CHAPTER 1.0

Time.

After a decade of hiding among the various outback worlds, trying to find new ways in dealing with the Republic and keeping the unity within the ranks of the Vhinech Order, Magus Prophet could feel in his soul that it was indeed time for him to claim what belongs to him by matter of birth right and by matter of destiny; for the Vhinech Order has been in hiding, waiting for the perfect opportunity to rise up and become victorious once again and for Prophet to solidify his legacy as the true Savior of his people. But more importantly for Prophet to unite himself with the only unconquered land that he feels is the only proof of having true power over all. 

For the longest of days and nights on various worlds and dank ships he had thought of all the mistakes he had made and that his people made in handling the plans of controlling the known universe. The loss of Evramora and so many Vhinech still pained the double minds of hundreds that escaped the death of the Nubian Colony; so much so they began to doubt if they were truly the perfect beings to represent the Force.

Now, after years of hit and fade missions and much research towards their origins as a race, Prophet does not care for one non-Vhinech life whatsoever. The Republic was going to die, all of it; the quicker, the more destructive, the better off the Vhinech were. 

More importantly, it was about reuniting with the only being he could truly say he loves the most. If anything all was planned around her and if embracing her was all that was achieved, then Prophet considered it all to be a success. 

He sat in his frozen cave on Hoth, letting himself be enlightened and toughed up by the frigid evening cold that swept into the dwelling from outside The frosty arctic cold tried very hard to burn his dense, exposed flesh on his face, neck, and arms, but was failing as Prophet viewed it as no consequence to him. The chill did pain him, but it was not as painful as the scar that ran from where his right eye socket was and along the right side of his skull, ending where his right ear use to be. There was no pain that will ever match it; although the wound was inflicted upon his head, it was truly meant for his heart. 

And it produced sadness.

Sadness.

Prophet saw sorrow as a blessing for him, for with he it fueled him to become better in every regard. It fueled the Dark Side of the Force, the guiding Force in which he believes in and preaches to others within the Vhinech Order. He focused on healing and the results were very positive; his eye did regenerate and his severed horn, courtesy of Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch’s lightsaber hacking off a massive part of the front tip of it, grew to form. His eye’s set back was that the irises color was all wrong; the iris was yellow, while his unharmed eye was a dark blood red. He did not complain, though; it was proof that the Force was with him and that it never truly left him on Naboo. And every time he meditated, he could feel the healing process still continuing; in time, the scar will be gone. And so will all the pain.

Sorrow also put many things back into focus for him personally, and Magus Prophet took all this time to find that focus; those things that once mattered the most he discovered were one and the same, and therefore both should be sought and be brought under his ownership. He found that in order to do that, he had to find his pride. It was no secret among the many in the ranks below him. Prophet had victory in his grasp, and for one moment in time he lost it very quickly, all thanks to a little, tiny, wee Human of a girl named Juna Rapier.

Juna.

Prophet healed himself because of her. He felt that he had to not because he needed to for his own survival, but to show to her his commitment of needing her. He never had a chance to explain himself to the little Nubian girl that his intentions were truly honorable and just. He did love her, and he would have waited for her to mature to explore such feelings. In the meantime he would have shown her the Force and bring forth the warrior he knew existed deep in that loving, caring soul of hers. Prophet was very sure he could make her an instrument of destruction that would have reflected her title as the Dark Hope of the Sith heavily.

And at the same time give him the feelings and mood he never had before. Juna Rapier did something to him and it could only be described as love, an emotion alien to him for all his life. It was once to him a weakness, and thought so when she had tricked him so easily high above the Tower Maze behind Rapier Manor on her home world, blinded by it because of her. Like everything else in the universe, however, he discovered that love had its blessings just as much as it had its curses. Indeed it motivated him to continue on, encouraged him to continue he’s pursuit of her until she was his. It encouraged him to seek her out now. But he needed time, and he needed to figure how best to have her come to him. He could feel it she will come to him. It was the how that kept him up for days and nights. 

Patients.

Prophet needed time and gotten it, taking his leave of command and given it to Cade Hooley, the Commander in Chief of the Mersader Conglomerate space forces and partners in the conquest of the Republic, which was motivated by their need to end the Trade Federation, a business rival. Like the Vhinech, the Mersader Conglomerate was short on the very things that were needed to fight a war and were becoming hard to gather. The support from the worlds that made up the MerCon union had dropped, many of them leaving the union all together. And in the Vhinech side of the problem was the lack of personnel to fight. The people were losing their will of survival; the very nerve that needed to be poked to force them to fight was made numb by the lost of Evramora. Prophet felt that in order to continue the fight the only way he knew how he would need those very scant few turncoats that ran away to return, and so with patients and thinking thought over on how was the best way to go about it.

 Prophet found it in the least likely of places, two in fact; the Path religion, the ancient belief system both Vhinech and the despised Vhinphyc, a race of creatures Prophet took great pride in making instinct, shared in, and the secret files the Vhinphyckian hierarchy had kept in the advent of ever needing anything from those files to combat any problem. The Vhinphyc were a mighty technological race as well as steadfast brutes, but the one thing that had all ways bothered Prophet deeply as a general was why, with this super technology of theirs, the Vhinphyc choose not to use it. Forget the fact that using such weapons could ruin Vhanba enough to where they could not continue to live on it, but if they were so hard pressed to wipe out the Vhinech, then why not use those weapons that were not so destructive, but effective.

And with these questions brought forth a cargo hold full of questions he never truly considered even way back when he was a child: who was he? Who were his parents? Why did he not truly feel love, or feel being loved, until Juna came into his life? 

Strange it sounded at the time, Prophet could look back at it now from his kneeling position in the ice cave and know it was not strange. In fact it became the key to everything; in obtaining Juna, in destroying the Republic, in destroying the Jedi, and lastly ridding the universe of the one thing that truly stood in his way, the Sith.

It was all there, found encoded within the excerpts of the Path Law, hinted from the secret government files. With time he began to put it all together, going so far as going back to the now dead Vhanba system and actually using the Force to hunt down more pieces of the puzzle. Once it was completed in regards to the Vhinech and him specifically, Magus Prophet would have never believed it if he himself told him so. That after all these years the truth was revealed, and that revelation will soon be the fall of the Republic. They won’t be able to stop it. No one can.

Not even the Vhinphyc Sleeper that was attacking the Vhinech, regardless of affiliation or status, on different fronts with success. To his surprise Prophet found and decoded such instructions by the Vhinphyc premiere to establish a Sleeper has, in the premiere’s own words, ‘the end of the sentence that is the story of the Ignorant’. It was one of the few puzzles he uncovered in his research and it did not make sense until he seen everything that was a secret. With this information, Prophet awaits now for the Sleeper to make a mistake again like he or she did three months ago. He can’t see why the Sleeper won’t now; the need for vengeance is one of the same as carrying out the honorable duty to his or her nation. And if the Sleeper doesn’t soon, then Prophet surmised that he would then create the circumstances in which the mistake will come.

When it becomes reality, the Republic’s destruction is guaranteed. 

But Prophet needed one thing: he needed Juna. More so to love her, but he needed her power as well to do his bidding. That untapped reservoir of pure Dark Side power, and there was still more he need to know about her, like why he was so attracted to her so. She was Human, he is a Vhinech, and they are not the same. And yet even as a child she smelled sweet to his sensitive nose, and her voice, regardless of how it was expressed in tone, beckoned him with the promise of guidance to a better existence. He pondered many times what it would feel like to be touched by Juna; in a calm situation and not like all those times when he was on a rampage and she was afraid. Just imagination alone often times made his large, massive body tremble uncontrollably, instinctively yearning for her most simplest of touches; a caress of her hand, her arms around him, or just to hold his hand. 

Opening his mismatched eyes, he reached out with the Force and called upon the holographic image unit and activated it; it took a moment to have it activate due to his overuse of the unit wearing down of the button. A 6-inch tall holo image of a now adult Juna Rapier appeared, one of which she was in her full ceremonial best as Queen Angelleia of Naboo, a respected and heralded leader. Prophet knew she would be such an icon, but not in this simple, democratic way. She was a goddess in every way, a Goddess that should have the weak and the defeated groveling at her very feet to worship her and pray she does not end them. 

He keyed a button, and the image changed to a close up of her face. She was everything he had envisioned her in becoming and more so. His only regret was that he could not smell her. No spy of his can get that close to gather just a hair of her without her knowing through the Force that they were there, or have her mother, the Black Rose, detect them as well. The best they could do was the holo image, apparently a recording of her when she addressed her people about making efforts towards making peace with the other indigenous life form on Naboo, the Gungans. 

But he did not mind this little piece of visualization. Prophet knows he will get to see her more realistically soon. He will be able to smell her, and smell the changes in her, breathing in and inventorying her musk and making it his; he wanted to smell her so bad it burned his nose and causes it to bleed sometimes. He will touch her tender, tan flesh and cause her to sing praises of him with the quivering of her body. He would let his hand swim through her hair like fresh falling rain and appreciate its softness always. He would hold her, take care of her, and keep her clean and groomed and feed. With her he could control the beast that he was and better himself as a strategist and more importantly as a man. When the time comes he will worship her Temple of Life and beg for entry. Although he could not plant his seed within her Garden of Life, he could still churn her fertile valley and keep her physically happy as a woman. And together they will do wonders no one has ever conceived, and together they will own this galaxy as united mates.

“Soon,” he said quietly to the holo image. He let his hand pass through the image, as if he tried to feel her. Passing through, Prophet could only shut his eyes in pain and his body shook in angered frustration. “Soon, my Juna. My soul mate.” 

Everything will be achieved. His pride would return once Juna comes for him and he takes her. The Republic will be put under such a mountain of doubt that take over will be all too easy. The entire universe will be his and Juna’s and if not, and if it is just Juna than so be it. Together they can develop and deploy far more destructive ways and means to conquer the universe. 

He only needed that one corner piece of the puzzle to get the entire plan in motion. From there the rest of the pieces will fall into place. After seeing the holo for the first time months ago talk about the Gungan scenario Magus Prophet knew that was the key, and so ordered his warriors to bring the key to him.

For now he waits here on Hoth, and decided that he wants to get something nice for his soon to be with him mate. Prophet had looked into such matters and found that Human females do enjoy primal things, sometimes in the way of clothing, or just cloth. He had just the thing to pass the time, and at the same time fill his stomach and fulfill his need to be the animal that he is.

He felt confident by the time he got back the key will be here.

CHAPTER 1.1

With a shove from behind from a Gotal-Vhinech, Nubian fishing industrialist and wanted man on the run Pirus Krendel practically stumbled out of the Vhinech modified Sullustan Moonhauler and onto the hard pack ice below. Hitting the hard surface banged him up good, making his hands get that scratchy, imbedded feeling he once use to feel as kid after falling off his hover bike. Of course the circumstances now were everything but childish. He was on a frozen world of unknown name, and he was outside freezing his ass off in the clothing he had on, this freezing even with the bright sun out overhead.

Unsure what this was about, he asked again, “Are you bounty hunters? Please just tell me that? Please?” The just shoved him ahead, towards a large cave area. Hugging his own body for warmth, he yelled, “At least give me a fricking coat. I’m freezing!”

The being just sneered in contempt; never had they heard a being sound so weak and worthless in their entire existence was the impression they gave. Krendel got the hint and marched as fast as he could for the large cave. Once there his business shoes were ruined and his feet were wet from melting snow and ice. 

Chattering and shaking, he looked around and noted the hordes of different space ships all around; Z-95 Headhunters, Moonhaulers, Trade Federation Scout Ship, Corellian Action II, and a Jedi transport of all things, it’s shape and red hull too distinct to be anything else. If this were a bounty hunter transition point it had it all. Given the Jedi transport, we began to suspect that Her Royal Highness, Queen Angelleia, had used her connections with the Jedi to have them track him down, and perhaps this was a secret station point for operating in the Outer Rim; good place because who in their right mind would want to live here.

The sound of an elevator lift door opening brought all their attentions towards it, and out stepped a group of Humans all lead out by Cade Hooley. The man smiled and said with an extending hand, “Pirus Krendel, it’s been a while. I hope you enjoyed your trip.”

Pirus Krendel slowly extended his hand and shook hands with Hooley, who was the Mersader Conglomerate’s business Chief Executive Officer only a decade earlier. The one time Republic Naval Admiral had returned to the battlefield since, but in the old days they were acquaintances. The old days when Krendel was not a wanted man on the run from Her Royal Highness Queen Angelleia of Naboo; curse her heart. “Too long under the circumstances, Cade. But you don’t mind me saying, it is smecking cold!”

“Easily remedied.” Hooley waved his hand, and one of the aliens in his group took off his heavy survival coat and his gloves and handed it to Krendel. Krendel threw it all on as quickly as he could. Hooley looked at his feet and turned back to now freezing Vhinech. “Get yourself another coat from stores, and get Mister Krendel pack boots. Size 12, right?” Krendel nodded and the Vhinech left. “Forgive the treatment, but you understand that we are in the middle of a war and discretion is the better part of valor at this time.”

Krendel snorted in contempt. “Your war, Cade, not mine. And where does it say that common courtesy should go on the way side of valor? Your fricking brutes could have treated me better. At first I thought they were bounty hunters taking me back to Naboo. They grabbed me by force, I fell unconscious and now here I am being shoved across a frozen ice ball.”

Hooley stepped close to Krendel and began to escort him away from the others, which he waved a hand to them to stay per his order. They did and he and Krendel got close to a starship. Hooley said, “Watch what you say here, Pirus. These Vhinech will split you in two even if you were my guest.”

“Your guest-!”

Hooley waved him silent. “Like it or not you are, but you are their leader’s guest. And face it your financial resources that you were able to liquidate from your accounts before Queen Angelleia had them froze have been gone for quite some time. That’s why you have been stuck on Sernpidal for the past 5 months after having moved from planet to planet every week. And that is why you did not have any of your bodyguards with you when the Vhinech Order put you under their protective custody. You were being watched, and that informant had sold you to a few bounty hunters. The informant and the bounty hunters have been taken care of. So why don’t you enjoy our hospitality, short on manners and warmth but in your case welcomed, for the moment.”

Krendel showed his ever growing surprise with every word Hooley spoke. The war admiral was very well informed, too informed in fact. He asked, “How in the hell can you know all that? And I mean not just my end of things?”

“With the Vhinech there are no secrets in the galaxy. They know them all, even the exact time Chancellor Valorum gets up in the morning and on which side of the bed he awakes on.” The Vhinech returned with the pack boots and gave them to Krendel with a forced shove. After he put them on, Hooley escorted him towards the entrance of the naturally made hanger bay and gestured outward. “There’s someone that will like to talk to you and make you an offer you can’t refuse.”

“Where is he, I don’t see him out-.” Krendel realized why Hooley was gesturing outside. Not just outside, but out there, towards the empty, vast, white, frozen solid wilderness. “You’ve got to be joking?”

“Magus Prophet does not make jokes,” Hooley said seriously. “He ensured your continued freedom, Pirus, like it or not. You owe him this discussion.”

Krendel could see the sky changing color, from a blue hue to a dark blue hue. The clouds were beginning to roll in from the mountains, guaranteeing snow as soon as Hoth’s star sets. “I’ll smecking die out there!”

Hooley grabbed his arm to shut him up and whispered, “If you don’t go, you will die in here.” He gestured his eyes towards the Vhinech still standing a distance away. The looks in there eyes betrayed their desire to hurt Krendel badly for his loud mouth. “They refrain because Prophet tells them so. Look, Prophet does want to talk to you, but you are going to have to prove yourself to him, to see if you are not a waste of his time, and that means walking out there to go see him.”

Hooley pulled a still reluctant Krendel outside with him and he pointed out straight from their position. “You see the flag?” Krendel nodded; the flag was a blaze orange marker standing high above a rock formation some 5 meters or so above the snowy fields, approximately several hundred meters away. “There are more flags beyond that one, going in a straight line to the meeting place. Follow them, and you will be fine.”

Still with uptight reluctance in his body movement, Pirus Krendel finally moved towards the flag, occasionally looking back to look into Cade Hooley’s eyes to curse him. Krendel felt this all below him, to travel out into the bleak was made more for soldiers and peasants and he was neither. Given the alternatives still staring at him, what choice did he actually have.

CHAPTER 1.2

After nearly an hour of walking, the harsh elements were taking their toll on Krendel. As surmised the snow began to fell, and with it came a stiff wind that zapped the warmth from his body regardless of any clothing he had. His face had grown numb first, followed by his neck and his ears in spite of the wool hood drawn over his head; probably the only thing protecting his brain, for the moment, from failing. 

The flags, although naturally bright thanks to their coloring, were steadily vanishing with each passing moment of the light fading from the sky and from Krendel’s view. They continued to be space meters apart, and the darkness was shortening the range of his vision. Remembering what Hooley told him about a straight line, Krendel continued to trek straight ahead, finding every flag after noting he was just to the right or left of it by 10 meters or so. 

As he continued onward for a long time, he realized that he had went too far since the last marker. Looking around and see nothing but the veil of darkness, Krendel began to let frost panic finally get to him. He was nearly frozen, he was lost, and there was no one out here to save him. With desperation, Krendel began to run to his right and yelled loudly in the hopes that this Magus Prophet could hear him and perhaps tell him where to go. Or come get him. If anything just to keep him alive. He couldn’t die out here. He was Pirus Krendel, one of the wealthiest men in the galaxy. This was not his destiny…

He fell down through the snow, sucked down by a hidden sinkhole, and fell a considerable, bump filled distance down. Landing and looking around, he found himself in a cave. Krendel noted loudly in sarcasm, “Well isn’t this just perfect. Why not here? It’s like a tomb. Out there, I would have been just a frozen monument of stupidity. If I die here, no one will know how much of a stupid jackass I am for being out here.” 

But something caught his eye, a flicker of light radiating off the walls smoothed by frozen water. Heading towards the source he found it growing brighter in intensity, and upon rounding the corner he found a large thermoilluminator, a special survival device that provides both heat, fire for cooking, and bright light. With remaining strength Krendel rushed towards it and nearly threw his body upon it. The heat immediately turned the sheen of frost on his face into dampening water, and he could feel his fingers and toes again after a minute or so.

His shaking ceased now, Krendel surmised that he stumbled upon the meeting site. It had to be because who would be stupid enough to want to live on this planet. 

Looking around, he said, “Hello? Hello, Mister Prophet?” 

When there was no answer he strode around, but not too far from the only heat source within his sight line. He came across a few items of curiosity; a holoimager, a rather large cylinder with an opening at the end with a jewel emitter that could barely fit in his hands upon inspecting it, a leather bound, loose in dexterity book with writing on the cover and on the inside symbolic writing that made no sense to him, ancient papers judging by the yellowing and brittleness enwrapped in protective plastic to ensure their longevity filled with the alien writing, but some of the images appeared biological in nature which included several hand drawn images of a DNA helix, and various other knickknacks of interest.

“I come out here,” noted Krendel with loud disgust, “and I get shafted.” He didn’t like to wait for anyone, and was growing tired of it. Hearing the wind howl outside though made him think twice about leaving. So he kept looking around to get more of a hint of who this Prophet was. He only knows what Cade Hooley told him, a leader of the Vhinech. The same Vhinech that did take over Evramora and caused its destruction, and the same Vhinech that had stormed the Palace of Theed during Queen Landana’s reign. Both points ended with them failing. After that, Krendel hasn’t heard a damn thing about them. Nothing more than a passing head cold of threat and interest to him, and honestly he couldn’t look at this Prophet as nothing more than a failure.

Krendel scuttled about until he came across blood. Bright red, frozen into the ground for Ocean knows how long. It was a blood trail for sure, one that led him to a poorly lit section of cave. He smelled it first upon nearing the area where the blood ended, a combination of blood and some decay. Such smells of death he knew of upon coming across dead animals on is property and this was that smell. He backed up in disgust, and pondered why such a man of great importance would allow rotting carcasses to be here.

Krendel just turned around in time to have a large, white furred, heavily fanged beast land on top of him, it’s eyes showing great fury and staring blanklessly at him. Landing hard on his back he recovered and panicked, unsure if he was being attacked or not by the wholly beast until he realized that the roar he had heard upon the dead creature’s ‘attack’ did not come from it. It came from the source of the beast’s arrival; out towards the exit and the frozen tundra. The Nubian did all he could to extract himself from under the beast, but the businessman had no leverage and had no strength to move the dead body that pinned him down. 

Loud thumps made Pirus Krendel stop and look again towards the entranceway and as the source of the thumps became apparent within the light glow he held back a womanly shriek. The…thing was humongous beyond belief and seemed unhindered by the snow and ice that clung to his barely clothed form, nor did the bloody gore that dripped from his black horns and stained his mouth cause him to shy away to correct his errand vanity. The horrible thing finally reached him and seemed both satisfied and annoyed with Krendel’s fear. 

“You found me. The Force has indeed guided you to our destined meeting,” said Magus Prophet. With an amusing smile, he grabbed the beast that weighed Krendel down. “And I see you have met the wampa.” 

He pulled the dead animal off Krendel with ease. Krendel measured the ice creature again and realized in horror that if this is Magus Prophet he killed it with his bare hands. There were wounds consistent with the radius of the horned entity’s mouth around the beast’s neck. 

With some short, labored grunts, Prophet said, “You are worthy of my time.” Dragging the beast toward the thermoilluminator, he sat down on an icy stump and looked at Krendel, finally looking disenchanted by the Human’s lack of movement. “You must continue to be worthy of my time, Pirus Krendel. I advise you to make efforts, or I will make better use of my time roasting you over the fire than having you sit by it to listen to what I have to offer.”

Krendel knew a hint of death when he heard it and beat feet to the heater, trying not to think of all the guts and gore that had now stained his body. He swallowed air deeply to bring himself to calm, still wondering which frightened him more, the dead beast that caught him off guard by landing on him, or the live beast that looked at him with mismatched eyes of evil. Krendel sat down and was about to say something, but Prophet cut him off with his deep, bass filled voice. “Do you wish to eat first, before we discuss your destiny?”

Krendel was not too sure how to respond to that. After all he never ate his lunch near captured fish at the fishery plant in which he held ownership over, so why start eating around dead matter. But it had been a while since he ate, and hunger as well as the cold was eclipsing any possible sickness at the moment. Besides, it appeared that this Prophet had some manners despite his animalistic nature. Aliens all ways surprised Krendel, most often in disgust, but he has learned to live with it. 

“Anything hot and ready would be appreciated,” he said with hope.

Prophet nodded, and with his jagged hand he punched through the presumably dead animal’s chest and rib cage with crackling force and in one smooth motion pulled out a steaming hot, blood soaked heart. The wampa let out a hollowed, dying roar just as Prophet pulled out the still beating organ, and Krendel realized in stomach turning revulsion that the thing was still alive; possibly stunned or made paralyzed by the unholy entity that had his large hand rummaging through it’s chest just moments ago. Prophet then tossed the extracted vessel towards Krendel, who caught it and juggled the bloody mess around comically and let it fall to the snow and ice. He covered his mouth in revulsion, and then realized that he had blood now on his hands and on his mouth. He turned pale and green, and just sat down flat in shock. He coughed and gagged shortly thereafter. 

Krendel muttered silently, still fighting to keep whatever he did have left in his body down, “I don’t mean something like that.”

“And that is the weakness that will befall everyone that opposes me.” Prophet raised his hand and the heart flew to him; being an educated man, Krendel knew the Force when he saw it and this Prophet could use it. He bit into it, his sharp teeth growing longer the muscles in his jaw contracted to his movements, and chewed with his mouth open, spitting globs of red juices all over. “You forget that you are animals, and that you desires of prey are misguided. You have forsaken your primal past, and therefore you have become the prey. As the ultimate of predators, I will rule you all because of it.”

“I…I don’t follow.”

“Take you, Pirus Krendel. You believe yourself to be a predator of both business and politics. You stalk the very things that matter to you the most: ownership, power, and prestige. These elements are found in all males searching for dominance and territory. In the so-called civilized society that makes up the Republic, or Naboo in your example, that is all you have to demonstrate your predatorily superiority.” He swallowed the piece of meat he had been chewing on. “But it is meaningless for it does not shed blood. It produces no fear. No thrill. The chase is dictated not by you or the prey but by laws and rules that have no merit. And therefore you are prone to failure due to incompetence and boredom.”

Krendel got up and said flippantly, “Now look here, Mister Prophet. I feel that I am a successful…predator. Maybe not like you…no way in hell like you…but I still conquered my mountains put in from me.”

“Then explain why you run with a clear urine trail following in your wake from a female you think is not worthy to rule you?” Krendel frowned a little at the notion, but Prophet just ripped off more heart and brought the Nubian’s look back to a neutral, about to throw up, setting. “Because you decided to go after a far stronger predator with no means to kill her. One such as yourself was a fool to think of Juna Rapier as nothing more than her father’s fawn, helpless as soon as the speeder lights of political trickery blinded her. Alas she has found you out, and now you run from your failure. I wonder who truly is the woman in this sorry tale of politics? Obviously not the one wearing the pretty royal red dresses.”

Krendel sat back down and ignored that insult directed towards him. Even though a lie to him, he wasn’t going to say it to a…thing that gets his jollies ripping hearts out of chest. He said, “You’re talking about Queen Angelleia. I am surprised that you know her real name. It’s not common knowledge outside the Royal Court.”

“I know so much about her than you can’t possibly imagine, Pirus Krendel. I know she is my equal as a predator. Our ways of existing as such are diametrically different, but we are indeed the same. She does kill when the need calls for it. I kill when I am hungry, be it to fill my stomach or to obtain rule over anyone and anything.” Prophet sat back and mused, “Why do you seek to ‘kill’ her in a metaphoric sense? Is it because of her father? Tell me, how did he dishonored so to cause you to carry the vendetta onto his only daughter?”

Krendel cleared his throat and thought for a few moments. He said, “Metaphorically, the Rapier Clan has been the alphas when it comes to power. It seems like every generation there’s a Rapier in the Republic Senate, or a providence leader, or a member of the Royal Cabinet. They turned their back to the seas and not only embraced technology but have made everyone embrace THEIR thinking. They make the money and they say to hell with their humble beginnings. And you know, metaphorically, they are THE GAME. You beat them, you own the universe.” 

“Spoken like a man willing to embrace the animal he never was.” Prophet looked at Krendel very slowly from having stared at the heart left in his hands while Krendel ranted. “I brought you here to impress you into the Vhinech cause. Do my bidding, and I will guarantee you predatory dominance.”

“And what is my guarantee?”

“Ownership, power, and prestige that is involved with the Throne of Naboo.” Prophet craned his head to one side. “I will put your son in power, Pirus Krendel. He will become King, and grant you immunity for your crimes. He loves you too much to keep you running as a wanted man. You will have your freedom again, and I assure you a proper revenge against the Rapier Clan.” He watched the Human suddenly lean forward in interest; hardly keeping himself contained with his curiosity now peaked. “Do you desire what I will tell you?”

Krendel said with no apprehension in his voice, “Anything to make me a free and an unhindered man again I will take it. I have been pushed and pulled long enough by that bitch and her family.” 

Prophet frowned at him very darkly and the heart in his hand became nothing but blood sauce within it’s tightening grip, standing up and reaching the small being in one stride. Krendel appeared to be a man ready to run for his life, not sure what had said or done to anger the monster in front of him. Perhaps he grew tired of the taste of his catch and now wanted to rip his heart out. However, Prophet said, “Your heart would be small and taste like sour shit to me, Pirus Krendel. And I don’t eat shit. I scoop it up with a shovel and throw it away, like all those who have no honor or courage.” He closed his eyes as a curling growl rumbled out of his lips as he spoke. “A simple yes or no, from a simple man like you, will do.”

“Y-Yeah, yes, sure,” said Krendel with a quickening nod. If a creature like him could read his mind, then Magus Prophet was quite capable of doing much, much hurting. The Vhinech turned to walk back to his stump, and Krendel asked, “But after listening to what you offer, what if I-.”

Prophet spun and caught Krendel’s head in his grasp. Krendel could only sputter noises of fright, leaking his fear down his leg at the impossibility of Prophet gripping his head as if were a round fruit. His nose was broken and bleeding from the creature’s palm covering his entire face tightly. Prophet’s physical power was soon felt as he applied the smallest of pressure to Krendel’s skull, causing the Human to let out sounds of pain that was gagged off by butt of Prophet’s palm. Prophet then lifted him off the ground that way and let Krendel dangle painfully and worthlessly; his legs kicked around, trying to find the ground a full meter below him. And he continued to rise upward, grabbing on to Prophet’s wrist with both hands and doing all he could to pull his body up to levitate the pressure on his neck and head. It was a life saving maneuver that could not last for very long.

Prophet spoke to him. “This is an offer you have no choice but to accept. Deny it, and I will do Her Royal Highness a favor and spare her the need to hold a trial against you. All I have to do is squeeze.” He released Krendel, who crashed red faced to the ground; red from the exertion and red with wet blood from his nose.

Finally he said with tears in his eyes and defeat in his heart, “I have no choice.” 

Prophet looked at him and with a growing smile said, “Desperate men don’t. And you are a desperate man, Pirus Krendel.” Prophet walked away and disappeared in the darkness. As Krendel stood up to regain his composure, Prophet came back and threw something large, white, and heavy at him. He caught it and nearly fell down, then looked upon it to discover that it was an animal skin similar to the beast that Prophet was eating. Prophet said, “My people will take you to an undisclosed location and protect you. When the time comes I will call upon your services. You will do what I tell you at that time, and by the very letter of my order. You do so, and King Veruna, your son, will come to be. A desperate man you shall cease to be. And the Rapiers will be no more.”

Krendel watched Prophet pull out a tracking device from a leathery pouch and tossed it to him. Catching it, the Nubian was still bewildered by everything and so wasn’t sure why he was given the woolly cape and tracker. Finally the Vhinech leader produced the rope, grabbed the cape from Krendel, and threw it on him. He took the rope and expertly tied it on to where it covered Krendel’s body, and finally said, “If you trust me, and if you are still worthy of my time, then you will succeed in finding your way back with these items I give you.”

Krendel snapped out of it. “You’re joking! It’s a blizzard out there, Mister Prophet!”

“And it won’t be very warm and inviting in here either, especially if you continue to disobey and disrespect me.” He gestured towards the thermoilluminator and it turned off. Instantly the entire cave grew 30 degrees colder and nearly pitch black. Prophet, turning on a portable illuminator and giving it to Krendel, did not appear affected by the climate change in the small light’s glow. “For now on, I am your Magus. Not Mister, not commander. You will address me so. Clear.”

“Yes,” said Krendel and immediately shrunk back from Prophet’s stern gaze. “Yes My Magus.”

“Good,” said Prophet, and shoved Krendel towards the exit. He said to him, “Have faith in me, my Pawn, and you will be ensured a long life.”

Krendel quickly started moving, all the while feeling good about the possibilities of finally, finally at last, getting something over the Rapier Clan; even though dead Bendian Rapier was going to get paid back for what he had done to him, and his treacherous offspring was going to get her just due. 

But also reminding himself that if he is a pawn in a game in which Magus Prophet controls he could easily be sacrificed when the time comes. And that sacrifice will be bloody indeed. Like any good game a chess Krendel had to do best what all pawns needed to do to survive a long life; let the player see his worth and make the moves necessary to capture the Queen.

 And Angelleia was that Queen.
