CHAPTER 2.0
After ten minutes of very extensive, very pain inducing memory extraction, Sith Mistress Darth Rune -- born Faradi Nimh in her previous life -- withdrew her dark presence and her gloved hands from the wide-eyed, dead prune head of Sele Nevere. With growing feelings and exhibiting expressions of disappointment and exasperation, Rune said aloud to her victim, "I don't know why Sidious had so much faith in you. Then again you and he are reminders of why this order has gone to hell since my death."
For Rune that was saying a lot; a glaring indictment of the Sith Order's leadership since her demise nearly fifty years ago; whereas her apprentice Darth Hades took over, and later had trained and passed the leadership to Darth Sidious. After her humbling young beginnings, Faradi realized that her place in the galaxy was not to assume the role that the Sith Maidens before her -- including her mother and her twin sister Fawni -- had agreed to with the Sith Lords. To her, after spending the first eight years of her life designated as a private slave to her mother and sister and learned the painful truth of being someone submissive to the wishes and wills of others, accepting a laid out path of destiny determined by others who were far weaker than her in terms of pure power -- intelligence, breeding, the unshaken belief in the true power of the Force -- was more sickening than being in a room with freshly roasted dead bodies. To Rune it was a matter of decay, how someone rotted away once they were fresh and warm from out of the oven that was their mother's womb. Did one rot to the glee of the masses, or did one rot on their own terms?
Rune chose the latter. She grew up and learned all she had inherited in knowledge from her mother and the dozens of Sith Maiden ancestors before her, uncovered many secrets of the Force through the comada, the ancient book of faith of the ancient E'sithropian religion known as the E'oqerst, and applied it to the full extent of her abilities to take the Sith Order. From there she continued on, shaping her own destiny in the name of Va'der, in the name of vengeance, against the galaxy and the Jedi. Her ambitions grew beyond her and it got to the point where she couldn't keep up with her own dreams. With that, she just tried harder and became harder.
It all changed when her sister died. Rune had to take Fawni's place as the Sith Maiden Matriarch in order to achieve at least one piece of the destiny puzzle for the galaxy: to bring forth the Dark Hope of the Sith. The Jedi Enlightenments, the prophecies that foretell such a coming and reckoning of the Age of Darkness and Sithian rule, never gave any details to what the Dark Hope was suppose to be outside of being a female, born with tremendous potential. What was clear was that she was apart of the Dark Side and her birth meant the beginning of the end of the Jedi and the fall of the Republic. Rune could not overlook the opportunity, so she did what she thought was necessary.

That, she admitted to herself over and over again when she wasn't thinking of anything else as she stood there in the command center going over the collection of Nevere's thoughts, was her first mistake. It went against her creed of making her own destiny. She had the strength, the will, the insight, and the appetite to crush her enemies and rule the galaxy has its lone Power. Instead, she had accepted the mantle of Sith Maiden Matriarch and allowed herself to be part of someone else's foretold destiny. At the time, in the beginning, she thrilled to have such a much deeper role in such a destiny. What she didn't count on was falling in love; although she had kept Jacen Solo deep out of the know until her end, she nonetheless shared too much of her heart with him. Through such sharing she gave birth to her third mistake, Naressa. The bane of motherly emotions overwhelmed her Sithian common sense when her idiot apprentice -- the sixth in a long line of failures under her tutelage, another one she should had axed -- had errantly used his lightsaber to end her no good husband and instead had cut open her precious daughter. Rune had to use the last of her newly endowed Dark Purity powers to heal Naressa, leaving her to her death by the hands of the man who had nothing more than their newborn girl and an extreme amount of luck. Like all of her previous lessons in life, Rune had to learn the hard way and at the time at a tremendous cost. Because of it, no longer did she have sympathy towards others and towards destiny; no longer would either hold sway over her. 
Turning her back on Nevere, Rune went to the nearest computer terminal and found she had to do a full start up of systems and found them sluggish; Nevere had one moment of intelligence in her entire, pathetic existence and did would have been perceived to be the right thing to do against lesser creatures. However, Nevere would have won the day if she had killed herself to begin with, perhaps even destroying her body in the process of suicide to be sure; strength and weakness being equal, Nevere's was choice: the only way for her to win or lose. She chose to lose.
In the past, Rune admittedly wasn't very good with computers. Learning beyond the basics of hardware and software was beneath her when she had originally lived and lived for battle and war. Weapons, tactics, and the improvement of abilities was all she cared about as the Mistress of the Sith Order, thus Lord Hades had his uses has he was knowledgeable of such technologies. 

Since her return Rune had corrected that problem. As a spirit without form and with pure dark purpose, she had learned what she needed to know through her time within Naressa and Juna. The heritage of the Sith Maidens passed on; their knowledge and their darkness. Through mother and child, Rune acquired all she needed to know the correct the problems before her. Since her attempts to sway either of them to accept their roles as the Heirs of the Dark Side, she decided she would take what was needed from the both of them.
Rune pushed Sidious' chair around enough to where she could see the access panel. She yanked the panel off, eyed everything, and yanked out the spit-covered the motherboard. From under the nearest terminals, panels popped open and several control boards flew towards Rune. At the last moment, they came to a hover stop near her head, flying and braking and waiting under her influence. She grabbed them one by one, attaching them to pulled out wires and using the Dark Side to solder the new connections. Set there, she placed the pieces inside and shoved the panel back on. The terminal she didn't draw parts from rebooted quickly and indicated that all systems were ready for use and all cores accessible. 
Smiling, Rune strolled over and sat in the chair she had pulled out with the Force. She entered the special command screens only three beings had access to: Sidious, his apprentice Darth Maul, and Nevere; two of the three needed to be available to provide their special access codes in order to get into special commands. 
Without any worry, Rune smiled and typed in Darth Sidious' code, entered, and said aloud, "And with Nevere's blog of memory…" She pressed enter, and the screen and options all changed. "All is at my command. Now: where is my Daughter's special program? Ah, here it is." Like magic, billions, trillions, and even more dots indicating active computer devices throughout the galaxy appeared before her on the screen with the Rapier Clan Dynasty crest in the background.

Through her late husband Bendian Rapier, Naressa had used both his Rapier Technology resources and his political position in the Republic Senate to establish an elaborate digital data espionage-counterespionage software package within hardware and software supplied to the Republic by Rapier Technologies, done so through iron clad legislation known as Galactic Republic Senate 45293482039202; better known as Republic Data Revival, Restitution, and Modernization Amendment. With the embedded, untraceable program in any of the machines in which used Rapier Technologies services Naressa had used it to cover her trail; erasing much of her existence that she felt revealed too much, putting it back in when needed or putting in edited material, and to see what others had on her, or whatever other information she wanted to know. 
That included the office of the Supreme Chancellor. Rune would make a stop there later on…
That included the Jedi Order. That interested Rune, and she kept it in mind…
Naressa had given Sidious access to the program, and now Rune from the terminals of the Sith Monastery had taken it from Sidious. She had a need for computers now, and this program. Cracking her knuckles eagerly, she went to work. Her first stop was the Rapier Manor main data base. From there, she entered a code to access the backdoor to the financial records and transfer controls. 
Musing for a moment, Rune opened a new command prompt and accessed another part of the Sith Order's data base; she was very interested in the alias covert files, whereas the Sith Lords can use the identities and background information pertain inside. She read the names, noting that a few of the names that had once belonged to living people had known allegiances to the Sith collaborators who had aided the Sith during the war against the Jedi thousands of years ago; providing housing, monies, wares, access to politicians and judges and even commanders in the military and select turn coat Jedi as well. From the list she found a name that caused a stirring in her mind and picked it. 
"Maroki Renvarient," she mused aloud as she began to create a history for Maroki Renvarient. "You're about to give a generous donation to the Vesgevi family on the planet Dantooine. Of course, it won't be your money." Rune went back to the original window she had opened and began a transfer order of funds from the petty fund of Rapier Technologies, programming it to where it transferred funds in one hundred credit increments a day to Maroki Renvarient. Every ten days there would be a thousand credit injection of funds, then a days worth of rest, and the process started all over again.
Finished, Rune went back to the Maroki Renvarient financial portfolio and from there made a text-only contact with a computerized trade broker through the Bothan Stock Exchange. Through Renvarient, she -- or rather he -- created a mutual surplus fund entitled the Comada Principals Fund for Children of the Night through the Ger'tah Sacred Heritage Foundation. Through the surplus fund, anyone could supply it with monies in which the executor -- at this moment Maroki Renvarient -- can distribute to anyone at anytime with two non-taxable direct line riders: in short, one direct line rider to Maroki Renvarient, the other in offering to the Vesgevi family, which Rune reminded herself to later write a letter of introduction for Maroki Renvarient once she left Korriban.
Finishing her thought, Rune said, "It will be your friend Naressa Rapier's money." She closed the Renvarient file and the connection to Rapier Manor, shaking her head in total disgust. She done so because she never thought she could have given birth to such a thing that would use her passed along abilities to live submissively within the system. Now, over fifty years later, she could believe it. She blamed Solo her loving husband for that, and Naressa directly for not taking the initiative to change. 
"Well," Rune sighed, "if you like the system so much, Naressa, you might as well die by it." She smiled, shut the computer down, and took a step back. She frowned suddenly and squeezed her hands, and the whole row of terminals was crushed, pushed towards the middle from either side. 
Rune turned back towards Nevere's body and studied her face. A thought crossed her mind, an idea really, and she leaned in closer to exam the old Nubian's blue eyes. She wasn't concerned about the color of the sight orbs; just the retinas. Deep in her mind she could see the hard bound book entitled 'An Intermediate Guide to Generalize Biological Sciences and Medicine for Humans and Core World Species', found herself as a little girl flipping through the pages, skimming past the large diagrams of anatomy, of the different species, and straight to the chapter on 'The Generalized Definitions and Explanations of Primary Sensor Organs'. There, in the pages, featured long, extensive studies on the eyes and the development of technology surrounding them.
"Ah, I am so clever," purred Rune as a plot formed strong and bright in her mind. "Could be overkill, but why not: there's nothing more fun than showing the Jedi the open door." She chuckled over the irony of the statement as it reflects the old 'Eyes are the doors to one's soul' philosophy she heard the stupidest of people proclaiming themselves as intelligent say time after time. 

"Well, Caretaker, you turned out to have had some use after all." Rune stepped back, narrowing her eyes has she focused hard upon the dead body. "I have found another use for you: kindling." 
The air around Nevere's body began to show signs of being heated. There was a faint burning odor that grew. Finally, the entire body burst into a great, all consuming blue Dark Side flame, and Rune made that her cue to walk out of there. The emergency sensors inside the command center sensed the fire and activated the oxygen-depriving gas to put it out, but it was no use against a Force Fire; it would burn until the fuel -- the body -- was all used up.
Rune walked over the dead bodies effortlessly, grabbing a satchel that had been dropped by one of her enemies without missing a step, as she walked through the corridors and down the stairs and finally reached the main muster room of the slave quarters section. She unlocked the door, and upon stepping inside a bunch of tiny little shrieks cut through the air; the sounds of frightened little children no older than ten; the rest were involved in the battle upstairs, all of them had been under her mental control, all dead. 
She raised her hands up to motion for them to calm down, speaking in a voice they all knew, "It's all right. It's all right." Rune hesitated as the children slowly calmed down to a non-hysterical, still frightened level, swaying a little on her feet has the children's fears filled her Force senses. She closed her eyes, savoring it has the fears and sadness that had filled the room up to the ceiling two times over replenished the Dark Side within her; emotions -- anger, fear, sadness, and their related emotions and how they were applied -- fueled the Dark Side as well as the Force in general, and those of the Dark Side persuasion were empowered by them be it through themselves or others. It was far and better for others to provide the emotions, for if there were more of them the more extra energy there was bound to be for her to use. Children especially had multiple layers of fear, from the specific, to the intangible, to the imaginative; it made them useful commodities sometimes for nearly endless energy supply. Hence, for the moment, Rune was literally drunk with power, even more enticing was that she caused it. She induced it. She locked them in this room, separating them from the only means of protection, their parents, and made them wait here for more than hour while they could hear what was happening vibrating through the walls. These children, byproducts often times of slaves that were bored at night, did very little for the Sith Order because they were too young, and so that left them in the precarious position of hoping and praying that their parent or parents didn't do anything wrong to displease their masters; they knew enough about death.
Oh……what splendid feelings. How it tickled her to warmth.

Opening her eyes, Rune said again in a motherly tone, "It's all right. It's over." She motioned for them to come forward and the children slowly obeyed. "We have taken over the monastery, but I'm afraid there have been significant losses." Some of the children whelped; she sighed pleasurably before continuing. "So for now, you all must remain here until I return."

"But mommy," whimpered a little blonde hair girl. That caused the others in the room to make little sounds or unknowingly pass to Rune silent messages of doom.
"I do believe she's okay, little one," Rune said assuring, patting her head. "You do look like one of those still alive. But it’s best you stay down here. There's so much carnage up there it is not meant for such pretty eyes to see."

After giving them all one more smile, Rune reached into the satchel she had picked up and pulled out a thermal detonator. She asked, "Do you know what this is?" They shook their heads. "Anyone? No clue? Well, have you ever played hot rock?" They all nodded with some glee; hot rock was a child's game where children in groups from two to twenty or more were in a circle, tossing a beeping ball -- the hot rock -- around at random; the beeping ball would begin to beep more and more, indicating that it was 'getting warmer', and when it got 'hot' it would hover over the last person to possess the hot rock. Some games lasted short, others very long; it was a school yard exercise, designed to wear the children down.
"Well, this is an advanced version of hot rock," said Rune. She set the thermal detonator's built in timer to five minutes, armed it, and activated it. It began to beep. "This game tests your patience. Here," she gave the thermal detonator to the little girl, "why don't you try it. Pay attention to the beeping now. Don't be the last one holding it. Oh, the rest of you!" Rune got the attentions of the other children that were trying to get in on the game the little girl and her friends began so very quickly. She pulled out four more thermal detonators, and activated the set-off link feature in them: when the first explosive went off, they would all go off in unison. They were now beeping in sync with the first one, and Rune handed the bombs off to the others. "Now play, while I tend to matters upstairs."

Rune went to the door, turned back to the children and yelled, "KIDS!" They stopped playing and looked at her, attentive to their new mistress. She gave them a friendly smile. "Don't worry. You'll be joining your parents soon enough. I assure you it will be no time at all." 

Rune kept the smile on her face, even after she had closed and locked the door, even after she teleported outside to the landing pad, where the Millennium Falcon waited for her. Assuming natural control of the ship she lifted off, piloting the ship towards Dark Ridge Point. It was not long before the sensors warned her of multiple atomic explosions behind her. The news of the destruction of the Sith Monastery made her smile wider: no matter the gender, the race, or the age the foolish always put a smile on her face. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 2.1

The trip to Dark Ridge Point, located within the embrace of the Misa Mountains, took longer than Rune had expected it to, much of the blame falling on the ship she had stolen from under Naressa's nose. Like all freighters, the Millennium Falcon's size specifications as a light -- small -- ship were as misleading as warning labels on over the counter laxatives; the ship was one hell of a fat, bulky saucer, and finding an area big enough and the ground level enough to accommodate it for a short, but very important walk. Her view of the ship was simple, and it was the same opinion that reflected the Sith Order she had just decimated and the ship's former owner; simply, it was a pile of shit. She had lived and had died before the model YT-1300 model series, dilemma-saucer style had been introduced to the starship buying minority, and she could name several dozen Corellian ship models in her time that were far better than the Millennium Falcon 'out of the box', and would be even now. It's only good points -- which were also bad points but weren't considered bad points compared against real bad points -- were its very capable still factory-installed sublight engines, heavy titanium hull, and that the designers left much of the overall design very wide open for a wide variety of modifications and upgrades if the owner had the credits to burn. 
If there was a good compliment about it, it was the ultimate smuggler's ship because it, and whoever piloted the ship, would be underestimated by those too certain of their opinions of both and too cocky by their own abilities against both. After all, ships don't fly by themselves.
Both axioms held true only a short time ago. The Millennium Falcon was no match for the planet's defenses and its weapons could only cause panic and mayhem but not destructive chaos. It was a freighter, not a battleship or a starfighter. Historically it had been a smuggling ship, a rescue vessel, and once it had destroyed a large, unarmed but very dangerous Vhinphyckian shieldship by luck and a well placed shot. Put those very same three thoughts in the mind of the late Sele Nevere, and the first two points were enough to blind her and make her forget all about the third.
Of course what helped in the blindness was the one question Nevere couldn't answer fast enough, the question she was afraid to answer: who was on and/or flying the ship? Was it Dizzy Arnes, the owner of the ship and the pilot who had successful run the shieldship gauntlet? If so, or if not, was Rune's daughter Naressa Rapier on board, borrowing Arnes' services or just her and the ship and coming to Korriban because Darth Sidious had failed to capture or kill his daughter Juna? Or was it Nevere's illegitimate 'master', who apparently had to get off of Naboo in a hurry, so he stole a very recognizable ship known to Nubians and more importantly Jedi? Then again, as Rune thought that last question over, Nevere never went that deep into the question; she stopped at Sidious flying the ship, and that alone didn't make any sense for it was a well known ship, known by the Nubians, the Jedi, some security circles within the Republic, and above all the Fringe. If Rune were in Nevere's position, or if she were the Sith Mistress in the command center in a similar operation, she would have ordered the ship destroyed. Nevere feared Sidious; therefore she didn't take that for certain step. 
One would ask Rune, undoubtedly, how she would have liked it if she were on the ship that was destroyed because the Caretaker took her previous thoughts to heart. Rune smiled as she spotted a possible landing spot; she would tell that person, before she killed them for being stupid, that she would have never place herself in that position in the first place.
Nonetheless, Nevere was too convinced that it was Naressa, and therefore kept her mind too open to the possibilities with having to handle a Sith Maiden and a ship that was buzzing around. Nevere thought multi-dimensionally and assumed that it was Captain Arnes at the helm of his ship running interference for his good friend Naressa. Very incorrect! For one thing Rune knew her Daughter would never have trusted even the Sullustan if it was them alone sans his wife and their mutual Jedi friend enough to show him where Korriban was. For another, the Millennium Falcon was, again, a simple ship; a simple ship with simple controls in cockpit and cannons and concussion missile controls, and thus it could be piloted simply without Rune directly in the seat with the power of the Dark Side.
Again, in summary, ship and pilot were underestimated. The pilot always played the strengths of their ship. 
Of course having herself in control of anything would improve it a thousand fold.

Her choice to land the ship was awkward but Rune had no alternative. For the most part Korriban was a dead world thanks to the internal conflicts of the past which eventually doomed the Sith and caused their defeat against the Jedi; very little life existed in the way of animals and plants, including simple vegetation like lawn grass; that meant very low composting materials to form thick soil over the thousands of years since Amu Caru's and Darth Tudan's Dark Side energies killed almost all of the Sith and the Lavished Lands, and that meant rocks and boulders and unpacked earth in a lot of places suitable for landing. But there was one place: the Zaou Mounds.
The Zaou Mounds were the resting grounds of the Ancient E'sithropian kings that had ruled the Kingdom of the North and Dark long before the E'sithropians had learned of the wider galaxy; it was located not far from the Suel, the Old Kingdom of the kings reign, or from her destination Sarcophagus Rock. They were a series of tombs that were all the same size and level and packed tightly to one another, so from the stars above it would appear to be a man lying down and looking up at the stars. There were hundreds, nearly thousands, of tombs packed together within the inner ring that made up the head, and so Rune set the ship down upon them. She didn't bother lowering the ramp; she focused on where she wanted to go…

The shadows dissipated from her vision and before her, to her short surprise, Rune found the fire-gutted remains that was once the old, small log cabin she and her late Sister had grown up in. All the ancestral Sith Maidens had lived and died in the quaint, lonely place so far removed from being modern and spoiled, where real green grass and her Mother's flower, fruit and vegetable garden also had set the land apart from the rest of the wasteworld of Korriban. It held some value to Rune, but it wasn't why she was on Dark Ridge Point. 

Turning her attention away from the remains of her old home, Darth Rune channeled some of the Dark Side into her eyes. Before her the grass parted like a well combed hair line, revealing a defined and worn foot path that had showed no signs of existing prior to the parting. Rune followed the path, and with every step she took more of the path ahead of her appeared, and behind her the grass covered the path once more. The path was endowed with the blessings from the Dark Spirits of the Force and therefore only the Dark Empowered could see it; the path was the only way to reach Sarcophagus Rock, the large leaning rock that shadowed over the Sith Maiden Holy Resting Grounds.
With the setting of Korriban's sun and Rune's arrival, the unlit torches in and around the resting grounds ignited with bright purplish flames when the last rays of natural light were absorbed by the planet's horizon. The flames showed the beauty and splendor that was the final peace of the Sith Maidens; like the lands that the cabin home had been on, only far more lush and full of beauty in botanicals, including the indigenous black rose flowers that bloomed only in the dark of night -- they bloomed at their fullest with moonlight, but the moon Katlas shined no more upon the lands after the gravitational shifts affected its unique orbit after the destruction of the planet called Sanctuary. This place was no mere graveyard despite the monolithic tombs and the mausoleum; it was tended to with care from the Dark Spirits within, their efforts a great showing of their everlasting love and endearment towards the cause of bringing back the true Sith and towards those sacrificed themselves for the cause, the Daughters of the Dark Side.
Also with the setting sun came the darkness, and the full strength appearance of the Sith Maidens, who did appear and waited patiently for Darth Rune to enter their realm. Rune did so, crossing the threshold of the opened wrought iron gates.

Before Rune was a gathering of shadows in front of the mausoleum with the E'oqerst ger'tah on its tall mast. One by one, Sith Maidens in their Dark Purity glory -- only after their death, they never reached it in life -- appeared; in the lead was Rune's Grandmother, Raven Nimh.
Seeing her Grandmother Raven caused Rune to give a pause in her motions and current thinking as the memories of her past life's childhood filled her mind. The memory was that faithful day….

"When your sister tried to wrestle your comada from your hands to get you to play with her," Raven said suddenly, her words falling in line with Faradi Nimh's thoughts; a comada was the E'oqerst book of faith and worship, containing the collected history, philosophy and stories of the Ancient Sith religion. "The comada accidentally fell in her. You were so damn determined to get it back, even defying your mother's order never to enter the resting grounds for only the truly ready was allowed, could withstand the great Dark Side tide of power that exists here. You learned your lesson quickly, and it almost took your life then."
Rune smiled at her and the others and said, "If it wasn't for you, Grandmother…"

"There wouldn't be a you, Faradi," said Raven, and she meant that in more ways than the one they were discussing obviously. "I just knew there was more to you than just what was bestowed upon you."

"Well, we all do make our mistakes. Mother's was making me a slave at birth."

Raven smiled, but it was obviously apprehensive. Faradi was showing a great deal of disrespect towards her mother, but also Nebula Nimh Ryder was someone not casually mentioned around the resting grounds; not after she had betrayed the Daughters of the Dark Side after she herself had been betrayed by them. "Well if she hadn't you would have never been motivated to this unique position you are in now."

"Now that I must agree." Rune slowly eyed the other Sith Maiden Matriarchs who were more interested in listening than talking. She knew them all very well, had talked to them repeatedly throughout the years during her previous life. "But it helped to have so many positives to reinforce me." She then frowned, turned back to Raven, and asked, "Where's my Sister?"

Raven's face lowered a little. "She's around, Faradi. But don't expect her to show herself. Not after what your mother had done."

Rune just shrugged her shoulders. "My Mother lost her nerve and questioned her faith. In the end, she faltered and found weakness."

One of the dead Sith Maidens, Unama Nimh Grimmer, said a bit taken aback, "Dear Faradi, we disagreed with the way Nebula handled herself, but to show so much disrespect if uncalled for."

Another, Rama Idella Nimh Sco, interrupted. "This isn't the time to bring up such matters. Remember why we are here?"

"Quite right," said Raven. And with that, Rune's grandmother and the other Sith Maidens became the shadows.

From those shadows, cutting through them like a curtain and producing many whispers of voices in the winds that now blew, came another Sith Maiden Matriarch. However she was more than that even though she shared the same appearance has the others in her white face, yellow eyes, black hair, and black Sithian burial robes with her name etched in metal, Luna Mystery Nimh. She was the Great Mother, the first Sith Maiden, the wife of the Great Father Lord Darth Nefarious, the once Grand Jedi Master Dor-Li Nimh.
The Great Mother presented her arms towards Rune. The invitation for the hug was accepted. They pulled apart, and the Great Mother said, "Dark Side be praised, bless you Faradi Nimh for your return is truly a magnificent event."

"Your words give me true solace, Great Mother," said Rune. "I did have my doubts that a true resurrection was possible."

The Great Mother shook her head and waved her hand as if to clear Rune's doubts. "Free your mind from such Dark Jedi thinking, Faradi." To the Sith Maidens in the resting grounds, they considered the Sith Lords non-pure Sith, the failed reminders of the Dark Knights of Cantaspher; the Dark Jedi that left their Order and found Korriban by chance. The source of the Sith's fall in their opinion. "You should not have such doubts when it comes to the true beauty and power of the Force now. You should not doubt the Dark Side. Did it not bring you to being the first time when your mother wished you? Did it not grant you the power to overcome your weaknesses?"
Rune held the Great Mother at arm's length and smiled. "I don't doubt the power of the Dark Side. I am so blessed by it. I am stubborn of course, I always have to learn the hard way." She pulled away and walked around. "I did when I denied my powers to protect me when Darth Chaos took me to the torture chamber when I was a little girl. I did when Fawni died when I took my eyes off of her. I did when I faced the Jedi Gheruit on Myrkr and barely beat him. I did when I thought I had the Dark Side in the palm of my hand until my husband put a blaster bolt into my face.

"I learned the hard way within the body of my own Daughter, and then through my Granddaughter. Indeed, I was stubborn. I was waiting for the other shoe to drop."

The Great Mother gave her assurance. "There is no such shoe with certainty, for such footwear is fitted well upon your feet with faith in yourself."

"Very true. All too true." Rune looked at the Great Mother and asked, "So you had no problem with me feeling certain that the monastery had to be destroyed? That I had destroyed a great deal of the Sith Order before coming home?"

"No, it was meant to be done." The Great Mother showed no sympathy, not even for the slaves that had been killed. "It had become a bureaucracy, one that you had contributed to when you first existed. But you realized that such things are not needed. Bureaucracies cannot be slowly weaned from nipple of power, it must be yanked hard from it and thrown in the rivers of obsolesce."
She came forward and added. "Naressa Jaina had no faith in our cause, and it was showing in her child. I have no small regrets, it had to be done. For too long the universe has favored the light. Such a tilt demands that retribution must require both sacrifice and hell. And if Juna refused to do it, then clearly someone with the ambition must replace her."

"I couldn't agree with you more," agreed Rune. She then strolled away and spoke in neutral tones. "However, I must confess that there is still a great deal of disagreement between us. A little bit of you must find it hard to accept me in this new role."

The Great Mother's eyes narrowed slightly. "I…had some reservations, yes. But I can overlook them. For the greater good of our cause."

Rune chuckled a little, which brought a questioning stare upon her from the Great Mother.  To oblige her curiosity, Rune turned around, her smile and eyes barely visible within the folds of her hood. "Ah. Yes. Our cause. I guess…that is a way to look at it." She clasped her hands behind her back. "A cause details a mutual understanding amongst those who seek an objective, and do so within a linear line of thought and circumstances. I assure you" -- Rune's smile vanished -- "that isn't the case here."

"What?" The Great Mother's eyes widened and those same eyes glowed with power. Her voice carried now the weight of the Dark Side behind it. "What are you saying?"

"Please, don't tell me you're shocked by this revelation. Surely you see. Perhaps you don't." After Rune had spoken equally in power to her opposite, she reached up and grabbed her hood. "Well, allow me to show you the fruits of my labors."

Rune momentarily revealed herself to them, her true self. The Great Mother's eyes and mouth couldn't open any wider, and suddenly the rest of the Daughters of the Dark Side appeared behind her with equal amounts of reactionary shock. This was not what they had all agreed to in the planning.
Pulling her hood back up, Rune said, "Did you honestly believe I am a fool! No way in hell was I going to follow your lead in this!"

"Faradi, we did not agree to this!" exclaimed Raven. "This was not part of our plan!"

Her lips curling in disgust as well as anger, Darth Rune said, "The only plans I follow you insignificant bitch is my own!" Raven's eyes glowed very bright in response, and a few of the others did as well. Rune wasn't afraid. "Only a smecking idiot would put themselves in a weakening position when they seek a stronger one. I'm not interested in causes. I'm interested in reaping!!! I only want what is rightfully mine!!!!" 

There was a great deal of calamity amongst the Daughters, but they were silenced by a raised hand before the Great Mother spoke. "Faradi. It isn't wise to defy us. We gave you this opportunity."

"AND LIKE THE GREATEST OF ALL I TOOK IT, AND TOOK IT HAS MY OWN!!!!" Rune thundered loudly, causing the heavens above to rumble with thunder. "I WILL NOT BE A SLAVE TO FAILURE AGAIN! NEVER!!! From now until the ends of eternity I wash away all that has failed me!!!"
"The audacity!" bellowed Bellatrix Nimh. "We are not failures!"

Rune sneered. "Then pray tell, Ancestor, why does your body lay here rotting? Because you choose to rot in your tomb, rot into nothing, rot as an unknown!"

Once again, the Great Mother raised a hand to stop a mad rush towards Rune with Bellatrix and Raven in the lead, ready to attack. "Your body lies here too, Faradi. What does that say?"

"It says that the only way I learn is by doing it the hard way." Rune held her hands out as if awaiting acceptance from the others because of her view. She wasn't going to get any, and she knew it, and she didn't care. "It says that having and loving your own child is not worth giving up your ambitions. That love is a metaphor for failure. That I was soft. That accepting conditions in which you don't create or control will dictate your destiny for you, and when you die you can't complain to those who are responsible. Rightly so, because if I was a foolish, ignorant ass of a whimpering, battered female with no nerve to kill my abuser then I deserve such fates. 

"But I am failure anymore. I have a new body and a new lease on life; what's more in this body that is an apartment complex I alone am the landlord! Not you! None of you!!! All of this, involving me starting when I was small and pathetic, up to now was all you! Look where it got me in the past! No more, I say!" Rune snorted contemptuously. "What pisses you all off is that you didn't see it! That you didn't think of it, think of doing it yourself!" Rune took a few steps towards the Great Mother, stared her in the eye, and said gently, "Did you honestly think I would let you have your way with me again, Old Woman."

Seething for the first time in a very, very long time, the Great Mother breathed out threateningly, "We spared no expense in securing this new position for you, and this is how you show your gratitude! You no good little tart, you will not defy us!"

"I all ready have." Rune took a few steps back with her hands out and in full display. "Plus, I was able to fool you just as I did that miserable excuse for a Sith Master back on Naboo when I took his daughter and made her mine! Even with your spiritual foresight you couldn't see past my hood let alone my deception. So what does that say about your chances of all of you taking me?"

Raven shook her head as she stood behind the Great Mother. "Your cockiness is just as brash and wrong as your Sith Lord ways, Faradi."
"Since you're dead, you're opinion don't matter now does it?" Rune snapped back. "So, what are you all waiting for? If you are so sure."

The Great Mother didn't make a move to stop the others this time. She didn't need to. They didn't move save to make their frowns even deeper so their growing anger could be more profound. The Dark Side swirled around them tremendously, playing hell with the climate throughout the world, mainly in the resting grounds were the disturbance had more of an effect. 

Rune dropped her arms in disgust and said, "I knew it. Get a little pissy, throw a tantrum, act like you fell off your bantha, and don't do a damn thing. If I were you I wouldn't accept this. Then again, you're not me. If you were me, you wouldn't be dead. You would have taken the initiative."

The Great Mother turned nonchalantly, waved her right hand, and suddenly the rest of the Sith Maidens all vanished without a trace of their shadows. She turned back, eyes not so aglow, and said, "So true, Faradi. So true. We are not in the position to stop you directly. But don't think we'll try other ways. We are still the universe here."

Rune didn't follow her contemporary's lead. "Perhaps. Then again you're looking at exactly what you have always wanted: the Dark Hope of the Sith. You're best chance at vengeance. The only Sith Maiden alive with the eggs to do this. Although I won't be under your E'oqerst spell, I will assure you my ascension through my personal cause. The risk going against me is simple: do you knock off your last, best, and only chance at destiny being fulfilled because you don't like me?"
"It may be a matter of a few changing their minds, Faradi," admonished the Great Mother. "You run the risk of provoking your daughter into an action you don't want to put up with. She has the power to dethrone you; the motivation that is righteousness."

"You're wrong, Great Mother." Rune smiled and took a few steps back towards the gate. "In fact I'm counting on her to take that step. Not too soon, mind you. But soon enough to where it's too late. Oh, and what's nice about this situation is the fact that she isn't listening to the Winds of the Force." She was referring to the Daughter's manipulation of the Winds of the Force -- the secret whispers spoken through the currents of the Force that only the most highly attuned could hear -- in order to trick Naressa into courses of action that were misleading and rash. She pointed a triumphant finger at the Great Mother. "Thanks to you and the others tinkering with it. Thank you, thank you so very much for doing that. Now, she's just as blind and as deaf as you all are. And what does she have to stop me? Her precious 'Gessa': HA! Her Jedi lover: Are you kidding me? All she has is her own life while I have the power of the resurrected dead! I have touched the galaxy and have unleashed its evil. When the time comes, when the Darkness consumes them all, it will be I alone who rules them all, bound to my fate.

"So sit back….relax….maybe trim a flower or two….and before long I'll be ruling this galaxy from the Suel as its only superpower! No corrupt Republic and no more holier-than-you-all Jedi! Now, think about THAT!"

Rune never took her eyes off of the Great Mother's beautiful, neutral face; it would have been foolish to take her eyes off her enemy. Her heels touched the imaginary border that existed between the real world and the graveyard, the very line that limited the Daughters of the Dark Side from using the full blunt of her spiritual powers. It was also the very line that once Rune crossed it the Daughters could not directly prevent the double crossing Sith Lord from doing what she pleased. It would also mean they would allow her to do her bidding.
It was there that Rune came to a stop, daring the Great Mother or any other dead Sith Maiden to take her on. The feelings of anger were very rich in the air. The combined powers of the dead were enough to stop Rune. It was just the one power - indecision - that held them up collectively.

Finally, Rune slid her right foot over the threshold, leaving her body in the resting grounds, hovering essentially on one leg in mockery. After a few seconds, she shifted her weight to the right foot, and dragged the rest of her body out of the resting grounds, where she stood proudly at the entrance, never taking her eyes off the Great Mother even now.

"You've chosen wisely has always, Great Mother," said Rune, giving her a little bow that was less than respectful. 

Holding her ground, the Great Mother said, "I have not chosen, Faradi. And you may think the universe is bound to your fate, but it is still bound to the Dark Hope of the Sith. Until then," She folded her hands together and said boldly, "The Tragic Hero still lives and he who bears the Mark of the Flames holds the Dark Hope's lone destiny. So long as he lives, the galaxy's fate will not be bound to destiny. So long as he lives you will become weak and useless."
For the first time this day Rune was growing beside herself. Frowning, she snarled, "Not for very damn long! When I kill him, the universe will be mine!" She turned roughly and stomped her way down the path to leave.
The Great Mother watched on, watched Darth Rune leave in anger, and sighed with both concern and relief "We shall see. We shall see." 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 2.2

It wasn't long before the Millennium Falcon reached the permanent starry night of space that Darth Rune's anger began to ebb. It wasn't that she was looking for uncompromising support from those who gave her the chance to take what she thought was rightfully hers, but what she didn't want to see in their eyes, feel in her heart was their doubts. She acted like she didn't care, but truthfully she did; all she wanted was assurances that they would stay the hell out of her way. That by showing them what she had done, by rationalizing her decisions they would see that she was right. It was almost perfect until the Great Mother opened her mouth.
"'We shall see, we shall see', you're damn right we shall see," Rune had mumbled loudly in the beginning of her trek back to the freighter. Has she put more distance between herself and the resting grounds she had repeated the statement less and less, along side with her simmer down anger. "I'll kill that big, ugly, hairy, horned Jedi bastard, then I'll show you who's in charge.'Mark of the Flames': big smecking deal!" She really didn't want her anger to go away, so she gave the dash above the ship's controls a good, hard pounding with her fist twice. "I unleashed the greater darkness upon the galaxy. Not Juna! I DID! THE PEOPLE OF THIS GALAXY ARE BOUND TO ME!!!" She gave the dash one more pounding fist, denting the casing, causing the upper panel to pop with sparks, shorting out the polar induction controls.
It also caused a tiny noise of fear to slip out from behind her.

Rune heard her, and stiffened in response. Very quickly she breathed in and did all she could do to let the last of her anger out through the exhale. It did some, but when it came to the Dark Side the primary emotions that fuel it, and in turn fuel its believers, wasn't so easy to put away. Like a malt brew it held sway over her body. Like a heavy smoke it lingered in the air. Undoubtedly it would still be in her voice, in her words. It would still be there with every smile, every look of knowing. She got her feelings down to their minimal levels, knowing it was still a gamble every time with her companion.
Very slowly Rune turned the pilot's chair around, facing it towards the opposite side rear seat left -- Rune's left -- of the hatchway. In the chair was a very small, very scared, doe eyed girl, doing her very best to hide herself and her stuffed animal under a thick, home made blanket. She didn't succeed, and the next moment her shaggy brown hair would appear as she raised her head and lowered the blanket to expose her dark brown eyes; shiny orbs of worry to complement her whimpering. 
Rune's brown eyes locked on, she smiled, and said cooing in the E'sithropian language, "Oh Muffin!" The girl she called Muffin hid under the blanket again. It wasn't her real name, but the Sith Lord preferred it over her real name under the circumstances. "You're up too early. You should still be sleeping."

From under the blanket, the tiny voice asked in the Sithian tongue, "Home?"

"Home? I'm not quite done yet. I-." The slow, quiet shrill of disapproval became a deep, loud cry of sadness. Quickly, Rune forced the full blunt of her annoyance down to the deepest, darkest place within her, going to Muffin and bending down in front of her on a knee; OH, how she hated to bend a knee to anyone, but it was imperative now. Important. Besides that, no one else was on the Millennium Falcon to see it. Out of all in the galaxy it was imperative for Rune not to loose such an ally even if she was tiny, childish, and pathetic.
"Hush now, hush, it's all right," lied Rune; no, it most certainly was not all right, and it was very hard for her to put it past Muffin as such. She put her hands on the little girl and said soothingly, "I-I need to take this ship somewhere first, and then I can take you home. Hey now…"
Muffin curled her body tight, and by doing so the rest of the blanket tightened around her; a tough 'deflector shield' for Rune to overcome in the mind of a child. It couldn't repel sound, or in this case Rune's gentle voice.
"That hurts," Rune said sadly, doing her best to speak with a tone of voice laced with near equal amounts of the sadness the child before her was giving off in her whining. She had to psychologically appeal to her, and that meant sinking down to her level of innocence or at least pretend to appease her. "You don't know how much that hurts me. After all I have done for you…" she sighed for affect. "I can't see myself being your friend and confidant anymore." When she peered up, she saw Muffin shyly looking over the edge of the blanket. "All I want to do is protect you, precious. Protect all that you love. Now is that so wrong of me to do?"
The little girl hid her head again under the blanket and mumbled incoherently. Rune didn't precisely hear every word, but she had a grasp of the context. "Well I just couldn't let those children suffer back there now could I? Their parents were dead, and I can't take care of them. They would have starved. By dying they won't have to suffer anymore and their little spirits are now with their parents. Everyone's happy in that situation; I know I am. 
"Sometimes, Muffin, the best thing to do, the right thing to do, is filled with death. Horrible: yes. Necessary: often it is, and it was in this case. That's why I exist, Muffin: so a good heart like yourself doesn't have to bare such burdens. I wouldn't want you to now, not yet. You're too young to understand the significants of being the Necessary."

The little girl revealed the rest of her angelica face, along with teary eyes and pout lips. She begged again in mumble, "Home?"

"I will be taking you home, dear," Rune assured her, giving her now an affectionate stroke through her hair. "You just have to let me do this one more thing, and then you can go home. Okay? Just…just let me do this little thing. Eh? Okay?"
Muffin sniffed a few times, blinked, and nodded. Rune gave her a big smile, held out her arms wide, and asked, "Big hug?" The little girl nodded and leaned towards the Dark Mistress and the two embraced. "That's my little Muffin. Oh, such a delightful hugger of love. Owww." Rune pulled the girl's arms off from around her neck. She said playfully, "That was a little too nose like, my dear. Oh, don't cry now." 

She was about to; Muffin didn't want to hurt her friend. Rune picked her and blanket up and held her. "Hush, hush, I'm all right. You just have to be more careful. You don't want to choke good old Faradi now, do you? No, no, you want to be a good girl. Let's see here." 

Rune sat down in the pilot's chair and made Muffin look out the Millennium Falcon's cockpit window by saying, "Do you want to pull the hyperdrive control lever?"

"Jump?" asked Muffin in confirmation.

"Yes, the jump to light speed. Do you want to pull the lever to make the ship go? The coordinates are set." She turned the girl around to show her the controls, and finally she relented by pointing out the hyperdrive control lever. "That's it. Oh you're so clever." Rune held her towards it more. "Now grab it, and pull it all the way back. That's it." The familiar beginnings of hyperspace filled the viewing port in the form of stretching star lines. Thundering through the epicenter of the explosion of white, they found themselves in a ship deep inside a bluish tunnel; a dark epicenter ahead, focusing towards the lone point of their unseen destination far, far away.
"Wasn't that fun, Muffin?" asked Rune rhetorically. The little girl just stared out, sucking on the ear tip of her stuffed animal. "You must still be sleepy. Come on." She stood up and carried her snuggling load out of the cockpit.

But in mere seconds, she cried, "No!" A long, whiney no at that, right in Darth Rune's ear. The Sith Maiden came to a stop and welded her lips together and forced a smile. "No sleep."

"Well you're acting like it with all this crankiness," mused Rune, looking at her face with thoughtfulness. "Not very lady like I must add." There was a slight, muffled noise that came from below them, and both females looked down; the girl with a bit of surprised expression. "Ah, well, there's the answer to the cranky riddle: we're both hungry." 

Rune took little Muffin over to the ship's game table opposite from the auxiliary control board, sat her down in the lounging seat, and said to her, "Okay, there might be some stuff still on board this vessel that passes for edible. You stay and behave, and I'll come back with whatever I can find. Okay? Good girl." With that, she turned away and went down the adjacent corridor towards the Falcon's galley.

After what seemed to be a long time of silence, the little girl noisily removed herself from the game table, holding onto her most prized possession close to her heart and left her sleeping blanket behind. She waddled around at first, lost on where to go. She turned down the corridor that wrapped around the ship's engines and connected the port and starboard sides aft from the forward cargo hold. Noting the style change in the deck plates, the girl Darth Rune called Muffin knew if she removed the plates she would find the auxiliary conveyor belt controls to the forward cargo hold. The knowledge provided her with insight, and she waddled around no longer looking or feeling lost.
She turned down another access way, coming to a dead stop when she saw the cabin door ahead of her. Nervously, she raised her stuff animal to her face; her eyes just peered over her toy's head, and only the toy could rival her wide eye, unblinking stare. She whispered quietly to her silent friend and stood there for a long time waiting for it to answer, to give her some kind of assurance. When none came from the fuzzy entity's sewn mouth she whimpered. She closed her eyes and physically swallowed imaginary courage. She took natural strides towards the narrow, steel door, expecting it to open with her close proximity was detected. It didn't, but she didn't realize it until she and her friend walked into it.
Muffin's calm and courage waned and a childish panic came over her. She dropped her stuffed animal and smacked the door with her open hands. She loudly cried as the door refused to open and began to really smack it in a hissy fit. She wanted in that room! She needed to be in that bedroom! 

"MUFFIN!"

Muffin stopped, grabbed her stuffed animal, and coward down to the floor with her back flat against the door she tried and failed to open. The dark figure of Rune stood at the other end of the access way, her large arms folded over one another and unlike before she wasn't holding back her contempt. "Just what in the hell do you think you're doing!" 

When the little girl didn't answer her, Rune stomped towards her to pick her up. When she took her away from the hatch, Muffin moaned loudly and in despair, "NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!"
"Believe me, little girl, I am doing you a huge favor," snarled Rune, trying to find calm again. Hard for her to do given what Muffin had just done, but she needed the girl and therefore she needed to be at her very motherly best. Still, the girl needed a bit of talking down to. 

Rune took Muffin right back to the game table and sat her down hard in the seat, which brought out a new protest of tears. With her gloved right hand Rune wiped the girl's tears off her face haphazardly and said sternly, "Don't cry. No more crying. Those that have done wrong should never cry. Because they know what they are doing is not wrong, but right in their view. You know it was right. You felt it was right for you to defy me.

"But that is trumped by the fact that you agreed with me before hand to never disobey me. My rights trump your rights, Muffin. There is a reason, a very damn good reason, why you should never ever disobey me."
Rune let her wail for a few heartbeats, and then took her gloves off and used one of her hands to wipe Muffin's tears away, this time very gently and tenderly. She put a kind hand under the little girl's chin and lifted her head. She asked gently, "Do you want us to die?" Pouting, the little girl shook her head. "Do you want your love ones to suffer under the wraith of the Jedi? Hmmmm?" She shook her head again. "Are you sure? Do you want to know what the Jedi do to little girls like you?"

"No," whined Muffin. She didn't want to hear what those mean, mean people do to little girls again.

Rune ignored her. "They first hunt you down, because you've been a bad, bad girl. They then corner you, and they taunt you with their lightsabers at first. If you don't surrender to them, then that's when they hurting those you love. And if you do surrender-" Rune had to reach up and pull Muffin's hands away from her ears. "And if you do surrender, they'll begin cutting you up; into little itty, biddy pieces." Rune grabbed the stuffed animal. "But first, they'll dissect your friend Chewie here and make you watch."
"NO!" Muffin yanked the stuffed animal away from Rune and held onto it tightly, close to squeezing out the stuffing out of it.

Rune softened her features and slowly stroked the little girl's head to calm her and assure her that there was nothing to cry about or fear. "And they will do this because they will think they're right. If they ever found out about you, the Jedi would hunt you down to kill you. They would fool the people into believing you are a horrible little girl, and by that the people wouldn't care what the Jedi would do to you." 
Rune reached over and pulled the blanket Muffin had previously left behind back around her. Then she sat down beside the little girl and held her tight. She said softly, "I won't let them hurt you, Muffin. I won't let them hurt those you love. I can assure you of that in so many ways, and one of those ways is by listening to me and do what I say. Follow my lead. Help me help you by carrying out my plans." 
Muffin looked up at Rune, sniffling and doing her best to comprehend everything. Rune gave her a smile and asked, "Haven't I been a help to you so far?" She didn't wait for the answer; she all ready knew it. She said, "Trust me, my little Muffin."
After a few moments the little girl muffled something, and then buried herself into Rune's body so she could be held. The Sith Maiden smiled in victory, not in appreciation. She pulled the hugger off her and said face to face, "Now in a few months we're going to need to go out again. Sadly," and she didn't mean it, "we're going to have to do it without this ship. I know you like it, but part of my plan calls for this ship to be somewhere else at all times. Meanwhile, you and I over the next year or so are going to go and see a wide variety of places, and I'm going to show you some very neat things to do.

"For now," Rune pulled herself away and stood up, "I got to take care of the mess you made, and then we will eat. And in a few days we will get you home. Now sit there and behave: I'll be right back."

Rune took care of everything as promised, and the rest of the trip to the Outer Rim world of Tatooine was uneventful until the very end. Her intended destination was having a very rare sandstorm that made piloting and landing any ship of any size only fun in a flight simulator. With the Dark Side it made it easier, but by no means did it make it easy. Nonetheless the landing was a success and the sandstorm that had been a curse while in the air had become a blessing when they touched down. No one would be stupid enough to be out in a day time sandstorm let alone a night time one, so no one saw them land. 

Forgoing sane common sense for tactical genius and Dark Side guidance, Darth Rune and her Muffin left the Millennium Falcon immediately to take full advantage the cover the storm would provide and just as immediately it would cover up their tracks; teleportation scared Muffin too much, and thus her refusal to do it hampered Rune's ability to do it; a challenge more than a problem, one which the Sith Maiden had no problem facing. In mere seconds, like a credit chit in the Mos Eisley cantina, there was no sign of them in the sand or in the dark shadows afar from the ship has the hatch closed and the ramp retracted on a preset timer. There would be no telling if anyone had ever been on the ship. Or been near it.
It was all apart of Rune's plan.

Rune took care of everything.
