Soon after the fall of Cocytus

IMS Tipoca II

Deep Space

Music: March of Destruction – Two Steps From Hell (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CLlYeD2gNb4)

Rasilvenaira was just as shocked and stunned as the rest of her Clan and House as the proof of their home's destruction played out in the holo feeds. The Sith listened to their Emperor's words as the full scope of the announcement and news hit home in her mind. She took a few steps forward and his gaze turned toward her. The Battlelord's obsidian eyes locked on the man, her hatred for him burning deep within them. Xen'Mordin's emerald eyes met her furious glare. The Adept simply shrugged and turned his back on her, focusing his attentions elsewhere on the matters at hand. 

The Sith growled at the Elder's casual dismissal and her hand tightened on the hilt of her weapon for a brief moment. Finally, Rasilvenaira turned on her heels and walked away. She kept walking, not caring where her feet carried her. The Battlelord's mind struggled to process the reality that had been thrust upon it, and wanted very much to reject that reality but could not. She knew the truth, even if she wanted to deny it with every fiber of her being. The echoes of that destruction would ripple outward through the Force for days, maybe longer, as the planets died. When Rasilvenaira finally stopped long enough to see where she had ended up. She found herself at one of the station's vast observation decks. View ports looked out over the calm, uncaring black of space with the timeless stars bearing silent witness as they always would.

Music: After the Fall – Two Steps From Hell (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwdhZRJZ6FA)

Rasilvenaira closed her eyes tightly. Though it did little to stem the flood of memories that plunged through her mind and heart, searing like white hot daggers. The Cocytus system had been the one place out of her lifetime of wandering that she had been willing to call home. Rasilvenaira had poured much of herself into the planets and the Clan, but especially her beloved Ptolomea. She had truly found herself there, each planet known intimately as they would leave their marks on her. Now they left behind an unfathomable void that would only grow to fuel the darkness in her soul.

So many innocent lives lost, planets laid to waste, a fleet reduced to scrap. An entire star system reduced to rubble and ash. For what? The thoughts churned in her mind like an unholy tempest unleashed. Of course, why else? A display of power, a clear and unmistakable message.

Music: Crimson Tide – GRV Music & Hans Zimmer  (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0t9mxvVFOzo)

The steady sound of footsteps, followed by a firm hand coming to rest on her shoulder drew Rasilvenaira out of her memories. She shook her head hard, having lost track of time. The Sith glanced back over her shoulder to meet the concerned face of her master, Xan Phraz-Etar. 

“Ras?” He left the rest of his question unspoken as he squeezed her shoulder lightly before letting his hand drop back to his side, resting against the hilt of his lightsaber.

Rasilvenaira sighed and turned to face her master, shrugging, “I'll be fine.” 

Xan nodded, “You plan on killing him don't you?” 

The Battlelord nodded. “Of course I do. Blood calls out for blood.” 

The Battlemaster frowned as he studied his apprentice. “You know who the real target *should* be, right?” 

“Is,” she corrected him. Rasilvenaira tilted her head, anticipating her master's thoughts. “Aye. But now is not the time.” 

He nodded solemnly, knowing his apprentice all too well. “Just be careful, please?” 

Rasilvenaira nodded, “I always am. When the time *is* this right death and destruction will be repaid ten fold.” 

Xan shrugged, “Don't let it consume you. The important thing is that we survived. The Clan survived.” 

The Battlelord studied her master for a long moment before turning to look back out on the unfeeling stars. She sighed heavily, “'Stand among the ashes of a trillion dead souls...”

“...and ask the ghosts if honor matters.'' Xan finished as he moved to stand beside her. “It has to matter, Ras. The Clan is going to need us. We have to believe in that and hold on to it, aye?” 

The Sith's dark eyes regarded the silent darkness of space and she nodded. “That will have to do, for now.” 

Music: Prepare for the End – Epic Score (https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=19G0I7xHQBM)
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