CHAPTER 92.0

The evening came, and after listening to all Faradi had to say Juna was thankful the spirit gave her ears, …well her mind would be more accurate since Faradi really wasn’t ‘talking’ and she was ‘listening’ in the normal sense, a rest so she could eat in peace and prepare for the coming events that would surely continue the long trip through hell. To keep up the appearance of not being deceitful in the event that Magus Prophet was spying on her with hidden cameras and sensors as Faradi ‘spoke’, Juna took a meditative position she would normally assume to feel the Force; the traditional crossing of the legs, her hands folded in her lap; made a bit tedious however with the dress being a little constrictive around her mid-section; she never had the need ever to wear a corset or any other body modifying garment, over or under, in her young life, but her top introduced her to the ‘thrills’ of shape-defining wears. It was easy to ignore the clothing annoyance when listening to Faradi; the spirit’s voice may have been filled with evil through her virtuous tones and with ideas that kept Juna blushing one moment and quivering with cold revulsion the next, but it was filled with that musk of motherly serenity that kept her listening, first heard only a few years ago while trapped inside the recesses of her mind. That fact, being trapped by Faradi, kept Juna on the defensive for Faradi back then was so close, so very close, to convincing her to unleash her darkness by capitalizing on opportunity; with Faradi, Juna didn’t buy the ‘her choice’ point, that it would be of her own thinking conclusion to fall down the dark path. 

It was hard, though. Very hard because Faradi’s touchy tones were mixed in with words describing the best courses of action to take Prophet down, and every time Juna pictured Prophet getting closer to his goal with her, basically any part of his birth-wear anatomy touching her and beyond, she listened to spirit very carefully despite the uncomfortable subject matter.

On the other hand, as Juna ate the evening meal prepared by Cessa – a meal she made sure her friends also ate because it was only right for Cessa to eat her efforts instead of eating scraps or whatever else Prophet threw at her, but unfortunately Deannta was busy with her Magus and would have to settle for leftovers – she found herself lost in thought at times thinking about the hints the Vhinech monster kept dropping on her, the hints regarding his past. Coupled with his passion and caring – and again, to her, if it was an act it was a great one, or if it was insanity she hoped in a bizarre way that all madmen were the same way – the significants of the hints carried some type of punch. With the ‘dropping’ metaphor applied to it, she wondered if these were merely raindrops that splashed on the skin of emotion, or time delay bombs designed to drill deep into the target first, pause, and then detonate it’s tremendous explosive package with ever expanding collateral damage. The first applied to a rational factor of similarity, that perhaps they shared a lot in common and therefore in order for him to reach her he had to touch her lightly with emotion; emotions that didn’t seem too alien to him, but she doubted he ever expressed them to anyone else. The second was the ever-popular drama maker found more often in either dramatic plays or cantina brawls; in either case a love triangle is discovered, and a fight ensues as the thought of the act buried deep in the person’s heart, and the person vents it in rage. In both cases, either one being applied, there was still too little questions answered. What was his angle with these hints? Why was she so intrigued with them, so much so she wanted to dwell on them and dive deeply into the dark pool of history that was Prophet’s soul?

Juna finished eating and found no resistance from Cessa when she helped her clean up; she assumed Prophet ordered the two Yaltmas’ to change their approached when it came to serving her, saying her name instead of ‘mistress’ was the first clue; never in Juna’s life did she find her name to be so…cruel. She found that she had some authority to correct that by talking dearly to Cessa a little in the kitchen; the issue got settled, and her name wasn’t as spoken in the same league as the repetitive ‘Mistress’ title or worse something along the lines of ‘my lady’; how many times she cringed when everyone said that to Terese Maltanaw, and even the former Queen was ready to pull her own blonde hair out after it was said fifty times in the space of five minutes.

“Juna,” said Cessa after they left the kitchen; unfortunately, there were still a few things Juna couldn’t correct, like, “Would you like to prepare for bed now? It is my Sister’s duty, but I believe I can fulfill her duty.”

“No, but thank you, Cessa,” said Juna, who was wearing out her friend’s name just as badly as she was wearing out her name, but there was a purpose for that. She still firmly believed she could reach both Cessa and Deannta in spite of what was done to them. “I’m not tired, but I’m bored.” She noted the open corridor across the wide expanse of the living room that led to Prophet’s little personnel space. She took a few steps towards the corridor and remarked, “Perhaps Prophet has some books to read in his study.”

“Oh, you want to read a story?” Cessa’s question brought Juna to a stop, noting that Cessa walked over to an end table by one of the three cloned leather lean back chairs and showed her a large data pad. “The ship’s library has many selections, but they’re all digital I’m afraid.”

Juna smiled, but inside she was frowning; she wanted a good excuse to go into the study, and although she loved Cessa dearly she had to be weary of her, her and Deannta both; they were her friends, but they were still under Prophet’s thumb. Intelligence gathering had its share of double agents. “Oh. Thank you, Cessa.”

She took the data pad and sat down with some hope that outweighed her latest defeat. It turned into a false hope as she played with the data pad a little to see if she could access anything other than stories. The data pad was security locked and program dedicated through its unique operating system to the typical fare of library stories, scientific journals, and various other subjects of fiction and non-fiction. If she had the original operating system to the data pad, Juna would have had a chance to play with it, possibly access other areas of the ship. As it stood she would have to do things manually and that took too much time; it had been just a little while since she departed Prophet’s company, and the last time they separated didn’t last too long. She scrapped the idea, and the hopes, by tossing the pad aside on the table with a little more pop in the pitch than she intended.

“Smeck.”

“Juna?”

Juna lifted her head up and realized for the very first time she spoke aloud while dropping her face into her raised left hand. But the speaker was Deannta, not Cessa; the newcomer was dressed in different colors, and Juna barely caught a glimpse of Cessa on her way out; just a little time lapsed, it was just that Juna’s frustrations blinded her and made her drop her guard. Deannta continued. “Are you okay?”

“Yes,” said Juna, and to her she even convinced herself that she was telling the truth. Faradi stressed that over and over again that in certain situations Juna had to believe in the deception, accept the lies she had to tell. Juna hated to lie, even to someone who was, in her heart, a friend. 

“I’m well, believe me Deannta,” she lying assured her, and Deannta’s small smile seemed to indicate she believed her. “Where’s Prophet?”

“Your Husband to Be is getting into a change of clothing after his bath.” Deannta smiled, but there was a great weariness to it, along with a slight paling in color as she picked up the thrown data pad off the floor. Bending low, she whispered, “My Magus…is a very messy eater, if you forgive me for saying so.”

Juna could imagine what she meant by that as she assured Deannta that she was forgiven with a gesture of her head; she seen too personally how much Prophet enjoyed having blood upon his flesh; he wore it with pride, glee, and gratification. When he spoke earlier about his youth when he was attacked, when he bit into his attacker, there was a great amount of energy that poured from him that could only be described as a predator’s satisfactory walk down the path of good memories. 

Eyeing the corridor again, Juna wished she could feel the Force. It wouldn’t take her no time at tall then to run in, look at everything, run back out, and later recall what she had seen through meditation. In her current state she needed time, and it wouldn’t take too long for Prophet to put clothing on. She decided to wait until he was gone again on one of those excursions to the out side world…

Suddenly, Prophet emerged from the shadows of the corridor, dressed, and even where she sat Juna let out a little peep of surprise; if she would have went…

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” said Prophet, who appeared less than a Magus in his clothing style. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it wasn’t anything a poor refugee or a long-range warrior would be wearing if still out in the wilds. In his large hands was various items she couldn’t identify as being any of the interesting artifacts from his study. “Forgive me?”

Juna looked into his eyes and said, “I do.” He smiled, and the smile was unique; it conveyed a sense of wishful thinking. He firmly believes he was winning in steps. The first was having her talk to him, the second seemed to be answering his questions, the third touching him, and now forgiving him. The latter seemed more important than the others, so Juna kept that in mind as she gestured with her head towards the objects in his hands. “What’s that?”

Prophet looked down at them and sighed shortly. “In my haste to leave, I had forgotten to make sure you weren’t bored.” He eyed the data pad without a single hint of suspicion; Juna surmised all ready that he was responsible for making sure the data pad wasn’t linked to anything else. “Someone of your intellect would have still enjoyed at least a story to read to pass the long time.” He regarded her. “How was your meal, by the way?”

“It was fine. Cessa was always a good cook. As for passing the time I meditated.”

Prophet, intrigued, sat down in the chair next to hers and let his forgotten load just lay in his lap. “If I may be allowed to ask, what did you think about?”

“I thought about what you said,” she said. The truth, of course, was more than that but it was still the truth. “About your story. About I freeing you.”

“And?”

“And?”

Prophet leaned back. “And did you discover enlightenment in such thought? That is the purpose for such meditations.”

“True, but the answer is not always revealed,” said Juna. “Either within the scope of thought or in a casual conversation such as this one. I think it would be rude of me to speak about it when I don’t have the answer.”

He seemed a little disappointed, turning away a little as he spoke. “Then I will not press you.”

“You weren’t,” she assured him. “Every man does all he can to understand the whims and desires of those he loves. Men sometimes lack the intellectual capacity to wait patiently for the answers. Some press with words. Some press with fists.”

Prophet brought his head up and said, “Then those men are fools. If they cannot wait, then they deserve everything they get.” Calming, he let himself sit back again and said, “Do you like that?”

Juna was a bit taken aback. This whole day seemed like a grand game of give and take, but with more emphasis on give and give, and long form version of puréed pro quo; Prophet told her things earlier in the day, now it’s her turn at night. She said, “Do I like men getting what they deserve for impatience, or do I like patient men?”

Prophet seemed to get it with the tiny chuckle that clicked out of his nose. He said with what passed as sarcasm for him, “It is not easy for me to speak with much direct comprehension so short length on a subject manner such as this one.”

Flattery, Faradi reminded Juna earlier, broke male defenses down more often did it did when applied to females. The reason was a gender stereotype Juna didn’t believe in but unfortunately many did, for women expect compliments regardless of their true meaning of sincerity, while men don’t. Men don’t stand around in conversation and say to one another that their friend’s pants looked good on them, or that their hairstyle was just so in fashion, but when a woman tells a man that he’s cute, it boosts the man’s ego, makes him more comfortable that he is socially acceptable to the woman. Juna’s other argument towards it was, well, the obvious point that Prophet wasn’t really a man but a male monster. Faradi, however, was insistent; all males in the wild, she said, think with their penis.

Juna didn’t believe that to be so with every man, but with Prophet it rang a little too true; being poked hard in the thigh early in the morning by his second brain told her all she needed to know about what was on his mind. She said with a small smirk, “Well, you’re speaking fine. I…have this defense mechanism in my thinking that comes out sometimes, I bring it out when I feel a bit crowded, or need to be defensive. I take people to task when they don’t define their intentions.”

“I know, I have seen or read about it,” said Prophet.

“It’s unfair of me to do that; you have been honest with me, you have taken good care of me. Don’t stop talking, you know, the way you have been lately. You’re doing fine with it.”

Prophet smiled just a little, retaining and exposing suspicion. If he felt he was being lied to, he wasn’t going to admit it aloud anytime soon. “Thank you, Juna. I’m trying so hard, and I don’t always think I’m making any progress. It means a lot to me for you to say that.”

“You shouldn’t wait for anyone’s approval or acceptance.”

“I don’t.” He was steadfast on that at first, but was quick to say, “Well…I do for you.”

Juna sensed that if she didn’t change the subject, the argument was going to keep circling. “Do I like patient men?” Prophet seemed relieved that she was going back to the question before her. “I really never thought of that.”

“Not as you grew up?” Prophet leaned to his right a little, laying his massive arm on the arm rest to support his weight, but being careful not to let it hold him up entirely. “Not as you matured? Even I thought of the opposite sex.”

“Well,” Juna said hesitantly, not sure how to address the subject matter now. In all her teenage years, as she grew up and matured, there was only one man she thought of while all her friends were talking about cute boys and older men in the Palace of Theed, or who they watched on the HoloNet, or when they were out and about. Her curiosity towards males were pretty much satisfied thanks to Muriel teaching her Human biology when she was five, and in some deep way she seemed to all ready have a mature grasp on the concept of gender difference long before that; even Muriel admitted that she wasn’t so gifted at such a young age, and why she knew so much was still a ton of mystery Juna didn’t have any answer for. Knowledge, as well as experience, had a limit based on age, maturity, environment, and discipline. But Juna…well, not Juna. If anything, Faradi was reminding her what she all ready knew, but some of these ‘knowings’ Juna swore she never learned in her life.

“Well, I was taught to never be too judgmental,” she said finally. “That’s one of the problems in this universe, and I try not to be part of the damaged machine.”

Prophet disagreed. “Sometimes our ignorance, our immaturity, is all we have to save us. With wisdom, it is better known as caution and open mindedness.” Clearing his massive throat, he asked, “But you didn’t think of men?”

She joked, “Now you’re pressing.”

He didn’t get the joke. He looked very apologetic. “I’m sorry.”

Juna felt herself smiling because it hurt him. There was a feeling within her that made her that couldn’t be ignored. “It’s okay. At least you admit you overstepped your bounds. Not many men are so brave.”

“No other is,” Prophet suddenly said boldly. All of the sudden, Juna found her elation gone. A defeat for him became a victory; a too convincing victory from what should have been a good, stiff jab. “If I cannot be open with you, my Love, then I do not deserve you. I am just as weak and unimportant as they are. I can only fear your rejection because I fear myself.” He grabbed the items that were on his lap and handed them to Juna with care. Sighing, he said, “Anyways, I am sorry that I left you in such doldrums.”

“It’s quite all right,” she retorted. “After all, a prison shouldn’t be filled with any hope.” Juna took the items, but as she began to look them over she found his hand grabbing hers. He held it, not with force but just the intent was enough to keep Juna from challenging the hold.

“I have hope,” he said quietly. “I have hope you can see what I am doing, my Love.”

Juna looked up at him, and Prophet bore that face of hope, that prayers could be answered. His eyes were closed, as if he were making a wish. Strangely, it caused her to lose herself in regards to what she wanted to do to him, what needed to be done. She said tenderly, “You…wish to free me.”

“Free you completely,” he said. After a few moments, Prophet gave her hand a rest and sat back. Opening his eyes, he gestured towards the items and said, “Please. I want to prove my bravery, and also make sure you are never bored again.”

Juna turned her attention back towards the many items now on her lap, the biggest of them on the bottom, a handsome brown leather draftsman’s sketchpad case. The items above it were various items of drawing creating necessity; a rub and smudge kit, a pencil carrier, pinpoint stylizing templates, and a rolling blotter to dry any inks or oils into a print. 

He said, “It is mine, but what is mine can be yours.”

Juna moved the other items aside and began to unfasten the leather straps that kept the case closed and safe from the elements. Prophet’s movements caught her eye, and just briefly she looked at him rise from his chair to walk around behind her. Her attention was back on the pad, but the back of her neck felt his shadow upon it and kept her aware and weary. She managed to open the case and unfolded it to where it conveniently spread out. 

She took note of many things, finding herself falling back to those teaching principals of observation and not having to use the Force that Enothchild showed her as a child; if she had a choice she wouldn’t, but the circumstances called for her to use all her resources and knowledge. The case wasn’t new, the leather was nearly ready to peel off from the rusty studs holding it to the stock, and it lacked luster and feel; where as the clone leather her back pressed against was cool and smooth, this was rough and abrasive. There was a slight smell to it that crinkled her nose, a smell of minor mildew and mud. The paper itself was all too familiar however; it was the same size and material that was used to write the Letter Prophet had sent her. The pages were in a binding ring, and what was unique about the case was that it could be open from both sides. She closed up the side she examined, flipped it around, opened the other side, and the first drawing there was the sketch of a Vhinphyc kit; noted so by the loving ‘My Beautiful Kit’ written in the Vhanbadian language. The young girl sat in pose on a stone a quarter her size with a small leaf in her hands and it looked as if she was testing her smelling capabilities, like any child testing the limits of their biological capabilities through their curiosities. 

Juna then realized something and her hands went numb; this pad obviously did not belong to Prophet, and she didn’t need to know it by the fact that, compared to his drawing capabilities in the Letter, he most definitely didn’t draw the image. She said with some bitterness, “Someone you knew?”

Prophet’s hands fell on her shoulders, assuring comfort with their rubbing action. “I never met her.” 

Juna flipped the page with a disconcerting whip of her hand; she wanted to add ‘and you never hurt a child in your life either’ in a sarcastic sense that radiated the truth that he participated in the genocide of millions of Vhinphyc, but she was too close to ending their conversation a few times all ready. Whenever she got defensive or offended he claimed up. She needed to have him open, and so her bile had to be laid to rest. 

There were a few more drawings like the first, of the child in different stages of innocence. By the way it was expressed, through the repeated patterns of curves and swirls to bring forth the details as opposed to intricate precision, Juna concluded that only a mother could draw her daughter so beautifully. And…

And she had seen this girl before. 

Strange as the thought crossed her mind Juna frowned over its significants. But alas, as she needed more answers, she turned the page and found a mess of a drawing. Then with further analysis she realized that the mess was done on purpose; it was a depiction of someone looking at their reflection in not so calm river waters. The hard lines, the lack of curving, and the freshness of the staining to the paper suggested that the drawing was done not by the original female owner of the pad; the image was possibly months or even a few years old, but it wasn’t wrinkled or worn enough to suggest decades old like the first set of images.

Another clue came when Prophet stopped rubbing her shoulders. He kept his hands on her shoulders, and even his breathing was silent. Juna took another look at the image, letting her fingers trace the lines. When she did, his finger flexed in nervousness. She let a smile of amuse touch her mouth and she asked, “Is this you?” 

His hands became a little sweaty and they felt warmer, so she risked a look over her shoulder. He was squatting down, looking over her shoulder, putting up a brave front, but there was a tiny hint of embarrassment in his eyes; a little extra sheen of shininess on his menacing orbs. In his silence there was acknowledgement; yes, it is I who had drawn myself so crudely looking back at a memory of me looking into water as a child.

Juna smirked and turned her attention back to the pad, flipping through the pages with a little more care and a lot more giddiness. She couldn’t help to smile because it seemed as if she found him in such a vulnerable position, much like she was with the scandalous dress she wore. Prophet, through these images, was naked on a level not associated with the feelings of clothing undress, but of secret hidden under cloth nonetheless, the cloth known as skin.

She continued on, noting immediately that the self-portrait was the only self-portrait; the next page was one filled with a repetitive word written in Vhanbadian glyphic, written around in a frantic fashion with crossovers and ink smudge blurs she couldn’t translate it, but it was one word that started with an ‘C’. 

Juna turned the page again, and paused on it. Although Prophet wasn’t a skillful artist the subject matter was hard to ignore; this one was of her, as a little girl, frightened, hiding under a computer counsel on the bridge of the Tantive One during the Vhinech siege of the ship; she knew it was her, because Prophet put a lot of work on the centermost subject of the drawing. Also, he began to slowly rub across her shoulders; he didn’t want her to feel afraid as that little Nubian banshee looked to him, in the drawing and in memory, anymore.

She continued on, and through the images she began to note a pattern, a slowly building reoccurring theme of the two of them in which she was an angelica spirit of sorts and he was that small, horned child in the first drawing; only she aged in the drawings. Juna went through several incarnations of existence throughout. She wore simple cloth or spun silver or as she reached maturity no clothing in some cases. She dawned wings of feathers, wings of leather, wings of mechanical ingenuity. Her skin was often fair, or of scales, or just a plain black but in all cases her face was never covered.

Prophet’s changes were minimum, but still telling; he didn’t age in the visuals, but he was in some sort of distress; being wounded eclipsed just about all of the subjects. In several he begged for her to help him, heal him, and she was on her way. In several he was in her arms, cuddled for protection; there were a few where she carried an ancient weapon like a sword. In several she held him with grief relief in her features, held him in cool waters to treat his wounds, held him by a burning fire to give him more warmth, held him only for mutual endearment. 

And then…nothing.

Before she knew it, and to Juna it came to her in a shock, the drawings stopped. Before her was now blank pages, unused paper, and the end of a creative legacy that knew no bound in imagination. She went back to the last image once more, and took note of the simplicity of black pencil and white paper of her holding him in a friendly hug. It would have been his best work if it weren’t for the random patches of dried, dark-colored stains that weren’t consistent to any liquid coloring texture. If it were, it wouldn’t have wrinkled the page. The paper was grained enough and thick enough to where the staining didn’t go through, and so the other pages were left untouched.

Like an unwritten history.

Like an unanswered mystery.

And it saddened her.

CHAPTER 92.1

“What do you envision when you draw, my Muse?” asked Prophet, breathing the words so delicately in his future mate’s Human ear. Juna responded to his musing by breathing in deeply to awaken her perceptions more. It made him smile; she was so captivated and moved by his horribly novice workings she seemed to understand him through them. It was not something he initially included in his plans; he felt compelled to draw out what he dreamed and imagined and fantasized; he never wanted to forget, so the best way to continue those views was to jot them down on the pad he had rightfully won in combat. Another Vhinech was given it, and thankfully she was still alive to where he could ask for it back; the follower was more than thrilled to give it back for they had no use for it.

He was no artist; he knew it and didn’t pretend he knew the difference between mosaic swaths and line music. He saw Vhinech children draw better than him. But he felt he outdid everyone in the intent of conveyance: Juna was his Angel, his true Savior, and regardless where and how that was translated it was the truth; thus why his imagination was so that he drew her – again, not the best interpretation of her – in various forms of existence; in any form, in any time, she still would have been his Saint of Saints.

Thus the beauty of the sketches and drawings did a great deal to help him bide his time, Prophet still couldn’t beat the feel of her warm flesh in his hands, the tingle her goose bumps caused when his pores met them with his rubs. His touches had a more profoundly positive reaction from Juna than his artwork, although he couldn’t dismiss the fact that both actions teamed up well to provide the responses he had imagined so many times from her; she wasn’t aroused, but the slight reddening of her skin where he didn’t touch and the new mixture of scent from her suggested titillating curiosity; he had been with many females from various species in his life, and he knew the markers well.

He watched Juna close the sketchpad and said, “I draw what I see in the Force. I…channel in, and let the Force guide my hand.”

“You allow it to dictate your actions?”

“I do because otherwise I suck as an artist.”

Prophet could not believe that. As to where he knew he really had no talent, he doubted very much that Juna was as poor as he was. He said to her as if he were a Study of the Vhinech Order, “The Force is an extension of one’s gifts, and not necessarily a gift by itself.” He reached down, gliding his fingers down her arm, to grab the pencil carrier and get a lightweight lead. He then encouraged her to take it, and he carefully grabbed the back of her hand. “We apply it to the governing situation by specific tasks, but how do we apply when we do not know how to, or when we are not experts or do not have an aptitude for something? You can draw, Juna, without the Force.”

She turned to look at him, and Prophet’s head was conveniently over her right shoulder, and he basked in the fact he was so close to her, that she was not rejecting his touches, that she was looking at him and listening to what he had to say. Juna said, “Well, I have tried. I did, and I failed.”

Prophet knew he was going to press the issue, but this was an opportunity to show her how she was forced to embrace the philosophy of limitation, opposed against her by the Black Rose and by so many who felt she needed to restrain herself not just in the Force but in life in general; which they were one and the same; for whatever reason even Sarch had taught her so. She was ignoring them as much as possible, however, and that lead Prophet to believe that Juna discovered their betrayal, of their secret liaison; she didn’t argue on their behalf when he had her in the interrogation room and he chastised them; she cared for them less than she cared about himself. How much and how far he wasn’t going to press to discover, for he had to take each advantage one careful step at a time.

“Failed in how you drew, or being able to draw altogether? I doubt either excuse, and if you did fail, you failed because you are afraid,” he said to her gently, taking his left hand and reopening the pad. “Afraid of your own imagination. Afraid of the Force.”

Juna snickered a little and shook her head. “I fear many things. I’m like any other person.”

“No, Juna, you’re not. Just as I am unique, you too are so. Our fears are only based on our perceptions, or how others perceive themselves around us.” 

She stopped him from moving her right hand upon the blank piece of paper and looked at him again. “Perceive themselves around us? Not how they perceive us directly?”

“It has crossed your mind with your political friends and enemies. Case in point was what we discussed earlier today, about how many perceived you with your beauty.” Prophet encouraged her hand back towards the paper. “They could see themselves, with you, in positions they dare not say. Certainly they fear you, they feel inadequate, and thus they allow themselves to appear in fantasy. They do so, knowing that your feminine intuition will pick up on it, but unbeknownst to them” He held on, giving pause to anything else except the discussion, and said, “The Force shows you their perceptions, does not allow you to filter them, and does not allow you to take control, which is an extension of yourself not wanting that control. What this does is not only put in a feeling of disguise physically, but it makes you hide in the way of imagination because you fear you may share in, or worse have a more grotesque imagination. You may think you openly express yourself, but truth you do not because you believe how others look at you.”

“Oh really?” she said in disbelieving retort. She flipped back through the pad to the images of himself as a child. “Is this how you perceive yourself around me?”

“At one time, yes,” he said, and his honest he knew floored her because she would give pause to digest it. “For a child only dreams and wants. They don’t have the power to make it so for their imagination is only that. Imagination by itself can’t buy a quart of milk, but imagination applied to ingenuity and production and, finally, execution gets the milking heifer through the front door.” She wanted to say something, but he watched her turned away. Prophet knew what it was and said it for her. “Like my plan to obtain you, to free you from your bondage.”

“So you say I was a slave?”

Prophet reached up and encouraged Juna to look him in the eyes. He said, “A slave to the fear that is yourself. You fear yourself more than you fear me. I can see it in your eyes.”

“And why is that?”

“Because you have never been the mistress of your own life.” 

The last comment was meant with an abrupt silence; she opened her mouth, but closed it, and just stared at him. Although he enjoyed staring into her eyes, there was a hope that Juna would take some type of a positive action. She was thinking, thinking hard, about what he said, and she seemed taken aback by something the way she turned her attention away from him. He grabbed her hand again, the one holding the pencil, and maneuvered it where the pencil made contact with the clean, clear material paper before her. He released her hand and said, “Draw something for me from your imagination. Prove to me you are in control of yourself.”

Juna turned towards him and said, “Why does that matter to you? Why should I prove anything to you?”

Thinking he was losing her, Prophet yelled, “YALTMAS, COME!” He didn’t bother to acknowledge her look of puzzlement and worry as he stood up. The two, dressed in a dark blue robbing, came quickly and bowed before him. He asked, “My Yaltmas, be truthful, when have you seen Juna at her most happiest?” They looked fearful of answering, so Prophet stepped towards them and put assuring hands to their masked faces. “Please, I would like to know. So would Juna.”

“So would I?” was Juna’s response to that; her disbelief was high. “What does this have to do with the discussion?”

“You will find a correlation between your happiness and you being in control once they answer my question.” Prophet turned back towards them and put his hands behind his back. “Well.”

Cessa and Deannta looked at one another, looked at Juna, looked at one another again, and then Deannta said, “She always seemed happy during, and a long time after, she flew in her starfighter, my Magus.”

He then asked, “Did anyone disapprove of this activity?”

Cessa spoke first. “Former Chief of Staff Sele Nevere was the loudest complainer, my Magus. With her authority, she blatantly tried to schedule appointments to undermine Queen Angelleia’s flight time availability. She succeeded a great deal with the overbooked appointments.”

Prophet turned his attention back towards Juna, taking in her fretting gesture; her hands grabbed onto that dress skirting and got a work out through her moving and squeezing grip. He said, “I bet it must have infuriated you so when someone so less than you did such a thing. To take away the very thing that made you happy.”

Juna stood up and placed the items he gave her gently in her chair; Prophet took that as a good sign really. If she were furious, if she still wanted to draw his blood from his throat, she would have not personalized the possessions he gave her. She would have attacked them because, metaphorically, it was a part of him; his image as a child could have easily represented him and quench whatever vent she wanted to have; just rip the paper. She didn’t, and that meant he was reaching her, making his point, causing her to think more than feel.

“If you must know, or in this case you are just verifying,” and when Juna said that she looked past him, and Prophet knew she was looking at his Yaltmas, “Yes, I enjoyed flying, and yes I was upset when that woman changed my schedule.”

“That woman?” Prophet crossed his arms. “You are being too modest in your opinion of her when you say that.”

She crossed her arms and shifted her weight onto her right leg. “I hated it, but like it or not that was my duty as Queen.”

“Yes, Queen: the destiny forced upon you.” She turned around in a huff, and Prophet knew he had hit that raw nerve. “With all due respect to you, as one leader to another, you had enough power at any time to tell her to take that schedule she made and shove it up her ass. Instead you allowed an insubordinate like that to do such things for a very long time, and that is just another example of others controlling you, Juna. You were a ruler-.”

“An elected ruler that must govern by a public approved doctrine,” she said as she turned back around.

“You were a ruler who pissed away your true authority, granted to you by your birth not by vote, because you feared what you would do with it and how you would be perceived by the weak, the ones that controlled you, afterwards.”

“And let me guess: if you were me, you would have killed her?”

“Without another breath of hesitation.” Prophet did not even think one more second. “She would not have lived long enough to have considered the plot she planned with Pirus Krendel to dethrone you.”

“Well in civilization, dear warrior, we just don’t summary execute the people we dislike!”

“And that’s where this ‘civilization’ you cherish is so flawed,” he said with arms spread out wide, pointing out the universe in general. “In nature, the foolish and the weak are oppressed to role of fodder, fodder emitted from the prey that consume them. The strongest the ones that survive dictate the laws; through their actions does nature run smoothly and without flaw. Civilization allows the prey to speak, to dictate terms, to tell the majority, the strong, what to do, and lastly they are allowed to live even after they have committed the most horrible of crimes.” He crossed his arms again. “It’s terrible, civilization is. We’re getting a good look on how civilization works with the stalling tactics and indecisiveness of this great civil society known as the Galactic Republic. Let the weak dictate the actions of the military?” He found himself shaking his head in disgust. “And going back to Nevere; don’t say to me you didn’t think for one second you wanted at least once to snap her neck with a snap of your fingers.”

Juna just turned her back to him, clearly annoyed by his all so right statement of fact. Prophet knew he was reaching her, he knew she felt the same way he did; if not, she would have came back with counter argument, about how the weak and the strong could work together. But then again…that would be predictable. He didn’t want Juna to be predictable, and he felt she wasn’t. She said, “Funny to hold such views highly as if they were your life, when only a decade ago you were protecting and saving the weakest of your kind.”

“Funny as well, you came here by yourself,” was his point retort. “Revenge can be accomplished with accomplices, that is if you value them enough, feel they are strong enough to follow the strength of your leadership. Believe me, I have learned from the mistakes of mercy. And I believe you have too.”

Juna turned around and gave him the first searing look of anger from her in a long while; a few days, it had to be a new record in their relationship, a relationship in which over the last ten years was really only seven days old total. Prophet, in turn, did not return the expression; he would never be angry with her; frustrated, disappointed, but never upset with his Muse. His lack of expected response forced Juna to turn right back around, and he took a moment to admire the visual of her tied hair swaying across her bare back; the movements of her body flowed so smoothly in spite of her apprehension. He reminded himself, however, that this wasn’t an exercise in appreciating her beautiful body, her lovely hair, and her unbelievable scent. It was to make her see his point and put her on the same page of enlightenment he found himself on; a favor he was only returning.

Prophet let out a very loud sigh, and he noted Juna’s intense shoulder cringe; obviously not many beings in her life growled in the volume and pitch he did when he sighed. Feeling they were going to go in circles again, he went to her and placed his hands upon her shoulders, inspiring her to cringe again from his touch; only a short time ago she wasn’t doing it. He said to wind down the discussion and these rounds of talks, “It bothers me even more especially when one such as yourself is made to be ‘civil’.”

Juna didn’t turn around, but said, “Do you mean to say I should be like you? Be murderous?”

“If you mean to exist by any means necessary, then perhaps I am.” He leaned down towards the top of his head, spoke in a hush, letting his breath blow through her hair. “One should live as they wish, and if they have such means, such power. It would be a great tragedy if they couldn’t use it because there are people who on purpose make you fear yourself. Think about that when you meditate next time.” 

He felt her relax as she was distracted by what he was saying. He rubbed her shoulders and complimented her. “You are a skilled debater, my Love. I am truly amazed by the depth of your intellect and awareness perception. It makes you all the more enchanting to be with. Our nights together will be interesting.” He let go and stepped away. “Let us not fight anymore. And if you don’t want to draw, then that’s fine. The pad and supplies are still yours. If you don’t want to talk anymore, then that is your choice.”

Prophet then added, “I would like you to talk to me though; your voice is a tender song. Feel free to talk to me about anything. I will listen, and if you wish my council I will provide it.”

As he sat down, she suddenly turned back around and said to him, “What are you trying to do to me?”

“Simple,” he said, truly sincere in his intentions always, “I’m freeing you with the truth. The truth you know, but because of other’s counsel you are afraid to confront it.” 

CHAPTER 92.2

Juna found herself slipping back into her chair, moving without looking her gifts given to her by Prophet enough where her petit buttocks could find unhindered purchase in the seat. Quite frankly she was finding it hard to concentrate on trying to kill him. Her mind was filled with doubts and denials and things that made no sense to her, and yet they did in an unspoken way; a language Prophet knew but wasn’t ready to translate. Why it was…why?

“What truth may that be?” she asked curiously.

Prophet looked at her, and she knew he was undressing her with his eyes; the way he just stared at her was all too telling. He said, “The truth you are coming to grips with. The truth you are not fully ready to face. If you were so ready, I do believe you would have figured it out by now.”

Juna rubbed her jaw a little, trying to figure out how best to engage him. She knew he wouldn’t get mad at her, or take offense when she raised her voice. But he shut his mouth up like a clam on the bottom of Ancer Reef on Naboo when she pushed for information. He definitely was holding back on purpose. “All this talk about me being controlled…and freeing me with the truth…are you saying I am being lied to?”

“Do you not feel, or have felt, or discovered,” he began with a sympathetic look, “that your life has been nothing more than an elaborate lie? From birth till recently, do you feel held back from what could be rightfully yours for the taking?”

She found herself blinking a lot as she tried to understand the feelings within her that just churned and turned and pressed her thoughts together in a messy stew. She thought she could think it through this simple deception he was deploying against her, but that last statement just made her feel completely helpless; and bitch of time she didn’t understand why! She was reaching a state of near tear and helpless frustration over this and she didn’t understand WHY!!!

It was then Prophet reached over and cupped his hand under her jaw, and with deep regret in his features he rubbed her chin with his thumb. Juna found herself melting into his hand, when before she rejected his touch as much as possible. It just compounded everything she was going through, and it was becoming agonizing. This holding back by him was a torture never deployed before. Trying not to whimper, fighting not to beg, she said anyways, “Please tell me what you know.”

“You are not ready,” he said with a pain in his voice. “You alone must see it, for you will not believe me if I told you.”

Juna tried another route. “Then at least tell me why they would lie to me?”

Prophet’s eyes opened, and there was a deadly edge to them. He said, “You know.”

“I know,” she questioned quietly, and it came to her. She was inspired by a similar event in the past; trapped in her mind, Faradi revealed some truths then but held back on much, much more; Prophet was doing the same; both entities were connected by one confirmed fact Juna knew. “Because I am this Dark Hope? Because I am a Sith Maiden?”

Prophet’s eyes lowered quite a bit when she mentioned the last part, and for a bit Juna remembered herself and realized that he never heard the term Sith Maiden before; so he didn’t know everything, but that could mean a lot in her favor. She watched, waited for him, and his mouth began to move with perhaps the answer. There was the beginnings of an inhale, a slight strain in his eyes, his tongue began to move about, and a small noise began to build. Her anticipation kept things slow going and it was making her restless, but here it comes; she believed in her heart he was going to talk.

Instead, his mouth continued to open and great volumes of air rushed into his open, fanged mouth. It continued on, and suddenly upon his exhale a great volume of hot, not pleasant smelling air slowly rumbled out of his feed opening. As it continued, his mouth opened more, became unhinged with a loud pop, and the maw grew even larger in size, stretching out the skin wrapped around his hard, edgy cheeks, the flesh acting as if it would snap apart like a blob of salt water toffee being pulled apart by a molding and needing device. The next stages caused Juna to sit back a little and forget her dire need to find answers as his gums literally pulled back and towards the end of his loud, roar-like exhale, his fangs and jagged teeth seemingly pushed out and got longer, going from your basic predator bridge work to something far more frightening; with his teeth like this, they had to be impossibly between three long for the standards and six inches for the four fangs! And when he finished, the bellow ended and his teeth came together in one loud CLACK! They seeming retracted back inside his mouth as if part of a great machine designed to chew and pull.

Completed, Prophet opened his eyes, but he barely opened them; they were glossy and they appeared to lack energy. He looked at her and smiled just a fraction. “Forgive me. I did not realize I was so exhausted.”

Exhausted! That was his yawn! Juna put her hand to her heart to gather her wits from that. She watched him stand up, and then she prepared herself to move when he about fell towards her, his falling weight wasn’t something she was going to be able to stop physically; his stomping and digging in with his feet at Rapier Manor a decade ago left weight impressions in the marble that was discovered during the clean up and rebuilding of the great mansion, and that spoke volumes about his weight; even Enothchild had told her back then that just moving the monster with his lightsaber was a chore, acquainting it to her little self trying to carry a ten pound weight with a held breath under water over a distance of fifty feet; she couldn’t do it with scuba gear as a child.

Prophet caught himself though with wide eyes in realization, and then closed them to take a moment to collect his self. Only seconds ago he stood and sat proud with chest hide, shoulders wide, and legs flexed. Now his body was a chore to be in, so strange was his sudden tiredness. He spoke with a broken slur. “Cannot…focus to hear you…regreta so.” He meant to say ‘regrettably’, but his tongue was just as tired as the rest of his body, and his mind seemed to loose that level of intellectualism she was growing accustomed to. “Rrrrest. Mush…must.”

Juna stood up to perhaps draw his attention back, maybe even to trick him in this tired state he was in. She was a fixture to him all the sudden; she was the chair, the table, or basically just another part of the room he didn’t care for he shuffled along and away from her. She was determined, and with her fears gone she got around him, put her hands against his chest, and stopped his progress easily. He looked down at her, grabbed her hands weakly as she asked, “Prophet?”

When he saw her, and when she spoke his name, his eyes seemed to gain energy again. Juna suddenly felt her hands grow numb with cold. He was tapping the dark side for a boost, awaking him, making him alterative. 

That caused a creepiness to run up her back, and it froze what she wanted to say to him, staring at her hands as he said, “You said my name.” Juna blinked in confusion and looked up at him. There was this great joy on his mellow face. “You said my name, Juna.” He brought her hands up to his chest, holding them there. “What do you want, my Love?”

Juna was too crept out to be tricky; she wanted space; she wanted him to let go of her hands. “I just wanted to say good night.”

Prophet’s hands became warm again to her touch, and although the joy remained he was exhaustingly joyful. “It will not be long. Not long.” He rubbed his face against her hands now, moaning with a smile as he did. “Good night, my Angel.” He walked, and as he did he didn’t let go of her hands at the same pace as his walking, and therefore Juna was dragged a few steps until finally his grip was no more. 

Watching him vanish around the corners and bends, she turned back towards Cessa and Deannta, who dutifully stood await behind her with hopeful clasped hands before them. Juna, still a little crossed eyed by what she saw, just hooked a thumb over her shoulder and asked, “What in the name of George Fricking Lucas was that?”

The two looked at one another in confusion at first, but then Deannta cleared her throat and said, “It is the first we’ve seen it, Juna, but I do believe our Magus is…well, sleepy.”

“He did miss his usual sleep cycle, Juna,” said Cessa in a friendly reminder; she had told her earlier in the morning that Prophet didn’t sleep all night. “He kept watch over you to make sure you were well.”

“He told us about it in length,” said Deannta. “So we would know what to expect and when to prepare his awakening meal. Although he did say tonight, after he ate, that he would be sufficiently nourished and wouldn’t require breakfast.”

Juna looked back towards his exit, then turned back towards them and asked, “He said something about it won’t be long. Do you know what he means by that?”

“He says only sleeps an hour more or less, and then it’s ten or so days before he is exhausted like that again unless something else occurs.”

“One hour? Ten days?” Juna was stunned as she turned back around again to stare at the corridor he left through. She began to wonder in a military tactical sense how valuable such a long to exhaust solider would be. She imagined him being someone who had little sleep to begin with; usually that was the one of the symptoms of war trauma, growing up in an environment where bombs and other weapons went off as one slept, and as a warrior always on the move, always pushing or running away, the sleep deprivation was all one had to stay alert for it made them crazy eyed. But two Republic weeks without the need to rest: troublingly unheard of! She could see him on Vhanba, with his great strides, walking day and night without stopping to get to an objective, pushing his warriors to the brink of insanity with his relentlessness and his lack of needing a long sleep; except, of course, after a battle. Or perhaps he totally based the planning of the battles around him; rest for his troops around his time off, and then they marched into battle, and then repeat the cycle for starters.

In this case it was at least eleven days she just bore witness to that hit his form. If she wanted to then, if she had a weapon that could have killed him, Juna could have so easily killed him; or just pushed him over. But if he wanted to, as he demonstrated, he could tap the Force to keep him awake.

Conveniently he could have.

Conveniently for him, he stopped to prevent further conversation. Planned? Perhaps so.

Juna wondered about that for a moment longer, but then something else hit her: one hour! The study!! She could go into his study!!!

She looked past her friends, and immediately her heart broke as she watched a bulk head come down to close it off. Cessa looked behind her at the closing section of wall, and then said, “Oh, he always closes that, Juna.”

“He didn’t earlier today.”

“Well lately he has had a lot on his mind,” mentioned Deannta.

Juna was going to ask them how he closed it, but stopped herself; for all she knew, as she eyed her friends with her heart again shattering over the though, this was nothing more than another ploy to trick her up. “I see.” She began to walk around a little to think, and silently her friends gave friendly pursuit, following wherever she went but did not share in her thoughts. Much of what he said to her still buzzed her mind, and now other thoughts were intermixing, such as what she discussed with Enothchild, Ros, Muriel, and the others on Coruscant; those memories and theories cast aside for two fold personal reasons; for Enothchild, for the fact she only cared about killing Prophet without a real way to do it. It just played on her frustration levels more and more, and with Faradi seemingly absent during all of this everything just bugged her from ideas to theories to friends to the shavit choker around her neck; she let out a quiet curse as she tugged at it.

Tired of thinking, tired of moving, and just plain tired of it all, Juna sighed and said sarcastically, “Call the police, I’m beaten.”

There was release of pressure on her neck, and Deannta confirmed that she had unbuttoned the choker from behind by saying, “Then if you ready for sleep, Juna, I will help you get into more comfortable and more appropriate attire for sleeping. Would you like a bath first, or a last minute meal?”

“No thank you to either,” she assured them. She also wanted to tell them to take a hike; the both of them looked very weary on top of the pale complexion both sported where skin was visible. Again she had to be aware of any tricks. “I just want out of this torture chamber of a dress.”

The other two snickered a little and Cessa said, “At least you didn’t wear a head piece.”

Juna heard that, and she saw how uncomfortable Cessa then became with saying it. But she also noted she didn’t say her name at all in that sentence; not that it mattered, but the tone associated with that was briefly gone. It was a semblance of hope, a kind Juna had that the two of them still could be saved; somewhere, behind those clothes and those sometimes blinkless eyes, was their souls waiting to be saved. It gave her more motivation, and it reminder her that this wasn’t all about her.

CHAPTER 92.3

The three of them went into the large room near the fresher and bedrooms, and from there Juna found herself undressed and quickly in a robe, her long hair brushed out repeatedly with large brushes by her friend’s caring hands for what seemed to go on for hours in which they talked a little about little so she could gauge them, and finally Deannta presented Juna with the pre-arraigned nightgown that Prophet picked out; a selection she assured her that her Magus picked out personally. 

Juna, however, swore he was playing with her with these outfits. The nightgown was very unique, a combination of conservative concealment and liberal exposure, and as her friends departed her company she couldn’t help to tug and pull on the damn thing until she was certain it exposed as much as nothing as possible. It was pure black, and it covered from neck to arms to torso and ended like all nightgowns with a dress-like skirting just above her feet, and it fit snuggly and comfortably with it’s artososn natural woven wool, and to put it on all she had to do was pull it over her head. But the catch was that it was knitted like a Kuat afghan; it was flexible all about, with those neat, small holes between the knit ones and pearl twos; her skin was exposed to anyone looking at a good angle, and all too easy for Prophet to gain access to any ‘sensitive’ areas was just pull the holes open, making it a very unique, very unusual, and very risqué way of using the ancient form of loose crochet knitting.

“My word,” came Faradi’s sudden voice from Juna’s right as Juna attempted and failed to get back into the clothing room; for cleaver reasons that had to be Prophet’s doing, the Yaltmas made sure they were out of the room before they were, and when they left they had managed to somehow lock the door. She jumped a little and took a breath to calm herself down. Faradi was very amused with it, looking down at it with a snickering smile. “It’s like we have a perverted grandmother or something with this thing on.”

“Where the hell have you been?” asked Juna.

Faradi looked up, thought, and said, “In your head, remember?” After Juna gave her a look, she reached behind her and, lone and behold, had the draftsman’s sketchpad case all ready opened up. Juna took a quick look in the living room and noted that it was still there, and realized what Faradi had was a mental memory version of it. Returning, Faradi said, “Quietly analyzing things as you fretted over those stupid tangents again.”

“How can I not? For crying out loud-!”

Faradi put a finger to her mouth and hushed her. “Silence, you. He may be sound asleep, but his minions aren’t.” She turned her attention back to the pad. “But I must say you did a good job back there.”

“I didn’t do jack back there,” Juna said quietly, tugging at her afghan gown. “I was confused out of my skull. He didn’t make any sense.”

“A living contradiction, eh? That’s nothing new, who can understand men anyways.” Faradi looked up and said, “But you were very, very brave.”

Juna calmed down a little when Faradi said that, feeling a little appreciative for the compliment. “I…didn’t even think to say his name. It just happened.”

“We want spontaneous, not thought, Juna. He’ll expect a careful answer; that’s why he’s throwing you all these changing subjects.” Faradi flipped through the pages, laughed a few times, and shook her head.

As time seemed to pass, Juna kept hearing that and asked, “What’s so funny?”

“He is in love with you. He truly is.” Faradi paused over a drawing, then continued. “This is the real him, a child awakened by a fellow child who is like him; but he is still growing slow, while you mature but are still stunted by your youth. You see here.” She turned the astral image around, and in Juna’s mind instead of her eyes she saw the drawing of her as a feather winged angel holding a severely beaten young Prophet. “In this image you’re saving him by beating him. It’s true!”

Juna shook her head and said, “That can’t be how he perceives me. I could never do that to anyone.”

Faradi closed the pad. “Oh Juna.” She shook her head and put the pad away behind her. “You have done it to him. Remember, on the Tower Maze back home. Nearly took his head off. Gave him that cute yellow-orange eye.”

“But he wasn’t a child then. He isn’t now.”

“Bare with me here, Juna, okay?” Faradi held out both her hands – and like magic the pad she had was gone – to calm her down. “These are metaphors of his feelings, feelings he couldn’t bring himself to express in the beginning. As an artist you know about such impressionism. That is what this is, his impressions of how he views the both of you. It refines itself over the years, and you can see at times, when you are at your most ugliest, it is when he has bouts of anger towards you. But they are few, only one or two drawings.”

“But why is he a child? I don’t get that.” Juna wanted to grab the pad, turn it to a page and point out the obsessive evidence to make her points. “I see that his obsession puts me on a pedestal-.”

“No,” Faradi said quickly. “No, that’s not why, or that is not entirely why you are to him in these images a deity.” She reproduced the memory of the pad in her hands, flipped it open, and showed Juna a random drawing; this one was of her as a dancer, leaping high and peering upwards as if ascending heavenward with young Prophet in her grasp. “Tell me Juna, who do children worship above all others? Who do children search for in times of distress, for the need of a trusting ear?”

The answer came from Juna instantly; she had no other thought when she heard it. “Mothers.”

“Why mothers?” Faradi waited for the answer, but the wait was short. “Because we come from them, we are a part of them, we are more familiar with them for they are there to feed us first – the quickest way to a baby’s heart is through their stomach.”

Juna made a face and crossed her eyes. “He sees me as his mother?”

Faradi rolled her eyes and sighed deeply. “No! Force, Juna!” She flipped through the pages slowly and continued. “These show you, a child, in place of his mother. No, you are not being his mother; you are not replacing her in that role. What he is showing is a common thread.” Juna craned her head. “He hates his mother, just as you hate yours.”

Juna fell still silent, letting that soak into her being ever so slowly. She then asked Faradi, “Why does he hate her?”

“Because she was a mother; a pillar of righteous good and correction, a moral epicenter that was supposed to love him without condition or restraint. Instead, there was a great betrayal, a dawning realization that he was born and raised within the welcoming arms of a great lie.”

“You know, he seemed too reluctant to talk about his adoptive mother,” Juna pointed out. “You think that’s it.”

“Perhaps if we had more to go on.” Faradi turned the pad back towards her and she was looking at it again. As she did, Juna could see the images in her mind that Faradi saw. “But eventually mothers are suppose to let go. He wasn’t free of her, that is until you freed him.”

Juna cocked an eyebrow and said, “That’s weird.” 

“No it isn’t,” retorted Faradi back. 

“And what more do you need? What you have seems to be a lot.”

“Conformation before attack saves lives, Juna,” said Faradi. “If you care about yours, its best to know the whole truth.” 

“Well, you sure know a lot,” said Juna, suddenly quick to point out, “I mean reading people.”

“Sometimes the Force is nothing more than useless energy, Juna. There are times when the answer just comes from what you have learned as it applies to real life, not Force use life. You know,” she put the pad away again, “you’re getting closer to him and I see why now. Yes. He feels you and him are, literally, on the same drawing page.”

Juna didn’t like to think she and Prophet had anything in common, even though what Faradi said made absolute sense; again, why that was eluded her. “I don’t quite see how that is.”

“Don’t you hate your mother, Juna?”

There was a great amount of emotional pain that just surged through her and almost made her cry right there. To fight it off, she said, “Good night, Faradi.”

The spirit was quick to be on her left as they walked the small hall towards her bedroom. She said to her, “Oh please, you wrote her off on the trip home to Naboo for crisis sakes. How she betrayed you and the memory of your late father by sleeping with your future boyfriend-.”

“Good night!” Juna just about shouted through gritted teeth. She turned, and once again Faradi was gone. Her feelings, and her memories, remained, causing her to take a moment to stop where she was just outside her bedroom so she could just let the emotions play out; no surprise to Juna, they came very quick. There was a tiny bit of her when Faradi said what she said that wanted to strangle the spirit if possible, given how the situation she was in Juna wanted what all children wanted; her Mama. Not to rage hell, not to save her, but just to be there to tell her that it was going to be all right. But Juna knew better, and a great deal of her mind was still filled with her Mother’s betrayal, and in her mind the majority of emotions indeed ruled.

Wiping her eyes and calming herself, she rounded the corridor, entered the room, and got close to the sunk down bed…

PANIC! PANIC!!! PANIC!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Juna about killed herself running back around the corridor bend tripping over her gown skirting, slapping her body against the wall, her breaths coming out in ragged terror. Sitting right beside her now was Faradi, and the spirit asked, “What’s going on? Cripes, I was hanging on for dear life; your mind was a hurricane of thoughts. You were running so fast…”

“He’s-.”

“What?”

Juna pointed back towards the room and spoke with a chatter to her teeth. “He’s-he’s in-in there.” She slid effortlessly across the smooth surface of the hallway and peered back into the near completely dark room. She could feel Faradi just above her, her ‘hands’ laying against her back. It took a moment to adjust to the light levels, but there, poking above the horizon terminator, were two familiar black points of death.

“Oh.” Faradi just shrugged her shoulders and mused in a childish, humorous tone, “There’s a Prophet sleeping in your bed.”

Juna gulped and said, “That’s not funny.”

“No, I guess it isn’t. Well, what are you waiting for? Go to bed.”

Juna slipped back around the corner, forcing Faradi back. She said with wide eyes, “That’s not even close to being funny.”

“I wasn’t trying to be; I’m being serious, just as you wanted,” Faradi pointed out seriously. “Go in there, lay down beside him, and get some sleep.”

“I,” Juna pointed towards the near by wall, and literally at what laid in wait for her, with a dagger-like jab of her finger on every word, “Am NOT Going To Get Into Bed With Him!”

“Grow up, Juna! You had to see it coming! What, you think he was going to sleep on the couch?” Faradi shook her head and threw up her hands. “That defeats the entire of purpose of why you are here. He isn’t going to settle for the couch and you KNEW it!”

“But you won’t let me pass on this ‘opportunity’, will you?” Juna hugged herself in fright. “To get ‘a little closer’.”

“Please, I’m not saying you have to hump him-.”

“That is exactly what I am trying to avoid!” Juna said in an excited, hushed voice. “I’ll wait for him to awaken, maybe watch for him to leave the room. Then I will try, and I emphasize TRY, to get some rest.”

“You could do that. You could even sleep on the couch, or even the slave quarters.” Faradi shrugged her shoulders and mounted her hands to her hips. “But you are passing up on a great opportunity here.”

Juna sighed; hadn’t she said that all ready. When it came to what she wanted, sometimes Faradi, for a dead person, was as obvious as she was demanding. She said to Faradi, “For who, me or him? Or you?”

“Now that’s cold,” remarked Faradi. “Only minutes ago you were praising my evaluation skills, now you’re mocking them by accusing me of wrong. Want some advice? Do you want me to give you some stupid, quick answers? Here’s one: go to the kitchen, find a knife that will cut through cans like the ones advertise on the HoloVid, and maybe you will get lucky and find a spot on that muscle bound, nearly invulnerable hide of his to slip it in. Perhaps you will miss the heavy bone plating in his chest. Perhaps you will puncher the back of the orbital cavity through one of his eyes, pass through the Heradon Mantle, and scratch his Dark Side brain.”

“Okay-,” began Juna.

Faradi silenced her with the continuation of her thought. “Perhaps you will be able to get enough strength, momentum, and angle to break through his layers of skin and muscle in his neck to get to his veins and arteries and his wind pipe; slice that tank of a neck like a roasted oven bird. Perhaps you don’t need those things; all it may take is guts. Guts: now there is a possibility: insert through his belly button and twist. His crotch: Oh, if you do this, Juna, promise me you will do his crotch; after all, it isn’t called an organ because it’s big. Or if you really want to stick it to him, ram it up his-.”

“I get your point, Faradi!” Juna gritted between her teeth.

“No you don’t Juna,” Faradi assured her. “Anything you do will require proximity. Take it from someone who knows; warriors never really sleep. Hovering forms wake them, and hovering weapons make them kill. In the other instance you’re going to have to touch him, hold him, and get as close to him as possible; three examples of body contact that you are helplessly trying to avoid in the first place. Going back to guts: do you enjoy being bathed in an organic mess, Juna? The options I have sarcastically given you may work, but it is very messy. And I am in the opinion, and I know you are too, that even if you stabbed him through the eye, slashed his throat, gutted him, and removed his manhood, that won’t stop him from retaliating even if it is you. It takes a lot to stop a Magus Prophet you know it from experience. 

“Killing him is going to take a lot more effort than it would to stop him, and when you are done there, how in the hell are you going to lift those bulkheads he’s using for doors to get in and out of here?” Faradi grabbed Juna’s right arm by the bicep and gave it a once over. “Are there cybernetics in these arms of yours?” Juna tried to pull her arm out of Faradi’s grip, but the spirit held it with ease, somehow able to without really squeezing her arm. “The other two in your Royal Court won’t be much help physically to you either in trying to lift what amounts to as a thousand pound dead weight to leave. And in case you haven’t noticed everyone else on this ship doesn’t come to visit, so if you do manage to kill him, it very well will be a long wait for all three of you to endure. You need the Force, Juna, and by the looks of things and what he said he’s the only one on this ship that can give you the Force back.”

Faradi laid her hands on Juna’s shoulders and looked her dead in the eye. “He isn’t going to do any harm to you if you do this; he just doesn’t worship your ‘Temple’ he worships you completely and he isn’t going to do something stupid to desecrate that. He has a feel for your limits now and so he isn’t going to push.” She pulled away her hands and balled them into tight fists. “This is where you begin to attack. Don’t you get it, this will be a pre-emptive strike; he won’t see it coming, and he will take it on its face that you are showing signs of your commitment to him. You do this, and I swear Juna you will have him by the balls by tomorrow morning!”

Juna shook her head a little and said, “That wasn’t a visual I wanted to think about.” She was referring to what Faradi just said, going back to early in the morning when the beast was naked.

Faradi saw it as well, closed her eyes to sigh, and said, “If what the slaves say is true, then you’ll only have to put up with it for a few minutes to an hour. Imagine his shock if he finds you in bed with him. He won’t know what to do, Juna, I swear to you.” She laid calm hands on Juna’s shoulders. “Please, just trust me. He won’t violate you, I promise.” She gave her a little shake, begging her. “Please. For your father, Juna.”

Juna read Faradi, read her assuring sincerity, and finally nodded with a lot of apprehensive tension in her body. Rising, she strolled away, her hands pulling up on her skirting, and entered the room again. She paused to stillness, looking on at the quiet sight before her. It was all strange to her as she crept ever closer and around the bed, keeping her sleepy yet adrenaline alert eyes locked on him from horns till finally his full form; there was Prophet at his most peaceful of states, lying on top of the animal skins and thankfully for her his pants still on, ultra quietly resting away in slumber land; the way he yawned, she figured he was a snore Magus as well as a Vhinech Magus, instead his breathing was long, drawn out whispers. He just laid on his back, arms and legs spread out just a little, and his head unable to turn because of the curves of his horns.

Gulping and closing her eyes, Juna whispered, “For you, Papa.” Carefully, she opened her eyes and got down to crawl into the large bed; even with Prophet’s body there was still tons of room, enough for a harem of Twi’lek dancing girls to lay sprawled out. She took her time, slowly crawling towards her target, stopping whenever she had a second thought about doing this, continuing when she knew realistically she didn’t have a choice. As Faradi had been telling her all day, it was up to Juna to dictate the terms and take up the initiative, or Prophet will.

She pressed on until she found herself a Prophet’s arms length away. Juna slipped her body under the animal skins; with her wool nightgown it would be very warm, but she wanted that thick layer of protection, and to put as much in the way as possible.

Get closer came Faradi’s voice. At least grab his hand.

No! Juna thought adamantly, putting an appropriate end of sentence to it by flopping down in her laying position. It was as far as she was going to go, and with her body laying on her right side so she could face him, and her head propped up on the comfortable tube pillows, Juna stared at him and thought: Just a few minutes, maybe an hour or two. I can stay up.
Faradi’s voice crept back into her conscious. Juna…just slither over and wrap your arm around him as he awakens. That’s all I’m asking. After awhile, and when Juna didn’t comply, she projected: Very well. This will have to do. You should just close your eyes…but I know you won’t. Anyways…good night, Juna. Oh, and Juna: sleep tight…

Don’t let the Prophets bite.
Juna sighed loudly and shook her head in disgust; the spirit’s jokes were just not that amusing under the circumstances, but she couldn’t really argue against some of her ideas and so used them in a self-debate to keep her awake. Without the benefit of a chorno, Juna was not sure how much time had passed since she got into bed, and the brooding darkness seemed to get darker and darker all around her. Time slowly went by, crawling it seemed like to her…

She was stirred awake by a sudden motion she felt in the bed. For reasons unknown, Juna found herself slipping closer to Prophet when it seemed like the giant was waking up; his large arms rising up in a stretching motion, and as they came down his left arm found Juna’s body very easy. Juna was practically clubbed stupid by the large slab of meat that came down on her body, and rethought the idea because of that more than the fact he was touching.

Prophet’s eyes fluttered open for a moment, and as Juna watched on she felt his arm move behind her a little, and his hand rubbing her covered body. And then, after a few seconds, his eyes fell back closed. In a minute his hand stopped moving but remained firmly planted on her hip as she turned to lay on her back. 

Juna waited for something else, waited for more activity, but nothing. So, she kept her eyes open, her awareness on high, and she thought: He’s just coming to. He may be a slow riser. So, she waited.

And she waited…

And she waited some more…

And she waited with wide eyes even more, finally concluding that she may have made a big mistake.

