CHAPTER 87.0

“Mistress?”

It took a few moments…

“Mistress?”

For Juna to realize…

“Mistress? Are you all right?”

That someone was talking to her, and finally when that person touched her Juna about launched her way out of the room like a rocket. Juna tucked herself back under her fur blanket and took a quick look at who touched her, watching a very equally frightened young woman bend low at her waist on her knees and plead with her hands for forgiveness.

Relieved after she took in a breath, Juna put a hand to her forehead and was surprised that with all her thinking very little time had passed. She was doing her best to gather her wits, trying all she could to bring herself to something that passed as normalcy. She had so much going on in her mind, much of it having to do with why she came here in the first place: vengeance. The murder of her father, the killing of friends, and the ruination of her life: that was what craved revenge for.

And Prophet used that same vengeance to lure her right into a trap, into his awaiting arms. And after a few minutes ago, that wasn’t even a figure of speech. After all these weeks, after accepting the fact that this whole plan with the Legacy Virus, the Sleeping Virus, and with Krendel was nothing more than a plan to get to her, Juna still went in blind not knowing that the plan all the long wasn’t for her to come to him. It made sense when she thought about it; it had the smallest room of error on his behalf, no risk to himself, and a built in motivation for her to act with the smallest of provocations. However she still felt there was more to the plan than just to obtain her and use the Legacy Virus against the Republic; an unseen intangible that was dangling in front of her and she couldn’t see. First she couldn’t solve anyone else’s problem but her own. There had to be a way out of the situation, even without the Force. Still, she wished she could feel it. She was lost in her thoughts as to how when the Yaltma scared her to death.

Juna looked at the poor Yaltma and felt very wrong; what Prophet said bothered her: ‘our Yaltmas’, implying that the poor girl in front of her belonged to her as well as him. The Yaltma raised her head, her gold three-quarters mask that covered her face filled with trembling blue eyes through the eye holes, and quickly she lowered it down, afraid. She should be; she had done a great spiritual wrong.

Thanks in part to her study of Vhinphyc society, mostly found on Enothchild’s SON disk, Juna knew a lot about the Yaltma. Thousands of years ago during the black reign of the Dark Vhinphyc named Overlord, the Ultimate Evil overtook the Free Lands of Yalt; one of the last independent states not under any command of the Tribes of Nine. Seeing nothing of worth, Overlord decreed all dead; why have worthless space taken up by worthless people? It just meant more oxygen for the rest of the planet to breathe and less of a worry of the fear of an uprising.

The Leader of Yalt, Retud’utta Olueruda Yaltatama’ma, pleaded for her people’s lives on Overlord’s deaf ears. The legend goes that around that time the Empress Presence had supposedly appeared before them all upon Overlord’s request for his wife to join his victorious husband’s side. Yaltatama’ma threw herself upon Empress Presence’s feet and swore all allegiance to her if it meant that her small town of people could be saved. Overlord saw it and took pity on the citizens of Yalt. He destroyed the lands and turned everyone into slaves. 

For Empress Presence, Overlord gave her Yaltatama’ma as her High Slave; for decreeing her loyalty to only Presence, Overlord condemned her soul to the Bowels of Lore, and in order to save her soul she had to do what was always asked of her. Yaltatama’ma agreed and lost all of her identity to serve the compassionate Empress faithfully, and thus her name was shortened to Yaltma; all the people, since they were property, were called Yaltma from that point on. Similarly like the Harmony of Masks the Yaltmas wore masks to make them as universally as identical as possible and they were all named Yaltma: in society, all sinners looked the same anyways, and therefore they all had the same name.

Sadly, the betrayal was all ready set. Overlord executed everyone from Yalt that he took to Sesch; only the Yaltmas in Presence’s possession survived. When Presence ended Overlord’s reign and united the people she decreed the Yaltmas free. However all the Yaltmas felt guilty for what had happened, especially the High Slave who lived for so long; she felt great blame for what had happened, for it was her sacrifice that had killed almost all her people. Presence assured them all that with their hard work and duty to good that they had redeemed themselves, but the Yaltmas felt that redemption only came when they died; what they did in the service of their owners, to them, determined if they deserved the right to go to the Lands of Plenty. In the end, Presence declared them saints and begged of them to release themselves from bondage as she left for the Lands of Plenty.

Years later, the Yaltmas returned to a life of servitude for they knew no other way to exist and feel good. In time when the original Yaltmas died off, the Vhinphyc government decided to enact a punishment program that mirrored the Yaltmas; those who committed lesser, but still serious offenses were given the choice between immobilization prison for a period of time or they could spend the rest of their lives redeeming themselves as spiritual redeeming slaves; the latter supposedly guaranteed those who took the option the best chance to get into the Lands of Plenty. A sound, alternative to prison strategy, but like any bureaucracy it had to have a good share of people suckered into it. There was basically one rule the Yaltmas all followed: obey without question.

Juna reached out and said gently, “I forgive you, Yaltma. Did I scare you?” Yaltma looked up again and nodded her head. There was something about this young woman, something that buzzed her mind. “I’m just as scared as you.”

“Why are you scared, my Mistress?” she asked.

Juna’s blood turned cold despite the fur blankets warming her body. She turned her head slightly to the right, as if her left ear could hear better than the right, and asked again, “What was that?”

“Forgive me, my Mistress, if I didn’t speak clearly. Magus complains that I don’t have enough testosterone in my voice.”

No, she wasn’t hearing things. Before, when she was thinking, Juna could have sworn she heard the voice of Cessa Evannava Ferngully echoing around in her head as she thought of the people Prophet had killed; so transfixed in her despair and thoughts, when she heard the Yaltma speak she first thought it was the burning embers of her imagination.

“Forgive me, Mistress, I also didn’t mean to keep you waiting,” she said apologetically. “I was aiding my Sister in the bathing of our Magus, and therefore I had to dry off and-.”

“Cessa?” Juna breathed out, cutting off the Yaltma, the disguised and covered Cessa. Unsure if she were right, Juna pulled back all her hair just in case she didn’t recognized her at first. “Cessa, it’s me! Juna!”

“I know, Mistress,” she said with a small smile.

There was a sudden rush of joy, a grateful jubilation of relief, that overcame Juna and caused her to wrap her arms around Cessa – it was Cessa! – and pulled her into a great big hug. Juna had felt so guilty over her ‘death’, felt that it was her fault, and therefore she couldn’t help to let a few tears squeeze out from her eyes. The blonde was such a good friend and a gentle creature. “Cessa, oh God, Cessa.”

“I…ah…Mistress…I haven’t served you yet to receive such an appreciative display of affection,” she stuttered out, hesitant in returning the hug. Juna pulled away, and right away Cessa took her robe sleeve and dabbed at Juna’s eyes. “You’re crying. Did I do something wrong, Mistress?”

“Cessa, you can drop the act Prophet isn’t here,” said Juna, grabbing her friend’s hands and holding them for comfort; she needed friends, and Cessa needed her, and… “DEANNTA! Deannta! Is she with Prophet?”

“I suppose, Mistress.”

“You suppose? Cessa, she’s gotta be. She was with you. You were catatonic…” Juna shook her head to clear any frustration she was having; what was up with Cessa? At the same time she felt a weariness seeping into her brain; the excitement for her was a bit too much, and it made her dizzy.

Cessa caught Juna before she fell over and said, “Mistress! I have you. I have you. Here, please, lay down.” With firm friendly hands, she encouraged her charge to lie back down. “It would hurt us all if you fell ill again. Magus Prophet paced the room relentlessly all night, praying you would get better, missing his normal sleep cycle.” 

Juna stared at Cessa suspiciously, getting a bad vibe but not because the former world leader was feeling her head for a fever. Cessa wasn’t faking her enslavement act, and some very chilling ideas began to overtake her thinking. As her memory served from the briefs she got from Republic Intelligence and from her talks with Enothchild while still Queen, in some of the cases involving the Yaltma, especially in the Vhinech structure of society when they won the war against the Vhinphyc, some of the Vhinphyc became Yaltma against their free will, becoming cooperative religious slaves after they had their minds played around with; through the Force most of the time, or through the old process known simply as ‘cleansing’. 

‘Cleansing’ was just a gentler way of saying lobotomy.

For just a few moments, before she got woozy from the obvious lack of food, water, and normal rest, Juna was elated that Cessa – and Deannta was the other Yaltma without question – was alive and appeared to be well. There also was a growing feeling of hope, having discovered her two friends were here that perhaps they could coordinate an escape plan. A few ideas came to mind, all of them filled with risk, but given the alternative all three would rather die than spend the rest of their lives as prisoners.

The hopes faded into a dark depth of inescapable shadows when Cessa spoke. Juna had slight misgivings with titles of authority because she felt she was no greater than in importance next to nearest person. She understood that being called ‘Queen’ and ‘Highness’ and ‘Lady’ and other forms to express governess status came with the territory in which she actively was apart of. But in private, away from those overlooking the protocol, she loathed such word use; especially from living beings; droids, of course, were faulted by their programming. It took some doing but Juna managed to have everyone call her by her real name during the appropriate times. Cessa was one of the first to not call her ‘Majesty’ during off hours; easy because they were good friends as well as one time spirited, well-natured political rivals.

Being called ‘Mistress’ made Juna feel very dirty; she did picture herself as an owner of a slave when the word was uttered. It was made more the cruel coming from such a good friend. She fought down the need to cry; she couldn’t accept this if what had happened to Cessa and Deannta was what she thought happened to them. It proved to her again how evil Prophet was if it were true.

“Mistress, are you all right?” Cessa asked with deep sympathy. She rubbed her shoulders to comfort her. “Mistress, why are you so sad?”

“Don’t ever call me that,” Juna croaked out. “I’m not your mistress. I don’t own you.” She sat back up again, grabbing Cessa’s hood to push it back, frustrated beyond belief. “And take this horrible thing off you!”

“No! Please!” Cessa slapped at Juna’s hands and backed away frightened. “Mistress, I’m not allowed to reveal myself. I am a Yaltma.” She gestured towards her masked face and attire. “This is the only identity I have until I have been saved.”

That made Juna grimace sadly; the Yaltma, like the followers of the Harmony of Masks but under different conditions, were self-imposed prisoners of their wears. In private was the only time they exposed their true appearances. By tradition, however, if a Yaltma is exposed publicly by their owners, the Yaltma’s soul is deemed unredeemable and therefore their life is forfeited, and their souls destined for the Bowels of Lore complete their dark journey.

Movement caught Juna’s eyes, and she turned just in time for the other Yaltma to speak in a very familiar voice. “What’s going on here?” Her brown eyes found Cessa and her voice was accusatory. “Sister, why is our Mistress crying?”

“Deannta,” Juna whispered to herself to convince her of the Force-awful truth, wrapping her arms around her fur blanketed form as the chill continued to intensify up and down her krayt dragon tattooed-back. 

Not only that when the former Royal Bodyguard spoke it was in the near perfect imitation of Queen Angelleia’s Royal Voice. Her heart broke along with the troubling implications that made her a tad paranoid all the more. If her friends haven’t been cleansed then there were strong indications based on Deannta’s voice play that they were programmed; Prophet had possibly used the Force to manipulate and rewire their minds, making them his faithful, will-less slaves. Disturbing because Deannta was a strong willed individual, and that meant great pains had to be undertaken to break her; unfortunately Cessa would have been easy to crack based on her emotional state Juna remembered she was in after Horatio died. 

This made things touchier because it also meant Prophet could be watching her right now through Cessa and Deannta’s eyes through the Force. Maybe even scripting their responses. Either way she was right back to problem one: in the custody of an obsessed, violent animal that would stoop to below the lowest of lows to keep her his object of affection. Only now she had possible wardens watching her every move, taking down and reporting every response.

“It’s not Cessa’s fault, Deannta, I can assure you,” said Juna, wiping her eyes dry, but at the same time evaluating their responses to her using their names. The Force wasn’t with her, but she still had what little wits she had left, going back to the many things Enothchild taught her about the power of observation to help her; gone was the reluctance to use what he had taught her. What she learned quickly was the Yaltma-required attire and the blank expression masks provided obstacles she couldn’t immediately overcome; the unisex robes were purposely large like a Jedi’s robe and so it hid body gestures, and mask hid facial reaction, and their eyes from afar were well hid by the shadows caused by the brow lines and the deep setting of the masks. Their exposed mouths were as blank in expression as the masks; the mouth was a good gauge of One’s emotions, but too often the sincerity of the emotion can be an out right lie to feint away an obvious conclusion, or the expression can be misinterpreted based on the individual’s very own expression base; a tight line lip expression could mean anger, or frustration, or any other emotion for example. Without knowing the person, who could tell?

Juna knew these two women well, but they didn’t show any resemblance to their pre-Yaltma selves.

“I don’t know, Sister,” said Cessa to break the thinking. “She greeted me emotionally with a hug, then began to pass out, and then she frantically tried to remove my attire.”

Deannta looked at Juna quickly, moving towards her with quickness, placing a hopeful hand on her shoulder. “Mistress, are you all right?”

Juna decided to play it cool as can be to gather information, to see where she stood with everything from Prophet to Cessa and Deannta. She kept telling herself mentally to keep her sanity, keep her emotions under control. But it was going to be very hard. “I’m physically sore. And a little…stressed emotionally.”

Deannta gave her a somber gesture with her head to indicate understanding and worry, and said, “You have had a rough time of it, Mistress, no question. If it weren’t for Magus Prophet Force only knows what else the traitors would have been done to you.”

“Traitors?” She remembered Hooley, and the doctor, and finally the injection. “Oh yeah.”

“They made you have a stroke, Mistress,” said Cessa. “It must have been horrible.”

“Magus assures us that the Force has healed you,” pointed out Deannta. “Once he brought you back here and you were safe, the appropriate measures were taken.”

“I see,” said Juna shortly. Closing her eyes, she once again tried to tap the Force…and nothing. Granted her head was fuzzy and her warmed body throbbed as if it were completely bruised. However neither biological negatives shouldn’t be giving her trouble with her focus. Then that meant ysalamiri, but then how could she touch the Force with them present? It called for some exploration of sorts. Possibly where there isn’t ysalamiri in this room she was in, then there was a way out; Juna didn’t think for one instant that she was in nothing less than an elaborate prison. 

Grumbling stomach and dry throat, and with her two friends before her, Juna found her way to start the process. “I’m sorry I frightened you, Cessa.”

Cessa bowed and shyly said, “If it is your wish to end me, Mistress, that is your right.”

“It…it wasn’t my intention to have you die,” said Juna. Force, nothing had such a strong ring of truth in it than that at the moment. Terribly Cessa and Deannta were dead, but they just didn’t know it. “I…I just wanted to see a familiar face.”

“One doesn’t judge familiarity through vanity, Mistress,” said Deannta. The other Yaltma sat beside Juna on the bed and put two caring hands on her shoulders. “As your soul slaves, our faces our unimportant. Just our undying servitude to you. We our your inherited in wait Yaltmas. Order us, Mistress, and we shall do our best to obey all your commands.”

Juna cringed every single word of what Deannta said, but she had to go along with it. “I’m famished.”

Deannta nodded and looked at Cessa. Cessa said, “I will have your meal prepared quickly, Mistress. A grand feast that will satisfy your hunger.”

“Nothing too much, please,” said Juna nicely. She may go along with it, but she wasn’t going to have her friend work hard for her this way.

“As you wish, Mistress.”

Juna watched Cessa leave, followed her movements out into the large expanse that was still a little unseen. She stood up with the furs clung to her body, slowly, with Deannta’s loving and caring aid. But it helped to move; Juna felt her muscles losing their soreness with every movement. She took in the surroundings, and then asked, “Where’s Prophet?”

“Magus Prophet is finished with his bath and had business to attend to on the bridge,” said Deannta. “He suggested that you might need a bath ran for you, Mistress. If you like I will draw one up for you.”

Juna thought about it, and said, “I guess one before breakfast will be good. But not one with so much aloe and jasmine.” 

“Understood, Mistress.”

“And could I have a robe, please?”

“Of course, Mistress.” Deannta bowed again and quickly left Juna’s side to go get her what she asked. 

Juna took another look around and pulled the fur covers over her form tighter. Just because he wasn’t there didn’t mean he wasn’t watching; if not through the eyes of her friends, then through the old fashion way of video technology in the form of cameras. She had to be subtle as much as possible about her probing around, and at the same time not reveal so much skin.

That made taking a bath tricky, but like in her current situation she was going to hatch some ideas. The sooner the better.

CHAPTER 87.1

On the bridge of the Orpheus, Prophet was doing his best to pay attention to the intelligence report Admiral Ideora’s underlings were giving to the senior commanders, and he heard what they had to say. Although his mind was on other things he found to be important, it was more important to maintain a degree of caution and focus towards those elements he did not have control of. Dressed more for leisure than for battle, he didn’t strike anyone as being a Magus. It didn’t matter because, as he shown only a day or so ago, they still feared him. Therefore they were going to say anything negative, or even think for one second they could try him, not when he could either read their minds without their knowing, or brutally torture the confession out of them when he felt like.

As it stood, with his hands tingling oddly as the minutes of the presentation went by and he thought to himself, the Sanctuary System was completely in their control just as he wanted it to be. Prophet had ideas before about abandoning his fellow Vhinech, several plans in fact that were spun out and together based on the circumstances once Juna was safely in his grasp, plans that can still be executed; plans based on the fact he moved all the personnel to the Orpheus; plans in which the ultimate goal would have been to totally remove all Force opposition, including his own kind, from the equation of galactic dominance. 

One idea was to castaway his brethren and the MerCons and stranded them on Sanctuary; a plan only made feasible because they all were on board the super vessel; although he could have used the Legacy Virus on the fleet ships they had abandoned there was still V-Haulers and other support craft that could have missed being infected. He could fake a Legacy outbreak on board the Orpheus, plant the virus in a few support craft, and force the others into the dedicated escape pods, which would run because of their independent systems separate from the ship. Or he could unleash the real thing, but keep one support craft safe, use it for he and Juna and the Yaltmas to get away, and the personnel would still be stranded on Sanctuary. Or, with the ship’s command codes, he could leave the Orpheus, order the ship to lock down in order to trap the MerCons, and then have the ship self-destruct. The circumstances created by Magus Servant and Cade Hooley worked to his advantage in the long run even if it did cause some…trepidation. With the Vhinech on Sanctuary, trapped by command and Legacy infection, the Humans had no defense against him, and if he had to he could just kill them all. There was still a need for the Orpheus; it would be a shame to waste such a fine piece of Vhinphyckian war machinery when it could be used to rule the universe.

His fingers twiddled now, a slight shake and shiver that brought him back down to a hard fact; he still needed the MerCons for a little more time. Tactically, although the Orpheus’ powerful engines got them to Sanctuary quickly they still spent a deal of time to get here. Knowing all too well the undying, persistent love of friendship Juna had with others it was likely that around the time of her departure from Naboo Muriel Thahada and Dizzy Arnes would have possibly rallied forces to come to her rescue. Sarch would not stand idly by and let Juna be with him, more out of personal jealously than professional obligation. The Elite Aggressor would make all their lives interesting for some time, but Prophet felt that time had passed. Cause and effect planning was not meant to be extended; it had end times to plot tables. Technically the plan was over; indeed Hooley was right for he had his Juna. If he wanted to, Prophet could stop. He didn’t have to fight anymore. 

However those elements not under his control won’t let him be, will never let Juna and he be alone. And if the forces failed to take out the Sith, then what then; that added another troubling complexity for the Sith were not bound by a Jedi Code nor by the Alderaanian Convention. He and the Sith Palpatine were, in a sense, spirit brothers; not the same parentage, upbringing, or any other intangible that made them brothers by blood or religion, but they both had the same feeling and thinking, and both knew what it actually took to do what was necessary for the survival of themselves and their causes. Lord Palpatine wouldn’t be so easy to die, and under the circumstances in which Servant came home, neither was his apprentice. And if Lord Palpatine believed in the same as the Black Rose had towards their daughter, then he would be just as unstoppable as he was only a day ago, fueled by the love only found in fathers to save their children. When he met him ten years ago that love existed in the Sith only in hints. Lord Palpatine was only interested in his daughter because of power: the power to rule the universe over all. Time had a way of changing beings and Palpatine would be no different; Prophet himself could testify to that fact himself. 

Because of those elements, Prophet decided to hold his ground at Sanctuary and wait. If they come, then the elements will be eliminated and nothing would give he and his beloved Juna chase and interference. 

Prophet squeezed his hands hard to keep them from trembling. His hands did not tremble in fear, in the fear of losing Juna to her friends or to the Sith or to Sarch, but because he could, strangely, feel her. His palms tingled with the phantom menace that was her soft flesh, the smooth flesh that really deserved to be massaged and kissed than just touched and felt; he felt that his rough, war hardened hands were also a violating trespasser only because it was in contrast to her biological tan colored silk. 

He needed to touch her. Just needed to feel the warmth, her pulse. And inhale her sweet, sweet nectar of the scent; he didn’t need a deep inhale, just to be in the same room as her.

In order for that to happen, and to do so for long, long time, Prophet had to take care of business here. Once Admiral Ideora dismissed the report-giving subordinate, Prophet spoke aloud to the surrounding group, “What is the status on the vote to restore military authority back to Supreme Chancellor Valorum.” 

There were some that looked at him confusingly, and Prophet picked up on it with a slight frown of not knowing why. It then occurred to him that, while lost in his thoughts, the question he just asked may have come up during the conversation. He was so locked onto his shaking hands, which subsided, and therefore on Juna that he missed that part of the conversation.

However they weren’t going to say anything; Cade Hooley’ eyeballs being pulled into his skull by the suction of the feminine egg extractor was pretty fresh in all their minds. Ideora said, “There has been a reported compromise in the works after the most recent failure to pass the bill; a committee to act independently to give commands. The Supreme Chancellor does not approve.”

Prophet shook his head. “He will have the votes to maintain a veto. Who proposed the measure?”

“Our buddies the Trade Federation.”

“Ah,” Prophet said, doing his best to practice with those common Basic expressions. “They have the Senate on their side in fear, and thus they feel they can get the Senate to do what they please. Once they have power they won’t give it up, the common socialists that they are.” He kept his arms crossed. “Obviously their connection with the Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor has put them in a protection mode, and perhaps they have convinced her to help them.”

“So they’re purposely stalling the vote?”

“Isn’t it obvious that is why?”

One of the commanders nodded in agreement and said, “There had been reports that Jedi Master Sarch was released from prison because he was a Vhinphyckian Ambassador being illegally detained. This occurred five days ago.”

Prophet didn’t hear about that, but it made him just smile a little. Obviously it was the Elite Aggressor that got Sarch out with the bogus title of ambassador; the filth’s ship would have even beaten Juna’s modified vessel easily. If they are not here it isn’t because Sarch and the female were planning a massive strike. Once again his plan was working: distraction and stalling from cause and effect. Whatever Sarch believed in as far as the female’s involvement in the Vhinphyc government’s plans it didn’t matter. In fact many things could be occurring that just benefited him between the Jedi Master and the Elite Aggressor. It didn’t matter what because it was working.

“The Vhinphyc are of no concern, neither is the Republic; both are nullified.” Prophet looked at everyone and dared them to say otherwise. They didn’t. “Sometimes you don’t need absolute destruction to win a battle. You can stall them, have them bicker over petty issues, have them chase worthless clues, make them embark on crusades that seem important but at the same time it hampers them, burns time and resources, takes away mental energy to think because they over think.”

“Sound, but I must ask why do we remain here, my Magus,” asked Ideora. 

“Because there is another aspect of winning a war that must be carried out.” Prophet walked over to the holographic projection controls, called up an image from the sensors, and before them all was the three Republic dreadnaughts they captured. “Absolute peace is achieved only through absolute victory, when one totally dismantles the means for the opponent to make war by either submission or forced diplomacy.” With his ideas now in bloom, he shut off the holographic transmission. “Or you make those that can oppose you extinct, therefore guaranteeing no resistance.” 

“But we have the Legacy Virus, my Magus,” said Ideora. “Why not change position and use it?”

Prophet frowned and glared at them disapprovingly. They figured out that he had used the Legacy Virus to prevent the V-Haulers from leaving Sanctuary; the same virus that was supposedly on the SON disk they had been spending weeks on end trying to break through the security codes. The anti-ruse feelings were there to pound on their ego that Prophet had been using them, and therefore there was dissention; regardless of what fear they had of him there was still territorial pride that beat in their hearts to make them feel the way they do. Not enough to try Prophet, and not enough to defeat him.

 Prophet couldn’t really blame them, and that was why he was going to still keep them in the dark in regards to the Legacy Virus’ capabilities; all of its capabilities. Also he was going to make damn sure Juna never became a focus of their curiosities. 

If there were a few things he still respected from the late memory of the fool Jurivicious Pern it was these that filled his mind: that the best laid plans shouldn’t be let known to One’s worst laid subordinates, that the most powerful of weapons are best used by the most powerful of persons, and that those who possess the Dark Hope of the Sith will possess all control of the galaxy.

“Are we becoming brainless, Admiral Ideora,” he asked with the loving charm found in a nest of gundarks.

“No, my Magus.”

He shook his head at him and said, “Without the cure on the SON disk we ourselves run the risk of infection.” Which was false; the Legacy Virus did not infect any system in which it came from, nor did it infect a system that housed it. Prophet knew this, but he wasn’t about to tell them. To keep a potential enemy just that, potential, one must keep second-guessing their potential in strength and advantage. Besides that there was a curiosity out there in the Force that tugged at his imagination; a ‘what if’ as the spacers say; what if the Legacy Virus was all ready in play? Perhaps that was why Sarch was so delayed?

Prophet continued. “We can’t have that against us, that is why for now on all intelligence gathering is to cease and desist until we have cracked the codes to the SON disk. To further elaborate on why we stay is simple; we control this port, and therefore it is safe for us. If we are cruising the known galaxy and are spotted, if we engage in an attack, then we give the Supreme Chancellor what he wants by default; the people will give him military control through the use of long winded disagreement via communications with their well to do elected representatives in the Senate. To maintain destabilization, we must maintain distance.”

Prophet turned on the holographic generator again, only this time he brought up a galactic navigation map. “However there will be someone coming for her Ladyship soon. They won’t be hampered by Republic debate nor by the need to protect others. We must eliminate them, for they will affect us in the long term.” 

He could see the MerCons’ solution hovering thick in the air like fog without need of the Force: lose her as their only tactical liability. Granted, someone in the Senate could use her ‘kidnapping’ as a rallying cry for the elitist to unite; although Juna wouldn’t think herself as being above others, the Others would think her as being above the rest. Also they had a vested interest of sorts in regards to their own security, for if a former Queen of Naboo could be taken so easily, then which of them was next? The Hutts were recently savvy in their kidnapping and ransom schemes dealing with mealy mouth bureaucrats as victims; once again, in few of those situations, the Jedi Order didn’t come through either. Eventually those who have that power to command the military will use the power to prevent others with Juna’s reputation and prestige from being kidnapped or killed, and that was what the MerCons were afraid of.

Prophet couldn’t blame them really; after all, the Republic acted slowly in everything. They should have been gunning for them after with that elitist thinking months ago after the 20 world leaders were assassinated thanks to the Elite Aggressor unleashing of the Legacy Virus. That is if they were serious. In fact 10 years ago should have been when the Republic should have really acted when the Vhinech and MerCons lost Evramora; thus another motivating factor they will bring up if pushed finally to the brink of unilateral decision making. All the years of so-called peace had conditioned the Republic to take tons of abuse on all levels and since those systems that made the Republic turn weren’t affected, then policy would not change even if billions died.

However Prophet knew it was nowhere close to becoming that. The Republic was still in disarray. He said to break the silence, “The Jedi Order is tied up by their own Code and by whatever loyalties they have with the Supreme Chancellor. Without a strong force of unity groups will come one at a time and we will pick them apart. And if push comes to shove, we hold the ultimate counteroffensive weapon in the Legacy Virus. We hold the deterrence cards, gentlemen. There will be no need to make any more sacrifices.”

“But do we have an exist strategy, my Magus,” asked Ideora. “An end game.”

Prophet’s anger rose a little and it settled down his need to touch and be with his love. It wasn’t an incredible anger, but a cold reminder of who the Human was second-guessing. With Cade Hooley, someone he knew for a very long time, he made the mistake in not sharing with him all he knew. Ideora, on the other hand, was an opportunist as well as an idiot; both traits that could defeat everything he worked for without even trying.

“Indeed I have an end game as you call it,” said Prophet bitterly. “I, on the other hand, call it the Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas.” He moved towards the group and it caused them to shrink more down to their size based on their significants to him. “My Last Command. A plan, I assure you Admiral, you should fear for those who stand against me, or plot behind my back, will feel the full affects of my wraith with it.”

Ideora and the others let what bravado they had vanish behind clear fear in their eyes. The leader said, “I…understand…my-my Magus.”

Prophet said, “We will stay here and engage the aggressors coming for us. I will have plans put into place to ensure victory against them. For now I want all transmission silence and the Orpheus moved to the other side of approach. We will use the planet to shadow us. Leave the salvage crews on board the dreadnaughts; I will have an new assignment for them.”

“Yes, my Magus.”

Prophet snorted loudly in contempt for their lingering fear, ending the meeting as he left the bridge to return to his quarters.

No. No it wasn’t just his quarters. Not anymore. 

As he rode the lift to his floor alone, Prophet leaned against the rear of the lift and took in some deep breaths. He found Juna in his conscious, and a slow wave of calm drifted into him. He didn’t want to appear before her pissed off or even slightly flustered. By now she had to be having moments of feeling helpless and uncertain: with him there he could ease her into a better state of emotions. 

He had to tread lightly though with his plans with her, making sure he didn’t allow himself to get frustrated. The battle to win her heart was going to be a toughest battle he ever fought; he was going up against a lot of emotional turmoil, turmoil that existed in the most deadliest of creature: the female.

In Juna’s case, she was the Female.

Prophet let his conscious drift towards Juna for a real time perspective and found…some distress. Not alarming distress, not something that forced him to will the lift faster, but the kind of distress that was associated with…

Embarrassment.

Of course he knew why. If there was anything he demanded from Juna currently, if there was one thing he wanted to see her do, it was to express her beauty. Perhaps she just looked into the closet. If he was going to guide her towards a life that featured him and their combined control of the galaxy, he was going to unleash all over gifts.

