Act One - Devotion 
CHAPTER 1.0
Eleven years after The Dark Hope. One month after the end of The Fading Light. Eleven years before Star Wars: Episode One: The Phantom Menace.
It was a lonely road to anywhere for anyone. The way to worlds in the large, spiral galaxy were no exceptions to the rule save for in a popular circumstance. For those seeking refuge in the hands of friends, allies, and modern society, the paths through hyperspace were well beaten, well defined. Despite the gravity shifts that had been occurring since the total destruction of the planet known as Sanctuary it had altered the paths slightly like rainwater creating rivers in such dug in trails among the stars. Follow the other pilgrims and travelers and those seeking fame and riches in various ways, and one will surely find the ports and calls of Naboo, Bothawui, Corellia, Alderaan, and Coruscant. 
For the more reclusive, it was wise for them -- and unfortunately for certain elements of law enforcement -- to find the right ports and calls that catered more to their liking. There were fewer of them than in the civilized areas of the galaxy, but there were more than enough to get lost on, to blend in with the crowd, to never be seen again if one worked hard with great effort. They existed starting within the Colonial Region of the galaxy that surrounded the Core Worlds; a few worlds, some not even catalogued. From there as the galaxy expanded and the distance between the worlds grew more of these 'get lost' planets existed, unmentioned amongst the hot gases, pulsars, black holes, and between the borders of established societies. Yet there was some charted, some part of the great community of the Republic, and some were not. Planets like Malestare, Nar Shaddaa, and Tatooine.

This was the galaxy, the very definition of it beyond its noun and verb forms. A vast collection of mysteries too many to count, and if one did they would find themselves lost. There were few that knew enough of the galaxy, and thus they never had to suffer in the regions of the unknown even before they trotted into the outskirts of the galaxy designated as the Unknown Regions. Those few were of the elite of the most powerful. Their roads were dark ones, ones they could only see. On these roads they criss and they cross, they rise and they lower, they bend and they laid straight. In the end, all of these roads in this elite group of the few ended at a world that the many never, ever knew existed, or stumbled upon accidentally. It is on no map. It is not charted. To everyone else it does not exist. 
To the few that were Sith, it was Korriban. A lonely, near dead world filled with lonely, very alive inhabitants. Inhabitants loyal to the ends of their lives to that in which was the Order of the Sith, born from the ashes of the great Dark Side society of the E’sithropa that had flourished over thousands of years ago. The remnants of such people proud to live in the energies of the dark Force were found in even fewer beings, none of which existed in heritage in those that watched the stars carefully now from the ancient Sith Monastery, the sworn Hands of the Sith. They watched carefully, in the hopes of the safe return of their Dark Master from his most urgent mission to date to maintain the Sith's destined sovereignty. It was the Age of Darkness; it was the Sith's time to resurrect in the minds of their soon to be slaves and servants and understand that it was their time to rule the galaxy. They were the power, and it was bestowed upon them and their master with the birth of the Dark Hope of the Sith.
With it all in mind, the Caretaker of the Sith Order in absence of their Master rose from her chair that was situated to the left of her Master's grand chair to study the large display in front of the control center within the deep underground and walls of the monastery. Aged but moved with grace, she effortlessly reached the nearest station that was occupied by the one of many Sith's Hands in the room she ruled over when her Master and her Master's Apprentice were absent. Blue eyes locked on to the isolated speck moving on the screen that represented the unknown system in which Korriban existed only to them.

Holding off even the slightest grin of relief, Sele Nevere demanded neutrally, "What is it? Have you identified it yet?"

The Sith's Hand at the computer terminal never met her eyes. He focused on their possible prey. "It's a ship just emerging from hyperspace, Caretaker. Too far for identification."
Sele Nevere spoke in a voice she had used many times during her time as one time Royal Nubian Bodyguard during the reign of Queen Landana and as the one time Royal Chief of Staff during the reign of Landana's successor Queen Angelleia; using the full blunt of her accent of her home world. "All fire controls stand by but do not, REPEAT DO NOT FIRE until I give the order."

Upon the tactical screen in conjunction with the main screen before them that showed the progress of the unidentified spacecraft coming their way, at least two dozen red indicators illuminated to indicate heavy turbolaser cannons at standby, undetected by the possible intruder through their sensors via energy displacement bafflers until the cannons fired from their hidden perches, ranging from stellar debris to fake asteroids, and those in control of firing the cannons were going to do what the Caretaker had ordered or soon would order.
Nervous but not rattled, Sele asked, "Well?"

"The configuration of the ship is baffling. Sensors say it’s a freighter, Corellian in make and design, but performance and profiles are not matching up to anything in the data banks." The Sith's Hand then said, "I have a visual."
"Let's see it," ordered Sele. Holographic projectors buried in the ceiling and walls came alive and projected the visual in front of the Caretaker and her brethren. It was Corellian, and the size specifications put it at freighter class. Loading forks in front. Offset cockpit to port side. Saucer in shape. All too familiar to Sele Nevere. "It's the Millennium Falcon!"

The tension in the command center multiplied. Another of the Sith's Hands further down the row said, "Are you certain? Its I.D. transponder says it’s the Cursanwhey."

"Regardless, lock all weapons on that ship and await my order!" Sele was taking no chances, she knew. It was the Millennium Falcon and it was not the ship the Dark Master Darth Sidious had taken on his mission, or was it part of the Sith Order's fleet of vessels. 
The owner of the illegally modified Corellian stock light freighter was a Sullustan by the name of Dizzy Arnes, husband to Muriel Thahada, who replaced her as Royal Chief of Staff to then Queen Angelleia. Both were dear friends of Angelleia, whose real name was Juna Rapier of the ultra-powerful Rapier Clan Dynasty, before and after her reign. Such information was relevant at the moment for Juna was Master Sidious' intended target. For Juna was the Dark Hope of the Sith, and for many years now many forces have tried to take possession of her the most powerful Dark Force weapon ever born, even from beyond the grave. Muriel Thahada had been Juna's long time protector with nearly unmatchable skills as a fighter/killer, and with her along with Dizzy Arnes and his ship they had rescued and safeguarded Juna many times, thus both were apart of the Rapier Clan.
On many of those missions with this particular ship was another strong Rapier Clan ally in the form of the Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch. His friendship and loyalty to Juna was far more immense than his enormous size, and on more than one occasion did he sacrifice himself to keep Juna safe. They had a bond that surpassed friendship, one that Sele -- when she was Chief of Staff -- could see had an affect on the girl as she grew up and could see that Juna wanted more from an alien and a Jedi who had no clue. With Jedi eyes, Sarch saw her as the Dark Hope and did everything he could to assure that she never fell down into the dark depths of the Force. If anything, keeping Juna in the light meant more to the head of the Rapier Clan more than saving her life. 
It was not those previous three; however, that Sele feared the most.

The Rapier Clan was a political and financial juggernaut not just on Naboo but in the Republic. Many a Rapier man owned the Republic Senate after a year on the job, and Rapier Technologies and its subsidies practically ruled the vast majority of the small hardware and advanced concepts markets. It gained a much greater share of power politically and financially after the late Bendian Rapier had married a common woman with no wealth except knowledge and -- in all things male dominated in thinking -- sex appeal. What he didn't know at the time until near the end of his life, and what very, very few did know now, was that she gave the clan the power of the Dark Side.
Her name was Naressa Rapier. She was one of a long line of Sith Maidens; very powerful Dark Side entities that had sworn to aide the Sith Order in destroying the Jedi, doing so through the power of heritage until the Dark Hope of the Sith was born. Naressa, who had long ago turned her back on the Sith, was Juna's mother and very protective of her child, using her vast knowledge of the Force and the dark energies within her form to protect Juna, and like all Sith she had no qualms killing people to do it. Sele had seen Naressa Rapier use her powers, and knew she was far superior to her Master. Very easily, with the Millennium Falcon drawing ever closer, any of the others could have been on the ship and could be dealt with, but if Master Sidious had failed in his mission and the ship was here, then it was highly likely that a very angry Sith Maiden was on board and very ready to bring hell upon Korriban that hadn't been seen in thousands of years.

Sidious knew that risk when he decided to go on the mission a little over a month ago, one Sele privately disapproved -- of course he knew she did and didn't care what she thought. For months now, Juna had been in a coma due to the beating she had received by the hands of Magus Prophet, a very serious Dark Side rival to Darth Sidious in the Dark Hope sweepstakes. The Vhinech monster -- beast, creature, brute, and horror were other required labels -- was deeply obsessed with Juna. Prophet was so obsessed he had a plan that was close to destroying the entire galaxy just to have her, and when she rejected him bluntly like all the other times he had taken great, grave exception. The word was that Prophet was slain by Sarch, but his mark on Juna was more telling than his marks on the Republic.
Juna's health status was very vital to what the Sith were planning to do next. It had been prophesized that as the Dark Hope of the Sith Juna would be the Sith's great weapon, and the Sith would rule all. For Sidious this was very profound and important, for that meant he was the chosen ruler of the galaxy. For him personally, Sele knew that the fact Sidious was Juna's true father and not Bendian Rapier was surely a sign that sealed the prophesized deal. 
Then from beyond the shadows, the Sith Mistress Darth Rune revealed her intentions and became a much more serious threat than Magus Prophet could ever be. Long dead, it did not stop the mother of Naressa Rapier from desiring conquest. She was once Faradi Nimh and was born a Sith Maiden, but she made it her destiny to become a Sith Lord and rewrite the chapters of history. Alas the bane known as luck ended her reign in the land of the living. As a spirit, however, she had never stopped. Rune devised plans and had been executing them to perfection for decades, leading up to her ultimate goal: resurrection, in which she took over the mantle of Dark Hope of the Sith by taking over Juna's body.

Thus, Darth Sidious had to know. He had to know whether or not Darth Rune had succeeded. Word had reached him from Coruscant that Jedi Master Sarch had left the Jedi Order for good, and that meant he was going to Juna to be by her side. Naressa had always feared the exposure of the Sith, fearing that every Jedi would hunt her Juna -- her Gessa has she liked to call her, which meant 'Light' in Old Corellian -- down and kill her. He would go there as Dace Palpatine, long time friend of Bendian Rapier and political ally to Juna, because he knew Naressa would not do anything to compromise herself or her daughter. If there was a weakness in Naressa, it was her need to be in peace. 
And if the opportunity was right, Darth Sidious had many options: confirmation, kidnapping, or even the murder of Juna Rapier. He had no other alternatives: Rune could not be allowed to live again.

So, after a good, long month, where no word came from Naboo about Juna being kidnapped or the death of former Senator Dace Palpatine, or word of any kind from Master Sidious, here came the Millennium Falcon. Coming in very unassuming if one were an idiot.

"Caretaker," said another Sith's Hand, interrupting her thoughts. "The ship's transmitting the Omega Signal."

Sele was nearly ready to order the batteries to open fire when the interruption resonated between her ears. The Omega Signal was an agreed upon plan that Master Sidious was to give to indicate that it was him on board any ship. The first stage was the transmission that was encrypted within the ship's transponder signal. "Hold fire, keep ship locked on target!"

The second stage of the Omega Signal was the flight of the ship. The Millennium Falcon began to do a serious of maneuvers at key points along the carefully laid out flight path to Korriban. The plan contained five moves at five coordinates: a hard pull up loop at one two one mark four, a dash and a rapid spin and reverse at eight four mark two, a hard brake and throttle hop at four five mark ten, a Smuggler's Reverse sequence at one five zero mark zero, and another Smugglers Reverse to complete the cycle.
"Phase two match," said the Sith's Hand in front of Sele. "It must be him!"

"And that's why I'm Caretaker, Wereck," Sele said, pronouncing every word and syllable precisely to ensure that Wereck understood that fact very clearly. "They have not passed the last test." 
Stealing one last look at the display, Sele closed her eyes and began to clear her mind, patiently waiting for her Master's telepathic call through the Force. Like most of the Sith's Hands, Sele possessed Force abilities that they learned to use under their Master's teaching and direction; comparing, however, to the skills of Sidious and his apprentice Lord Darth Maul, they were easily outclassed; a combination of limited training -- for there could only be two Sith Lords -- and low numbers of midi-chlorians -- the microorganism responsible for beings to feel and use the Force -- within their blood. Generally the Sith's Hands used the Force along with their covert skills to aide them at great times of need. Specifically they learned the skills in order to build up in mental exercise their mental defenses and receive telepathic instruction.
It was the latter that Sele was trying to establish. The last phase of contact was when Master Sidious contacted her telepathically. She was the most familiar with his Force signature, thus it made the most sense for her to be the point of contact in order to prevent fraud; someone else posing as Sidious mentally. 
She waited for a few moments, and when no 'word' came she breathed out, "Prepare to fire at will." She again let her mind go blank in order to allow Sidious easy access to her mind. In the process, she quickly eliminated the growing anxiety doubts in her mind. 

"Caretaker, the ship is entering the middle ring of our defenses," reminded Wereck. That meant the bulk of the turbolaser batteries were now useless, although it meant the Millennium Falcon was totally surrounded by aerospace and ground weapons.

However, that also meant that Master Sidious was a few heartbeats late. Sele said, "Hold. Do not fire. Not yet." Her mind now was buzzing with doubt, and it was difficult to find calm; if she was wrong, if he was trying to contact her now and her mind wasn't clear and she gave the order to destroy him…. 

Just as she made up her mind, Sele felt Master Sidious. His thoughts resonated clearly in the center of her mind. Caretaker, this is Landlord: I have the key, open the door.
With his presence and the code confirmed, Sele barked out, "Stand down! REPEAT, STAND DOWN ALL WEAPONS! Reset to low power standby. Conduct passive sweeps of the sector. Tell our medical staff to stand by at the upper landing pad with portable medical suite."
All in the command center let out a long, held breath and carried out her orders, many standing down. She watched the flight of the ship until it entered the upper atmosphere. She ordered, "Give me the landing pad." The order carried out, it showed a high side three-quarters view of the landing pad, displaying a significant part of the main sensor/transceiver array. "I doubt very much Master Sidious will land that hunk of junk in the main bay below in the gorge." She was referring to Mazulah’s Gorge, a great divide between the landing pad and the next plateau with a very deep valley below; in the cliff wall below was the Sith Order's main hanger. 
"Unless he's hurt," mentioned one of the other staffers.

"No, he's fine," Sele insisted. "I was thinking that his mission was a complete success. The med team is for the Dark Hope." She straightened her black and blue sashes when she watched the freighter touch down on the pad without incident, and noted the med team on the outer tarmac having just crossed the long bridge connecting land with landing pad. "Well, this is my cue." She turned away and went to go greet her Master, walking swiftly even at her age, adding a bit of strutting to her gait. 

No more than ten seconds later, her sewn in comlink came to life on her dress cuff. It was Wereck "SELE! GET BACK HERE! NOW!" 
Before she could ask, the Red Alert alarms wailed, and when she entered the command center the advance guard ran past her in the hallway. She was almost ran over, stopping dead in her tracks when she watched on the display what was occurring.
It was the end of the event. It appeared has if Darth Sidious had pronounced the med team unneeded and had dismissed them with extreme prejudice by igniting his lightsaber, and with easy moves slaughtered the ten-person, unarmed group in ten moves. A little strange perhaps, but not enough to raise alarm; it was Master Sidious' prerogative to kill whoever he wanted, regardless if there was reason to.

What got everyone else in an uproar was the Millennium Falcon. Sele noted that it wasn't on the screen anymore, and before she could ask there was a very loud and long sound that came from outside, strong enough to shake the facility. In mere seconds afterwards, she could see pieces of the transceiver and sensor array fall around the cloaked figure; some of the debris magically -- through the Force obviously -- divert away from striking the figure. In just fifteen seconds, everything went from good to down right sour, and Sele saw no reason for Master Sidious to do this. Butchering the help was one thing: destroying a very well concealed, heavily defended base of operations with a great deal of Sithian assets was quite another.

It was not Darth Sidious! They have been had!

"Where's that ship!" Sele barked restlessly. It was her worse fears: it had to be Naressa Rapier and the rest of Juna's friends; she in the cloak, the rest on the ship. But how? How could Rapier trick her?
"Secondary sensors are coming on line now!" cried out a Sith's Hand.

"Get fighters scrambled!" Sele came back to reality. "Fortress cannons commence fire on that ship! Wereck, can we communicate!"
"Diverting power now: five seconds. But…who do we-?"

The monastery shook violently all over, cutting off everyone's activity. Someone somewhere yelled, "Concussion missile attack! They have hit the reserve regulators! We got power spikes all over the planet!"

"Without those regulators we can't re-harmonize the planetary shields!" someone else pointed out. "And without the sensors, Dark Side only knows what's coming."

"Thank you for the report! Now shut up and listen!" Sele was furious with the Sith's Hands, but even more so with herself. Everything was falling apart and doing so fast all because of her inability to execute an agreed upon plan. "First, stabilize the energy: forget the fricking shields its pointless now. Second, communications: contact Lord Maul! Third- Oh shit!"

Thanks to the heavy distraction that was the Millennium Falcon, the aggressor in black had been momentarily forgotten: one moment too much. The advance guard's blaster rifle fire had screamed furiously towards the aggressor, who skillfully picked off the growing number of shots easily with a red blade. It had become rather foolish: the number of shots increased and none passed her; not one bolt; they were all being deflected. The guard would wise up surely after the casualties piled up from the shots deflected back at them and spread their numbers wide to attack from different angles. However, the bridge uprooted from the landing pad and out of sight of the sensor array showing the action, caused by a mere flick of the aggressor's wrist. 

There was a very loud thud that shook everyone. On the screen, the aggressor faced no more shots.

Followed by a deep rumble below their feet. And more so. And one more that sent everyone to the floor. Out in the hallway, Sith's Hands and advance guard dove for cover as the lifts doors blew out and fire emerged to burn everything it licked; the smells of insulation, other materials, and meat burned acid like in Sele's nostrils.
But she was undeterred by this monumental set back. She screamed in her comlink, all combat channels opened. "Fall back! Fall back!" She then said to the commanders in the room "Fortress cannons, never mind the ship! FIRE AT HER!"

On the screen, much larger blaster bolts began to give the Aggressor a lot of hassle, forcing a retreat has more cannon placements emerged from different angles, the bolts too large and too high watt rated for a simple lightsaber to stop. The crimson blade vanished, and in the next heartbeat the figure in black became a blur by using the Force to enhance her speed and agility.
Sele was convinced the attacker was female; while the large Sithian cloak hid her figure and face well, there was brief glimpse of femininity when the cloak opened; rounded hips, thin waist, and breasts. And she was still convinced it was Naressa Rapier: she had doubts that even a Darth Rune-controlled Dark Hope could come back so soon from the severe injuries Master Sidious had described from seeing Juna on Magus Prophet's ship months ago. Most of it was speculation, but her dark heart pointed fingers at her Master's Great Fling.
The cannons forcing 'Naressa' to flight than fight bought Sele time to give orders; they weren't the Republic and they most certainly were not the Jedi; she knew how to handle something like this. "Seal the base! I want advance guards in fours in every possible room and corridor and then have those areas sealed off as well."
"Caretaker, we're losing power to the fortress cannons!" cried out a Sith's Hand. "It's that damaged regulator!"

"Short, controlled bursts! If you can't hit her, just get close!" Sele pulled out from under her sash a Sithian carbine hand blaster and then continued her speech. "She's coming in here! She has the ability to teleport at will! She has to do in order to protect her allies in the ship because without them she can't get off this rock."

"Caretaker, sensors indicate that the docking bay is gone," shouted out a report.

Sele absorbed it, said nothing about it, and continued. "We need to lure her into a trap. But we have to be very careful and not have it look even remotely obvious." 

Wereck asked, "Easier said than done."

"She's coming in soon, Wereck," Sele assured. "We can't hold her off and wait for Lord Maul or Master Sidious to return."
"If Master Sidious is alive. If you think…"

"Everything is open to speculation, but I'm not going to talk about ifs. It’s the heres and nows!" Sele eyed the large display, analyzing the gathering tactical data on the roaming speedster outside; no longer could the real time real view cameras keep up; now it was a mere dot on a screen. "She can't maintain this. She's going to have to stop. That is when she will divert her energies towards teleportation. We may get her with the cannons. If not, we will bait her with the computer core, the main power regulator, and the command center. Pull the guards off the other details and send them…"
Sele quickly ran over to a monitor with the Sith Monastery's floor plans. She pointed out areas not far from the before mentioned areas. "Here…here…and here. We'll attack in waves of twenty from the corridors."

"Caretaker," another Sith's Hand interrupted from afar. "The regulators are stabilizing; however the cannons are now overheating."
"Carry out my orders," Sele said to the others. "Fire Control: begin a systematic slow down of fired shots. I want the outer ring of cannons to go silent now. In five seconds, the next ring, and so on. AND!" Her scream made everyone stop. "KEEP YOUR FOCUS! DON'T LET HER READ YOUR MINDS!"

Everyone that had to leave the command center did so to carry out her orders. Sele and the others watched on the internal sensors all the movements being carried out. The evacuation of the key areas was finished, and the cannons were going silent. Sele said, "When she stops, I want a visual!"

"External sensors under attack!" exclaimed a technician. "It's the ship, Caretaker! It had retreated and now it's back!"

"Never mind it: it can only rattle us, not destroy us! Its armament rating's too low against a place of this size. Besides, Rapier's used the full extent of her knowledge of the monastery with the strategy. Entering the monastery is her only option."
They watched on after that point, watched the cannons slowly go silent…

And then there was a blur, and the sensors momentarily went off line. The visual was no more. Everyone figured that it would eventually happen, but Sele felt it was too odd. "Sensors play back the last five seconds of the visual in slow motion."

The technician did, putting the image up on the display while attempting to re-establish sensors. The blaster fire zipped through the slowed scenes, slowly vanishing off into the unknown. 'Rapier' was showing signs of slowing down, but was moving still at a high rate of speed even the slowest of speeds in the playback could not keep up with her darting form.

It was right towards the end of the playback, and the form of 'Rapier' stopped to reveal 'herself'. Only to everyone's shock it was not her. It wasn't even the figure in black. It was one of the heavily armored advance guards, or his remains that is, that had been used as a decoy the entire time. They knew it was an advance guard when his dead body struck the sensor array…

Before Sele could say a word, the sensor crews said in unison "CARETAKER!"

Before the thought was finished, there was a tremendous rumble from above and a great, deep shaking vibration that followed; echoes of metal on twisting metal was very distinct. Another rumbled. A third, forth, and the fifth was an explosion causing rumble. Parts of the monastery fell from above on every floor; the entire structure sagged and groaned. It seemed has if the roof was going to fall on all of them.
Then it stopped, save for the distant echoes of falling debris and the sounds of shouts and people in agony. The emergency lights came on quickly, but the displays were all dead in the command center. Some debris had fallen and claimed victims. Sele, Wereck, and a few others escaped death just barely, each of them eyeing the large girder in front of them that had crushed some twenty people; their remains barely poking out from underneath the pile.

A lone sensor technician coughed out what he and his late brethren tried to warn Sele about. "There…was…another ship! One of our own!"

"What? From where! How!" Sele coughed some more and tested her comlink: it was dead.

"It just…appeared from behind the freighter, Caretaker. It hit us!"

Sele wiped her forehead repeatedly, flustered that she was sweating so much. She realized after a fifth swipe that she was bleeding. "One of our own, how can it be one of our own? None got out!"

"Perhaps it was Master Sidious' ship under slave command," suggested Wereck. Once again, silently, he was suggesting that Sidious was dead. It was on all their minds, but they didn't necessarily believe it.

"No sir," said the technician. "It came right out from the docking bay just as the attacking ship passed it going skyward, following it in sequence hidden in its wake."

It struck Sele; it struck her harder than Master Sidious had ever struck her with his hands. "She's all ready inside. She's all ready inside!" She surmised that sometime during, or even prior to, her moving around quickly, Rapier had managed to get to the freshly attacked docking bay, perhaps programmed one of their ships on the suicide flight, or she even flew the ship and teleported from it before it struck the monastery.

The last part did not make sense. The theatrics was too much.

It was all a distraction.

Sele felt another imaginary slap: the docking bay! Rapier never left the docking bay! In fact, perhaps she was….sending reports to the command center….

And since the ship's suicide run had effectively killed the monastery…

Sele instinctively went to the cuff of her dress and desperately said, "All personnel, leave your rooms and flood the corridor. Repeat, leave the rooms! Unlock the doors!" 

All there was in response was static; the comlink systems built into the monastery were down. She switched over to the personal transceiver mode, and in response she heard panic over the main channel. They also heard the distinct sound of a lightsaber moving through the air, cutting through solid objects.

The others in the command center rushed out with their blasters drawn, coming to a halt out in the corridor. Doors were opening, and in some cases guards were getting out, while in others only pieces of them were. They all rushed to the nearest blood bath, and by the time they got there another room many, many yards away, sometimes on a different floor, was under attack. Rapier was teleporting into different rooms randomly, and in Sele's estimation she had been since the docking bay was hit. Rapier didn't have to worry about the upper levels because the crashed ship took care of the guards up there; other than the guards and technicians below were the slaves.
Meanwhile, Sele hung back and waited for everyone to clear the command center; she didn't want anyone to see what she was doing, in the event 'Rapier' captured anyone below her command authority and discovered through a mind probe what she was about to do. She went to Master Sidious' chair, and at the base she pulled open a panel to expose the computer terminal distribution core hub; the key to connecting all the terminals within the monastery, and a fast track access way to the main and auxiliary computer cores. There was a good reason why it was located here: Sidious; if he wanted to, through simple controls on his arm rest, he could override any system, or disable the entire network. Sele did not have the authorization for the latter, but by pulling out the linear motivator the power tie-ins to the reserve data feeds shut down, by yanking out the encoding distributor the digital language became scrambled and started sharing other machine languages as the official base language, and finally by spitting on the NAVA chipboard she radically altered the emergency reboot systems and made them nearly worthless. Now, in terms of comparing star fighters, instead of a highly efficient interceptor the terminals were at best ancient hand calculators with trigonometry functions; if anything, it could do only one intermediate function, like communications, at a time. 
Finished, Sele replaced the panel, put the removed parts on the floor and disintegrated them with one pistol blast.

"Attention all personnel," began Sele, leaving the command center to join the others and flinching every time she thought she saw a lightsaber as she spoke on the open channel. "Fall back to the corridor outside the control center, as fast as you can! Join up, and move in a spur formation!"
All around in the filling corridor were men and women, in groups of four or eight, touching shoulders, moving together as one, each with their blaster rifles pointing in one direction, a direction they were assigned by default, as they entered the corridor. The clashes in the rooms had all ended, or there were no more people to kill; however many had survived the locked room attacks. The survivors began passing out their fallen comrades' wares; extra blasters, power packs, illuminators, and a few anti-personnel explosives and an even fewer but very dangerous thermal detonators.
Wereck spoke mutely next to Sele as their group came together. "Just how much does she have in the tank?"

Sele had been pondering on the theoretical limits of Rapier's -- both Rapier's -- Force usage and abilities for months, ever since Mother Rapier had transformed from an average -- as in normal -- Human being to a true Sith with white skin, yellowish eyes, and a much deeper connection to the Dark Side of the Force; the form was coined Dark Purity by Nebula Nimh Ryder, Naressa's maternal grandmother, Darth Rune's mother, and Sith Maiden who also went through the same processes of Dark Purity. Sele had never gauged Naressa Rapier's power when she was normal so she couldn't quite do a comparison of before and after, but Master Sidious had reluctantly admitted a few times since a few months ago that she was far stronger in Dark Purity form than she ever was in her normal form. 
Sele didn't press her luck back then: there was in Master Sidious' voice an alluding that Naressa Rapier was far stronger than he could ever be. Another imperative for the Sith Order to secure Juna, for the Dark Hope, if she achieves Dark Purity, would be vastly more powerful than her mother. Darth Rune, if she had taken control of Juna's body, knew all the facts as well and would reap those rewards.
So Sele speculated, assuming that Naressa did attack the monastery, which she was doing right now, and created defensive systems and changed much of the base around. She took in scenarios, and she contemplated a lot of them involving all the dirty tricks in the game of Dark Force usage that she was aware of. Much of what Naressa could do was well ahead even for the most powerful of Sith Masters, but like any machine that unleashes its outbursts in spurts any Force user had their limits; no matter how zoned in on the Force they were; no matter the amount of midi-chlorians; no matter how much knowledge they possessed. Like any battle, it was all about execution and rest. And teleporting had to be 'energy draining' compared to Force enhanced running.

In the silence since her last order and Wereck's question, there had been no attacks. It had to be rest time. "She'll have enough, but not like before. She'll have to stand her ground somewhere. This will have to be it."
Sele gave the area another look around and whispered, "If she wanted this base destroyed, she could have done it minutes ago." She caught Wereck's eyes and said in slight agitation, "More than four months ago Rapier destroyed a planet with very little effort. With our defenses destroying Korriban is not an option, but she can still destroy this monastery from a distance." She looked around again and said, "She's after something. What, I have-."

Blaster fire erupted from somewhere and everyone looked around. Another shot came after it, and clearly they were coming from somewhere around the bend, out of Sele's sight line. Shouts of what happened were relayed, and a female said, "False alarm, Caretaker! It was one of the slaves from the lower levels."

Another shot caught their notice, and when the others heard another shot in another direction, Sele took note of three slaves of various ages and sexes charging madly at a group of Sith's Hands. They were picked off easily, and soon Sele was killing a female slave charging at her that emerged from the servant's stairwells; they were secret, very tight passageways the slaves used to get from place to place from the lower levels.
From around the very bend where the first shot rang out came a commotion of shouts, followed by the very distinct sound of a lightsaber being used. Its stereo reverberation announcing death, much louder than the blaster rifle carbine's tattle tail fire.

Before the Sith's Hands and advance guards and technicians could make a concentrated effort towards the unseen action, a few more slaves rushed them. After they were shot down at one direction, another group emerged. Only this time this group was much larger. Two clusters of Sith's Hands responded to the threat.
From the other end, a scream followed a shout, and a lightsaber silenced the rest of the dying statement. Sele stole a glance in that direction after dropping another charging female slave; she could see 'Rapier', hood still up and dark as ever, slicing her way through the divisions, gesturing towards stragglers, forcing their shots away from her and at others with one hand, deflecting shots into and decapitating with her other hand. The slaves were coming from everywhere now, swarming towards the Sith's Hands like a plague of vermin, pulsating more and more in waves. They became more organized, the larger in size men taking the blunt of the attack, dying quickly so the women behind them could overwhelm the shooters. Or the wounded men just kept coming, grabbing at Sith's Hands by their feet to distract so the others could take them. Or they managed to get past the point blank aims and reach their prey…
The battle shifted yet again: Sith's Hands began deploying their knowledge of the Force more liberally. Hand gestures a plenty, the slave uprising finally hit a wall of resistance. Short range tactics were applied, rifles were abandoned for pistols and throwing weapons and hand and foot combat techniques. The slaves had no weapons or training; just bare hands and pure survival, and perhaps a guarantee by Rapier to free them if they aided her in the attack. Whatever she had said to them had a profound affect; the attacks were very well organized. The Sith's Hands held their own against them, despite the fact, and Sele knew this all too well, that the slaves actually held a ten to one advantage in adult people numbers long before the fight had begun. 
Bred in: that was how the Sith Order could have and maintain so many slaves. The slaves were captured spoils of the Sithian Armies thousands of years ago during the Sith War. The weak minded were easy to control and detain, and once placed in an inescapable environment where death was a even bet if they fell out of favor of their masters, the desire for survival was stronger than their free will. They complied in order to live. They accepted their environment, and like all penned up animals they past such learned behavior to their illegitimate, uneducated children, and so on and on. The most gifted of the crops were either killed or twisted with promises and the power of the Dark Side to do their master's biddings without remorse. But the gifted were very few, and for these slaves engaging their masters now they had no will save for what the Sith had given them.

Throwing off a male Human slave with a simple body twist and putting a shot in his back, Sele finally realized something: if the slaves had no will except what was defined by their masters, then they were easy targets for someone else to step in and take over. Tactical genius! The Sith Maiden had taken control of all the slaves' minds and was using them with strategic purpose; to overwhelm the Sith's Hands on multiple fronts, while she was the brigade buster bomb, hacking and slashing her way through the lines. Such deep concentration by one entity….truly only a master of the dark side could do this; use the Force for herself and control others.
Sele knew the fight was over for them if they didn't get to Rapier. The Sith's Hands were down to fifty and their small groups were being pushed into a small area by the charging slaves; tripping over themselves and dead bodies. Rapier was pushing towards them from one direction, gesturing with her hands, using slaves and Hands and whatever she could get a Force grip on to use as a blocking weapon against her foes.

Wereck noted the growing defeat. He pulled out a thermal detonator, a small but very powerful nuclear device that was effective in small radius depending on its rating; it was a three, which meant it could vaporize the entire monastery. Sele saw him from the corner of her eye, saw Wereck activate the countdown timer and confront the Woman in Black. It stopped her, and magically the slaves stopped as well.

"Back off, Rapier!" Wereck frowned heavily and continued. "You want the base? You'll have it in ashes first! I got the dead man's switch active, and you know what that means!"

She did. In one violent motion, Rapier's stroke cut Wereck's hand off at the wrist. Just as he began to yell in agony, her gloved hand stretched out towards the hand and thermal detonator; the Force grip she had on both kept them in contact with one another; the fingers remained tight to the switch and kept the explosive from going off. Finally, it went to her hands, she slipped her gloved fingers under his removed hands' fingers, and chucking the hand away, Rapier now held her fingers on the dead man's switch.
Sith's Hands ready to shoot her hesitated, their selfishness overriding their loyalty to the Sith Order: killing her would have killed them, but she wouldn't have the base. The hesitation allowed the mind controlled slaves to take them out, beating them with impunity.

Sele was not ready to just sacrifice herself, but it was getting close to it. Stepping over a shocked Wereck, she took aim at Rapier and fired to distract her, disrupt her focus to once again momentarily release her hold on the slaves' minds. When she got close, Rapier moved her body every so shortly, never wasted motion and never once did her hold on the slaves falter. However, a few more Hands risked being torn apart by slaves to fire some close salvos at the controller of the mind numb organic droids. It worked; with Rapier flipping and dodging with accelerated speed some of the slaves stopped attacking, blinking as if awaking from a deep sleep, and shortly thereafter they were put to sleep permanently with quick shooting.
Rapier then stopped, and dared the Hands to hit her with a blaster bolt, showing them the thermal detonator, presenting it for them to hit it. She knew they weren't trying to hit her. They apparently saw no other alternatives: something sacrificial had to be done as the slaves began to regroup for another attack.

With a snap of a hand, everyone before Rapier found themselves flattened by a tremendous Force Shove wave. The Sith's Hands found themselves in a very poor position, fighting off the bum rush of slaves as they struggled to get back to their feet. Some didn't make it. Others did. Others got very wise; from their laying position they just aimed and fired, clipping slaves in the legs, and then finished them off when the slaves hit the ground. Others, Sele included, spun around in kneeling positions and attempted to set off the thermal detonator. 

Only to discover that Rapier wasn't there. 

Behind them all was Rapier. The thermal detonator was gone, her lightsaber was put away, and from both hands pointed in their direction the violent tendrils of Dark Side Force Lightening poured at and burned right through foes and useful tools. The energy discharge was immense, overwhelming the large crowd, causing many to collapse but they found no relief on the floor as she continued her evil, triumphant grimace just visible enough for her victims to see when the lightening flashed. A resonating growl escaped her lips, and after a pump of her hands more forward the Force Lightening became thicker, more encompassing, and showed no mercy to flesh, bone, or the metal underneath. It parted skin as if it were a peel of fruit. Heating the meat within, sometimes the organic matter sizzled, bubbled, and popped with a sickening sound. The Force properties in the lightening just sucked the life out of whomever it grazed, killing them slowly and painfully as it reenacted old pains both physically and emotionally. Such a torrent of evil energy served to feed the source through the victims; has the lightening struck, the victims released all the emotions in which pain induced, and thus it fed the surrounding Force with dark energy for the Sith Maiden to use at her will.

After a long while, the Sith Maiden lowered her smoking hands down and viewed the pile of smoking, charred bodies, inhaling with both disgust and pleasure the stench of agony. Some died. Some were still alive, but they were going to die anyways; for the majority of them, there wasn't enough left.

Save for one individual.

Struggling out from underneath the pile of bodies she dove under, Sele Nevere crawled painfully on her belly to just get air; escape was somewhere in the equation, but with her blistered skin festering and bleeding holes all over her elderly body escape was the furthest idea from her mind. She only wanted to breathe, and that had consequences. She tried and it just hurt, but she pushed and pulled her away from the others until she hit the cold floor.

The Sith Maiden walked over to Sele, reached down, and grabbing her by the hair with one hand dragged her across the floor towards the command center. Sele strained in agony, it was all she could do; she had no fight in her body, had no more ideas in her mind. She was mortally injured, too old, and way too far out of her league.
Unceremoniously, she found herself thrown into Master Sidious' rather large command chair, left there to stew. She looked at the cloak figure weakly, watched the whole shadow take a few steps backward, and just stood there. Sele thought she could hear Rapier talk….
"….your master well, Caretaker." Sele could hear Naressa Rapier's voice loud and clear; the ringing had stopped. "Your foolishness in not accepting your proper destiny has gotten you pain, now hasn't it? But, the student did learn from the master. Rest assure Sidious learned the hard way as well."

Sele licked her cracked lips, found no water in her mouth for her dry throat, and forced out a statement. "I am resigned to my fate…….Just kill me, get it over with."

Rapier shook her head. "Oh no." She then let out a snicker. "Are you crazy? Aren't you a believer in the power of the Dark Side? Death is very easy. In fact it’s the easiest chore to carry out in life. Suffering, on the other hand, is harder than living a good life." She leaned a little forward, but stayed in the dark. "Suffering from the living means renewable emotions to fuel the Dark Side. So now, now, the hard part is how long I can make you suffer! It will be a very difficult challenge, given your age and wear."

Sele couldn't believe her ears; did Rapier hate her that much? No; she loathed the Sith that much. And why not: they tried to take her daughter again, and that was the final straw. "I…should have killed you……when I had…..half the chance."
Suddenly, Rapier backed up again, tilted her head, and said in genuine surprise, "Really?" She appeared to be glaring at Sele. "You couldn't have."

There was something not right about this outside of the obvious, and somewhere in Sele's head she knew it. Things did not add up, and she thought Rapier's voice was changing. "I should have. I had you. I had you on your back. You….you were begging for help." There was building glee from within her old body; if she was going to die anyways, she might as well gloat. "I was thrilled …you lost your child, Rapier! Happy! I hope its rotting right along with your dear old grandmother in hell!"

Rapier watched on silently as Sele was finally overwhelmed by a coughing fit. Slowly from under the hood of the cloak came a growing laugh, filled with heartiness and pub-like warmth. Sele didn't get the joke, but then she felt a sharp cold fill her body and mind, causing her to convulse and shiver, making her ache continuously in pain until the Sith Maiden's probe passed.

"You poor, old woman," said Rapier. "You should clean your ears. Perhaps, you should not be so sure about yourself that you believe whatever it is you are hearing." She stepped closer, where her mouth was visible. "And that is why you lost, Caretaker."
Sele noticed something very quickly; the other woman's lips were not black. Dark Purity Sith Maidens had darkened characteristics on them that contrasted their white skin, from hair to finger and toe nails, and the lips. This woman had normal flesh tones in lower half face and lips. She was not in Dark Purity. She wasn't Naressa Rapier.

The clincher came as she spoke. "You lost because you were so certain how to win, because you thought you knew who you were dealing with." The Nubian accent was now gone. "You thought you had all the answers, all the men, all the equipment, all the know how. Added up against anyone else, and you have yourself a half way descent victory. But you failed. You failed because you thought you knew who you were dealing with. More to the point, you failed because of you!"

She moved forward, leaned down, and now was face to face to Sele, and for the first time Sele could see who it was. She tried to gasp but it was a struggle. She knew that face!

"You see, Sele," said the Sith Maiden, placing both her hands on the old woman's head, "you were right. I wanted something in this pitiful reminder of failure. I wanted you. For me to fail, all you had to do was kill yourself. But…you were so certain…that you were up against my daughter Naressa. Tisk, tisk, tisk."

"Ru-ugggggggggggggggggggggggggggghhhhhhhhhh!!!!!!" Sele tried to say her name, but the pain of mind reading tendrils overwhelmed her thought process, tore through what barriers of defense she had left. Knowledge was being plucked off her brain and along with it every reason for her to live. Her failure was very painful indeed, and for the longest five minutes she would ever have in her life, Sele Nevere was reminded of it with each passing, dying nanosecond.
