CHAPTER 90.0

And as the silence of confinement took the Dark Hope to task, the song of destiny was heard nearing her cuddled form. An ashen voice of dark clarity shall show her the way, beginning with the most primitive sounds of song.

At first, as she continued to try and think of something to end the horror, Juna heard a humming tune and thought she was the source of the humming; that she was so zoned out in thought she just began to hum involuntarily. There were times when, alone in thought, she did it; ‘just a lovable quirk in her make up’ as her Father used to say; often times she drove him nuts when she hummed the ‘Doofy the Womprat’ song from the HoloNet show of the same name, so that distinction went out the air lock fast when such events occurred. 

She realized it wasn’t her personally, so Juna thought she had finally lost her sanity. That the humming was solely her mind creating sounds that weren’t real, figments of her psychologically tortured imagination. She could hear the sound of hummed bars with stereoscopic clarity, which proved to her that some form of dementia had settled in. It was so bad in fact she thought she could see someone taking a shower behind the glass blur screen. It was so real, the sound of running water, the sound of the water striking both a organic and a solid surface, and the sound of humming that moved up and down in tenor to express the song’s meaning; the substance of the song. A organic form that moved to further Juna’s discontent; the distinct color of flesh pressed against the glass as the figment of her imagination swayed it’s hips in a slow, meaningful motion, slow dancing to another song because this song, the hummed bars, was not meant for dancing. 

Juna listened to the song, and she realized, finally, that she never heard the song before, not in hum or in the rhythm speak of musical instruments. She had read somewhere that…she couldn’t remember for sure where…that when someone was experiencing any form of delusion or mental breakdowns that did not include uncontrollable spurts of involuntary insane actions and reactions any music they hear in their ears, which in truth is in their head, is music from memory. Even music writers and composures suffer such phenomenon; their creativity is hampered by the mental breakdown, and therefore what they hear are shadows of the tuneful poetry they have heard all their lives. Plus the tune was well organized and not a collaboration mix of ancient sounds. It held a strict order of high and lows, lots of lows that carried weight and meaning, and therefore with it Juna found herself at a contradictory crossroads of doubt.

Drawn by the tune, curious of the figure in the shower that just shut the water off, Juna slowly rose up and slowly walked towards the stall, keeping her eyes on the toweling off blurred form, keeping her ears open to analyze both the individual and the song. The person, as she got closer, was female in body shape and in vocal tone. The song had a mechanical quality to it, and it seemed better suited for use in an infantry march than in a peaceful parade of war veterans. It was brooding with a clear tale of domination and superiority; unmistakable in its content that those who obeyed the tune saw themselves above lesser beings and followed what they felt was a higher form of authority. But for the leader of the cadence, like the hummer in the shower, it was a clear signal that she controlled her own destiny, and that destiny was to rule all; not just some, not just a part, but all living and all material without challenge. The female was drying her hair off and pressed her back against the blur glass, both actions revealing a surprise on her back. Juna could see a dark, somewhat circular and menacing in form tattoo etched into the woman’s skin, which when the person turned she could see it extended around her body in an unpredictable fashion. It was similar to the krayt dragon tattoo on her back, but this wasn’t as cramped together and so thick in visual presentation. To her amazement Juna could see that the image was woven together by very tiny letters, seemingly stitched together in a dark, romantic tapestry that tugged at Juna’s soul, for she knew the ancient, alien language although she had never seen it before, nor seen any language displayed in such a pain staking fashion, a work effort that seemed to take years to finish, or perhaps it wasn’t finished as of yet.

The female tossed the towel over the door hang to signal her finished business, and as she wound the imperialistic song down she opened the door. The action prompted Juna to take a few steps in retreat back. Unlike Juna, the woman stepped out of the stall without a single thread of shyness towards her heavily muscled, but very feminine naked body. The tattooing indeed snaked around her toned form, sprouting wickedness and visual dread with purpose, strategically making her smaller and larger at the same time by out lining the details of her biology. She was proud of herself, and therefore unafraid to reveal her flesh in such a scandalous fashion. Not that Juna didn’t notice for she did, but she was more locking her eyes with her counterpart than anything else, and her face that brought forth confusion as well as familiarity. “Faradi?”

The young woman smiled, nodded, and asked, “Is that all you’re going to say to me, Juna? How about ‘it’s so good to see you again’ or ‘would you like a robe’?” Faradi raised her hands up to signify her desire for such a garment. “After all, I want you to feel comfortable and not intimidated by my presence.”

Juna shook her head and pointed at her with a shaking finger. “Oh no. No. I’m not being fooled by this.” She turned away and took a few steps with her eyes staring downward. “I won’t let you do this to me, Prophet.”

“Prophet has nothing to do with what’s in your soul,” said Faradi, now standing in front of Juna in a bathrobe exactly like hers, hair no longer wet but in the same disarray of dryness she was experiencing from taking her time thinking. In response Juna gasped and took a few steps back, forgetting that the dark side spirit was such a metaphysical presence. “You should know. You are no longer the defenseless child that Jurivicious Pern mind raped. In order for Prophet to create such an elaborate illusion like me, he will need to be drilling your mind with all the power he has.” She gestured towards the door. “The two weak links in your chain gang can’t provide him with such information, not anymore if your suspicions are correct. As I told you before I am a part of you. A very important part of you.

“I also warned you about this. I told you to kill those that have wronged you, didn’t I? Now look what happened; Magus Prophet was able to use Pirus Krendel to sucker you into his waiting, molesting arms powerless. Powerless, without power, didn’t I warn you about that as well? Yes, I most certainly did, didn’t I?” Faradi blew out her contempt through her mouth. “I sometimes wonder why I even care about you.”

Juna shook her head and said, “I didn’t ask for you to come to my rescue. I thought you were going to wait in your wasteland for me to change my mind?”

“Rescue?” Faradi looked around in disbelief. “I’m not here to rescue you. I’m here to ridicule you and belittle you for your stupidity since I can’t do it from the wasteland, as you so perfectly put it to illustrate my point, that is your mind. Here you are, the smartest woman in the galaxy, with the longest of memories, and like a drunken aristocrat you stumbled into the chambermaid’s bedroom: a trap of your own making. I should have known you wouldn’t have heeded my warnings because of your need to hold the light side of the Force.”

“I remember many things about that conversation, about all our meetings together, Faradi,” Juna retorted. “I remember your trickery and deception all those times, your attempts at trying to make me fall.”

“Oh how easy you forget that you, yes you admitted that my deceptions had helped you.” Faradi crossed her arms and said boldly, “Beside the point, at any time with my input, was your life held in the hands of others? Did the problems not get solved? Were you always out of danger in the end? The answers to those questions spoke for themselves, thank you for little.” She began to pace around the bathtub with a smug smile on her youthful face. 

“I said your deceptions helped me AVOID the dark side. Don’t try to twist things on me, you knew then what I meant.”

“And by the way, how is that glorious love affair between you and that horned freak of nature? Hmmmmm? Master Large and In Charge of your Force usage: how goes that big symbol of your little wet dreams?”

Juna flashed a cold glare at Faradi. “If you’re a part of me, you know.” 

Faradi’s features lightened and she mused, “Oh yes. Yes indeed.” She held up her hands and motioned them towards each other in mock illustration. “Boy, didn’t Sarch and your mother break in that empress-size bed in the guest bedroom. Whew-wee.” Juna let herself look away in disgust, but Faradi continued on. “What an impression they left in it!” 

Faradi let loose a chuckle and made a face that made Juna furiously turn away; Faradi resembled a little too much like Naressa at that moment, and it was from a very loud, very self-explanatory moment in the memory she had copied from Enothchild’s mind. “But this,” said Faradi, making the face again, then stopping and speaking again. “Will be the symbol that represents the biggest screw job a Jedi Master ever pulled on anyone! Get it? Screw?” She watched Juna walk away further. “And to think, too, your mother, the very being that brought you into this…Hell, kissed you with that mouth of hers. Ouch, I bet you never would have guessed it was that talented before you found out.” 

Juna closed her eyes and let out an angry sigh, but found no strength to retort this time like the last time they spoke. Before, two years ago, trapped inside her mind, Juna relied on her love for Enothchild to free her from Faradi’s trap. She didn’t feel that love with that reminder floating around in her head to point out what her dark counterpart was eluding to as the biggest mistake of her life; swearing her heart to a liar. 

“And you said Enothchild, the Jedi the greatest of killers, would never hurt you?” Faradi uttered that with lemon bitterness. Her tone changed, and for the first time she had a sympathetic tone. “It is obvious that he couldn’t accept you for what you are: the woman that loves him.”

Juna heard that and turned back around to face her nemesis. “Stop twisting things around!”

Faradi raised her eyebrows and threw a hand to her chest in exasperation. “Me? Twisting? Juna, I’m just stating a fact based what you know to be the truth. Your experiences with him say as much.” She raised her hands up beside her head and curled her thumbs downward to mockingly represent Enothchild Sarch. She let her voice grow deeper in bass, and her face bore a pathetic expression as she spoke. “’Juna, you’re like a daughter to me. Juna, be my Padawan. Juna, you’re the daughter I can never have. You’re my best friend’. Blah, blah, blah.”

Faradi strolled over towards Juna’s still, bruised emotionally form and said, “Not ‘Juna, I love you. Juna, be my wife. Juna, you are the woman I have always wanted to love. You’re the greatest thing that has ever happened to me. I will love you on beach, under the moons of Naboo, far away from others, and live happily ever after until the end of both our days’.” She rolled her eyes. “Bantha shit, isn’t it? Let’s face it; he likes his speeders with a little more mileage and some tarnish on the finish. You, the sweet and sleek little ride, isn’t what he craves.” 

Insulted, Juna turned away again and said, “Well, you’re doing a bang up job of degrading me; now I’m a worthless landspeeder. Just leave, that is if you are done pointing out the obvious.”

She let her hands reach out and grab Juna’s shoulders, and the young receiver of the touch felt a sincerity of compassion in the grasps. “I…shouldn’t be so harsh on you. I mean you had so much belief in your heart that a Jedi and your own mother were the most noblest and caring creatures in the galaxy, that in no way would they ever betray you. They cared so much for you, why would they do such a thing?”

Juna shook her head and said, “I don’t have the answer.”

“No one does, Juna,” said Faradi gently. A gentleness that lasted shorter than it took light to travel between them. “But you are a foolish girl, with foolish dreams. And like a fool you keep obsessing over a dead and buried issue.” She held up her hands to keep any retort Juna had from hatching. “But that’s getting away from the fact you allowed yourself to believe in their vision of you. I have learned one thing in life; to believe in the beliefs of others, to embrace others by their word, sets you up for a harsh, painful slap of reality that nearly breaks your smecking neck. I learned a long time ago the harshness of believing the word of others.”

Faradi pulled away, and before Juna’s eyes was her now tortured hands. She gasped at the sight of them; her hands were several burnt, and the pain from the burns registered in Faradi’s eyes. They were burned and blistered evenly from melted off fingernails to forearms to elbow, ending abruptly at a terminator between scar tissue and normal healthy skin. As select, random points the tendons moved just right where there was exposed flesh and she could see the bone in her forearms, exposed by the sheering heat. Like a flash, Faradi quickly whipped her hands and arms around, and before Juna knew it the damage was gone; once again, all was normal. 

“The beliefs handed to me led me to that brutality because I was weak with them,” said Faradi as she let her hands and arms drop down and their eyes locked in again. “I told myself from that day forward I was my own belief, that I was more important than some words in a book or a symbol to wear around my neck. Never again would I be suckered by those who wish to control me with what they felt was right for me; I will control my destiny. That is why I still feel for you, Juna. I see more than just this bit of me that’s before you in you. Like myself you have followed others down a road of promise, and look where that road has lead you.” She gestured around. “A prison. A place where the thing in the next room is going to rape everything you have left. And why is that? Because your uncontrollable beliefs got you into this, and your beliefs taught to you by those who have betrayed you, your Jedi and your mother, keeps you imprisoned.”

“Thank you for the reminder,” Juna snorted out. She didn’t need to be so bombarded by all sides with the knowledge she was well aware of. She had put herself into Prophet’s plan. Of course his plans were all about her, but this time he didn’t seek her like she had expected him to. He was a patient hunter, one that set the bait out with the Letter he wrote to her filled with malice and the deviltry that infuriated her soul, one that placed the decoy of Pirus Krendel in her path to divert her attention back towards her need for vengeance, and one that watched her go to the lonely watering hole like a thirsty stag, going despite knowing that below the surface of the water was a predator waiting to strike.

“Now that you are finished,” said Juna, grabbing her arms, rubbing them to generate both warmth and assurance, failing on both accounts just as she was in thinking of a way to escape. “You can ease my suffering by leaving. That is if you care about me at all.”

“Hey, I wouldn’t have bothered you at all if you were sniveling away in some worthless prayer begging for some form of help,” said Faradi snobbishly. The spirit just didn’t seem to care. “Like I said I shouldn’t be so hard on you, but you know what?”

“What?”

“I’m going to make you cry before I leave you.” Faradi pointed at Juna and said, “I told you what was going to happen, and you shoved me away. Put the stiletto boots to my form. Therefore,” she shrugged her shoulders and said, “I just had to show up and return the favor. So, before my uncaring ass leaves you, Juna, I am going to insult you with impunity with this one, last question.” She leaned forward and whispered, “What in the hell are you going to do now?”

Juna frowned at Faradi, but that was all she could. Faradi picked up on it. “Oh, good answer. Frowning at me will get you out of this self imposed hell.” She gave Juna the ‘o.k.’ hand sign. “Right. Good plan. I’ll be over here, fading away.”

“Good,” was Juna’s childish retort, but she didn’t cry; she wasn’t going to start giving either Prophet or Faradi or anyone the satisfaction of anything. She watched her solid specter antagonist glide over and relax in a simple couch chair located in a area best described as a waiting area, relaxing sideways in it’s embrace, letting her crossing leg just bounce up and down. Juna just turned her back and crossed her arms again, telling herself that a solution would come, and Faradi would go away. She thanked the Force, the Force she couldn’t feel at all for keeping the unwanted intrusion silent so she could think.

Of course Faradi would be ‘listening’. That is if she believed that she wasn’t a manifest of her memories being exploited by Prophet. Juna surmised that she could ‘hear’ Faradi as well, but that didn’t seem to be the case at all. Whatever was on Faradi’s mind wasn’t available unless she spoke her mind. But Juna didn’t care, and she emphasized it by thinking out loud, “You can’t fool me, even if you aren’t some ploy of Prophet’s.”

Faradi said nothing. She just lounged and breathed, or appeared to breathe; after all she was either a ghost, a figment of her imagination, or just another tool of Magus Prophet being deployed. The very latter Juna could only legitimately guess because there was a gap of nothingness between her first stint with Faradi and awakening in the bed with miles and miles of animal skins. Being a woman she felt she wasn’t taken advantage of during that time; there was nothing in her instincts to suggest it. Then again she was completely out, and without the Force as her ally there was a grand opportunity there for Prophet to scan her mind, perhaps pull up her memories of Faradi, examined them, and was now using the advantage. Or like her mother did to her a long time ago, Prophet could have established a telepathic Force link. Like her mother it was a one way flow of energy that Juna couldn’t deflect or switch off, and Prophet was busy spending his time filling her with dread and defeat and with images of Faradi to distract her.

All of it was feasible, but Juna couldn’t convince herself that any of it was possible or correct. For one thing Prophet was…docile to her. Kind. Careful. His approaches to her were ones of apology and emotional enforcement, not someone so damn confident that he boasted egotistically that she would be joining him. Granted, he said some things to indicate an assurance of her commitment to him by heart, but she had fully expected something along the lines of a forcible acceptance to his vision of the two of them together. Yes, he threatened Cessa and Deannta, and yes he made them into things, but he felt he was doing Juna a favor…

She shook her head: that wasn’t doing anything for her, that was for him. How in the hell can I even think like that? Juna crossed her eyes at that, letting her brown orbs lock on the bridge of her nose in force her to metaphorically look at the facts.

Or just cross her eyes. She didn’t know why she did it during times like these, but she just did.

“It won’t last you know; the Prophet you have seen before you. That cool, kind touch. The soft voice. The tender loving care.” Juna heard Faradi’s voice in her mind more than in her ears. She kept herself turned away, closing her eyes in frustration as the spirit broke her self imposed silence. “No, Juna, he isn’t using the Force against you, nor is he applying any real force against you directly. The truth is Magus Prophet truly, deeply, honestly, and honorably loves you; obsessively yes, but what love isn’t on some form a psychological illness. 

“As any true lover of a woman’s heart, he will not allow himself to violate what can be, what he perceives to be, a greatness. He realized long ago, the hard way, that forcing you to do anything has never worked, much like the fool Jurivicious Pern using direct open force against the full might of the Republic; in both cases, history has never favored the aggressor. Thus why he created such an elaborate plan.”

Juna let it sink in, and she turned around to find Faradi still lounging in the chair, kicking her leg repeatedly, eyeing her fingernails with feminine interest, than chewed at them like any man who felt the teeth was the best manicure tool to have. 

Finished and spitting the efforts out, Faradi looked up at Juna and said, “A plan designed for the sole purpose to woo you, with numerous contingency plans in place, with a very strong intelligence gathering apparatus at his disposal. He treats you as territory to be conquered, your heart the flag he has to capture. You two are like opposing worlds; you’re tied together by circumstances in which the both of you differ exactly the opposite on numerous subjects, and in your ongoing futility you are constantly at a negotiation table trying to understand one another, forced there by the governing body of Love even thought Prophet has the means to take you. Meanwhile he is doing anything he can to take what he thinks is his. That’s you, my dear Juna. Oh, he loves you, but he isn’t content on just diplomacy. As the old saying goes in politics, he just wants to get in bed with you.”

Faradi looked away. “But what do I know. You hate me. I’m the only Sith Maiden in the room. I’m evil, I’m wrong, and whatever I say isn’t for the good of you.”

Juna walked over and took a knee beside Faradi, curious of the spirit’s insight and the fact it opened her mind from the mental lock she was in. She said, “He’s conflicted, isn’t he?”

“Between his need to love you and the want to smeck you,” said Faradi with slow gliding eyes that found Juna again. There was a creepiness that came from the motion, and Juna felt very uncomfortable now with the way Faradi looked at her. “On one hand he is sincere in his approaches. He only wants to love you, and love you right. Again, he knows force has not worked against you. This approach, he feels, will have you grow closer to him.”

“How?”

“Ah, now that’s where the male ego all men have comes in. Everything with men is strategy; if they are not warriors, they lose themselves in the doldrums of lovelessness. A typical male has sex on his mind every second of every day, so therefore everything they do in life is to satisfy that urge, further driven by the need of exposing their conquests.”

 Faradi sat up straighter and crossed her big arms across her breasts. “The primal need to mate is always there, replaced either by self gratification, invention and creativity, or war. Again, to males, to Prophet, some of it is war and they strategize for it.” 

She held up a finger. “Now the difference between love and obsession is routed in the factor of how far one will go to win the flag.” She spread her arms out before returning them to their defiant position. “Even before you are his he has built you just magnificent home. Then he goes to work, utilizing intelligence gathering techniques; this is key, for those who know everything can plan for anything. He discovers Krendel, your conflict with the man, and exploits with even more information; perhaps some of it lies, perhaps some are half-truths. You see Uiennar served a purpose for him that lead to this eventuality; how far you could be pressed with the truth before you reacted in his favor.”

Before Juna could ask for further elaboration on the truth part, Faradi kept going. “He picks up the double dip twins near the end of the fight for you on board your ship, and there he has two very good sources of intelligence. Make no mistake Prophet used the frailty of personal friendship against them before he made them into slaves to get whatever little you shared with them.” She let out a chuckle. “You know, I must confess this.” She gestured towards the door, indicating that she was actually gesturing towards Cessa and Deannta. “Nothing else says ‘I love you’ like being presented with your own slaves. A very delicious present, the gifts that just keep on giving on your orders.”

Juna stood up and walked away, disgusted with her again. Faradi just said, “Of course that’s just my opinion. I think it’s down right sexy. But what do I know of friendship, hmmm? A Sith knows no friends. Alas, though, this is just another token of his esteem. He feels he saved their lives from two forms of existence you don’t agree with.”

“Oh, and I approve of this?” said Juna exasperated.

“Well now he knows, right? Oh wait, he has always known. Again, Juna, intelligence.” Faradi sat back straight. “He doesn’t care about them, of course, when they serve no strategic purpose to him. Your caring for them, however, has made them assets that will be used against you eventually. And he has, hasn’t he? The little threat before he left.”

Faradi sighed and leaned forward in the sofa cushion. She said, “He does all of this, from Yaltmas to viruses to exposing the truth, because he sees this as the only way for you to see his need for you, a kind and gentle and pure love; those things, in his mind, your ‘friends’ have never given you. What did he say before he stormed out of here: ‘I am giving you the opportunity that no one will ever have, to change me from the monster you perceive me to be’. Also he said something else that has bothered you: he has said twice that you had freed him, and now he thinks he is returning the favor, freeing you from a existence he feels you don’t deserve to live in. Oddly enough, he has answered your prayers, and he is freeing you.”

“What does that mean I freed him?”

“I don’t know. But it is part of his motivation. The other part is love, of course. The other is something I am more of an expert on.”

Juna thought about it shortly and spoke so she would not disturb anything with the curse she was about to say. “The dark side.”

Faradi nodded very slowly and purred, “Yes.” Where Juna was hesitant and a little afraid in her tones, Faradi was the opposite with her seductive, lust filled appreciation of acknowledgement. Juna worried quite a bit about that, recalling her fit of rage only minutes ago and how she thought and felt all those times she stood over Deannta’s frightened form. She could only imagine Faradi’s response in such a scenario; the young Sith smiling and laughing just to put more fear into a unknowing, unsuspecting young woman, perhaps even toying with her with the Force to get hyper-reactions.

“The Dark Side, Juna, can be your slave that answers your beck and call, or your master that manipulates and guides you towards your darkest desires and most intimate of dreams.” Faradi waved her hands around and added, “Put aside the Jedi layman argument of the wrongs of darkness, because you and I know better now with Enothchild Sarch’s deceptions.” She stood up proudly, taking in the scene of Juna unable to counter her point. Before Juna would be the first person to argue that the dark side was wrong. “In short, my Dear Juna, good and bad is not regulated to light and dark. It’s a popularity contest; the majority will accept anything they think is good. Morally, ethically, spiritually it can be bad. But you must ask yourself; is that just a certain point of view shared by many, or a unique perspective held by one? 

“Now, with our very big, big, big fellow out there in the next room he feels confident that he is a Master of Darkness. He’s proved it; after all, you are here. On top of that he feels you should feel flattered; he wants to free you, and he hopes that you see that he has freed you from the likes of Sarch, your mother, and all those who have done just the smallest of things to keep you under their control. What’s more, he’s manipulated you with the truth; incredible.”

“What truth?” Juna asked. That had begun to fiddle with her conscious when Faradi brought it up the first time.

“Don’t interrupt,” she said with a frown, and Juna squeezed her lips tightly closed. She had interrupted Faradi a few times and thus changed the subject, going off on tangents. “That’s why you are so confused. Tangents, the scourge of free thinking. Have too liberal a mind of philosophy, and the weaker walks all over you without punishment.”

Finished with the admonishment Faradi continued. “The Dark Side is like the light; those who wield it influence it, and it influences the wielder. The user, be it the being or the Force itself, are fueled by the passion of conquest, the lure of dominance, and the rule of others; to make others tremble at your feet at times is better than sex. There’s a price to pay, though, for such a gift. You see if you don’t master it, it will master you. You are the only one that decides to take the first step down the enlightening path of darkness; therefore it is you that causes your demise with it at the end. So whatever desire, whatever flaw there is, will be influenced.

“Prophet’s flaw is his obsession; driven by a compulsion to have you see him as your true hero and love. The Dark Side has fueled it, told him that his ultimate goal, you, can be achieved if he relied on it. He listened, and the Dark Side fed the obsession along with whatever insights that revealed themselves. What happens, however, is when objectives are meant patience is tried since he is closer and closer to the end. Now he has you, so it is difficult for him to keep himself in perfect control now; now you are so very close. He can smell you without trying. He can touch your flesh, run his fingers through your hair, and tell you sweet things. But when certain things don’t meet his satisfaction, the Dark Side reminds him how easy it would be just to take you. He’s an animal, we agree there. An animal guided by Dark Side impulses that erode away whatever calm sanity he has whenever you reject his love and caring.” 

Faradi leaned forward and said, “You saw it, of course. His anger towards you when you accused him of lying. It goes against his objectives towards you, lying does, and so the Dark Side plays up on his sincerity.” Juna nodded, and Faradi leaned back and said, “And if it continues he’s finally going to just force the issue so to speak.” She looked Juna up and down with eyes that actually made Juna blush; Faradi was illustrating the point of the last sentence with very unnerving innuendo. 

Finally, Faradi stood and said, “So I ask again, Juna, what in the hell are you going to do now?”

Juna clutched at herself and rubbed her arms as she thought. Without letting on loudly, Faradi had brought forth all she knew; this information was rather old, she knew it, but she couldn’t see it all that way. Whenever she thought of about a part of it, she thought of him, and that chased everything else away. As Faradi demonstrated it helped to have an ally to talk to, someone she could trust.

But was Faradi an ally? And really could she trust the spirit who tried to trick her before?

Faradi frowned a little and said, “You still don’t trust me. Me who is inside of you? Someone that has a better grasps of the situation than you do. I’m your only friend here, Juna.” She looked away again and said, “But, again, you don’t want what I have to offer.”

Juna kept thinking and thinking for a short period of time, adding to the bill of thought all ready piling up and discovering she had nothing for a pay off. Reluctantly, Juna said, “I won’t embrace the dark side, Faradi.”

“As if that matters under the circumstances,” said Faradi. “You can’t use the Force at all.” She shrugged her shoulders. “But you still have a brain and what wits you have left. The Dark Hope of the Sith should figure her way out of this. You weren’t born to be some pretender’s little smeck toy. You were born to rule them all.”

Sighing, Juna turned her back on Faradi and just ignored the spirit again; the female was just too damn aggravating to rely on and too dangerous to follow. The dark side was the dark side, Force or no Force; there were beings that weren’t Force sensitive that obeyed it’s will; the likes of the late Admiral Hooley a good example; he followed Prophet blindly. Like Faradi even said moments ago he determined his fate by doing so; thus why he was now dead; how that ringed so closely to Enothchild’s philosophy of the choices beings make determining their destiny.

Sadly it was true. Juna made choices and it put her here. Her destiny as she saw it was to be, like it or not, Prophet’s mate. She said out loud, “I don’t want to be his concubine.”

Faradi just looked over her shoulder and repeated the all important question a third time. “Then what in the hell are you going to do now?”

Sighing again, Juna said, “What do you get out of this?” That brought Faradi all the way around with a blank expression on her face. “You don’t care one moment, and then you tease me with aid the next. So what’s your angle? Your motivation for making profit as my Father used to say?”

“What do I get out of it?” Faradi just tossed her hands up. “Nothing. I’m all ready dead, your Highness. What exactly can I gain when I am all ready lost?”

“You have an desire for me to join the dark side,” said Juna. “You’ve shown that in the past. If I heed your advice, then what’s to stop you from manipulating things to where I do?”

“Juna, in either case heed my words or the Dark Side, I can only show you the way.” Faradi pointed a hard finger at Juna. “Only YOU and you alone decide whether or not you take the journey.” Pulling her finger back, she relaxed and said, “Then again, I’m just here to gloat over you failure. You haven’t asked me to help you. And I’m not going to wrangle over the same issues with you as previously before because, realistically, it’s a nothing and you can’t afford to do nothing. The more time wasted doing nothing here, the less patient Prophet becomes.” 

To add a poison to the cake mix as it were, Faradi said, “Eventually, he’ll treat you like a common whore. Grab you. Slap you around. Tear off whatever clothing you may have on. Bend you over-.”

“I get the picture!” Juna spat out, and ironically that was the case. As far as a clear picture in what to do went she saw only a blur, while Faradi, who indeed didn’t have anything to lose or gain from helping her, could see things clearly, from what Prophet wanted to what actually to do based on it. 

Perhaps it does pay to have a streak of evil in the thinking thought Juna. She turned back around to face Faradi. “I won’t turn.”

“I’m not asking you to turn,” Faradi stated plainly. “I’m not suggesting anything. I’m just here.”

Juna knew what she wanted to hear. “I need your help.”

Faradi smiled and turned her full attention back towards Juna; the smile didn’t give Juna any comfort. “You won’t regret it.”

Shaking away the feelings of distrust, Juna asked, “So, what do we do?”

“I talk, you listen; that’s number one,” instructed Faradi. “Don’t doubt me, and don’t ever question anything I tell you to do. I want you to trust me, Juna, and in order for you to get out of here you are going to have to. I promise you, you will get out of this and have your revenge against Prophet. If you like, we can even save the universe in the process. Do you agree?”

Juna nodded, and Faradi wrapped an arm around her shoulders to guide her over to the small hutch against the wall, near the partition. “In this type of situation, to defeat Prophet, you must play his game; go along with it and at the same time use it against him.” She had Juna sit down in the chair, and both females – real and spirit – looked in the mirror ahead. “Do you understand by what I mean by that?”

“You mean gather intelligence and use it against him? Bait and trick him? Cause and effect him?”

“And use all the assets you have at your disposal.” Faradi put her hands on Juna’s shoulders and rubbed them to give her some assurance for the news she was going to break to her. “You see, Juna, believe it or not you’re a woman; you’re far more a dangerous creature than Prophet can ever be. Women can do the things men can never, ever put themselves in a position to do; to appear not in control but in fact rule the situation. Worse for him his obsession is blinding him, for he has,” Faradi paused and brushed her hands down Juna’s hair, “a very beautiful, very sexy, very intelligent object of his affection right here, right now. He’s just dying to touch you as we speak.”

Juna closed her eyes and said, “I can’t use my body, if that’s what you’re applying.”

“Either you use your body to your advantage, or he does for his,” remarked Faradi. “Look, don’t let your imagination take you away. Listen to me, not to your imagination.” She looked dead into Juna’s eyes through the mirror. “You don’t have to have sex with him, or even kiss him. At a minimum all you have to do is comply with certain wishes of his. Not blindly, mind you, because our goal here is to deceive him. If you appear to be too going along, then whatever he has really planned won’t be revealed. Let him clothe you. Feed you. Touch you. Of course raise objections to keep it honest, move away from him if you feel it’s too impersonal.”

“Just having him in the same room is too impersonal,” said Juna dryly.

“You’re going to have to get over that a little, but keep the mentality in mind. Go with the flow; there will be times when you feel that you need to actually press yourself into a situation where you wouldn’t normally allow yourself in. Trust your instincts. And trust me; I’ll be there to supervise, he won’t know I’m there.”

Juna turned her head towards Faradi and said, “And those are the minimums. What are the maximums?”

Faradi didn’t hold back. “Sacrificing yourself to gain the upper hand. But don’t worry about that. Don’t even think about it.” She rubbed Juna’s shoulders like a mother would to a daughter. “That way you can pull this off with minimum error.”

Juna nodded somberly, but asked, “You said whatever he has planned? Isn’t the plan just about me?”

“If you think about it, Juna, you will see that something else is going on behind Prophet’s eyes. It’s about you, yes, but its more than just simple horizontal hula action.” Faradi traded positions over Juna’s shoulders, going from left to right. “That is where the submission to his will aides you. He wants to show you something. He’s like a kid who’s done wrong, or has seen something really special and he wants to keep it a secret, but at the same time he can’t help to share it with someone. He’s dying to share what he knows with you.”

Juna felt that she understood it and said, “I freed him.”

Faradi nodded and said, “That’s your point of attack. Right there. You freed him; he feels that he is returning the favor. However your freeing, to him, is not complete. He thinks he’s cleaver; he is actually withholding information you would have grown curious about in order to entice you to comply with his wishes. So in order to do so he must trust you enough that whatever he tells you will be held in the strictest of confidence, much like a married couple’s sexual history. That means, of course, what we have all ready discussed. He wants to tell you, Juna, but you have to show him that you will be willing to listen.”

“And that’s it?” asked Juna quietly.

“That’s it. Find out how you freed him, and discover how he is going to free you, and you have him.” Faradi leaned forward and whispered, “You can save the Republic with this information, Juna. You can save the Republic and have your revenge against Prophet. Billions of people will cheer you for your sacrifice, and your Father will finally rest in peace.” She looked back into Juna’s eyes through the reflection in the mirror. “Sometimes heroism and revenge does call for a supreme sacrifice to be made.” She moved her head closer to Juna’s, and Juna could feel her hair brush against her skin. “The greatest of Jedi, like Nadja Moranna, became great because of sacrifice, determination, and ultimately because they did things no else could ever dream. If you believe yourself to be like those Jedi, Juna, then this is the time to act like one.”

Juna looked at Faradi oddly, a little surprised that the admitted Sith Maiden spoke in such a fond tone towards the Force body she hated with a passion. Faradi looked at her and huffed, “Okay, so there is one quality I like about the Jedi, to do what needs to be done to win the day. Question is now, Juna, will you do what needs to be done?”

With a long sigh escaping her lips, Juna forced her arms away from her body to stop hugging herself, and quietly she said, “What choice do I have?”

Faradi took her hand and lifted Juna’s head up with it. Juna looked into the spirit’s brown eyes and saw that even the dead had a concern for her. Faradi smiled, and it was a loving smile, and said quietly, “That’s my girl.”

With some reluctance that faded away, Juna found herself smiling as well; nervously so, but in some way she was finding relief.

