3 DAYS (CHAPTER 104.0)

“Muffin.”

On that, Faith awakened from the many trances she had put herself in since Darth Rune had initiated the Shut Down. She had not sense the approach of her Mamul and the Jedi. It only whipped her frail and weakened patience with lasting stings. Every day she grew much stronger in the Force. Every day she thought what she was going to do to those who had killed her Papul. The waiting would have killed her if it not had given her strength, but without a reason by Rune for interruption Faith just felt that whip.

Rune stood over Faith until the Sith Maiden-Vhinech stood up quickly on her feet; Faith no longer was a child in her mind, and no longer did she fear Rune. Nothing Rune could do would scare Faith now. Unfortunately Faith could not demonstrate her power on the Dark Spirit within her.

“I have a reason to interrupt you,” continued Rune with the compassion of an iceberg. “I have realized after all this time I have hindered you.”

“That you have,” responded Faith in the Sithian tongue.

Rune held her hand up. “Let me finish, please.” She put her arms across her chest, but her sigh showed not one hint of bravado. “We have had this conversation before. We are well aware the solution.” She slapped her hands together, held them out, and finally said, “I cannot go on like this, and neither can you.”

Faith’s eyes narrowed, but it was not out of suspicion. She said, “You wish separation.”

“I…don’t wish it.” Before Faith could frown contemptuously, Rune strolled about and added, “Well, actually, I can’t wish it, but you know what I mean. Our natural distrust for one another is very apparent.” She looked at Faith with sincerity. “We can’t share the apartment anymore. I would like to move out.”

Faith flicked her tongue on the prospect. She indeed had grown tiresome of Rune; the last few days, since Magus Prophet died, had only bolstered the idea. Rune holding her back was a genuine statement. As far as she was concern she should have been hunting down Juna and her friends and killing them. The Republic in peril was not Faith’s idea; Papul was dead, and so the true desire of conquest died with him. Faith had no real desires except to make him proud of her, and bring her parents back together. Without one parent, the other parent’s existence, and her real desire, was worthless to Faith.

Seeing her slave Rose come towards her as the attentive slave that she was, Faith recalled the last times she had used her considerable power. She noted her current piebald appearance. Days ago she had never felt so weak after using such a power-draining gift. She felt strong again, not as strong as before but enough to wipe out planets. In her grips, she needed no army of Prophets to rule the galaxy.

Faith continued to look at Rune, but her hand found Rose’s head, and she drew the slave girl to her leg to cuddle her. The girl was oblivious to the conversation, even if she still had her own free will. “How is it that I can do this with you, but not my Father?”

“As I said before, you are not in possession of your father. You, on the other hand, are in possession of me.” Rune put her hands to her chest. “As with all of us Sith Maidens, you are more relative closer to us than you are to your father. I don’t make the rules Muffin I only live by them. But tell me what’s changed for you: you like me inside of you?”

“I should expel you,” murdered Faith. She believed she could eliminate the Dark Spirit in her. Based on Rune’s reaction, a stiffening of body posture and muteness that lasted longer than necessary, she knew she was right.

“Now let’s not be doing that!” Rune held her hands up in surrender, but her face was stern and her temper obvious. “That would be a terrible waste of a Wish.”

“My power will falter.”

“It will whether you bring me back or expel me to the abyss.” Rune shrugged her shoulders. “Either way, when Juna comes you will be weaker than you are now.” She then relented from her tirade, expressing enlightenment. “Ah, but I offer you the way in defeating your enemies swiftly. It is more than just bringing me back to life. With me at your side, as a partner against whoever Juna decides to bring with her-.”

“I can wait,” said Faith simply. She figured the dead could wait for resurrection; she would wish Rune back to life once she had wiped out her enemies. Not having another entity to worry about in the coming war was more than welcoming; Faith could not trust Rune anymore.

Rune puckered her lips and said, “You could do that.” She then smiled and said, “Or you could bring me back. Together, you and I can bring your father back. We can subdue Juna.” She thought carefully, and Faith suddenly saw the same thought in her head: Magus Prophet’s asilamorphic-like ability, of eating living flesh and witness their life experiences.

When Faith suddenly realized the potential, Rune said, “Yes. Yes, you do see it now, do you? You and her cannot absorb the other’s life, but like your father you gain much from the consumption of raw flesh. Also, there is another, little” she held her fingers up, bringing her fore finger and thumb together “tiny, but very significant” she spread her hands about to indicate herself, and then Faith, and then spread them out wide “thing that will come from this that will weaken Juna.”

“Weaken?”

“Don’t spare luck to chance, Muffin. I speak from such experience.” Rune presented herself, the Spirit, as if it were enough of an explanation. “As I have learned from my Corellian daughter, and more to the point my husband, you make the concept of luck your own before others do. It’s the exposed, bobbing throat: when you can cut it on your enemy’s neck, you do it.”

Rune drew herself closer. “Take luck, Faith, and own it. Use the fullness of our abilities at hand. Only together can we end this. We must stack the deck in our favor.”

Faith thought it over and saw no problems. She did have to ask the question before. “Weaken?”

Pretending to think hard in how best to explain it by rubbing her chin, Rune then said, “It’s…rather hard to explain it.” She looked and saw the terminal with Naressa’s hijacked slicer program still running, it’s interface calm. “Ah, yes, think of it as that program that turned off the Republic.” She put her hands to her chest. “Imagine I am that very program. I run within the existing hardware, stabilize the software, act naturally within the set perimeters to the point no one is the wiser. I’m needed in the Juna system because without me integrated certain functions, certain memories on file, simple won’t work. Follow?”

After Faith nodded once, Rune continued. “Suppose I shut down. Suppose that part of me no longer exists in them.” Faith craned her head in understanding. “By bringing me back, Juna loses so much knowledge. She loses all of my secrets, all those secrets I have shared with you. Her abilities will be so suddenly shortened.”

Eyes wide with acceptance, Faith sneered, “She does not deserve my love, nor does she deserve a proper battle.” She looked at Rune. “What must I do?”

The biggest smile Faith had ever seen on Rune to date appeared; it didn’t change Faith’s mind, even when Rune said, “You all ready know what to do.”

Of course, Faith did. She looked down at her subordinate and commanded, “Bring much food and water, whatever is left down below in the Hutt’s home.”

“Yes, friend,” said Rose. She ran quickly to do her task. Though the Hutts had great stocks of supplies most of it was spoiling as no one lately had allowed the suppliers into the palace.

A buzzing sound distracted Faith, drawing back into the array’s command and control center. It was picking up a transmission. The source of the transmission was Mos Eisley, Tatooine. Jabba the Hutt was hailing the palace of his family again.

“[Adamant array, this is Jabba. If you are receiving me, I have been attempting to contact my family palace. Acknowledge and respond].”

“Cursed Hutt,” was all Faith muttered, sending a signal to kill the hail. By doing so, Jabba would undoubtedly realize that the palace of his ancestors had been taken. It did not matter to Faith whether Jabba knew or Jabba came. She had all the power in the galaxy; no one could defeat her. Not even Darth Rune, who she would gladly entertain a fight with as soon as she brought her back to life.

Faith left the command center and found the Dark Spirit right where she had left her in her mind. The twist was that Rune was naked, strip bare of the warrior garb Faith had always seen in her in. Her brown hair and brown eyes shined with life all their own. Her body rippled with highly toned muscles that appeared with contractions. Her flesh, most of it, was covered in tattooed hieroglyphics that not even Faith could understand; they appeared to have their own purposes, and then collectively they formed shapes, some one large shape, sometimes their own individual, small scenes. When she moved, the tattoos moved with her with life of their own.

Holding her hands out wide, Rune said, “I’m ready, Magus Faith. Bring me to life.”

Faith found her center, and her great power very easily, very quickly. The words began to form in her mind, but she spoke them anyways. Her hands held out towards the Dark Spirit, she said, “I wish for the spirit Darth Rune to be reborn as flesh and bone and as the living creature I see before me.”

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

3 DAYS (CHAPTER 104.1)

With the evening at hand and Juna at the controls the Millennium Falcon slipped through unnoticed by Theed’s temporary fixes of security. Naboo had managed to borrow an old Corusantian-made Five Five Fifty sensorship for planetary security purposes. Ideally sensorships with their dedicated purpose were reliable if they were properly manned, which it wasn’t, and thus could scour the surrounding cosmos for fleets of starships, which there were none. It was King Veruna being both impractical and overzealous in his search for Nubian-owned ships to impress into service. Unfortunately for the good king a former queen and a life time member of the Royal Court having seen that he had only one sensorship was able to take full advantage of it and Naboo’s sensor weaknesses without using the Force.

The Falcon’s return stirred up the mansion that like Naboo and like the rest of the Republic was not even close to being a quarter back to normal. After several days of an existence void of casual living the people had improvised and adapted accordingly to make do. Muriel had long ago given permission to the help to leave Rapier Manor if they so desired, but few had taken up the offer. As trained, most of the helpers of the mansion arrived just as the stock light freighter sat down. The heroes made their way to the Hanger Bay with Muriel outrunning them all, wrapping Dizzy in a hug right on sight. She then hugged Juna and Enothchild, and then went right back to hugging Dizzy.

The others arrived with Casper leading the way, Mathaniel and Nach right behind him. With Muriel too busy with joy, the Jedi Knight looked to Enothchild and asked, “What kept you?”

The Vhinphyc eyed the Human. “I couldn’t hold my breath that long to float home.” He blew out an exhale as he took Juna to his side with an arm around her shoulders. “We just need some clean clothes and a moment to strategize. We know where to go to reverse this blackout.”

“Nal Hutta,” said the manor dwellers.

Juna frowned. “What, did everyone happen to get psychic powers while we were away?”

“Nyeta,” said Nach. “The location is the only logical place to be to launch this kind of a digital attack.” He looked right in Enothchild’s eyes and said, “Great victory over the Prophet.”

“Not mine.” Enothchild indicated Juna by squeezing her close. “I just coaxed her along.”

Nach nodded in understanding. Mathaniel interrupted the good times shared. “Master Enothchild, if you are to go to Nal Hutta then I am to go with you.”

“That won’t be necessary-,” began Enothchild, but Juna pulled away from him. “What?”

“What? He’s going, that’s what.” Juna looked to Mathaniel, feeling so confident that Enothchild was going to survive Nal Hutta that bringing the Vhinech was not counterproductive or a waste of time, but required.

“I promised your mother I would, Lady Juna,” said Mathaniel to clarify his position. He looked to Enothchild. “She demanded repentance for my people’s crimes against her daughter. I cannot deny them.”

“This isn’t the time to honor difficult promises,” stressed Enothchild. “We’re heading towards a grave danger.”

“The rest of my days, as for anyone, are ones always heading towards grave danger,” reminded Mathaniel, reminding Enothchild that at any given moment on any given day a life abrupt ends, or danger is not always death or dismemberment. “Besides, she offers a cure for our problem.”

Enothchild and Juna shared a look; both looked to Nach, who shook his head as to indicate he found no cure and nor did he believe in his own opinion that Naressa possessed the cure. Juna, on the other hand, saw past that point. She had her own reasons to.

“The more we take with us to Nal Hutta, the better our chances of success,” said Juna with a nod towards Mathaniel. She noted Enothchild’s slight look of disagreement. “To the point, the young Magus is fully versed in a fighting style I believe Faith will have great difficultly in defending against. I know it for a fact.”

Casper interjected. “I don’t disagree with you, Enothchild, but we do need all the help we can get for Nal Hutta. In fact Naressa insisted that his presence is needed on Nal Hutta. I reluctantly but understandably agree.”

“Leaving Cofka,” said Juna. During the run home Dizzy had filled the couple in on their work. She looked to Nach and asked, “Does the countdown continue?”

Nach knew it was, but he still consulted the counting down chromo on his left wrist. “It does.”

“Still don’t get it?” asked Nowen rhetorically after he noted Juna’s face and Enothchild fondling hairs tied on his horns.

Alluetia signaled, “I don’t.” She had to keep things consistent on the ‘way out of league’ department. Destiny could only nod her head in agreement.

“Well,” began Juna before her own weary sigh just overtook her entire body. She paused and used her fingers to rub her eyes just out of habit. Enothchild rubbed the back of her neck, finding failure in eliminating the knot that was visibly bending Juna’s neck forward. A combination of escape pod space and multi-layered thinking along with the constant use of the Force had caught up with her.

Seething, Juna just said, “Well, I do know that with this shut down the use of the Legacy Virus is mute. Using it to active the Device is also irrelevant because there’s a countdown. How and when it was activated is a mute point; the question is what are we going to do about?”

Muriel pulled Dizzy behind her to face Juna. “We have that covered unless you think Faith and Faradi is going to activate the Device prematurely.”

“They’re not.” Juna shook her head to emphasize the point. “The Device is a time bomb, ticking away. They became aware of it, and the countdown, somewhere, somehow, and along with Prophet they just built their whole strategy around it.”


“A demolition strike on a large scale,” said Nowen.

“Exactly,” said Juna. “They had Helle’s ship; it was functional enough to send that beacon, it means it had enough systems still functional to for various other functions.” She looked at Nach. “Am I wrong?”

“You are not,” said Nach. “Factual, there were automated systems that had long ago been used, such as the medical systems.” Suddenly his expression changed and the Force sensitive felt his realization. Before they asked, he said, “That also pertains to the impregnation equipment.”

“I was wondering,” stated Enothchild with known facts backing him, “when that was going to come up. There really is no medical station on Vhinphyc ships, except…”

“For getting pregnant in absence of a breeding male,” finished Juna, snapping her fingers. “The SON disk, technical dynamics of flight vessels, subsection three on the history of deep space voyaging.” She then looked at Nach and mused, “Still think that gravity distortion idea is so ludicrous now?”

When Nach shook his head no, Juna returned their focus back on the matter at hand. “The enemy has no control over the Device, I’m certain of that. They do, however, have control over the Republic.”

“If I may interject, your pardon,” began Nach, “but even if the Republic was operational, and indeed Coruscant is the target, the defenses would not stand against the Device.”

Juna shook her head in total disagreement. “Any of us with military experience knows never to let an opportunity to weaken an opponent just pass. Perhaps you’re right in your point, but when anyone has a hair’s breath of a chance to survive that’s enough motivation to fight, and as long as one fights that’s how much longer they live. Live long enough, and there’s a chance, though slim, they’ll steal victory from the jaws of defeat.”

Juna drew herself closer to Nach and said, “Don’t spare luck to chance, Dad. I speak from such experience. As I have learned from my Corellian mother you make the concept of luck your own before others do. It’s the exposed, bobbing throat: when you can cut it on your enemy’s neck, you do it.”

She looked around at everyone and said, “We must take luck and own it. Use the fullness of our abilities at hand. Only together can we end this. We must stack the deck in our favor.”

“We have very little time to do this,” stated Enothchild. “Even if we succeed on Nal Hutta it doesn’t end the danger.”

“That’s where we Forceless mynocks figure in,” said Muriel in mirth and seriousness. “While you buzz weavers make a run for Nal Hutta we’ll hit Cofka. Plenty of risk involved, I know” she gave Dizzy a look and all he did was shrug his shoulders “but we got to do it.”

“So I guess the question is who’s taking my ship?” questioned Dizzy with a wink.

“Two crews, two ships,” said Muriel in reminder. “Each one has to have a pilot waiting by on the stick.”

“Agree, so who’s going with who?” questioned Nowen.

“Keep the Force users together except Muriel,” suggested Juna off hand.

At that point, both Alluetia and Destiny was more involved in the conversation. Alluetia said, “Me? You want me to go on this suicide mission?”

Destiny looked at Juna worriedly and said, “I-I don’t think I could….” She trailed off when she noted Enothchild’s look of concern for her. She realized to herself that not going would disservice him, for all he had done. “Yes.” She cleared her throat and said louder, “Yes, I will pilot your ship.”

“So which ship’s going with whom and where?” asked Mathaniel.

“Now wait just a parsec,” started Alluetia with a stamping foot. She pointed at her ship and said, “My ship is going with me, and at this moment I’m not too crazy about going anywhere.”

“We can’t dilther!” Juna’s voice was coldly adamant it stopped everyone from talking and they focused on her. She looked to Enothchild immediately for a suggestion, but she noticed he was actually waiting on her response. Clearly, her husband wanted his wife to lead them. The idea of leading people into desperate and dangerous situations was not foreign to Juna and she wasn’t necessarily afraid of the duty. She just felt more comfortable following Enothchild’s lead. But clearly Enothchild, at that moment when leaders did take the reigns, did not step in to assume control of the situation.

Juna made a decision based on the simplicities and known realites. “Simple: we take the Hauler, the rest the Falcon. Get geared up for the mission: we leave together in one hour.” She turned before another argument could begin, and felt assured of her decision when Enothchild followed right behind her.

Casper was to a gawking Alluetia’s side in an instant. He joked, “As if you haven’t been in troubling adventures before.”

Alluetia looked up at the taller young man. “Eh, you gotta point.”

Casper looked to the weary travelers, giving Mathaniel a nod. He looked to Destiny and said, “You won’t have to be involved in the battle.”

Destiny gave the Jedi a sour look. She uttered a truth: “To avoid all battles one must not think of or about one. However, I will not fail in duty when I fail in bravery.”

Alluetia made a face and just asked, “Where do they teach ya how to talk like that?”

Near the hour’s end the various companies were prepared to depart. The heroes that had been in Rapier Manor since the Shut Down had focused some of their attention on a mission like the one to the Device and thus had prepared accordingly. Nach required little; Muriel and Nowen had to improvise gear and provisions since their respected armor simply refused to work; they still wore the main pieces since they offered protection. Nowen put the collection of gear for everyone together and left the individual gear packs at the entrances of the Hanger Bay; he figured the Jedi would take what they thought they would need. The trained Guardians had beaten the rest back to the Hanger Bay; Dizzy had stayed with the Falcon, while Alluetia made sure the Hailstorm’s Hauler was up to snuff. Nach had not gone too far, sporting very little with his animal skins draped over his massive body but underneath there was plenty of death he could deal out.

Collectively Destiny and Mathaniel sat out from their room after meditating and praying together, and the Magus assuring his friend that it would be all right, that she would do all right. They walked into Casper and the trio together entered the Hanger Bay. They greeted the others, noting there was some time to spare for Juna and Enothchild. There, Muriel presented Mathaniel with the lightsabers Juna had fashioned for him. Mathaniel took them speechlessly, turning them on, relieved they worked unlike anything made with Rapier parts and hands. He let Destiny hang on to his old steel weapons, an honor she did not take lightly or refuse.

It took Enothchild some time but he found new clothing to wear, which surprised him until he remembered that Naressa always seemed to think ahead and have his size – including boots – on hand; he found replicas of his standard Jedi uniform in the old room he used to stay in whenever he was in Rapier Manor. He returned to Juna’s room to dress and found a total stranger.

Juna had metamorphosed her appearance again, becoming a completely different creature. Her black and red highlighted-hair was straight and all pulled tightly back; the rest hung free starting at the upper back of her skull, the hair rained down her back. She sported a black leather ensemble of a halter-top, pants, and boots, revealing more flesh than she had been known to dare expose. Clearly she was going for looseness, forgoing constricting garments that hamper movement. It did make Juna, as she quietly meditated on the balcony awaiting for Enothchild’s return, look older in a mature, sexual way, but with her krayt dragon tattoo also exposed clearly on her back for all to see, it also made her look more sinister and evil. The best way for Enothchild to put it: more Sithian.

Opening her eyes, Juna quickly let her feet find the ground from her elevated, free-floating position. She asked, “You ready?”

“As ready as you are,” said Enothchild, and then Juna leaned into him and hugged him hard; the image of evil was momentarily replaced by that kind, loving woman he so deeply wanted to protect. He was reminded once again that the surface could be anything, perhaps the projection of the interior of a person, but the cover on this particular Dark book was not what every page within it contained. Like Naressa before her Juna, to spite her darkness, was a good person.

Juna pulled away and spoke with a voice that was mix of her normal tone and her trained-in Royal Voice. “Let’s get on with it then.” She tugged on his hands to draw him to follow her, but she would have been marching without him or any part of him attached her if he had decided to stay. Enothchild understood her attitude, her demeanor, her tone, and he approved: Juna was being focused, locked in, falling back on all of her training from the Jedi Master, from her Political Guardian, and from everything else. It was time for battle. 

The couple arrived at the Hanger Bay side by side both physically and seriously; the latter was what kept responses to their arrival mute. Enothchild was suddenly the General from the Mid Rim Conflicts and Juna was once again the Queen of Naboo; commanders who’s very reputations and presences together commanded respect. It gave the others a collective sigh of relief; to a sooner than later be fighter, they wanted no one else to lead them. They reached the group gathered by the Falcon.
“Dizzy’s just going over a few things with Alluetia,” said Muriel after she and Nowen had parted company. She looked at Juna and joked slightly with a serious face, “Better pack a sweater. Nal Hutta’s quite cool this time of the year.”

“We’ll be warmed up in no time, I guarantee it.” Juna flashed her inherited smirk, about as close as a smile she was going to give her best friend. She wisely said, “Kick ass.”

“Ditto,” nodded Muriel back. To the two women, saying something like ‘be careful’ and ‘take care’ did not fit the reality that they were about to put themselves right in the heart of danger. She heard Dizzy talking to Alluetia as the two came down the freighter’s ramp. “Ready?”

Juna tried her best to smile at Dizzy when he looked at her. She tried, but just trying to do anything suddenly became impossible. Her mind blurred and sound went away like drum mufflers were stuffed deep in her ears. Limbs went numb, and she stumbled as she fought to stand upright, stumbled towards the aft section of the Millennium Falcon.

“Juna?” Enothchild, Muriel, Dizzy and Alluetia slowly approached her as she caught one of the rear landing gears. Mathaniel and Destiny felt shifts in the Force and existed the Hailstorm’s Hauler to investigate. Enothchild thought to grab her, but he recalled what touching her would do to her. He quickly put his large arms out to stop the others when he felt the strange stirrings in Juna’s presence. “Don’t touch her!”

Juna felt so many experiences by herself all at once. She could see and then couldn’t. Her mind was blank and then racing faster than her fast beating heart. She felt the heat of fury and the coldness of death, and the death lingered. There were echoes stirring in her lost perceptions, and finally she heard Faith’s voice. On every word spoken, Juna felt pieces of her soul come apart. It felt like she was literally being tore apart, and so in reaction she screamed.

“NO!” commanded Enothchild to himself more to the rest. He never felt anything like this before; therefore collateral danger could not be defined. Juna clung on to the landing gear and struggled to live. All the heroes were there now, wondering helplessly on what to do.

Falling on her ass but not out of it, Juna found relief for all of a second. Sweating, she found herself doing a self-evaluation of her inner self and found pieces of herself missing. Many small pieces, unimportant to significant, located to and fro within her soul, were not gaping holes of nothingness. Removed. Empty. Blank. If she had not lived for so long she would have never missed them.

“Juna!” Enothchild was at her side instantly, kneeling down to check her. Casper assumed the other side and was careful not to make contact with her. “Juna, what happened?” He noted the difference in her presence in the Force. “Juna?”

Juna thought for a few moments longer and said, “She’s….gone.” She couldn’t put a name to who was gone. It wasn’t Naressa that was gone, nor was it Faith. She had difficulty trying to remember.

“Master, she’s…” Casper began to say, but Enothchild just shook his head. He didn’t have an answer for it either, and that scared not only him.

“Juna, was it Faith?” Enothchild had a feeling what might had happened. “Was it Faradi?”

The name meant something finally to Juna. Looking just as lost as Muriel was when Juna had absorbed some of her, Enothchild’s wife looked at him and asked, “Who’s Faradi?”

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

3 DAYS (CHAPTER 104.2)

It hurt worse than Hell. Life was never meant to be created this way. Faradi Nimh, however, never played by the rules.

As soon as Faith made the Force Wish Darth Rune felt her spiritual energy shift and for the first time in ages she felt real pain. The pain was continuous and so terrible no one could ever get used to it; no one could survive it. That was the point; that was why only the dead could survive. The energy bled furiously out of Faith; her own energy, and the Dark Spirit of Rune. It all re-combined outside of the shell of Faith, and the impossible became possible; energy became matter without the process of fusion, fission, or any other means known to the skeptical. Rune came to life but not in layers, not in sequence; it was all at once, a rush of completion that was painfully perfect. When it was over, and pain continued to last, Rune dropped to her knees at the same time Faith did as the agony for both became too much.

There was a moment, a pause of consideration. Finally Darth Rune could smell the air. She could hear the wind, feel it on her naked flesh. She could feel, and even hear her own heart beating. Her knees hurt, as well as her toes from bending awkwardly to complete the transition from standing to kneeling. The ceramic surface of the array felt very cool to the touch. She exhaled the pungent air of Nal Hutta, of millions of unwashed Hutts and their biological pollution; an air that made mere people want to take a long shower after only being exposed to it for a short period of time. She didn’t care about a shower. She didn’t care about anything else.

Finally, she felt the Dark Side of the Force. Darth Rune shivered with great, unyielding delight and began to laugh. She stared at her body, at her arms, at her hands, marveling at their smooth, light brown texture and their newborn baby-tackiness. She pressed her hands to her face, her beautiful face. Her skin smelled exactly like fresh-from-the-womb baby skin. But she was no child; she was a woman reborn at the age of her Sithian prime. Her hips worked as she stood up and marveled at the very motion, the very workings of her body – one of those many things she admittedly took for granted. Unlike her thirty years age body of the past, Rune possessed no pain, no old scars, no slow in breaking down physical ailments. Absolutely she had a new body, not just a resurrection. It was too real, too good to be true, and far better than she had perceived.

The body was worthless without her power, and she possessed great power. The Dark Side was never this intoxicating to her before. Rune soaked it in, letting it flow through her instead of her very own blood. It was cold, and it was hot; it cleansed her senses, and it gave her purpose. It made promises to her, to always love her, to always worship her, to always come at her beck and call, and to answer to no one else. It would never betray her. She was a Dark Goddess amongst the mortals. There was so much to explore within her, such things she never knew existed. For once, in her opinion, the comada was right; resurrection was a power to beholden when experienced.

“Dark Side be praised,” spoke the first words out of her living mouth; a saying Rune’s mother used to say. The very thought of it, and her mother, made Rune laugh again. Nebula Nimh and the rest of her ancestry were mere stalwarts of the Dark Side, never the purveyors in spite of the fact they possessed much greater power than their so-called equals, the Sith Lords. It struck her, and it reminded her, how stupid and worthless the others were in saying ‘Dark Side be praised’ and in never once did they praise it in tribute by using it truly for their self-serving advantages. The whole idea just made her laugh again.

The terrible noises broke through Rune’s revelry – they weren’t really terrible to her; in fact she welcomed them with high expectations. She turned to Faith’s form on the deck to take note of the Sith Maiden-Vhinech’s distressed state. Faith was in terrible shape, riddle with pains from exploding midi-chlorians in her body along with the other cells that made her up. She was bleeding terribly from all over, coughing up blood as her lungs seemingly did not work. Her once powerful body shook with effort just to prop her falling apart form up. Her skin had become an ash gray, and where it was white before it was a scorched earth black with charged blisters. She looked up at Rune, and her right horn fell out of its skull socket; it drew her attention down, the whole action weakening her.

“Oh,” noted Rune with sarcastic concern. “Rather nasty.” She squatted down, but instead of lifting Faith’s face she grabbed hold of Faith’s tunic at the shoulder. “You’re ruining my attire.”

Faith struggled again to look at Rune; so lost, so empty, she did not quite catch what her opposite had said. She asked, “[What…]?”

Direct, Rune said, “You’re not supposed to exist, my little Muffin morsel. The prophecy never mentions that the Dark Hope has any descendants. Therefore, the line of power, the return of the True Sith, ends right with her. You, my dear, are an abomination of the facts.

“After years and years and so many years of Maidens of the Sith bringing back the pure linage blood perfection was almost achieved. The intention of a near pure blood Sith Master and a near pure blood Sith Maiden getting together to have a daughter had always been in play. But understand, beyond that perfect Sith, your mother, there is nothing, no others like your grandfather Darth Sidious to mate with. 

“Sidious was the perfect specimen, perfected with age, brought forth just like our ancestors, a great wine hidden in the shadows of cool, dusty cellar. He knew not of that truth, for if he had he would have found a way to sabotage it. I tell you this because you must understand what has happened to you.

“After your mother, those who are Sith are Sith in name only. Her genes are Sith genes, meant only for the Sith. Splice her genes with another genetic source and all those years of perfecting that gene go right to hell. She cannot pass it on, unless she engages with her true father.”

Rune tapped Faith’s sensitive nose. “Of course you and Magus Prophet were not aware of that fact. All he knew was that Juna was receptive to all genetic material; she could bare anyone’s child. All the pure Sith in the past could do so, the only ones that could do it. But you see…the end of the Sith was when they did mate with those Dark Knights of Cataspher. Unclean genetics dirtied the pool. We come to here, now, where your father introduced his genetics to your mother’s egg in a Vhinphyc female’s womb.

“Bad chemistry, Muffin. Bad chemistry. Your father should have known as soon as he spent most of himself trying to keep you together in your surrogate mother. He was, like all fools, blinded by the potential of power. When you were born, you became the most powerful creature in this galaxy.

“The price for that power, for existence, was the Force that held your unstable cells together.” Rune stroked Faith’s head, and then showed the bewildered creature the large clump of yellowing hair she removed. “Bringing me back to life exhausted enough of your midi-chlorians. Of course, you did help.” She tilted her head to offer a smile. “Giving your father his arm.” She looked motioned towards the very stoic Rose. “Bringing back your slave.” She pointed towards Rose’s hands, towards the varmint she carried. “Your life long companion Chewie twice.”

Faith understood now, turning her pained attention back to Rune. Rune took hold her chin very hard. Faith, if healthy, could have killed Rune with one blow, but she was helpless and worthless and could not pull herself from Rune’s painful grip.

“As they say, young fool,” said Rune with a slow headshake. In her other hand was Faith’s lightsaber. She turned it on. “You must be careful what you wish for.” Faith trembled in terrible fear but every attempt she made at counteracting just did not happen. Rune only grinned broadly. “You may get it.”

In one snap motion from her squatted position Darth Rune leapt straight up, spun, and upon the downward spiked the weapon’s blade perfectly through the top of Faith’s skull, right through the Jedi Harmony region of her single brain, ceasing Faith’s mental connection to the Force, ending her life.

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

3 DAYS (CHAPTER 104.3)

The ripple in the Force was the other Force sensitizes’ only warning. For Juna it was much worse. On Faith’s death, regardless how she felt about her at any time, Juna felt the loss of her daughter. The pain was horrible.

Juna’s bloody scream sent everyone flying away from her on a blast wave no one was strong enough to block or stand up against. The Millennium Falcon, where she was still under, buckled upward, the aft end leaving the ground, nearly flipping over on its nose; it hung in the air as Juna continued her scream. Everyone could barely move as the scream rattled their insides. Casper even thought his ankle was broke again.

When she stopped, Juna began to curl up into a fetal ball. The Falcon fell; Enothchild, barely able to regain his senses, reached out with the Force and pulled her away. The ship landed on its landing gear, but the weight and down force and angle was too much for the heavy struts. The struts snapped, sending pieces about, and the rear end of the ship cracked on the deck with a bone-rattling thud. The impact caused sparks and severe, visible damage to engine assembly.

The others were out of breath for what seemed to be hours, but in a daze one by one they recovered. Enothchild was to Juna’s fetal, crying form instantly. He pulled her up to him. She remained in her curled position, her arms locked around her midsection, and she let out a wail-filled moan of pain. It was not her stomach that hurt her but her heart. Her heart just shattered into pieces; Juna, if she could, could have told them she literally almost felt her life-sustaining organ burst into shards and cut the rest of her soul into pieces.

“She killed her!” Juna sobbed out loudly. “The bitch killed my Baby!” Like days ago she couldn’t explain why she felt so attached to Faith, but she could not deny it, and she could not deny the feeling of loss that overtook her. She had never carried and bore Faith, but nature was never going to let her forget where Faith had come from. The Dark Side would not let her forget, and it would not let her forget who had done it. “RUNE!”

“What?” asked Enothchild, feeling so helpless.

“Rune killed my Faith!” But then Juna just collapsed further into Enothchild’s embrace and struggled with the loss. Muriel approached slowly, to which he welcomed her consoling company. The rest were at a loss more ways than one; so determined they were to follow Juna’s lead, but not they were shaken and uncertain.

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

3 DAYS (CHAPTER 104.4)

With a hard tug of finality, after chasing down a quick snack to subdue her famishment and a drink to control her thirst, Darth Rune completed the transfer of Sithian wardrobe from Faith’s dead body, pulling the fedarok leather robe firmly across her breasts. She expected a good fit of clothing and was not disappointed; she and Faith were the same body size and shape. Her influence in Faith’s decisions assured it, right down to the lightsaber; an exact replica of the weapon she had built so many years ago. 

After she enjoyed caressing the federaok over her body, the Sith Maiden pulled the weapon off the belt. Rune caressed it and stewed over it with such a lip-licking it would have made Jabba the Hutt both jealous and aroused. She cooed, “Heeeeellloooo Lover.” Her fingers shook has she stroke the weapon, and her fingers lingered over the oval emitter. She kissed the pummel and cooed to it again, “It’s been too fricking long since we have last danced. Don’t worry; our dance card will fill up shortly.”

Rune lowered her hands and stepped over the dead body she had plundered. She confronted the little girl that the late Faith had brought back to life. Coldly, she said, “Well.”

Rose immediately dropped Chewie to the ground, lowered her head, and dropped down hard on both of her little knees. The varmint, sensing its purpose was not a priority under the gaze of his master’s killer, scurried away. Rose paid no attention; lifelessly she said, “I serve you, my Mistress.”

A Force Slave only did what the Force prodded her to do. Rune still appreciated the words. “Yes, you do slave. You will serve me, and your name will always be slave.” She reached down and pulled the girl’s hair back to force her to look at her. Rose would have upon command. Rune simply enjoyed doing it this way. “Slaves do not deserve life, but they do deserve the life I shall give them.”

“Yes, my Mistress,” agreed Rose without question.

“I am so pleased we are in agreement,” mocked Rune. She looked the young child over, taking in the slave’s qualities. They weren’t much for a child, but she could not help noticing something. She said mostly to herself, “You know, you almost look like my Daughter and Granddaughter.” Rose’s hair was a light brown and her round face was close to Juna’s. The yellowish eyes threw much of the resemblance off, but Rune could look past it.

Rune saw irony in this and finally put her lightsaber away. She stopped pulling hard on Rose’s hair and caressed her kind, innocent face, urging the girl to look her in the eyes for the first time. She said, “I will keep you. Why not? You will be my perfect daughter, the one I wished I had. Listening. Obeying. Worshipping me at my feet. Never crying. Never begging for anything from me. I won’t even have to potty train you, or listen to you cry and complain. You are weak, helpless, powerless and hopeless without me, and if anything happens to you, I won’t ever miss you.”

Rose only said, “Yes, my Mistess.”

Rune stroke Rose’s chin. “Oh, how I love that better than mommy.” She stood up taller and commanded, “Now bring me more food and drink. Resurrection is not as easy to handle as it looks.” Rose bowed and kept her eyes from making contact before she left her mistress to do the task.

“As for you,” remembered Rune, turning her attention back to Faith’s dead, naked body. It was all ready decaying rapidly without the Force holding it together. She mocked, “I can’t eat with you rotting in my presence.” 
In one motion she raised the body high in the air with a gesture as if to toss it up like a target, and with a spin she gestured with her right hand towards the body. During the turn she called upon the surrounding shadows as if to call upon Black Death. Instead of slow gathering of darkness and a destructive explosion the shadows reached out quickly from their positions, stretched out, each shadow grabbing a piece of Faith. Each retreated with a piece without trailing blood or gore. Upon the shadow’s return to their places they were a bit darker, but no less the same as before.

“Haven’t done that in a while,” she said, stretching her new body out as if the move had taken something out of her, strained her. “Get myself acclimated with the times.” She noted Rose’s return with bundles of breads and flasks of wine. “Here, Slave, attend to me at the work station in the command center.”

Inside the command station of the array Rune sat herself down in the seat and looked the monitor over; all the while Rose attended to her, struggling to maintain her hold on food and drink, listening without questioning. Rune gloated, “Surely Faith’s death has reached Juna. A little more softening added to a pathetic creature I have to dare myself to call granddaughter. She’ll come, and she will have no control over her emotions. The fight will be very short, and then I will concentrate on Enothchild Sarch.”

Caressing the screen that showed all the terminals she had shut down, she said, “He can’t let his precious Republic die and Naressa take the blame. Alas, the trap is sprung. Even if he somehow beats me, and he won’t Slave, he won’t have a means to turn the Republic back on.”

Rune rested her hands on the keyboard of the terminal…

She kept her hands on the keyboard, trying to think of how to bring the command prompt to Naressa’s slicer program. It was so simple before, very easy, all she had to do was…

…

….

…..

Crossing her arms in slight frustration, Rune thought harder than necessary to remember the details of the slicer program. She remembered the slicer program, and beyond that what…it could do. And then….

“Now this is peculiar,” she mused to herself; of course Rose offered no opinion. 
Rune just tapped the EXECUTE button; the system only beeped. 
She tried to type COMMAND PROMPT and then hit the EXECUTE button: a beep and nothing else. 
She hurriedly hit the function keys: nothing. 
The frustration of just operating the program overwhelmed her desire to terminate the program, to close it down forever. She even went so far as to try the HELP key. A message came up and she read it out loud, “’Only a fool that doesn’t know what they’re doing cries for help’. Oh really!”

Darth Rune thought again and tried some of the basic computer knowledge she possessed. It was clearly Naressa’s program for it gave her subtle, sarcastic reminders:

‘Just a reminder: one plus one really does equal two’.

‘Oh really? Didn’t that computer language go out with solid rocket boosters?’
‘Your skills remind me of your inner colon: stinky and full of danger’.

‘Are you kidding: Jawas have better communication skills than you do!’
‘Do technology a favor: please stop.’

‘You are a moron. You really are a moron. Do not pass Coruscant. Do not collect two hundred credits’.

‘Somehow you escaped preschool: your skills show it’.

‘When examining the empty space in the head of most dimwits, I usually do not need a red giant star to illuminate the way. You, of course, are the exception’.
‘If I gave you ten credits, would you stop trying to impress me with your pitiful skills?’

‘You, my friend, just proved that evolution is a myth.’
‘Your mind has much more in common with new flimsy paper: blank’.

‘Even an optimist would stop cheering for you.’
‘Cut the poor computer some slack; at least it knows what it is doing.’

The snarks just kept coming and coming. After several minutes of failure Rune finally gave up. “E’oki fu!” She slapped Rose out of her way hard and left the command center, fuming at the fact that all of computer expertise no longer existed within her.

When the reality struck her she first hated the fact, but then finally she just slowly laughed it off. Poor Rose stumbled out of the command center, nose bleeding, trying to attend to her mistress even as the decking she received from Rune had not worn off yet. Rune looked at her, smiled, and said with a hint of annoyance, “Cleaver me, cleaver you Naressa!” She just laughed some more.

Rose did not have a clue what Rune was talking about. Rune knew what was wrong with her. When she was inside of Naressa, inside Juna, and inside Faith she was a computer genius: Naressa’s knowledge passed down to Juna, both their knowledge passed down to Faith, and finally Faith sharing all that knowledge with Rune. She was brought back, brought back to life in her Sith Mistress prime, but brought back to that level of knowledge she possessed. As wieldy as she was with the Dark Side Rune was a brick when it came to computers, and bricks were only good for smashing them, not using them. It was akin to Enothchild’s inability to fly a ship no matter how many times he practiced and tried, but Rune’s atrophy to digital technology went further than that. She simply did not care to learn the difference between Aqature code and 3toThree applications or how anything with computers just worked. In her past there had been Sith’s Hands and agents and hirelings that processed data for her. Her apprentices had to be gifted with machines or they were useless to her. Contrary to the way she was going to get revenge against Naressa, Darth Rune had seen no way, until now, how the control of digital technology could win even a battle.

It was the irony of the fact that her ignorance towards computers and the technology they ran to make everyone’s and everything’s existence easier was the same ignorance the victims of the Shut Down had that made Rune laugh. After so many years technology had been taken for granted, on the same level as gravity, breathing, the beating heart, and government. Rune was of small means: a lightsaber and the Dark Side were all she ever needed until the need arose that required her to go somewhere, like on a ship. Beyond that there was very little she needed, or desired.

Except Enothchild Sarch’s life.

And Naressa’s misery.

“So,” she mused to a shaken Rose, “the loss of knowledge swings both ways.” Rune shrugged her shoulders. “Very well. I can live with that. Juna, on the other hand…”

Rune smiled and noted, “Then again she’s like every other joker with a hero complex. In fact, thanks to me, I’m counting on that.”

Getting no expected response from Rose about that, Rune wiped the blood from Rose’s face and said, “You look tired, Slave. Come.” She grabbed her little hand and lead her back into the command center. “There’s a cot in here for you to lay on. I’ll tuck you in, and then I’ll tell you the wonderful story about my wonderful adventure on Myrkr so many years ago with a Jedi name Dux.”

