that, don't you? You've felt it. You have seen it." She glanced towards the array of shadows before the both of them, created by both artificial light and natural light in the form of old fire lamps. There, in the depths of the Force, they both could feel a rumble that would catch no Jedi's attention, not at least for years. In turn, they both watched the shadows grow darker and darker.
"It is the ultimate power, my sweet Child," said Rune with deep approval. "Only those destined for the immortality of greatness are allowed such inside information. We alone possess the ability to see it. By that right alone we will rule."
Although Rune held such facts in high honor and relished in them her glance towards Muffin told her a different story. Muffin acting totally indifferent to the whims and theatrics of the Dark Side took the time to curl up in the chair and hug her Chewie closer to her body. She mumbled, "[Home?]"

"Home?" Rune sat back, acting aghast. "My dear Muffin, we just left your home a few days ago. Why go back home now? Hmmm. Where's your sense of adventure? And are you not learning about the galaxy and how much better it will look when you and I get done with it?"

Muffin looked at her and barely spoke over her toy and the crowd noise that gained exuberance. "Papul."

Rune made a face at her and admonished in E'sithropian, "[Now don't get started with that nonsense again. The last time you cried out like that it almost cost us this chance]." Which was true: she was certain Naressa had heard little Muffin's cries. It was a little too early for Naressa to know the truth, and she was going to put a stop to it right now.
"[Dear]," Rune began, reaching over the table and putting a loving hand on the little girl's head, "[I will take you home after this, okay? But I must tell you this, and it will be for the last time: don't ever do what you just done again]." She pulled away and gave the little girl her most serious glare. Rune needed Muffin, but her patience with her was beginning to run thin. It was going to be difficult as the time ticked by. "[I love you, Girl. But don't make me hate you]."

Muffin whimpered at first as Rune made for her ale mug. At the last moment Muffin flashed a wicked frown and gestured with her little hand. The mug slid violently away from Rune, off the table, and towards a blazing torch light set up on a railway. When the ceramic mug broke, the alcohol splashed onto the flames and now burning liquid struck nearby targets: wood, pavement, trees, brush, and people wearing flammable materials. The targets were engulfed in flames almost immediately, and in mere seconds pure panic set in as people ran as fast as they could from the burning mayhem. It was pandemonium; a few dozen people tried to push a few hundred people to get away from the flames; a few hundred saw what was happening and pushed against a few unsuspecting thousand, and the thousands that realized what was going on was at a loss on what to do.

Meanwhile, as the tapcafe slowly burnt around them, Rune glared at a fuming Muffin; the little girl sat in her chair with a pout frown, arms crossed in front of her in pure, preschool, not-eat-veggies defiance. Rune chuckled, snickered, and then let out a laugh at the sight of it all. Muffin in turn tried to remain serious, but her little lips wanted to curl upward.
"[Well]," said Rune in sarcastic exasperation. "[That's the last time I take you anywhere!]"

"[Home]," said Muffin in her little meanness. She was then quickly distracted by an alien waiter running behind her, past her from tapcafe to the outside, engulfed in flames and screaming his head off. With that, the little girl yelped in fear and curled up more in chair, her eyes darted around, and from here a growing sense of realization, of the trouble and pain and death she had caused.
Shaking her head Rune said, "[Well it does look like I have no choice now, doesn't it?]" She calmly strolled around the table and picked the little girl up in her arms, and casually walked away from the scene and through the maddening crowd completely unhindered.

And why not: in Rune's mind gods weren't worried about anything or anyone; not some unknown alien in a Jedi jail cell, let alone a city filled with mayhem. To Rune people were insignificant until she defined their significants for them. Therefore only a god gave people purpose.
She gave the people a purpose.

Therefore, Rune had to be a god. In her own point of view.
