Dream A Little Dream

A black sky was kissed by the presence of the moon, silver light shining down on the dwelling place of the followers of The Sith King. Cloaked in the darkness of the ocean, Castle Tarentum lay serenely at the bottom and protected them from the scrutiny of the galaxy. From Yridia II, their operations stretched far and wide and the influence of Tarentum could be found if one knew where to look. Members of the House returned to the Castle, their home, underneath.

Darkness tingled every pore of those that came near the structure, and the sensation worked its way through Samael as he approached it.  He would have smiled and cooed, the sensation a common pick me up to his day, but his extra curricular activities had left him tired and sore.  His skin was wet, soaked by what the night had brought, and it glowed slightly blue when the doors to Castle Tarentum slid open. Shambling in, the Sith lazily pressed the button that would bring him to his chambers.  

The Battlemaster dabbed at his skin as he waited, placing his fingertips in his mouth as he tasted the slightly salty liquid. It wasn’t until he heard a ding that he removed them from his mouth, stepping out into the hall and heading towards his room. He mumbled quietly to himself, sliding a keycard and thrusting the door open.  As he entered the room, he inhaled deeply and basked in the aroma.  Corpses in varying stages of decomposition were positioned to look as though they were engaged in different activities, and the Sith slithered in between them and greeted each.  

He remembered every one of them. But not their names or things like that.  He remembered their screams. The way they squirmed.  The way their eyes watered as they begged. He would kiss one on the cheek and bow to another, until finally he made his way to his bathroom.  He removed what clothing he had, black baggy pants and leather moccasins, and neatly folded them.  He turned to the shower and placed the water to a tolerable heat, entering it gently.  His skin prickled with goosebumps as the water washed away the blood, replacing one wet liquid with another.  The water that ran into the drain became tainted with red, turning to a beautiful pink as it swirled slowly.  He remembered his night and smiled, reliving the highlights.  

A knife to a young man’s throat, the soft flesh tenderly resisting as the Sith pressed harder.  The vibrations his heartbeat sent into the blade, the beautiful music of fear that his pleadings made, it made the Umbaran smile.  He grabbed some soap and lathered his chest, remembering what it was like to feel his victim struggle as the blade punctured a lung.  He could feel the moment the organ began to fail and panic set in. For a moment, Samael became lost in thought as the memory of his first kill played out.  

Placing the soap down, he rinsed away what had gathered on his chest.  His smile didn’t fade, the sweet taste of death lingering on his lips as the memory of his second victim tapped its way into the forefront of his mind.  A street urchin, young and innocent with big blue eyes and raven hair.  Her complexion was fair and skin was still soft, dirt had barely caked her cheeks.  She smiled as Samael patted her head, as many children do.  She gawked at his horns and tugged on his beard, receiving a playful sneer from the Umbaran.  

She asked for money, for food, for something to fill the void that had become her life.  Homeless and family recently deceased, she would do anything to feel close to someone. He remembered her soft voice, satin and silky as it lingered in his ears.  He played with her hair, taking a large clump and aggressively yanking on it.  She squealed at first and playfully batted him, but something about it angered the Sith.  He pulled harder and stood up, sneering angrily at her as she was lifted into the air.  She screamed and tried to get away, but Samael smashed her face against the wall.  Her body went limp, only her chest rose and fell with every breath.  

The Umbaran stared at her for a moment, debating on what he could do with her.  He remembered taking out a butterfly knife, flicking it around his fingers and locking it into place. There was never much debate, the Sith realized as he splashed water in his face.  He relished the memory of carving into her, tasting her life slowly fade away as veins and arteries became cut.  The crimson liquid began to rage outward, and Samael couldn’t help but hug her dying body.  He became covered in her blood, enjoying the warmth wash over him.  It was much like his shower that he was enjoying in the present, basking in his memories as he bathed.  

He turned the water off and stepped out, drying himself off and scurrying towards his bed. He jumped and landed on the mattress, viciously grabbing the covers and throwing them over himself.  He enjoyed killing, to feel their terror and dread build until it swarmed both of them. It relaxed him, and tonight he was exhausted. He closed his eyes and it wasn’t long before he was asleep.  


It was a restless slumber for the Sith, however. Sweat pooled on his bare chest and stomach, his eyes squinting as blazes of horror littered the images of terror that swarmed his sleeping mind. Visions of the future swirled madly like a tempest of leaves during autumn caught in the wind, his hands rising to his temples to try and banish them away.  All around him he felt dread, and he was loving every second of it.  


Dreams of a not so distant future blazed a path to his conscious thought, and all he could focus on was the truths that they had told.  In his vision, he saw an approaching marble of reds and browns growing larger and larger.  At first, it was hard to say what location the marble was meant to be, but the closer it grew towards him the more distinct the pull of darkness was.  Korriban, resting place of the dark lords.

Civil War. 

That was what the future held for the men and women that found themselves on Korriban.  Lives would be lost and families destroyed, all in the blink of an eye.  Chaos and terror had become commonplace, and all for some magic ritual.  Hocus pocus and foolish beliefs had mobilized the forces of various Houses against each other.  Each faction wielded their own snake, and only one could keep its head intact.  As far as Jenkins could tell, it was all for nothing. Superstition. A fairy tale.  He realized his life was meaningless, another toothless cog in the grand scheme of things.  A pawn, and he would be removed from the board sooner rather than later.  

Nerves gnawed at his gut. He fidgeted with his rifle.  A nervous tick Jenkins picked up in basic. His unit had been entrusted with protecting the only remaining route to the Sith Academy entrance, expected to give their lives to provide just a little more time for their dark masters.  A future corpse, Jenkins couldn’t help but feel that his life would be snuffed out in the coming moments.  

“Jenkins, get over here.” said one of his comrades, tugging on the soldiers arm and dragging him towards the corner, “Stay in the back, watch our six.” 

Jenkins, a nickname given to him by his superior officer, was still a new addition to the group.  He couldn’t help but remember earlier, when commanders were giving their speeches and trying to psyche the unit up.  Their promises and compliments, their well wishes. They couldn’t look us in the eyes.

“Today, we prove our worth.” He remembered  the holographic image of the commander saying, the image flickering every so often, “Traitors and enemies of the Iron Throne will sweep down upon us, but it is our job to  make sure it is they, not us, that perish in the dust of Korriban.” 

As the last words came, a choir of soldiers began cheering..  All but one, a lonely greenhorn by the name of John Enkin.  Before he was deployed, his newly married wife informed him that another Enkin was on the way.  She wanted him home, wanted him safe, but nothing she said swayed him.  His call of duty, his pride in himself, was stronger than her fear, stronger than even her love and the love of his unborn child.  But now?  Light years from home and a pariah in his unit, all he wanted to do was hold her one more time.  

The thought of her and his home brought a tear to his eye, one quickly wiped away and cursed. He was already a child in a unit of veterans, being called anything close to weak was the last thing he wanted.  He gritted his teeth and mentally scolded himself, reminding him that he was a soldier fighting under the banner of Tarentum.  They weren’t weak.  As soldiers, they had witnessed death rouse itself to life and fight on, and he swore his spirit would do the same.  

The other soldiers joked and discussed how many of their enemies would die by their hand, but all Jenkins could do was keep quiet and listen to the air around them.  It echoed against the stone walls, tickling the inner canals of a mind riddled with horror.  If he listened closely enough, he could have sworn he heard something in the distance.  Something angry, something moving fast, something that he wouldn’t like.  

He began knocking on the rock wall behind him, trying to alert his comrades without alerting whatever was coming to their presence.  The attempt worked, as they all fell silent and glared at the greenhorn who sheepishly smiled.  He tapped his ear and pointed down the hallways.  Their faces softened, the hallways burping the same sound into their ears and they smiled at him as they readied themselves for what came next.  

Seconds after Jenkins hunkered down behind a large rock that had fallen from the Academy behind him, blaster fire seemed to explode outward and began belching towards them.  A hodge podge of reds and greens assaulted their position, scorch marks embracing the stone. The hall on the northern side regurgitated soldiers of the One Sith, trying to decimate the forces that the Iron Throne had in front of the Academy.  Volleys shot back and forth as Jenkins watched, mouth agape and eyes wide, as the other soldiers of his unit perish.

“Today we prove our worth.”

It played over and over, the last moments of clarity before the haze and fog of battle washed over him.  His rifle had been spewing out rounds, the funk of ozone in the air mingling with sweat.  He had made his mark once, dropping a soldier to the floor.  He fired again, a lucky shot landing right between the eyes.  A third time he fired his weapon and the heart of some poor bastard erupted by the heat of a blaster round.  He celebrated quietly to himself, a moment ruined when he saw the eastern entrance to the area spewing out enemy forces.  He closed his eyes and hoped he had more luck on his side.  

Jenkins wasn’t sure who they were, but their volleys were cutting into both his unit and the One Sith.  He swiveled to aim at the oncoming forces, squeezing the trigger and firing his rifle upon the new forces.  

The high pitched whine of blaster fire was like a swarming buzz of angry, neon insects. Hot, searing, stinging insects who bit and gouged flesh and armor alike. Jenkins' shoulder erupted in searing pain as a shot connected with it. Melting armor. Burned flesh. The neon insects swarmed around him.

 Scorched pockmarks of flesh peeked out from damaged chest plates and ripped clothing.  The scent of death entered his nostrils, the stench of blood and ozone tearing it to shreds as more and more of his comrades met their fate.  Smoke billowed around him, the remains of his unit littering the room.  They had proven their worth, and they had come up wanting.  

And then, nothing mattered. 

The doors to the Academy burst forth in a beautiful explosion of color and energy.  Tendrils of power howled outward and shifted the very foundations of the place, sweeping the dust and pebbles of the Academy into the wind.  Ancient stone was thrown aside, architecture and nature consumed by the very darkness that poured from the Academy.  The temperature, fed by the body heat and turmoil of battle, began to plummet as the energy within the stone walls of Korriban’s Academy grappled its new surrounding..  

Pure, raw dark side energy rippled outward, grasping the beating hearts and conscious minds of those still strong enough to have survived.  It roared with a mighty rage as it swam outward, consuming everything in its path.  Like a monsoon of death and icy hatred, it wrapped itself around the battle that lay just outside its birthing place, drinking in the maelstrom of negativity that exuded from the scene.  


Silence had settled over the battle, only to be banished by the blood curdling scream of a grown man being ripped apart.  A spear of darkness tore through his sternum, his crimson essence spilling onto the ground and mingling with the ancient dust.  His body rose into the air, the powerful energy impaled him and coursing across his body.  Veins bulged and grew as the tendrils of power entered them, traveling through them and absorbing every miniscule piece of the soldier.  Where once there was a human, nothing but inorganic material and granules of matter remained.  

Grown men whimpered like children as they met the same fate, memories that were not their own bleeding into their memories.  Repressed thoughts of anger, forgotten memories of abuse, all raging to the forefront of their minds. With every scream, another soldier became lifted into the air and ripped apart by the mysterious energy.  All of this, the death, the fear, the promise of death, was but a drop in the bucket to the regret that Jenkins had now felt. 

He’d never get to hold her. 

Never get to see his baby smile. 

His pride was unfounded.

His life meaningless. 

Samael’s eyes burst open with glee. He sat up in his bed, sweat still glistening on his chest as he breathed heavily.  It wasn’t fear that roused him from slumber, but excitement.  His pupils were dilated, hands shaky, and a grin had been plastered over his face.  He knew the sensation of feeling one life slip through his fingers, the taste of their last breath on his tongue, but death on this scale? It took all of his focus to not just bask in the delicate joy that was his dream.  He never had trouble sleeping, especially when he had just killed, but dreams were always a hard thing to come by.  He often found himself giddily combing through them to pick out every little meaning. But this was just too good to not share right away.  

 He raced over to his desk, tripping slightly over the sheets that still remained coiled around his legs.  He fingered various keys until the image of his Quaestor popped up before him, and the Sith couldn’t help himself.  The images of death, the memories of mayhem and murder, it caused the Umbaran to forget himself and the protocols of Tarentum.  He could feel his stupid grin on his face, the stench of ozone and urine lingering with the memories of his night.  

“War is coming, Korriban will burn, and we get to be apart of it!” he said, clapping gleefully like a small child.  

Scion stared at the Umbaran briefly, the new addition to his unit giddy like a child.  It worried him that the subject that moved the Umbaran with such fervor was one steeped in death, but every tool had their purpose.  
