CHAPTER 113.0
Rune moved her weapon to strike, but Nadja spat a lot of phlegm in her face and then smacked Rune upside the head. Rune then got a drop kick from Nadja that sent her away Juna so she couldn’t use her against the resurrected Jedi Master. The smaller Nadja was up on her feet quickly and stalking towards Rune’s recovering form; she stomped with every step, with the purpose of someone four times her size but never greater than her legend. She was hungry for food, thirsty for water, and smelled like a new born baby, but that all was insignificant to her at the moment.
Gloating a bit, Rune said, “She Wished for you! HA!” She raised her weapon to prepare for attack and examined Nadja quickly. There was nothing much to the old woman; she appeared as she did before she died; what the overly large tunic did not cover exposed the ancient scars that marred her tiny body received by many wars fought over such a short life. “You’re a frail old woman!” She shot Force Lightening at Nadja. “And worse for you a frail, old Jedi!”
Nadja held up her right hand and the energy just collected in her palm. She held it there, shaking with effort. Rune, perplexed, unleashed some more of her will upon the Force Lightening, trying to direct it around her foe’s hand. But Nadja just kept her hand up and the Force Lightening just collected in her palm within the realm of her very own focus. It was more than about power; it was about shear will; the power to dominate with wits, which unlike other Jedi Nadja had absolutely no problem using her wits to dominate others; she saved it exclusively for those with evil intentions. When Rune stopped, Nadja just squeezed her hand shut and the energy shattered like glass.

“This frail old Jedi just made you look like a proprietor of an electric light show,” chimed Nadja. “Got any more magic tricks, girlfriend, or are you just going to keep showing me how you power up your sex toys!”

Rune thought of the shadows. It would take a great amount of her power to bring it, but no question the Jedi was no match for it. “See if your mouth and precious Jedi ways can handle the full power of the Dark Side of the Force!”

Seeing the shadows coming to tear her apart, Nadja shut down Enothchild’s lightsaber and just collapsed into a Jedi meditative sitting position and closed her eyes. The shadows swarmed around her and dove for her to destroy her as they destroyed Faith’s dead body. The shadows struck the outward shield of Nadja’s projected will; they were stopped, but Rune in control of them she fought to enter the unseen field. Rune felt in her heart that with effort she could break the shield. No Jedi was stronger than a Sith.
The efforts began to show as the shadows gathered wherever available and assaulted Nadja’s seated position. She disappeared under the umbrella of darkness, and the shadows seemingly squeezed the area she was in. Rune continued to push and push, not satisfied with the progress. She was certain Nadja had come back not any more powerful than before, like Rune was when she had returned.
The shadows expanded away from Nadja when it became apparent that she held them off and was pushing them away. Nadja could be seen by Rune; her eyes were closed, her face still stern but without stress, just complete calm. She held up her right hand in a chopping position, middle and pinky fingers bent at the tips. She made one downward pass with then one left to right crossing motion. At the end of the motion she gave a loud yell, and the shadows broke apart like splintering wood.
The breaking not only shocked Rune there was recoil in the Dark Side that bent her back. When she recovered, Nadja wasn’t talking; she was flying at her and stuck the taller Sith Mistress with a sit-down clothesline lariat. 
Sitting by Rune’s head, Nadja picked her head up with her left hand and drilled her hard with her right elbow; she let go of her head so the force of the blow would bounce the back of Rune’s head off the surface of the array. Nadja repeated it two more times before Rune decked her hard with a crossing left. Nadja rolled away, stopped herself with her hands, coiled both her legs in and unleashed a double bucking kick to Rune’s rising form, kicking her back.
Rune was up and ready to charge. Nadja just turned on Enothchild’s lightsaber and nearly skewered Rune by letting her foe just about run into its great length. The weapon was very large in both of Nadja’s small hands, and the blade of light was longer than she was tall. Nadja did not pursue Rune as the Sith Mistress got her weapon ready.
“See if your mouth and precious Jedi ways can handle the full power of the Dark Side of the Force?” mocked Nadja with a serious face but talking with a whiny, high-pitched, nasal tone. “Are you serial? Is that all you have: old clichés of Sith long dead and parlor tricks?”
“You are no match for my skills, Jedi,” shot Rune back.

Nadja rolled her eyes. “Really? What the hell do you call that shadowy thigamamacnuggets I stopped, like, a few minutes ago, Squishy?”

“Though weakened by the previous battles I still have enough to…” She stopped talking when Nadja raised a hand and flapped away with her fingers while wrapping her lips around her teeth. With no words expressed, she was telling the Sith she was only ‘flapping her gums’. “When I kill you, you won’t be mocking me.”
“Because I would be dead, DUH!” exasperated Nadja. “For crying out loud, you’re so fricking smart? It’s called a Tha-Sore-Ass: get one!”

Rune worked her mouth around murderously while Nadja just crossed her eyes at her, working the crossed eyes up and down alternatively. Rune rushed in with a stepped-in back hand swipe. Nadja blocked the attack down and just punched Rune right in the nose. Rune backed off momentarily as her eyes watered, but Nadja did not give pursuit. She held her pose and lifted the weapon up; having seen so little of Rune told Nadja quite a bit about the Sith’s abilities. The reality was startling; even though worn, Rune was Nadja’s better.
“Don’t you hate it,” started Nadja, not giving too much credit to her plight, “when someone comes back from the dead and is kicking your butt?”
“You will be dead momentarily, I promise!” barked Rune.

Nadja shook her head. “Obviously a Mistress of the Snappy Comebacks you aren’t. Oh well, I can’t be too picky with my kicks. What do you say? You want a shot at my title or what?”

Rune was never one to ignore the stupid. She grew tired of the revelations, of the talking, and spiraled in standing to hit Nadja’s weapon….
Except Nadja moved her weapon away from Rune’s attack…and did absolutely nothing. She analyzed more from not engaging than from striking laser swords.
Turning, Rune eyed Nadja disapprovingly because that was something completely off the wall even for a sane person. If one misses with their lightsaber against the other, the one who missed was very vulnerable. Rune was vulnerable for half a second, but Nadja had done nothing remotely threatening.
Nadja wiggled Enothchild’s weapon like a fisherman would to entice a fish to the baited hook. Rune came in with an attack right; Nadja pulled the lightsaber back. Rune from left; Nadja rotated her weapon to avoid the contact. Rune suddenly reversed; Nadja only spun and sidestepped long before Rune decided to stab at her; again, all a miss. The usually distinctive sound of clashing lightsabers was missing, honestly making the scene eerie and surreal.
Rune wanted to rotate and get Nadja turning but Nadja just held her ground; she did not move at all, letting Rune have her side. The Sith Mistress was in quickly and tried to take Nadja through the back…
Nadja moved the blade to block, but never once blocked. She stepped forward, turned. Rune swung, swung, swung, swung from various directions at Nadja but the Jedi just moved, showed her weapon, moved, and faked blocking the last swing before moving everything out of the way.

A bit furious, Rune made her approach more slithery towards Nadja, utilizing more footwork to get close to her. Nadja moved her weapon and herself around accordingly, and for the first time actually swung it. Rune went for it….

Nadja reached over and slapped Rune hard across the face. Then she retreated and just waited for Rune to come at her again. Rune came in, chopping and swinging and connecting twice against Nadja’s blade of light….

Nadja poked Rune right in the eyes with a split finger poking style when the two got close. Once again Nadja took no advantage of the situation. She retreated while Rune recovered and fumed. Rune really did not need her eyes to see, but what really got her bat was that Nadja did nothing. She had expected countless moves off of the unorthodox poke of the eyes, but to continue the paradox Nadja offered none.
Forgoing the circle Rune charged right in and displayed her unparalleled quickness. Finally Nadja had to block the attacks; difficult to do with a lightsaber not her own and a lightsaber that was too long. Rune was at least three moves away from victory. She needed to draw Nadja down, pin her down, and then twist her wrists.
Rune drew Nadja down….

Pinned her weapon down….

And Nadja just let go of her weapon, stepped inside Rune’s guard, trapped both of Rune’s under her arms in a lock and proceeded to repeatedly head butt the resurrected Dark Lord. CRACK, CRACK, CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!!!!!
Nadja let go of Rune after the fifth butt to recover from the throttling, careful not to get her arm removed when she let go; she called Enothchild’s lightsaber back to her hand. Rune fell back, tried one swipe, but missed poorly and fell right on her ass. Some blood dripped from both female’s foreheads, with Nadja favoring a slight cut on her right brow. Rune was getting up, blinking and expecting Nadja to attack. Again, nothing came from the woman who had once called herself the ‘Funnyrump Assassin’.
Chuckling, the Sith Mistress ridiculed, “You are a fool! Revenge is always immediate! You’re toying with me! The longer you let me live, the closer you are to death!”
“True,” said Nadja plainly. That was it. She was not going to debate the truth with a Sith.
That stopped Rune for only a moment. She finally gave a grunt of frustration and rushed right into a blazing assault that nearly defeated every one of Nadja’s attempts to block them. Just as she was five moves exactly away of finishing Nadja, the Jedi swept herself out of the fight with the grace of a dancer; she did not even try to use her weapon to attempt at least a retreating attack.
“You’re mocking me!” cursed Rune.

“You’re easy,” mewed Nadja. “If you’re the best the Sith can do, then the future isn’t as dark as I feared it would be.”
Rune was losing her patience, and she showed it by charging in. She attacked overhand….

Nadja avoided it completely, weapon and all….

Answering was Rune with a backhand….

Nadja spun away to her left, and spun again, and made sure her weapon never touched Rune’s red blade….

Rune stopped Nadja by pinning the lightsaber down….

And Nadja spat a wad of spit in the Sith Mistress’ face again. She had no respect for any Sith, or for anyone else who thought the cold murder of billions was their birthright destiny. Besides her spit was plentiful; she had not been alive long enough to get gas yet to fart on her foe.
“How ya like me now?” bemused Nadja.

Flustered, Rune shouted, “You are not fighting!”

All Nadja could do was give her foe a goofy sneer; raised eyebrows with a rolled up upper lip. She was fighting Darth Rune; it was just in a way the Sith Maiden would have never guessed. Nadja just had assumed -- and correctly -- her foe had seen it all; Rune’s very own fighting style was a reflection of her own arrogance, that it had to be absolutely unique compared to every catalogued lightsaber fighting style ever employed, thought of, dreamed of, and scrutinized. Rune had seen, recently, the styles of others; Nadja was certain she faced Enothchild, perhaps Juna, and perhaps others but Nadja was not certain. 

What was absolutely certain was Rune had fought Dux Gheruit and had seen the very technique that had been passed down by their Jedi Master father Soo-Si Gheruit; a style Nadja was very familiar of but had never mastered; Dux’s insane attack had shortened then Siren’s training when Dux killed Soo-Si. Nadja’s own style was not unique: the clutch and grab as it was generically referred was the ‘old school’ style of Jedi fighting before the Jedi had enough time to contemplate what they thought to be a ‘more civilized’ way of fighting; in short less wear and tear and loss of functioning body parts. 
Nadja’s technique was barbaric and it required great sacrifices of the body, but it creative, spontaneous, and after five thousand years of no one else employing the style the clutch and grab was practically a new concept. Nadja’s body was a resurrected body with the scars that Dux had inflicted on poor Siren, but with the unbelievable survival of such horror came an incredible unmatched toughness. Pound for pound, in the past life and the new one, Nadja Moranna was the toughest being alive. The clutch and grab worked for her then, and in a perfect galaxy it would work for her now.
However, not against Rune, although to date if the battle was scored on points Nadja would be way ahead. Faradi Nimh had suffered through her own fates and carried that over into her new lease on life as well. As with Nadja, it was in the mind and the spirit, not necessarily the body, where her toughness came from, and as such the tricks and ploys Nadja let loose would have ended mere idiots. Rune was certifiably tough in Nadja’s book, and going in for the simple, open door kills had her death written all over them. Rune’s style allowed for form quickness, which always trumped natural quickness; especially when Rune was naturally quick and had honed her form.
The tactic she tried was quickly developed from her surroundings; Nadja herself, Enothchild’s lightsaber, and Darth Rune. Held in hands and thinking of her Father, thinking of her entire family of whom the tortured Dux had murdered, there was one technique Rune had never seen and, so far, could not figure out. 
When Nadja was Siren Soo-Si taught her so much philosophy and so little lightsaber technique by wielding a tortured branch he had found on the planet Dagobah. It was quite literally the perfect mock-lightsaber weapon pole; a little long, close to straight, and easy to grab; much like Enothchild’s own lightsaber handle. Soo-Si instructed his two Jedi children at different times to do everything they could to hit the stick with their energy weapons. Every attempt was met with failure, and every bad attempt meant a sure crack from that dreaded Dagobah stick on any part of the body, and it absolutely hurt like hell. Her Father had simple called it the Ugly Stick of Common Sense, and his point with that Ugly Stick was simple: as in anything if a Jedi strays from common sense they deserve whatever pain inflicted upon them. It was tough love, but an imperative one for the Jedi children of Soo-Si: either they learned from the Stick, or they learned the hard way from a Dark Jedi’s very real, very lethal weapon. In some ways the Ugly Stick philosophy contradicted Nadja’s sense of sacrifice, but she never forgotten those lessons and they were paying off. What she quickly planned to do was combine both points of view for victory. It was not difficult for her to accept; all she wanted was Rune’s ass; the others could take care of the galaxy.
Rune came in and again attempted to pin Nadja. Nadja treated Enothchild’s weapon as if it were the Ugly Stick and applied her Father’s rules to the contest whether Rune liked it or not. Rune had to hit the lightsaber, and when she touched it Nadja had to make her pay; not lethally; not yet anyways; and not because she wanted to make Rune suffer. Soo-Si Gheruit, every the pacifist and loving father, never kicked or punched his Padawan children in the teachings of the Ugly Stick; the Ugly Stick alone was enough; Nadja just had to use her own techniques of attention getting to keep her foe honest and distracted. Rune managed to bat the weapon away, and Nadja stomped on Rune’s toes hard. Again, Nadja backed off as Rune fought to gain her footing; she knew she broke the Sith Maiden’s toes with that stomp. Rune limped in, very upset, very ticked off, and getting much needed strength from her well of emotions.
Nadja only smiled. The end was sooner than Rune thought. Rune would never understand it….
Rune managed to get a flip over Nadja, and suddenly she connected several times with Nadja’s weapon. She was quicker and accurate, bounding the Jedi in. Rune could smell victory, and stabbed forward….
Nadja faked a downward slash, forcing Rune to jump up. Nadja then crawled under Rune quickly, came up and ran around Rune as Rune tried to correct her positioning above to meet Nadja’s changing position. It was too late; Rune overcorrected and Nadja had her back. All was lost, except Nadja grabbed Rune’s left hand with her left hand while she put a choke hold on her with her right arm. She then forced Rune to hit herself with her left hand.

“Stop hitting yourself!” barked Nadja in the Sith’s ear in a screwy voice. “Stop hitting yourself!”

Growling, Rune used the Force to throw Nadja off her back. Nadja quickly snatched Rune by the hair and pulled her along. The momentum sent them both crashing down the array. During the initial throw Nadja nearly took Rune’s head off with Enothchild’s lightsaber in right hand coming pretty damn close to the neck.

Both crashed on the deck, and the worn Rune had less recovery time compared to Nadja. The Jedi was up and jumping on Rune. She grabbed Rune’s hair and yanked again, and gave Rune a toss, keeping her grip and letting physics take care of the rest. Rune gave out a scream as she felt the threads of her head rip. 
“Wow,” chuckled Nadja as she eyed the hairs in her hands before blowing them away and adding, “dark roots.”

Rune was up and attacking, but not hitting Nadja’s target. The only reason why Nadja’s idea would work was based solely on the expected: in lightsaber combat, lightsabers connected most of the time; upon connection, the next several moves are plotted. Take away the connecting of the weapons, and the aggressor was going to become confused, frustrated, and eventually made the biggest mistake. An expert in warfare would eventually figure a way to defeat it; Nadja in fact counted on Rune to do just that! She only knew Rune for five minutes, and she knew there was one thing that could defeat and kill Rune; one thing that was not in the Sith Maiden Mistress’ personality, in her mantra, and in her vocabulary. That one thing Rune viewed as a weakness, and in truth it was Rune’s very own weakness. 
In the end, even in defeat, Rune would never understand it….
Nadja retreated as much as she moved Enothchild’s white lightsaber away from Rune until Rune made contact; again, she made Rune pay. She would stop, battle back, do something absolutely ridiculous or painful or both, and then not flinch going back to what had been working. They moved up the array; Rune tightened her attacks, making them less prone to be wild misses, making her much quicker, but physically it was wearing her. 
Nadja heard the snapping of tendons and ligaments whenever Rune used the Force to change her direction radically; useful snapping before was becoming snapping, tearing, bruising, and bleeding now. The sweat was pouring out of the Sith Maiden as the physical efforts needed to do her style and defeat Nadja began to mount; the previous war she had with the rest was also adding against her negatively.
Dying for a breather, Rune stopped and said to Nadja, “You can’t win. That’s why you don’t fight! Admit it, Moranna, you can’t defeat me!”

Nadja spoke in a funny voice. “Good Yogi!”
Rune flipped over Nadja and nearly took the Jedi’s head off. But Nadja just kicked her legs out, landed on her hands behind her, and kicked back up. Rune managed to strike Nadja’s weapon twice; the second time knocked the lightsaber out of her hands; the big shafted weapon tumbled down the slope. 
Nadja was not in doom; she grabbed a hold of Rune’s wounded left hand, jumped on the Sith’s very own shoulders, and proceeded to punch her in the face from above. Rune wobbled from the punches so her attempt to stab Nadja on her perch was terrible. Nadja caught her by the right wrist; she now had both hands under her control. The Jedi bent down enough to slam the left side of her head into Rune’s head on the right side. Wobbling Rune more, Nadja struggled for control and then bashed Rune with a little less authority on the other side. Still, Rune was nearly out of it, and Nadja was in the same bad shape. However, Nadja could function with little sense of herself.
“LET’S ROLL!” yelled Nadja, and then she tightened her grip on Rune’s wrists. She forced the both of them to pitch forward, and down both went in an uncontrolled roll. Rune lost her lightsaber as Nadja held on to her head as long as she could as they tumbled down the slope. Both separated halfway down; by that time neither one was able to perform any feat of ability to stop themselves. The head blows and tumble had worn them down considerably.
After a minute, Nadja was up first, running, and dropping kicking Rune in the back of the head. The tumble caught up with her after the kick and she took a moment to recover, which allowed Rune to recover. Rune saw Nadja and just went right after, kicking the Jedi hard in the head. She then grabbed Nadja from behind by the chin and whipped her by the neck, throwing her hard.
In her ruined voice, Rune said, “I don’t need a weapon or the Force to beat someone. Just ask your brother.” She knew the truth; she knew Nadja was really Siren Gheruit long before Juna ever realized it.
Nadja spat blood out her mouth. “In about two seconds, you’re going to change your mind.” She had known the truth ever since she had died. Nadja had always felt a Sith was responsible for what had happened to her brother Dux. In death she was proven right, and she knew, unquestionably she knew, that this meeting was destined. 

But the idea was lost on her. Filling her limbs was a righteous fury modern Jedi would frown upon. The Old Jedi Way was Nadja’s school of choice, and she preferred it more than the modern teachings about the wrongs of feelings. If such things filled a Jedi, a Jedi should not have to use up half their focus to get it under control; nine times out of ten, that was why a Jedi died. Once a decision was made on her emotions she had it controlled, but the remnants of it trailed behind her decision and did not leave her physical self.

She tightened her hands into serious balls of damage as she forced herself up. If fisting fighting was considered so uncivilized, then two women about to throw hands was a horrible travesty. Nadja wouldn’t have it any other way; she wasn’t a pretty dress girl.
Rune shot in with a maneuver to get herself close, relying on one of the several forms of hand-to-hand combat she had learned. Once she missed, Nadja snapped…

“One!”

…Off one punch and followed….

“TWO!”

…..It with another that knocked out a front tooth solidly and knocked Rune right over to her weapon. The Sith Maiden spat out blood and grabbed her weapon in frustration. She was fed up with the whole fight.
“Told you,” mocked Nadja. She called for Enothchild’s weapon and had it actually bounce off of Rune’s head along the way. Rune tried to destroy it, but she was late in activating her weapon. “But please, don’t hold back on my account. Don’t sing it” she gestured with her fingers “bring it.”
Rune forced herself up with weapon ready. She cursed, “You haven’t won anything, you little shit! I will enjoy killing you and watching your precious Republic die! Do you honestly think those fools down below know what they are doing!” She glanced over her shoulder and noted Juna’s still passed out form. Rune returned her look back at Nadja with a devious smile on her face; there was only one person that could turn the Republic on. “They have no time left to spare.”
Nadja wasn’t absolutely sure what Rune was talking about but she had a pretty good guess after she saw how her foe looked at Juna. She lit her weapon and said, “Squishy, in about two minutes I will show you your weakness, but you won’t live long enough to correct it.”
Rune paid no more attention to Juna; she had thought to attack her Granddaughter. A Jedi boasting her superiority was just a bit too much. Of course she knew Nadja was playing head games. It really did not matter to Rune. Despite Nadja’s current success, despite Nadja’s reach and beatings, Nadja had shown no ability that was superior enough to stop Rune. The old, resurrected Jedi had to be stopped first, and then Juna was ripe for the taking.
Rune walked towards Nadja, and Nadja walked towards Rune. The Sith Maiden once again struck out first and again Nadja made her miss. This time Rune combined tightness of saber movement with maneuverability by moving about, applying an occasional misdirection flip or somersault. Again, Nadja kept Rune in suspense by not connecting at all. Weapons never touched, and this time Nadja put in the extra effort to make certain of it. Rune had to work extra hard, but she was so determined to strike either Nadja or her weapon.
After a few moments of work, Rune connected with Nadja’s weapon several times and kept the pressure up so tight Nadja never got in a retaliatory strike. Nadja had to admit Rune was good, but not out loud. Besides that, Nadja wanted this.
Rune cut inside Nadja’s guard but moved her body and kept up a box formation guard, followed by a triangular guard formation. Nadja tapped into the Force, her old friend and ally, and continued to draw as much of the Force inward. The Force awarded Nadja with her request as it seemingly understood what she was about to do. What was about to happen was a matter of destiny, not just vengeance or justice. Rune just would not have believed it if she had been told.
With every connection, Rune regained her confidence; her arrogance kept her from speaking as she only wanted to dissect Nadja piece by bloody piece. As much as she wanted to keep Nadja alive to torture her like she did her brother Dux, it just made sense to kill her, and then torture the others. Juna was going to really suffer, for she brought back the Jedi and had taken Rune’s true destiny from her. Juna was going to pay; Rune knew of a thousand ancient Sith techniques to ensure long lasting, life continuing suffering.
Nadja managed to get Rune disengaged enough from her and both took the opportunity to breathe. Eyeing one another with unshakable contempt, they circled around with weapons held loosely in each right hand. Their eyes never left one another.
“Your two minutes is just about up, Jedi,” cursed Rune. “Got any more cute little predictable quips to throw at me before you die?”
“Yeah,” said Nadja, raising her guard. “A little douche goes a long way to relieving others of having to smell your feminine odor.”
Rune shook her head momentarily and sprinted in. She hit right, left, right, left, spun to her right, spun again to her right, stopped and headed back left. She raised and lowered the level of her arm and found it easy to get through Nadja’s guard. Nadja’s weapon was just too long, and now she was not quick enough to stop Rune. Yet Nadja’s face was one of absolute calm when they locked up.
“One fifty,” said Nadja.

Rune pulled away, worked high in, low out, locked up again….

“One fifty-one,” said Nadja, spitting disgustingly into Rune face a mixture of spit and blood for the third, impossible time.
Rune gave Nadja’s leg a good kick and tried to cut the weakened side. Between the clashes of their weapons Nadja managed to say, “One fifty-two….”

In a blistering, inspired rush Rune just bashed her way deep, preventing Nadja from talking. She sensed the Force in Nadja being stored; she felt Nadja was going to let her have a Force Push soon. Rune forced her left hand to grab her weapon and bashed at Nadja’s weak defense. Nadja then unleashed a “One fifty-five” and swung lously….
Rune kicked her in the face, spun, and aimed high in passing….

In a fraction of a second, Rune managed to complete her turn to find Nadja’s head only beginning to fall off her body. 
Rune had missed the smile on Nadja’s face completely as the universe just seemed to slow down at the moment of victory. The small body of Nadja Moranna teetered comically in front of the Sith Maiden Mistress. She had seen such displays before, decapitating the heads of many slaves on Korriban; the body just took one extra second to die as the other organs pumped their last….
Just as the next second became reality, the Force and Nadja’s last command of it was unleashed. The energies she stored in her body sprung. The body stiffened with perfect, stabbing forward form, and the body jabbed Enothchild’s lightsaber quickly up into Rune’s open mouth. 

Completing the move, the spent energy left the body. The grip on Enothchild’s lightsaber slackened, the weapon shut off. Nadja’s head, and body, vanished even before Enothchild’s weapon had struck the surface of the dish. The great sacrifice by the Messenger of the Force had been completed.

Darth Rune stood for a few numb-induced moments, and then lost control of her hold on her weapon even as her fingers fought to hold on to it. Her right hand shook to her mouth to feel the perfect hole in her dental work left by the circumference of the white lightsaber. Her tongue was burned down into the bottom of her mouth. She did not need it to feel the hole in the roof of her mouth. It was not the air from her lungs that told her of its existence.
Nadja’s target was not Rune’s mouth. It was the Jedi Harmony region of the brain, where the Force and conscious thought existed as one; through that region, application of thought directed all Force energies used by a Force user. Without the region, which actually existed in everyone, Force energies could not be controlled. It was the power regulator of an individual’s energies.
The bonds between Rune and control over her energies snapped like rubber bands with every quick sucking breath she took in. The horror of realizing the end swept through her and caused her to panic. She called upon the Dark Side to save her, but she had no control over the Universal Force let alone her own Spiritual signature. She struggled and fought that more than her own mortality; ironically, they were one and the same. The energies within her form began to boil her body painfully as it sought release.
For just the briefest of moments Rune saw her flesh turn snow white; the Fading Light! For a brief moment, she thought she was saved. But the Fading Light process that drove her into Dark Purity form only consumed more of the power she did have a handle on that prevented her demise. She had just exhausted all of her options. 

In her mind, Rune heard Nadja’s fading voice say, “One fifty-nine. Two-.”
Darth Rune’s body exploded, and her Dark Side essence shot upward like a fountain. In the Winds of the Force, her spirit found a jet stream and she was unable to stop herself from following it. The Dark Spirit of Faradi Nimh saw her destination and screamed. It was not hell. It was Juna Rapier’s still body….
With a start, Juna opened her brown eyes and sat right up. She caught her breath and thought she had dreamed everything. She even felt the Force, but it was not as prevalent as before to her; the Force was just there like an annoying splinter in her finger. She took one look around and realized the truth; it was no dream, and Rune had been destroyed; she felt Rune was quietly inside of her once more. Juna stopped looking at everything when she saw Nadja Moranna standing not far from her, where the rest of Enothchild’s things laid. She was translucent, telling Juna one of her heroes had laid her life down for everyone.
“Sacrifice,” said Nadja with a knowing look. “The dark ones will never understand sacrifice in the name of the greater good.” She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “They’ll dance on your grave at the moment of their victory, never thinking once that a hand of their victim is going to come right out of the ground and trip them head first into your tombstone.”
“Nadja?” was all Juna could say. She was really bewildered, even though she knew what she had done. “You….you did come back.”
“Thanks to you,” said Nadja.
Juna was more hesitant. “But…Enothchild…”

Nadja shook her head. “He understood, just as much as I understand. He wanted to save everyone. To do so, he had to save you.”

“And our baby.”

Nadja gave her a small, but friendly smile. “Yeah, you can’t avoid the selfishness of that one no matter how hard you try. The respect for innocent life, however, is a selfishness that should be accepted: be it one, be it some, and be it all.”

Playing with her belt in trepidation, Juna asked, “Do you hate me?”

“For doing the right thing, finally?” Nadja gave her a small smile again. “You did good, kid. You did really good. You know you did the right thing, and in time the others will too.” She faded away. “Now go do some more good.”

“Wait!” Juna was up and heading for the ghost of Nadja Moranna, but it was too late. She gave the entire scene a look around and tried to make sense of what might had happened with her passed out. How long was she out? How epic was the battle? Seeing the burning remains of Darth Rune under a dark side flame put a smile on her face.

“Now do some more good,” said Juna to herself. Before the thoughts of sadness entered her mind duty had stepped in. There was still so much to do. She called upon the Force and had everyone’s left behind weapons called to her outstretched hands. The Vhinphyc’s horn and Nadja’s hairs, long absorbed by her, were no longer in the way of holding her collection.

Juna went for the elevator but stopped. “His ring!” 
She nearly had forgotten Enothchild’s wedding band. She ran back for it, stopping at the pile of clothes and used her foot to sift through things. When that didn’t work she set the stuff in her hands down and pawed around. Finally she found the chain that held the ring around Enothchild’s neck. She pulled it out; upon doing so, the ring immediately got her attention.
The ring of simple gold had a glow to it; more of a faint fire than a glow which danced around the surface. Juna touched the band delicately and found it not burning. She placed it in her palm and was startled by seeing Dark Purity white flesh when looking through the ring. Juna picked the ring up a little and her flesh was normal. Within the halo of glow, however, her flesh was white. She laid the ring on her palm again. Again, inside the inner boundary of the ring, her skin was life-taking, Force Draining white.
You should be saving the Republic right now.
“Enothchild?” whispered Juna. Hearing his voice she looked around to see if his ghost was there; oh how she wished he would return, for just a moment, like Nadja had just done. She didn’t see him, but she heard him again.

Muriel and the others need your help. Go on, go save them. Worry about all else later.
Hearing him gave Juna clarity. She put the necklace around her neck, grabbed the other things and head quickly for the elevator. She was down to the control room level and emerging even before the door fully opened. She hustled inside and found all three of her friends looking dejected; especially Casper, who had been trying for the last few minutes to defeat Naressa’s programmed protocols. All three looked at Juna when she arrived and paused.

Juna couldn’t help to say by their looks, “Oh please. You think I would be here to tell you I lost?” It was what Naressa would have said; obviously Juna was Naressa’s daughter. It wasn’t lost on Casper as he chagrinned a little.
Juna set the weapons down on the counter next to the entrance and made her way to Casper’s terminal. The young Jedi backed away to reveal a computer screen that showed a rather amusing quip. She tried not to think the others were judging her for what had happened on the array with her and Enothchild, but it was very hard.
“I’m glad you’re here,” said the young Jedi. “The array is still operational. It’s been hopeless.”

“Nothing is without hope,” said Juna. She let her hands touch the keyboard, and before she used her abilities to read the keyboard Rune had used she knew what to do. She keyed in, and also said, “Tart frosty pointy nipples.”

“What?” everyone else said, and suddenly the slicer program’s main control screen came on. It asked her a simple question: Turn it all back on?
Juna keyed the command in and a map appeared with growing little lights representing all of the Rapier Technology coming back on. The galaxy on the screen was defined by the switching on, practically mapping every star system and them some. She could only hope the damage was not so great that so many lives were lost. She commanded the program to close; once it did, the whole system crashed automatically so no one could have access to it, as programmed.
Not able to relish over this victory, Juna stood up, went over to the counter and grabbed her lightsaber and Enothchild’s lightsaber and clipped them onto her belt. She looked to the others. “We should get the hell out of here. The Hutts may bomb this place at any moment.”
“Oh. Right. Heh.” Destiny got Casper to wrap his arms around her neck. Mathaniel did his best and got his weapons clipped to his belt and helped with Casper’s lightsaber. Collectively the group left together. No sooner than they reached the elevator did they realize the lift stopped at the level with the control room.

“The access ladder’s the only way,” said Mathaniel, cringing at the aspect of climbing. His hands burned with the feeling of fingers that were no longer there. “Unless you can teleport us back to the ship.”

Juna searched inside herself for the answer. “Not even myself.” She sighed and said, “The ladder it is.” The group as a whole turned and walked around the control center shack. However familiarity made Juna stop. She did not give her friends a reason for stopping. They held their ground as she made her way towards a very lonely spot.
She realized this was the particular area where Rune had killed Faith. Juna realized Rune had lured her here during the chase to emotionally imbalance her. The feelings of losing Faith were very strong here, with the creature’s presence lingering in all directions.
Juna felt a bit sadden over her Daughter’s loss of life, even under the circumstances. Faith did not deserve death, nor did she deserve such a cruel fate of forever lingering in such a cold state. But her heart could be furthered troubled, Juna sensed Faith’s presence fade away. At first she thought it bad, but soon realized that it meant Faith was no longer imprisoned within the confines of the array. She knew her Prophet-born Daughter was going to a much safer, friendlier place; where and what and why was a blank, however Juna was given solace.

“Juna,” said Casper, not sensing anything that Juna was. “Juna, you’re right, we have to go.”
His words breaking her private thoughts, she remembered the importance of taking their leave. “Yes, I’m coming. I’m coming.” She turned to walk, and then turned and whispered, “Goodbye, Faith.” She joined her friends again and walked briskly.

After clearing the corner of the control center, a large Hutt skiff appeared with armed personnel with blasters, cannons, and every other type of ‘kill kliffing everyone’ armament on it. Juna, Mathaniel, and Destiny carrying Casper just stopped moving.
Since they did not open fire, Juna had a hunch and played it. She stepped forward with her hands raised barely. She said loudly, knowing someone important was listening and would recognize her voice. “The threat is taken care of! You won’t be blamed for this, we’ll promise you, if you let us go to tell everyone! You have my word!”

There was a long pause, and Jabba the Hutt’s voice was heard from the communication’s kiosk at the skiff control. “[Secure the array! Let them take the skiff so they may leave the dominion at once]!”

There were no other exchanges of explanation or pleasantry; the guards got off the skiff quickly; the heroes jumped right on it and Juna piloted it to the Desilijic Clan Hanger. Along the way they all noted the activity; a considerable number of Hutt forces being held up by Jabba’s hired commanders. They passed over the area where Enothchild had engaged the Hutt forces before his death, and the destruction was far more prolific than Juna had understood; she was so distraught before she never did pay attention to what her Husband had to do to protect them.
Juna could sense the others wanted to say something, but since she had appeared in the control room of the array there were too many questions they wanted to ask, and one answer too many they knew but had a difficult time accepting let alone expressing. Ironically Juna knew that answer too, but she could not explain it to them in a way that would satisfy them. Their stares were not accusatory as she felt them on her turned back, but they were none sympathetic either. It would have been something else entirely if they had lost because she wasn’t there for them. This was about Force Taking Enothchild’s life in order to win; Casper and Mathaniel had bared witness to it exclusively, and so they had the more reservations about it. They did not quite understand why, and even in victory from it she was certain they never would if she told them now. On the other hand the two young Force users did not understand why the Force kept telling them what Juna had done was the right course of action. They did act in defense of Juna actions; at the moment, no matter what the Force was telling them, they couldn’t decide if that made them heroes or accomplices to murder.
Unlike them, Juna had a peace about her decision. Enothchild was her Husband; Enothchild begged her to take him to save her, their child, and the galaxy. All three of her now late Husband’s wishes had been granted. She had peace, yet she knew the moment she had to stop leading, stop being the warrior, stop being the last remaining strong one in the group she was going to cry. She was going to cry terribly, probably for days. Even when she felt him, now, assuring her that all was well, that she did nothing wrong, and he had forgiven her. Even Nadja Moranna held no ill will towards what she had done; if she could look so favorable down on a Sith Maiden, why couldn’t the other Force users with her she believed disowned her?
Juna just couldn’t look at the others, even when they boarded the ship. Little Rose  followed her as she found the pilot’s seat and sealed the hatch before Destiny even gave one thought of flying. But Juna wasn’t going to cry now; she still had to be the leader. If the others couldn’t accept what she had done, then she could live with it. They were going to be the first of many, many entities that were going to have a piece of Rapier if Muriel and the rest of Team Cofka pulled off their own miracle. She was going to have learn to live with it, as with everything else in life not favorable to one.
Sometimes victory did come with more than one price. If peace and turmoil were traded on the Bothan Stock Exchange the prices would be steep. Because of that price she couldn’t sell the turmoil to buy more peace.
The peace she did have was a fortune, but Juna could not savor it until she knew that all was settled at the end of business. The future’s market was still trading. Muriel had not put in her margin call.
