CHAPTER 91.0

After some time had passed and he examined everything in mind, Prophet snarled his disapproval at not finding a solution to the mystery. He was a firm believer that the unexplainable could be explained, that matters just didn’t happen as some of those who wished not to take any responsibility for anything, especially those who have made mistakes great and small, would utter in excuses to cover themselves; particularly to avoid execution. Without being there when it occurred was the fact that hindered his progress. His study was based through the observations of a non-Force sensitive being, and that limited the scope of his view; it wasn’t an excuse, it was just plain fact. Just as it was plain fact he wasn’t going to solve the riddle. His solace was found in the fact that Juna didn’t seem to notice how the attack on the Yaltma had really happened either. 

Prophet’s hands began to tremble again, very slightly. He wanted to touch her again. Her soft skin. Her comforting hair. Her lips…

With his eyes still closed, Prophet thunderclap his hands together, producing a loud sound crossed between a slap and whip crack. The impact created a tingling discomfort in the nerve endings of his palms, the needles chasing away the trembling. The involuntary movements bothered him, the impulses to react to them gathering strength bothered him even more. They were signs of him losing control of what he had, and what he had was Juna. He didn’t dare force himself on to her; he needed her spirit whole for their destiny, and as history has shown on Vhanba muses had a tendency to not only inspire their followers but also kill them in a moment. Especially when the muse had been in bondage. The most clearest of those examples was Presence ending Overlord’s reign, for years his slave and wife whose tribe he killed without mercy when she was a mere child. Presence went through hell as Overlord’s faithful slave in the beginning, and even when he married her and proclaimed her empress he still held a long leash to her slave collar. She had patience, and 400 years later she killed him, and his death by her hands created the mightiest of all civilizations. Such power was only regulated to the chosen few, which undoubted now in the present only one would gain such clout from his ending.

As a reverend of the Old Ways, Prophet knew to heed such scripture; not necessarily abide by them to the letter, but at least keep in mind the sentences. Again, he had to maintain a delicate balance with Juna, between keeping her in the dark as it were to the truth and admitting those truths he knows. All the while he had to temper it with wisdom, and also he had to prove to her his love. How could he if just made her love him?

Such a truth was also beset in the past, but it was only known to the chosen few, better known as the Children of Presence; such things not discussed in the Path Bible, for many would challenge their validity as foul and full of lies. Overlord had indeed married Presence, made her empress, and gave her a kingdom to oversee more than rule. Such rule, however, kept them apart; obviously the Overlord wanted it that way because although he felt he had an obligation to his most faithful slave, now his wife, he wasn’t going to become a non-abuser of his conquered territory. He violated their vows constantly: adultery and honoring the wife primarily. When he wanted her, Overlord went to her, sometimes taking months to reach her through the snows. When he got there, the untold stories told of ‘great rapture that unsettled nations’, or simply put he raped Presence right there in front of her council. If he didn’t go he simple ordered someone else to do it; with the Force he could tell if the sent ‘messenger’ then delivered the ‘message’, and the fear of his reprisal guaranteed no mistakes in the delivery. Sometimes it was done to test Presence’s loyalty to him, to see if she would still obey him without question. Every time it got more and more perverse.

Prophet didn’t want that in his life, or that kind of life for Juna. Although he felt her to be the purest of breeds of warrior, she did not live the hard life he did. And galactic history had a long running stage play knack about it; the players may change, but the story stayed the same with every performance; history just repeated itself.

With that said there were many that would look into his past success and make the case that Magus Prophet was the worst example of expressing a peaceful clarity let alone touch the heart of a female. They were correct to some extent; alas has he told the MerCons earlier in the day about absolute peace through absolute victory from absolute extinction, he was a true believer of death being the ultimate solution whenever possible; diplomacy only buys time, treaties only guaranteed at least one party control – usually the weakest nation -, and letting the children of slain fathers live just kept the fires of war burning. Perhaps they were right, although they had to admit – that is if those who held that opinion were still alive – he was still breathing. He enjoyed war, the taste of blood, the emotions it generated; you can’t find them in peace except in the aftermath of conquest, when one who craved those things could just relive it over and over with the subjects of their rule.

That painted a picture that some of the Vhinech, and many Vhinphyc, shared when they analyzed Prophet; that he was an astute student of the art of war preached by the Overlord. Truth was he didn’t admire the Overlord for the Vhinphyc was a fool. The elements of the Force, light or Dark, are based on the thoughts and feelings of thinking beings; the driving influence that powers the continuity of the Force and keep it in existence. Overlord slaughtered billions of his kind in his quest to rule all, creating an unseen trade off not realized until his death; with their deaths, Overlord ensured and guaranteed that retaliation would be minimal to none, but in turn it took away replenishing sources of fresh, thinking, emotionally driven Living Force energy. In short he cut off his main sources of power and basically committed suicide. When one’s influence is not stretched beyond the borders of the planet one does not have a hold on universal power. One would also say that with that point, Prophet’s ideology was the same and therefore he was flawed.

They were wrong.

Granted Prophet strived for a little less life to bother him, and indeed in order to control something as large as a galaxy one needed to lessen the number of debaters. However he wasn’t looking for subjects to obey his rule. In fact if all went well according to plan, in a time span that may take one to ten years to complete, he and his Juna will generally have the wide open spaces of the galaxy all to themselves.

All of it.

All. Of. It. To. Them. Selves. 

Impossible? Not when Juna becomes his wife, and together they will watch it unfold. Her help, her input with her abilities, will make her a far greater asset to him that Presence ever was to the Overlord; Juna was the muse, but she was also an amplifier of his abilities. Prophet was going to treat Juna with a great affection, and do his damnedest to ensure her happiness by giving her a life far more rewarding than anything she had experienced to date. It was going to take his will to do it, and not an animalistic approach. Not a total forcible action to do it, although some bit of push and pull had to be done. But what relationship in history didn’t have a form of manipulation?

As he discovered in his readings of the Human existence – which apparently was shared by all beings but because of society, law, or otherwise it looked different – manipulation occurred even at the most deeply intimate level. It bothered Prophet because some of it seemed like excuses to cover up failure or an impotency of ability; a good example would be Pirus Krendel’s mate sleeping with Bendian Rapier; obviously he had wronged her and didn’t fulfill her needs, and whatever excuse he had wasn’t enough to keep her from straying. There were other examples; some females they had to perform sexual acts – acts they did not like – with their mates in order to get the smallest things done or gain possession of something they needed. Exactly what kind of a marriage was that? Not a mutual one. Not one of sharing. One may say that he was doing that with Juna, but truth was he was helping her as a soon to be husband would to a soon to be wife who was lead down a path of lies. When she embraces him it would stop, and together they will mutually love one another and conquer together.

That was still ahead in the future. He had the here and now to figure out. No, he wouldn’t repeat Overlord’s failure. To hell with anyone else: Juna was his only focus. She will make him the perfect being, and he will make her the perfect mate. He would unleash her potential and blind everyone with her kinetic charisma. He…

“My Magus,” peeped his Yaltma Deannta. “Forgive the intrusion-.”

“Have I told you to never to disturb me when I was here,” Prophet said. “I should only have to tell you once.”

Before he could continue, a welcomed scent entered his nose and a voice broke his retorting thoughts. “I was done eating, so I asked Deannta where you were. She was only showing me the way.”

Prophet didn’t need to open his eyes to see that it was Juna who spoke. He smelled her. He heard her. He could feel her through the Force. All his sensory collecting devices though needed to be satisfied with her presence, and a visual of her was going to nurture his eyes. He opened one, his yellow right eye. When he saw her his other eye followed involuntarily and his mouth became unhinged, usually an action associated with the need to bite into something very large. Very few things distracted him, and very fewer things caused such reactions.

But that was the power Juna Rapier had over him. And his influence, indeed, has worked.

CHAPTER 91.1

Watching him gulp hard and rise to his feet with his mouth held open wide enough to where a battleship could cruise in and out with relative ease, Juna felt herself getting redder than the color of her very provocative appearance in embarrassment, and she couldn’t help to let her arms slowly rise to use the loose hanging sleeves to cover her torso, and a hand finding an opposite bare shoulder to latch on to engage the covering shield. It wasn’t her idea, or even Faradi’s idea, to wear what she dubbed as a dress gown made of blood, and if she had her choice she wouldn’t have worn it, but it was obvious judging by Prophet’s reaction that it was his choice, that Deannta’s selection wasn’t random when the Yaltma returned with the ensemble; he bore a reaction that foretold that in his wildest dreams he never expected her to look so profoundly ravishing.

It was one of those moments Juna wanted to find a blanket and hide under. Her dress was more than a provocative thought provoker, but a screaming halt meant to cause a traffic accident; if she dared walked down a street of Coruscant wearing such an outfit an accident would happen. The majority surface and material of the dress was a medium weight, non-transparent, bright red – a color she found to resemble artery blood - that hung off her hips in a traditional long skirt and her arms loosely like a mythical sorceress; not a bad characterization given that she was currently bewitching her jailer. The bright color drew the attention so Prophet couldn’t miss the dark red – vein blood – velvet corset-like top that barely – and barely was the word – covered her torso and defined her shape. The front had five holes; four of them in pairs of two cut evenly to expose much of her trim stomach, and one small one right over her belly button; she had a feeling something was meant to be there in her navel, but she was drawing a blank as to what. The rest of it was almost imaginary; an elaborate bra section covered her round breasts just barely over the nipples and exposed the rest of her cleavage, chest and her shoulders. Her backside was fully exposed; just enough material ran down the sides to connect everything to the dress skirting; her krayt dragon tattoo on full display for everyone to see from behind. It all came together around her neck in a choker-like form that was laced together by black laces in the back. Deannta obviously supplied the numbers for the dress to fit so snuggly and right, and she knew Juna’s shape details. Her hair was in the traditional Nubian ‘lacy’ thick and long hairstyle; bonneted top with draping locks down the sides and a great big, thick ponytail that came from the center of the bonnet. The added touch of a red hair veil draped down her exposed back to generate at least some resemblance of innocence, but it did Juna no favors, as the transparent material didn’t hide her bare back. Deannta’s skills as a handmaiden came over in the detailing of her makeup, which was minor in coverage, a matching bright red on the nails and dark red on the lips. No touches to the rest of her face; her tan skin was too perfect a background and gave the dress a perfect contrast.

Although she kept telling herself that in society her level of dress currently was modest in sophisticated evening style, Juna continued to shyly blush with her feelings of nakedness. To her it was like she was still wearing nothing, still walking around without anything on; in an attire that should have left her skin victim to the slight chill of the atmosphere but her feelings generated a radiance of heat. She started blushing long ago when she saw it come together on her body, and she just knew Prophet was going to act the way he did. Ironically in as little as two days Juna seen three sides of Prophet she never seen before: sincere sadness, kindness, and absolute stunned to bewildered stupidity. She doubted very much that he could think, and she didn’t need the Force to confirm it; all there was missing from him was the drooling…

She thought too soon; a small dribble of spit escaped his mouth, forcing him to break out of his frozen contemplation and catching what fell. Juna wasn’t sure what to do now, and it didn’t help he was drooling.

“Just relax,” came Faradi’s voice from her right. With her head tucked down a little, Juna ventured her eyes that way and it looked like she was avoiding Prophet’s eye contact when in fact she was looking at her unseen ally. Dressed in the exact same ensemble, Faradi looked far more confident and although the spirit was larger in muscle it didn’t kill the intent of the attire to draw attention or broadcast the sexual innuendoes attached to it. “Take it all slow. You are doing fine.”

At first it took a doing getting used to Faradi’s presence when Juna had asked Deannta back into the bathroom, where her friend escorted her to a dressing room filled with dresses and gowns; stuff they bypassed for the Yaltma had all ready Prophet’s chosen dress for her; and undoubtedly the rest of the clothes all had that certain erotic quality to them. Systematically like when she was a handmaiden Deannta changed too out of Juna’s sight; a reddish-purple color Yaltma attire instead of the traditional blue. There was a few moments during the clothing that Faradi gave Juna a few pointers and she nodded or mumbled something, which Deannta would look at her oddly and ask from time to time if Juna was talking to her; not Mistress like before, which Faradi explained to Juna was just a change by Prophet in the plans. Juna was always one to make eye contact with someone when they spoke, exceptions being in a cockpit; it was all part of her Royal training, and it was hard to ask her to debug over a decade’s worth of manner lessons.

“I won’t impose on your privacy,” Juna finally said at Faradi’s behest. Faradi made hand signals, and she turned to walk away. “I’ll go.”

“No, no, wait, no stop,” was Prophet’s rather boyish-for-a-deep-bass-speaking-for-a-man response. Juna turned around in time to watch the always sure-footed monster actually stumble, trip, and about impaled his leg with one of his horns. Faradi chuckled just slightly, and just for a brief moment Juna cracked a smirk: Force, would it had been something if that misstep was what ended the horror. She stopped though when the reality was that something this complicated wasn’t going to end so easily, and when his head came up; Juna didn’t want to give him the wrong idea with the smile.

He stood up, and as always he loomed large over her. The important note to all of this was they were both clothed, or what passed as clothing for her in her humble opinion. And thank goodness for that!
“I…well…er,” he began as he approached her, settling on arms reach distance from her to close his eyes and reset himself. A quiet snort escaped his nose and he opened his eyes. “Forgive me. I did not know it was you.”

Juna, who hadn’t put her arms down since putting them up, took note of his curious eyes trying to look past her protection. She said, “Probably because I don’t dress like this.” Her short-lived joy of his stumbling was a distant memory, and so was her little bit of distraction humor, as he continued to just barely more his eyes about; eyes that seemed to have a child-like joy to them. She had to clear her throat to speak after the first word because the attention was making her tense with overwhelming timidity. “Its…its a little revealing.”

Prophet smiled just a little, one that exposed none of his teeth, as he crossed his massive arms in front of him, followed by his large hands and long, thick fingers carefully falling on her hands upon her shoulders. “That is the power of revelations, my Juna. Revelations surprise us all.” His gaze solely locked into hers as his thumbs rubbed her hands. “As it did to me with your sudden appearance, and as it did for you.” Carefully, he pulled her arms away to expose the revelation underneath, causing Juna to close her eyes to fight the need to run. “When you looked at yourself in the mirror today, and realized that you were a woman.”

“Juna, open your eyes and take a quick look at everything!” came Faradi’s shout. Juna did force her eyes open, but only to catch a fleeting moment of what Prophet had in this nook of his. “Just look around his arm!”

Juna tried, but Prophet’s body was a perfect gentleman’s escort position behind her, and he had both her arms in front of her being gently pulled in the opposite direction. It kept her from turning even slightly because if she did it would look too obvious. Faradi just came up behind Prophet, sighed, and shook her head no. Deannta and the now arriving Cessa brought up the rear and totally obscured any chance.

They came to a stop some dozen or so steps later in front of a large, round mirror next to the adjoining private rooms, where Prophet gently encourage Juna to spread her arms out and back. She watched the desire effect take place as her chest raised and her breasts were pushed out more, causing a constriction in and around them within the structural limits of the fabric.

“Take a good look at yourself,” Prophet mused to her, lowering her arms her sides but keeping them from her instinctive want to cover up, his hands rubbing her biceps and fronts of her shoulders in a caring assurance. “Just look.” She finally did look at herself, and did all she could not to shyly look away. He gave her shoulders a squeeze and said, “You are such an attractive, beautiful woman. Why are you so ashamed of your beauty? Of your body? Hmmmmm.”

Juna finally looked at him, and it dawned on her that he honestly wanted an answer; as if Cessa and Deannta didn’t tell him why she didn’t reveal herself in such ways. Turning away a little, she said, “I r-really don’t like it…when I’m gawked at.”

“Because you don’t wish to feel superior to them, or because the men that do gawk think of things privately that goes noticed by your senses?” 

“The latter,” said Juna with strong emphasis. She made sure she was including him in that explanation. “I mean I’m pretty, but…but I shouldn’t be the focus of their attention if you know what I mean. Some of those men were married, but so few of them held off the temptation to think so filthy of what they wanted to do to me; those ones were thankful for their marriage, the others, and there were too many of them, saw me and dreamed.”

Prophet’s hands slid off her shoulders, and Juna kept her relief to a small dose of body tremble. He said, “So you let their stares shame you into hiding in plain sight.” Before she could turn to respond to that, his hands found the sides of her waist, and she felt him draw himself closer to her body. “You shouldn’t have been afraid of them, Juna. They were in awe and intimidated by your pure sexuality; coupled with your intellect, it makes them small. Those feelings they had were defense mechanisms for their sexual inadequacy as men, as husbands, as seekers of power. They cannot measure to any level of satisfaction you would have found acceptable, and so they hide behind the dirty thoughts in which your presence generates. I think you knew it, and you put yourself in a disadvantage by wearing so much material between you and them.”

Juna was irate with that: SHE DID NOT THINK LIKE THAT! She was going to say something rudely, but Faradi said, “He’s right.”

Juna snapped her gaze that way to look at the reappearing spirit. Faradi shrugged her shoulders and said, “Juna, only older women who loudly gripe about the cold wear more clothing than you do. And I ought to know, I’m in here.” She tapped the side of her head. “You have thought it.”

Juna wanted to say something to her about that, but Prophet looking at her slightly confused told her that she was drawing too much attention to herself. He asked, “Am I in error?”

“I don’t think so,” Juna finally said, swallowing the bile in her throat so her pride could stay down. “I mean, I don’t think you’re right or wrong.” Her hands reached up and encouraged his hands to remove themselves from her petite region. In response, though, he held on to her hands. She wasn’t going to win all her battles. “I just feel like a freak when they do stare. Like a carnival attraction.”

Prophet seemed to darken in his facial expression just a little, yet the tenderness of his voice remained in that calm, gentle tone he only expressed to her; what he said though killed it for it was chilling. “Those fools deserve to be gutted alive for making you feel like that. You are a goddess, Juna, not a freak; if I were there, I would have showed them how to think of you properly.”

She kept herself from making an ironic point; with his stares, his acting up, his touching and caresses, Prophet was acting like the very fools he would have made respect her. Juna was feeling like a freak more so around him than around anyone else.

“However,” he said, “you shouldn’t have let them force you into the shelter of insecurity. You are a beautiful woman. You should not be afraid to express those endowments, regardless how men, and other women, may feel.” 

Juna bit the inside of her mouth a little when she caught him looking in the mirror on an angle way south of her eye line; obviously, when he meant endowments, he didn’t mean the two ‘endowments’ almost popping out of the velvet top she wore now did he. Oh no. Nope. Not at all. And that last part about ‘other women’ had to be from whatever means Prophet used to obtain information from Deannta and Cessa. As she reached her current appearance of maturity, there were wives that instinctively snapped hold of their husbands’ hands when she grew near, and for some they held a jealous opinion of her beauty. And…

Oh Force, did they tell him about Weena she thought to herself. Weena Welchrist, who admitted having an attraction to Juna…Oh that would be too much! Granted they came to understanding, and Weena accepted her denial as well as her help to sort out her feelings, but…there was beings out there, according to Dizzy, that enjoyed knowing that their mates are so attractive that beings of the same sex think of them in such a similar way.

With Prophet’s hand touching her back, Juna also had an epiphany about the rest of her wardrobe was going to be like under his tender and loving care. Not only was her bust going to be out in the air as they were now, but her back was going to be openly exposed. She could feel his knuckles trace the lines of her krayt dragon tattoo, the offending touch resonating the betrayal to him by her friends that she had such an image plastered on her back; the tattoo was not common knowledge outside the Royal Court, and the Seovens wouldn’t dare violate that part of the sacred trust she established with them.

She caught herself; she was accusing Cessa and Deannta of revealing it as if it were part of a minor dinner conversation. No, they wouldn’t have just given it up so easily. And she thought they did.

“Please don’t,” she finally said with closing eyes. It wasn’t just to tell Prophet to stop touching her back. He was asking him in so little words to completely stop everything. She also was asking herself to never question the loyalty of her friends, or to look at them as criminals who, by revealing such intimate information, they got what they deserved by being lobotomized. Juna didn’t want to do this anymore, not when it called for her to question everything she cherished, from morality to friendship. Not when she was feeling so open to a curse and so unforgiving to herself.

“Of course, forgive me,” said Prophet. His hand came away from her back, but he encouraged her to turn around to face him with a slight pull on her arm. His small smile was still there, betraying his joy. “I can’t help it. Your skin is so comforting.”

“Then try harder,” said Juna a bit quickly, finally a frown grew on her face as she sulked away. She just couldn’t…lie like this. How can anyone do it?

“Damn it, relax!” came Faradi’s shout. Out of the corner of Juna’s eye as she strolled out of Prophet’s reach a little ways, the spirit’s displeasure was made clear on her face. “You’re thinking too much, little girl! In fact you’re not a little girl! Don’t blow your chance at avenging your father’s death with some need to be childishly prim and proper. You’re all alone in case you haven’t noticed. No one is watching, and there is no one else here to help. You need information to bury him, so turn the tables on him like we have discussed. Do it right now!”

Juna felt Prophet grab her shoulders from behind and the act made her close her eyes. She felt his breath on her right ear before he spoke. “I will try harder, for you, but only if you try harder for me. Talk to me, my Pet. I would like to hear your voice, as well as be moved by your charismatic intelligence.”

Faradi smiled because that seemed to open the door for Juna. Juna herself was going to force herself to say something, but found herself crossing her eyes as she asked, “Charismatic intelligence? Is there such a thing in this galaxy?”

He seemed amused by her response. “Yes. Yes there is.”

She turned towards him a little and said, “Strange if so. I mean some folks have to use charisma to hide their lack of understanding. Or speak a lot about something they know about to fill in that charisma gap they have.” Juna stopped to realize that she was speaking to him so openly again. She cleared her throat a little, which was no problem even with the choker around her neck – it amazed her why they would call such fashion tidbits such things – and realized she was thinking of other things besides the conversation. “So you mean to say that…when I speak, people can’t help to listen and learn with enthusiasm?” 

Prophet’s grin grew a bit wider and a short burst of chuckling escaped his throat; a feral growl she would expect from a predator enjoying the desert known as liver after a course of breasts, … and she didn’t like how that thought came out. “I guess that would be the definition. “

“So out of curiosity, do you have charismatic intelligence?”

Faradi was all smiles with that as she drifted around Prophet, catching Juna’s eye just briefly; the spirit approving of her counterpoint for it wasn’t too direct or too deflecting. Prophet mused, “Either I do, or it’s that lesser beings pay very close attention to the active volcano they live near by that is I.”

Juna smirked a little, realizing afterwards that it was wrong to give him such a facial compliment. To Prophet it was a joke comparing himself to a volcano, and that wasn’t false. A volcano was a destructive force, and if beings didn’t respect it by giving themselves distance from it, when a volcano erupts, he was more or less saying those who didn’t respect him deserved to die. Respect was just another way of saying fear in this case. It wasn’t a funny joke considering that the mountainous lava of hate in front of her attacked her Father, her friends, and her life. When he erupted, he killed.

“Have you ate?” he asked her to break her out of her trance.

“I have.”

“Then let me show you around and talk a little,” he said, grasping her left hand into his, holding it gingerly with caring intent. “I would like to, and I think it will help you with some of your recovery.”

“Oh yes it will,” mused Faradi coldly in Juna’s left ear. The spirit was intent on doing this and wasn’t going to let Juna just let it slide. “Let him show you around. Eventually we got to try and get him to go back to that little special spot of his. He was too quick to get you out of there.”

Juna sighed in apprehension, but she knew she had to do it. “Very well. You’re my host. I should be your humble guest; what choice do I have.”

Prophet was beaming through his eyes as he took her arm into his, and like a proper gentleman he escorted Juna around their home. All the while with both Cessa and Deannta silently in tow, and Faradi, invisible still to the others, right beside her.

CHAPTER 91.2

The day moved along at the same clip as Juna and Prophet’s exploration of their domicile, as well as the information that came out of their small talk; one step at a time and not much ground covered.

Their section of the Orpheus was more than impressive in size for being on a gigantic starship; it still was dwarfed by any room found in Rapier Manor, and the metal walls despite the color hues not associated with being on a starship living environment did nothing to give it a homey feel. The furnishings made up for the lack of warmth with their supplicated styles, a combination of curvy smokey dark oak wood framing and cloned black leather surface material in both Nubian and Corellian styles in the furniture. The living room was as much a sitting observatory than a place to sit and relax with the only window view available in the suite; currently offering only a view of stars; the Orpheus turned on an axis synchronized with the rotation and tilt values of Sanctuary, so one whole rotation of the ship equaled a day. The large window, when close enough to it, made any being feel they were among the stars with the vastness, but it was also noted by Juna that Prophet didn’t let her venture to close. He had clasped a hand on her hand again to escort her away, never allowing her to take one step past the framing threshold.

Therefore, with her knowledge of large starship physical laws governing structural integrity, it occurred to her that with the bulkheads and foundation struts around the windows, the frame of the window, and the thickness of the duraglass, all having to be extremely thick and intergraded into the structural members of the Orpheus’ endoskeleton, then she surmised the ysalamiri influence ended right were the conveniently laid colored carpet ended and the decking continued on towards the nearest layer of glass. Otherwise the outer slopping roof couldn’t bare the weight of the other floors above it, or the extreme vacuum that pounded on the surface at that point. It was something she was going to keep in mind until, once they passed a bulkhead, the section automatically closed off. Juna didn’t ask why, but with the vibration of the other side being closed off, her hopes to explore the possibility of a gained advantage vanished.

She noted many other things that kept her opinion the same; regardless of the furnishings and the niceties this was still a prison cell, just a prison cell with a lot of legroom. There were a few doors they passed by the inner most wall that suggested that they were exits, but none of them had any controls on them; newly welded metal plates explained the recent modifications, indicating that Prophet removed all means to control the doors robotically, including the wiring. The doors were handless, full blast doors as well; thick, sound proof, obviously blaster proof and very heavy; it told Juna that the doors could only be opened with the Force, or just by Prophet’s sure brute strength.

While called away momentarily – a means of which Juna didn’t notice – Prophet left her just outside the Yaltma’s quarters that bordered the kitchen and the small dining room where she ate at that morning. Cessa and Deannta was more than happy to show her their quarters, which acted as the central most hub part to the suite; they could be in any room in mere moments, and with no intercom system and their doors constantly open, it seemed their services were called upon either by shouting or through the Force. Their way to the living room was blocked, as were a few other access ways. She took note of an increasingly heart breaking regularity; the use of flat vents for life support. Flat vents were what they were; they were relatively flat, rectangular conduits that provided fresh air and climate control. One inch tall by five feet wide, there was no way Juna was going to escape through them, and it was a good bet it was like that all through the ship; the ship was massive, so such a system could be installed various the normal 3 by 3, 4 by 4, 6 by 6 systems.

But despite the lack of escape routes and the free and easy use of any object as a weapon capable of poking Prophet’s eyes, Faradi didn’t seem defeated as Juna felt. She kept encouraging Juna to keep looking, and at an opportune moment when Cessa and Deannta wasn’t looking while in their room, Juna asked her point blank in a whisper, “Why in the hell am I doing all the looking?”

“You know you could just think the question than ask it out loud,” was Faradi’s response. “Just because you don’t see listening devices don’t mean they aren’t there.”

Well?
“Very simple, Juna,” she said as she strolled over towards Cessa, who was putting away some clothing. “Oh, what’s that?”

Juna turned to look behind her, and Faradi was standing right next to her. She pointed in another direction and said, “My mistake, over there.”

Juna did and once again Faradi was right there, leaning next to the open door. She said, “You think of me as a spirit that passes through walls, and importantly is a separate entity besides yourself. The proper psychological term for me would be a conscionable schizophrenic paranoid imaginative character, brought forth from bouts of great depression and paranoid delusions of disbelief.” She threw up her hands. “In truth, you could say I’m a little of both, take away the schizo part, add genetic and sprinkle in the Force. But in any case, I can only see and hear what you see and hear.”

The Force? Wait! If the Force isn’t with me…
“The Force is always with you, Juna,” said Faradi plainly as walked over. “Just not the part you can use. Besides if the ysalamiri did block all the Force it would kill you and every other being.” She gestured towards the open door to emphasize Prophet. “And why is it you think the Prophets of the universe can still use the Force, hmm? The Force is energy, and the laws of quantum physics state that all energy, like matter, exists either on all the dimensional planes, or on one as a unique energy signature that can’t exist in the other dimensions.”

“Like spirits,” Juna said aloud in wonder. She had thought of that, but she didn’t have proof before to substantiate the argument.

“Like spirits what?” Juna jumped a mile and spun around to see Prophet standing in the doorway, just having arrived. Cessa and Deannta bowed, but there was a feeling there in the air that they were just as curious to why Juna said that. He looked at the females and asked, “What was the conversation about?”

Before the other two denied it, Juna said, “I was just talking to myself. Is that a crime?”

Prophet smiled just a little and said, “Of course not. Spirituality is the closest we will ever come to who we truly are.”

“Really?” Juna cocked an eyebrow, and then remembered the file that they downloaded from Helle’s ship on Magus Prophet. Faradi appeared in Juna’s eyesight again, she emerged from behind Prophet and flashed a thumbs up. Juna said, “Did you learn that from your time as a Path reverend?”

Prophet seemed to shift around on his feet momentarily, betraying some feelings of surprise and took a moment to think about what was said; obviously to determine where Juna made have found out. It lasted for a few seconds, and finally with a friendly face and a stretched out hand, he said, “Come with me. Let’s discuss it elsewhere.”

The statement dismissed the Yaltma’s services, and Juna took the offered hand; she was getting used to being held by his hand, but this was the first time he offered and she took it. Prophet took her along, back towards his little sanctuary, but he took a hard turn to the right. Juna, for her part, took a good solid look at what was there and honestly saw…boulders; large, cut down to fit boulders. Before she could understand it the room vanished as they past a familiar partition and they were in their bedroom.

Juna hit the breaks when her fears struck, and Prophet about pulled her arm out of socket. He stopped when she stumbled into his quick-to-catch-her grasp. He helped her back up, but held her tight to his body for a while as he looked into her eyes. She blinked rapidly and gawked a little with uncertainty. The moments slipped by, and finally he said, “I’m sorry. Are you hurt?” She shook her head, and his eyes traced the entire length of her right arm. 

“I…dislocated this shoulder before, so long ago,” he said as his eyes locked on her right shoulder. He was referring to Alderaan ten years ago, when Juna did all she could to escape both Prophet and Jurivicious Pern in the original Storm Horse. At one point Prophet had leapt upon the out-of-control vehicle, which then little Juna piloted. Enothchild came up along side and had Juna jump for her freedom. Unfortunately when Enothchild grabbed her hand Prophet had caught her by the foot and pulled, resulting in the dislocation. “Are you sure you’re not hurt?”

“I’m okay,” she assured him gently. She wasn’t hurt, but she couldn’t hide her apprehension. Her free hand was grabbing dress skirting immediately and wading it up in a ball. All she could think about was the bed…

A sheen of sadness layered on his face, and entered her line of vision, breaking the cycle. “I…do try not to hurt you.” Prophet bent down and to her right a little and planted a kiss on her shoulder. Juna fretted a little from the gesture and was once again looking at the bed of animal skins as he finished. Again her imagination ran amok, a great need to run filled her legs. She could see herself being thrown upon the hairy surface, engulfing her within its purpose of providing warmth and comfort. Her struggles would be short lived as the great weight and strength of her warden would be on her, pinning her arms in one grasp and dissecting her skimpy wardrobe with careful use of his claws, or if he was really desperate he would just rip the entire gown, grabbing it via the cleavage opening, and ripping everything off in one violent tug. He would then kiss what he wanted to kiss; her shoulders, her lips, her breasts…nothing would deny him, not even her pleads to stop, not even her tears of pain at that point. He was going to have his way with her. He was going to own her just as he owned Cessa and Deannta.

Prophet, however, didn’t follow up with more kissing, or even with all that was happening frantically fast in her mind, as she feared. Instead he held her in a small half hug to escort her over to some sitting puffs and aided her in sitting down, always careful not to even accidentally scratch her; sitting puffs were basically large, upholstered bags filled with materials and air and were a poor man’s version of a lounge seat.

Juna sunk down in the patent leather puff and took the moment Prophet gave her to get use to the cool touch upon her back; he very carefully sat down in his, mindful of his weight and mass.

Clasping his fanged hands together, Prophet examined her and asked, “You are curious about me?” Juna turned her head just a little to act indifferent to that opinion, but in truth she was so she could destroy him. She kept telling herself that over and over in her head, and when she did the feelings of being wrongly seduced and the visions of being violently raptured went away. Her focus was returning, but slowly. “You want to know who I am? I knew it.”

“Knew it?” she asked.

“You have thought of me. Day and night for all these years.”

“Well hard not to…given how you came into my life.”

Prophet nodded in agreement. “I regret that. I doubt they were good thoughts.” He flashed a large smile, but unfortunately it revealed some of his teeth. Closing his mouth and dropping the smile, he looked away and muttered, “Again, I regret it. I wish…” He stopped himself and sighed away the rest of his thought. He turned his attention back towards her. “No.”

Juna wasn’t sure what he meant by that. “I’m sorry?” Was he changing his opinion? Was he regretting, in some insane way, that he had done the things he did to her, or was he saying now that he didn’t regret anything? That was when Juna realized that adrenaline-inspired thinking only works when one needed adrenaline and to think on the run. But she wasn’t running, and she wasn’t in the cockpit of her N-One starfighter listening to Artee bicker and bitch about a V-Hauler being a constant hemorrhoid on her ass. 

“I was answering your question, the one you asked a few minutes ago.”

The change of subject was sudden, and to Juna’s surprise she was glad for it. Her body seemed to relax more in the chair, and she felt interested in what he had to say, strange as it was. “Oh.”

“No, I learned that saying before I was a reverend,” said Prophet to clarify. “I learned it from my brother.”

She thought for a few moments, and then said, “Your foster brother Ososeff’eve, you mean.”

“You know of Ososeff’eve?” Prophet was surprised, and for a moment there was some…apprehension; she caught him off guard with that revelation, and perhaps it was an angle of attack she could use. Then his face changed a little, one from surprise to understanding, and Juna realized soon afterwards that such an avenue was no longer a consideration. “I take it you read my government file the Elite Aggressor’s dead government had given her,” he countered. “What did you think of it?”

“I could understand why the Vhinphyc were so clueless in regards to you in terms to counteroffensive intelligence strategy.” Juna adjusted her top, a feeling that it was dropping overtaking her. “Like any intelligence report gathered by desperate people it was woefully incomplete. It didn’t tell anything except what everyone all ready knew.”

“And do you feel you know more than they did.”

“Yes.”

“Such as?”

“You’re an intelligent animal.”

Prophet flashed that little smile Juna surmised had to be a practiced over and over, spare time ritual he had been doing for the past decade because it…it didn’t look remotely fake. She knew he obsessed over her, but for some very weird reason she never believed he could smile, and have that smile mean something rather than ‘now I got you, now I’m going to eat you!’ Either he had practiced, or it was genuinely sincere, which the latter just made the obsession diagnosis worse. It changed the substance of his face, and in fact it didn’t seem to be menacing, at least not to her, or towards her. Perhaps that was the fundamental difference.

If so, then why was she interpreting it that way? Prophet didn’t have that permanent scowl, and yet his skull structure that seemed to keep his brows downward in anger were still there. Trick of the light, or did the sincerity of the smile transfix her so that it confused her enough to forget what he was?

“We are all animals, my Juna,” said Prophet. “Beside the point, perhaps you should not look at it as desperate people trying to understand, but as people desperately trying to hide the truth of their extinction before it comes to pass.”

Curiously, Juna leaned forward and asked politely in tone, “What do you mean exactly?”

Prophet teased her and said, “All in good time, my Dear. You were curious about my foster brother?” He gazed over her form, and she realized how much she was leaning forward. “Intrigued to no end if I were to risk a guess.” 

Juna, blushing just a little, forced herself to sit back and reminded herself not to be so over anxious. Go along, but don’t be so earnest. “I’m just surprised something like you had anything that resembled a family.”

Prophet looked on thoughtfully in her eyes. “Looking back from this position so far from the past, I would have to say your point is correct. All of it is.”

“All of it? Really?”

“In fact, I would go so far as to say that part of my life was nothing more than a lie.” He took his eyes away from her, and it was really the first time he did that in her presence; Juna noted that in the back of her mind, and her quick theory of it was that he was like her now; uncomfortable with vulnerabilities so open to another. His was one of memory and fact, or in the latter the lack of true fact. How that was so she was so sure he would tell her. Now, Juna understood what Faradi meant by Prophet wanting to tell her something. Was this it?

And why? That was an honest question: why would he reveal so much of himself to her? Did it have to do with her ‘freeing’ him, something to do with them, according to him anyways, being kindred spirits meant to be together? 

“I was loved by those who took care of me,” he said retrospectively. “I was treated very well. I was Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen and Youv’ledore Grackenuv’keutu’aspen’s son despite the fact I was never from Grackenuv’keutu’s Garden of Life. I bled the Vhinech’s blood, and in the days and years that came to pass I was raised like anyone who was the child of a Vhinphyc preacher; to follow his Path, with my foster brother, their trueborn Ososeff’eve, the youngest of us two, along in tow. And yet in my exuberance as an energy deplete-less youth I knew I was different. As I matured, and my appearance became more profound, I often questioned Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen who my real parents were.” 

He let out a snort of contempt, one that seemed to suggest that Prophet had no endearment towards his ‘father’, and looked at Juna. “He would simply say ‘you are a Child of Presence and that is all you should be aware of. You are a destined child, one who will perform a grand miracle the likes no one has seen in thousands of years’.” He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head, and he continued, “Being youthful, I had to live by the natural order arrangement of pup listening to parentage. But it could not be ignored, for I had finally asked myself the question I could not accept: why would my father lie to me?”

Prophet stopped his presentation, leaned forward towards Juna, and simply asked, “Why would he lie to me, Juna? Why would my adoptive parents lie to me?”

She listened carefully to everything, but the question still caught her off guard. Perplexed, she asked, “Is that a rhetorical question, or are you honestly asking me to answer the question?”

“A little of both, perhaps.” She raised her eyebrows at him, and Prophet continued. “Humor me. Humor me? Is that the proper, sarcastically friendly retort? Humor me?” She nodded. “Please humor me. I ask only because you seem to have a special insight on such matters.”

“And you know that how?”

He was a bit befuddled, and then he just plainly said, “I just know you are. I feel it.”

Or maybe you spent days and nights watching recorded Holomedia reports of me as Queen as you practiced your smiling thought Juna rudely. He had proven too often his perceptiveness was extraordinarily high. With all that in mind, she really didn’t understand why she had to continue with the charade. There was an urging in the back of her head – Faradi – that reminded her the many reasons why she was doing this: he has an ulterior motive for having her here separate from ‘love’. Still again Prophet was too cleaver to just believe she was so receptive to him. Juna just didn’t get that at all.

So, she just went along. Humor him. “Perhaps…it had to do with something about your parents. On Vhanba parents who gave birth to Vhinech were branded blasphemers by the government. Their only child, a Vhinech child, was born in place of a Vhinphyc child because they must have sinned, done some terrible wrong to warrant such an Ignorant child.” Juna shook her head. “It’s wrong to use the fears of religion to incite a devout public to commit genocide to cleanse them of sin and the sinners behind the sin. Especially when the government was the cause of it all.” 

Juna noted with a pause that Prophet did not ask her how she knew that the Vhinech were really Vhinphyc weapons. Not a peep. Not a sputter in his stoic face that had lost some of its warm luster, which meant to her she was hitting pretty close to home. But damning it was for him not to ask about that. He didn’t even elaborate on it, and she knew he wasn’t going to. That told her profoundly a lot; indeed, Prophet knew about the Sleeping Vhinech, knew of their origins, that Prophecna and Prophet were no coincidence. It proved her theories to a degree, but not all the answers; they were here, in front of her, in the form of evil.

“So to save your honor he didn’t want to reveal who they were,” she said. “Maybe they were still alive, and they gave you up so you could live a different life.” After hearing all that, Juna pinched the bridge of her nose and felt like a complete idiot. “That…that was utterly stupid of me to say. What different life would you have had? You’re a Vhinech, on a world looking to summary slaughter you without a second thought.”

“No need to apologize,” said Prophet in a mutter. “The slaughterers are all dead.” Juna shifted around a little when he said that with so much acceptance, for it was fact and he was proud he was chiefly responsible for making it fact. Ooooohhhhh for whatever reason there was that ‘cheesy drama novel reader’ part of her that was starting to die over wanting to know how someone went from being a child being denied the truth to mass murderer; there was more depth there in Prophet than just to call him a born killer, which contradicted the opinion she shared with Enothchild that he was anything but. Why it was so Force only knew, but Juna had to admit it was helping her with her ‘going along’. 

“However, you are right about my parents, my adoptive father did not want me to know about them.” Prophet seemed to relax a little. “I became a dutiful son, and I followed Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen’s Path along with Ososeff’eve. The both of us, my younger sibling and I, wandered the planet in search of Vhinech in need of our comforting words. In time the questions resurfaced when the death tolls just grew before my eyes. The foolish brave, I took my adoptive father’s reasoning public, and as a reverend my word carried appeasing weight.” He smiled a little. “My charismatic intelligence being the draw?” 

Juna smirked very briefly, and it was obvious he was looking for a much longer, bigger reaction from her. Failing to him was failing an endeavor in which he went into. “It lead to what I felt was going to be a turning point; I believed that I could change it all, for what was my faith if it were not that? I went before thousands of Vhinphyc, by myself, unarmed, and I lead them all in prayer with a small crowd of Vhinech, in the Holy City of Paradaisa, on the Steps of Eternity. And the next day everyone there embraced the other.”

Paradaisa, which resided in the Holy Country of Vestasia, was a big deal according to Juna’s memory of having read about it from Enothchild’s disk. Originally the Kingdom of Duvalid, the last of the Tribes of Nine, it was where the Path Holy Savior Presence was first taken prisoner by the ruling emperor and then tortured into disfigurement for decades; the Emperor at the time would not take a knee and swear alliance let alone loyalty to the Overlord, and to prove his might he took the Evil One’s most loyal servant for the sole purpose of making her utter a single word; it was fact that for most of her known life she never spoken. As legends go Presence endured twenty years of day in, day out brutality but didn’t say one word. Overlord took exception to his Presence being manhandled so, and it took him twenty years to reach the Kingdom of Duvalid. By himself he slaughtered millions of Vhinphyc and took what was rightfully his: his Presence, the Kingdom of Duvalid, and the weaker lives. Overlord, feeling ashamed, married Presence and made her Empress, and thus he renamed her ruling country Vestasia and her capitol, her castle, Paradaisa. The Steps of Eternity were so originally named for it was the only way into Empress Presence’s Throne Room; Overlord had purposely made the stairwell long, tall, and tall stepped enough to annoy lesser beings from making the journey, a journey he showed no problem completing; thus the legend of his strength and will were increased. Many did die climbing those steps from sheer exhaustion, or so the story goes, and Presence did all she could to return the bodies to the families. 

As Empress, and when Overlord was not looking, Presence made the country and city a tremendous living experience; if one wanted to avoid the hells of Overlord, they went there. With that, many of those families she tried to return the bodies to felt that it would be a disservice to the dead to bury them in lands that did not want them. Presence decided to bury the bodies where they fell and marked them. By doing so she started a tradition in Paradaisa where all the living that died there were buried in the steps; they were so big and so many there was plenty of room. Many Vhinech saints were also buried there, for Paradaisa for the longest of time held a neutral stance in the war. Presence had shown those who lived there the glory of love and respect through friendship; why kill the chance before the chance could happen?
Prophet stopped for a few moments, and then continued. “When I left Paradaisa, I felt then that I had becoming that destined child my father spoke of. Perhaps he was right, and perhaps he and my mother were right to lie to me in order to become that figure they felt I should become. So as I left, I felt I was on the verge of a great becoming.”

“And did you see your becoming?” Juna wondered aloud, wondered if he did.

“I saw it,” he began, “once I drew blood from my enemies that very day for the very first time.” Prophet leaned forward and glared at Juna. “For the first time in my life I was attacked; I was no longer the sheep herder, but the lamb lead presumably to slaughter. There were among my attackers the same Vhinphyc who only a day before had grabbed my hand in tears and trembled with the power of hope. I knew them from somewhere else, somewhere long ago. That long ago I did not like, and I did not like them. I struggled with them for quite a while, and I bit into the arm of one of my attackers as a defensive measure.”

Prophet closed his eyes and squeezed his hands tightly shut, his lips curling upward and his nose moving along with it. He spoke with a voice that Juna knew all too well, that voice when they first meant; one filled with the gurgling need for blood. “To say ones blood is ones life is a massive understatement. The heat of it, it’s color red to indicate such a warning, burned my throat to where the pain drove me ravenous; not just the taste of their flesh, but the act and knowing such a precious gift of life was there for me to consume with impunity. I wanted more, I wanted everything associated with it for it made me stronger and more aware and alive than I had ever been up to that point. I took a considerable beating to my youthful form, but in the end I made them all do what I was felt was right in the first place; before me, like the day before, they trembled. Only this time they trembled from the power that was I, for they could only tremble as they died.”

Juna watched Prophet change his attitude the entire time he spoke, and the flashbacks of memory just illustrated his story very vividly. She had her eyes locked onto his as he stared at her, glaring, a look of evil intent in the familiar murderous features. She felt something very hot, and blinking it took her time to figure out what it was. Somewhere in the interval Prophet had reached over and grabbed her hand, placing his right hand over her left hand and carefully wrapped his large fingers around them. When she looked, she also realized that her breathing was a bit quick for being relaxed. Who was she kidding herself; he was scaring her out of her wits, and her body revealed such an emotion.

Prophet’s face fell and serenity replaced everything that was vicious and cruel inside. His other hand came across, and with both hands he held her left hand delicately and fragile care. He said, “I didn’t mean to scare you.” He looked away from her in shame. “I don’t want you to tremble in my presence. I’m sorry that I have made you do so.” He stood up, and Juna couldn’t help to sink lower into her seat just a little from his movements. His look again betrayed his resolute stance on not frightening her; he turned his head away and let go of her hand so he could leave the room. “I need to give you space.”

Just as he was leaving, Faradi made Juna jump out of her sitting puff with her reappearance. The spirit stabbed a finger towards Prophet and said, “Don’t you dare let him leave the room! You got him!” Juna didn’t know what to do really, and she was perplexed by what Faradi wanted. “Stop him!” Juna’s eyes bugged out; stop him, after the look he gave her. “Grab him by the balls if that is what it takes!”

“No,” she said, and she was quick to turn her attention towards a now stopping Prophet; she didn’t mean to let that come out audibly. He turned around, and Juna stuttered like a contestant on a game show trying to answer in the form of a question to win the trip to the beaches of Trinito, the ultra sleek luxury land speeder, and a lifetime supply of Roni Baroni the San Fraca Seca treat; too much for her to handle. “I mean…I don’t mean…well…you know…then again you don’t…but…ah…shitwahoola!” 

Prophet looked at her as if she was peculiar, and Juna thought with closing eyes of embarrassment shitwahoola? In the name of the Oceans, what in the hell is that? Putting her hands out and centering herself again, she breathed out, “Don’t go.”

“Why not?”

“Because,” she thought and thought and, “I haven’t answered your question.” She looked around to help her think, producing a desired result. “And-and I think it’s-it’s rude of you to just up and leave and leave me hanging from a cliff here with this story you started.”

“But I have frightened you.”

Understatement of the eon she thought, trying hard not to cross her eyes to reflect the truth of that statement. She realized then that whatever she was going to say wasn’t going to keep him there. It was going to take something more, something he wasn’t aware of, and something she would have never dreamed of doing as far back as five seconds ago.

Hastily, Juna walked up to him and touched his forearm; this time, she was initiating the contact. He looked down at her hand with large eyes and she said, “You have, but you only prolong my feelings of fear by leaving me to think about the unknown.” Prophet’s head came up a bit in interest; she found something there and she continued. “You have shown your harmless sincerity, and you have honorably kept your word. Given our past…it’s easy to see why I’m apprehensive. However I grow curious of your tale. There something to it that attracts me.” Which was true, and it wasn’t because she was trying to find a way to destroy him. Again she couldn’t put her finger on it, and yet like a hang nail the feeling would not go away. “You will always scare me. But it is the unknown of you that scares me more than what I all ready know. Stay and tell me more, and if its an answer you seek from me then I will give you one.”

In response, Prophet slowly smiled and placed a hand carefully on her grabbing appendage, keeping it there for her to feel the movement of his muscles under her touch. It felt extremely warm there, causing Juna’s palm to sweat a little, and the rippling of his tendons as his blood pumped through where she touched him caused her fingers to dance almost in short rhythm. Gentle eyes upon her, he said, “You’re courageous and don’t even know it. I admire that so, my Gentle Blessing.”

He sighed heavily, and she could tell he was trying not to let his nose violate her visibly again by the way he cut it short. He pulled her hand gently from his arm and said, “I will stay and finish the story if you can answer the question: why would my parentage lie to me?” He craned his head to the right. “You know the true answer. The one you gave me was only plausible, but not the truth.”

Juna thought for a few seconds, all the while Prophet rubbed her right hand diligent caring, stroking his thumb over and over across the back. She waited for assistance from Faradi, who once again vanished and soon she realized the spirit wasn’t coming soon to give her an idea what to say. Finally she told him truthfully, “I don’t know the true answer.”

Prophet kept his smile showing, but there was disappointment in his eyes. It wasn’t a hateful disappointment, just one that showed his failure to make her understand. He said, “Then I will not continue until you know the answer.”

“But-.”

He reached out and caressed her cheek with the back of his free hand, stopping her dead in her tracks. He said, “It is best to have patience and know all than have no patience and speculate some.” His fingernail teased her lower jaw near the end of the caress, and the energy from such a dangerous touch made Juna look at his finger as it ended it’s journey on her lower lip, pulling it down just a little. “Like lips, it shouldn’t be wasted on summary kisses of the flesh when you want it to mean something.”

To break the sudden elevation of nervousness that had once again tensed up her body, Juna asked, “Did you learn that when you were a reverend?”

Prophet smiled and said, “Hell no.” He pulled away from her, still holding her hand in one hand, and said, “I will tell you that story some other time. For now, I shall give you release from my company.” He looked at her hand, and with a great bit of hesitation he lifted it towards his face, then finally he had her hand make contact with this cheek. He closed his eyes as she could only swallow hard in…worry? Wonder? Fear? What was she feeling? “I will see you after dinner.”

“Where will you be?”

“Here,” he assured her. “In the home.”

“And we’ll be having dinner together?”

He frowned a little and said, “Force no!” He corrected himself a little. “At least…not tonight. Tonight is not good.”

“Oh,” she said, and she finally understood what he was trying not to do: pressing, or appear to be pressing, the issue of the two of them together.

“Tomorrow night I think we will enjoy a meal together.” He lifted her held hand back up towards his face, and sweetly kissed the back of it, and then he nuzzled his face against it. Juna kept her revulsion to a minimum, surprised that she could. “For now, we give each other time apart.” 

She began to wonder, as she watched him take his leave without saying anything more, if this wasn’t some sort of test; one in which he tested himself to see how much control he had over himself and not her. The environment they were in seemed to back up the theory; here, where she feared he would take full advantage of the greatest opportunity he had over her. Perhaps that was why he was leaving; he had reached is tolerance threshold and could not keep himself in control any longer. 

Juna could see that it meant a lot to Prophet, to have that control over himself especially around her. It caused her to rub the hand he kissed, a small feeling of gratefulness washing over her; she found herself thanking him for showing considerable restraint. His compulsion to touch her during times of distress indeed had a calming effect on the beast that always wants and wants more, and becomes vicious whenever the beast does not get what he wants. Juna was discovering by allowing him to touch her, hold her, maybe even slip in a sniffle of his nose to catch her scent, she was controlling Prophet’s darker self. If she could feel the Force she would have known that long before hand; which was why he keeps telling her over and over not to be frightened of him because she couldn’t. Strangely that begged a debatable question: would have she felt that sincere honesty so long ago? Not so far back, perhaps on the Royal Cruiser. She shook her head as she sat back down in the sitting puff; she doubted it, and if she didn’t what did that say about her?

But that wasn’t the sole reason why they were here, to see if he could control himself; what approach by Prophet had one singular purpose nowadays? No, he wanted her to answer the question she knew he knew the answer to. So…what was the answer?

“Good question.” Juna looked over at the other sitting puff and Faradi met her eyes and added, “I think he wants you to realize something.”

“Like what?”

“Something he knows about you.”

Juna thought for a few moments, and then said, “You mean…he might know something about me that I don’t know about?” Faradi nodded. “Like what?”

“I don’t know,” said Faradi with a shake of her head. “I’m like you, I’m trying to figure it all out.” Somehow Juna didn’t believe that at all; Faradi was being just as crafty as Prophet with what she knew, but for the light of her she couldn’t see what it was. “But we are so close to the truth now, Juna. You will have to accelerate the process.”

“How?”

Faradi put her hands up to her mouth in thought, and she said, “The best idea you had so far was making contact with him. It shows to him that you are seeking him out. He wants you to seek him out; that’s what this plan revolves around, instead of he coming to you, you come to him. You have to make more contact. Longer contact. Perhaps even…more intimate contact.”

Juna sunk into her sitting puff and clutched herself. “N-no, I can’t.”

“Juna-.”

“No. No, I don’t know why I reached out and touched him. I don’t. But I’m not going to throw myself on him.”

Faradi pointed at her sternly and said, “Don’t lie, Juna, you’re a lousy liar. I’m in your head remember? You reached out to touch him because you now realize that you can control him. Don’t you see he wants you to control him? He has thought of you, always on his mind over these years, and that has gave him the clarity to think up this grand plan of his.”

Juna turned her attention back to Faradi and said, “Is that what he means by me freeing him?”

Faradi smiled a little and said, “There’s only one way to find out. Listen to me very carefully, and if you do this it will be the bravest thing you have ever done.” When she noted Juna’s continued showing of reluctance, she said, “It amazes me how you can face anyone else and boldly stand for or against them, but it against the very foe you must kill you can’t show any backbone.”

“You’re not the object of Prophet’s affections, Faradi,” Juna bit back, standing up. “And you can cite all you want that you’re in me, You Don’t Know Jack Shit About It.” She turned away from the spirit. “He murdered my Father, damn you. There’s…there’s a feeling inside of me that fears Prophet because he did what I thought was impossible: kill my Father. It’s a childish notion that no one can beat, or hurt, or take away the life of the true First Man of our lives, but it’s one I have that hasn’t gone away since he died. I think no one loses that feeling. I think we realize our own mortality when fathers die. You can have friends, maybe even siblings and grandparents pass on, and maybe its different for everyone else, but to me…I lost something when I lost my Papa. It’s like, it’s like Prophet is saying ‘I’m taking his place. I won it by slaying him’.” She wiped away the single tear that dribbled down her cheek. “Eventually a man comes along in a woman’s life and replaces her father to be her protector and pillar of strength, I know that. But that man doesn’t kill the father, or the mother for that matter, to ensure her love is only for him. So go to hell if you don’t understand where I’m coming from!”

Soon, Juna felt Faradi’s muscular arms wrap around her from behind and she hugged her in comfort. She wanted to pull away, but her grip was unrelenting just as much as the love Faradi generated through the hold. Faradi whispered in her ear, “If you only knew how much I agree with you, how much I know how you feel.” She moved her hard hands over Juna’s shoulders to rub them, and she leaned her head against the others on the left side. “But without a father in our lives we have to make our own strength. And when someone takes our fathers from us, then all the more reason we should do everything we can, use everything we have, use everyone we must, to avenge our greatest loss.”

Towards the end, Juna struggled within Faradi’s very squeezing grip to breathe; the spirit just kept tightening and tightening as she spoke. It began to bring out a phantom ache in her low stomach where she had felt she had been stabbed while out but not out. Faradi finally leveled out the pressure and said, “You feel that? That’s your loss crying out to you. Your father. Does it hurt?”

“Yes,” Juna said between her clutched teeth. “Please let go.”

“Do you want me to let go, or do you want to let go,” said Faradi, and then she finally released Juna from the hug. She turned her around in one motion. “Do you want to forget your father? Are you going to allow Prophet to take your father away from you? Because that’s what he’s doing, and that’s what you are doing.”

“No, I want him dead,” was Juna hard retort.

“Then come over here, sit down, and just listen to what I have to say,” said the Sith Maiden. Faradi strolled over, sat, looked at Juna and said, “Well? Don’t you love your father or not?”

Juna came over in a huff, sat back down and listened with growing trepidation to Faradi’s idea, and for a few minutes she debate the specter over it. But whatever arguments she had against it she found herself more and more for it. The spirit of revenge was there to remind her why she was there, and with some time alone given to her by Prophet Juna realized that regardless of her own personal feelings, to kill him, she would have to stoop to deep, dark levels that went further than any basement level of Hell Prophet resided in. 

And with Faradi’s guidance, Juna was going to take the first step.

