CHAPTER 25.0

Juna showed Tomas to the living room and offered him a chair to sit in. She tucked her hands inside the robe sleeves of the Jedi robe and paced around a little. She could feel some confusion, a little agitation, and some apprehension. There was curiosity as well and it went hand in hand with those feelings of needing for him to touch her in a provocative manner; he pondered in dark secret if she had very little on underneath the robe, or even nothing at all, which she was fully clothed thank him very much. There was also jealousy being hinted in his mind as well; he was drawing conclusions based on what he experienced with Enothchild holding him back and she wearing his robe. If things weren’t serious, Juna would have smacked Tomas with his insinuations.

For most of her mature life now, Juna had men regardless of species gawk at her sexually in silence. She could sense it coming from them and sometimes some of their thoughts were a bit out there. A few of them even proclaimed her beautiful and mean it, which surprised her with non-Humans expressing that sentiment; the popular consensus if not known fact was aliens just don’t say other aliens are handsome or beautiful, especially with having more than casual contact on their minds. Granted Dizzy and Muriel, a Sullustan and a Human, are not the same species and they love each other deeply and mean it, but it was the way these beings thought, Human and non-Human, mostly male and a scant few females, when they were around here; generally she found some women intimidated by her presence sometimes. It was different for her, and she didn’t understand it.

The incidents differed somewhat but after a few years a pattern emerged; men, mainly single or in troubled marriages, age ranging from teen to infinity, and of no particular species or occupation. To say that’s narrowing it down was saying a Hutt lost weight, but mentally that was how narrow she could get it.

She put that fact that he looked and felt the way he did about her aside though. In a creepy way, and it was seemingly a fact, the same mesmerism she had on Tomas Krendel must be why Magus Prophet was so obsessed with her, and she didn’t want to think about him right now; images of him trying to kiss her on the Royal Cruiser would flash in her mind, after he had fondled her. She had to use her abilities in a different matter. 

Juna was trying to ascertain certain relevant issues that came up in her meditations. When she felt Tomas’ presence she privately ‘peeked’ into what he was doing and where he had been. Not finding anything right away, she didn’t want to push the scans further, and so before he said one word, Juna cut him off by asking, “Tomas, when did you discover that your father was on Uiennar?”

Tomas was going to say he was sorry to hear about Juna’s mother. But the question startled him a bit. “I…um…when you sent word for me when I was on Seovenear. I was asleep when he gave that speech on public television.”

True; with the Force applied to her ears, Juna could hear and determine if someone is telling the truth. It was an ability that she had learned on her own; many of her abilities she learned on her own, just coming to her based on circumstance. Jedi Knights used a similar technique of detecting falsehoods, but it required close proximity because they couldn’t necessarily acute their Force senses to one part of their body. That closeness usually tips off someone well informed about the Force, and so they avoid the questions, worse it don’t all ways work with beings immune to the Force since the Jedi way requires them to establish a mental basis with their target. Here, Juna can stand as far away as she wanted, and regardless who spoke she knew the Force would tell her what was right or wrong.

“So you had no idea what your father was doing on Uiennar before hand?” 

“No. I was surprised.”

True to no, false to surprised. The latter only because Pirus Krendel had strong ties to the Trade Federation through campaign contributions funneled into a dummy corporation here on Naboo; a fact, which was a felony for any Nubian in politics to take off-world contributions, unfortunately the law had not been able to confirm still to date. Tomas was not truthful because he always had suspicions that the Trade Federation was hiding his father, or his father knew deep funded connections within like Viceroy Nute Gunray and the Viceroy hid him.

“And why did you go to Uiennar, when you should have been here as ordered by me?”

Krendel began rubbing his hands on his pant legs. “Why is this feeling like I am being interrogated?”

Juna let her eye narrow at that; he was scared. He wasn’t hiding anything; he just didn’t understand why she was talking to him this way. Satisfied with her suspicions, she walked over and put a hand on his shoulder. She looked at him with sincerity and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I was only curious about things.”

“You shouldn’t be apologizing for anything.” Tomas stood up, and it appeared as if he was going to give her an innocent hug. Juna unfortunately couldn’t hold her ground to accept it and she took two small steps back. Uncertain what he did, he thought and said, “I never apologized for calling you a whore two years ago. I think pride played into it. Embarrassment. First prejudice followed by humiliation because he used me to try and unseat you.” 

He sat back and let out a very long sigh of regret. “Even though you and I attended Royal Protocol meetings I couldn’t bring my eyes up to met yours. I thought to myself ‘I am a foolish child for what I said to you. There’s no way in hell I can face you to say I’m sorry’.” He looked at her, meeting her eyes now. “When we dropped out of hyperspace for final course correction to Naboo, we heard that you have been attacked and that your mother and several others had died going to get my old man. I…I thought my father was just as responsible for the Vhinech attacking you than the Vhinech themselves. Let’s face it he doesn’t make that broadcast to say those things he said, you don’t go. I know how much you loved your father.”

“I thought many things. Maybe if I bring back my father folks will look at me differently. That maybe you will forgive me for what I said, like an apology through an act of duty. I went to Uiennar with every intention of bringing back that son of a bitch…and I failed. And I failed you.”

Juna shook her head. “You didn’t fail me. I don’t see your actions as selfishness either.” She weighed everything he had said. “I believe you. You put Naboo’s interest of justice ahead of your own personal duty to your father. Wow.” She stopped and looked at him with some awe because honestly she wasn’t sure if she could do that in his place. “And I do mean that. I won’t even say I can imagine how you feel about that because there’s no way in hell anyone could.”

“Still,” she said after some pause, “we did need you here. However, hindsight too late I have never should have gone to Uiennar in the first place. Not after what happened on Sullust.”

“Don’t.” Tomas walked over and was glad she didn’t bolt like she did a few minutes ago. “Don’t blame yourself for this. You didn’t know the Vhinech were going to attack Uiennar.”

“They were after me, not Uiennar,” she said plaintively. She put her hands behind her back and cleared her throat. “There are a lot of things you don’t know about me, Tomas. A lot even the majority of my friends don’t know about, and what is known about me is only the tip of the iceberg. Those things are what the Vhinech Order are interested in.” Juna looked down and began playing with the Jedi robe a bit. “That’s what makes this attack more of a personal fight than a national fight involving our people.”

“I disagree, Juna. You are the Queen of Naboo. You are the very symbol, the very representation, of the people. What affects you affects them, and vice versa.”

“So you believe the notion that what affects me personally affects them personally as well?” Juna shook her head calmly. “They have no idea how this affects me.” She put her hand together behind her and stood up a little straighter. “And I will not commit them to a war we will not win, either.”

“But your Highness, they stand by your side. All ready they are out there ready to fight for you because you have shown them a better way to live and they want to defend that.” Tomas paused for a moment to get more ammunition, a little surprised and not so surprised that she brought up war. He held his hands out to emphasize the enormity. “They are angry and they want vengeance.”

Juna walked away from him and as she strolled slowly out towards the nearest window, she said very coldly, “Which is why we cannot act. Anger is what began this in the first place. It is a personal anger, a rage that cannot be tamed and if Nubians begin dying in a war under my leadership it will continue to fester and spread. I will not continue it.” She let her head hang down, her face unseen. “Understand Tomas…if I take our people to war with this anger, I will use every single fighting male and female until there is no more Naboo and its colonies. I cannot allow that, and I will not let it happen.”

Tomas walked over and stood beside her as she faced the window. She lifted her head up to show the look of certainty she was expressing. “Therefore I can’t continue being Naboo’s Queen, or the temptation of vengeance will consume us all.” Juna looked at his slightly stunned form. “I am advocating my Throne by the end of the afternoon today.”

“Avocation?” Tomas gulped hard and tucked his hands into his coat pockets. “Juna…you can’t. I mean…take a few days to think about it. I’ll keep the governors away. I’ll send the media packing.” He thought of what happened outside. “I seal off the entire corridor to give you privacy to think about this more, but you just can’t step down. Not now.”

Juna looked at him and smiled just a bit. “I can’t continue, Tomas. I can’t lead our people with this stigma that plagues me. I have to eliminate the option of using innocent people in my personal battles. They will only get hurt and I can’t let them or their families feel that pain. I don’t want them to feel my pain.” 

“If what my father said has lead you to this,” he began, covering up his feelings.

“There is nothing to fear, Tomas.” She looked at him again. “You are afraid of the responsibility I am about to give you. It is strange, isn’t it, when you are in the position of standing behind someone and patting them on the back and then all the sudden you are in the forefront. All the sudden all that advice and opinions aren’t just behind the scenes they are out there for all to see, and you wonder if those pats on the back is someone missing you badly trying to stab you in the back. It’s scary, and you should be scared. Because now it will be your call.”

“I…I can’t accept this.” She watched Tomas shake his head repeatedly in denial. “Oceans, Juna, how are the people going to perceive this? You go get my father, the Vhinech attack, and you are chased away from the Throne and I assume it. They will be yelling conspiracy. They will think I had concocted some scheme with my father to unseat you.”

Juna knew that. In fact given the circumstances of the way the Vhinech attacked she couldn’t help to think Pirus Krendel was involved in it. She kept that fact from Tomas so she would not offend him, and she did want to see if Tomas knew about the plot. Satisfied that he wasn’t, it made her decision to retire much easier. “Which is why you should replace me. If you refuse, and give the powers to the governorship, people will accept the conspiracy theory as fact. I promise you that I will say something prior to my leaving today in your favor.”

She walked to the patio windows and opened the door. A warm, summer breeze blew the curtains hanging down into the room. “Come outside, Prince.” Tomas came to her and the both of them walked out onto the terrace. With a heave of her chest, as if affected by a heavy heart, she waved a hand towards the city of Theed that lay out before them. “These people need a One, One that will continue their prosperity and civility, One that they will look to for leadership and for guidance. One can’t be Many; that is not how our society views this democracy. With their votes they have certified their faith in us. We represent the continuation of that faith. That is, you do. I don’t.”

Juna let her hands lay on the marble railing and she sighed. “I am no longer the child they once knew. And I am not the lady they have watched grow up. And I am no longer the leader that has the required malevolence of leadership to put others lives on the line in the name of my Throne.”

Tomas joined her again at her side and looked out. He looked at her, meeting eye to eye, and said, “And you think I do.”

Juna let out a chuckle and said, “There’s a part of me that hopes not. But that part is just another reason why I should step down. I honestly don’t think anyone should go to the gallows in a figurative sense for anyone.” She viewed him again, noting his nervousness and awkwardness. She looked out towards the city. “Second thoughts about war? Unsure how to live with the consequences?”

“No…I…just…no…eh…I don’t think I can lead during a time of war.”

“Then I will make things easy for you.” She turned and leaned her back against the railing behind her. “There is no war. Once I am gone, war is out of the equation. You must trust me on that the Vhinech will not bother Naboo. You stay out of it, out of the war the Republic is going to fight; Senator Palpatine will go along with anything you say. Regardless of any political pressure here or abroad, remember you control the deck of cards when it comes to the political card game played here. If you need to do something, work on your own agenda.”

“I don’t have one really.”

“Then finish mine.” She saw him look at her in awe when she said that. “I have the Gungan treaty that needs to be completed. My advice would be to keep Lady Terese on staff to finish those negotiations. I will type up an introduction between you and the Gungans.” She tugged at his shirtsleeve. “Just think the people in favor of this will be behind you. You will show the others that you are not your father’s son. That you are the different man you have always said you would be. When it is completed, good or bad, there is always the option of announcing your one year notice of retirement, and therefore have an successor take your place.”

“Sounds compelling,” he said after a moment.

“It is because you can’t lose and you know it. With you in the position of authority, you will bring more people in to support the treaty given that they know who you are.” Juna looked back out at the city, and for a moment actually had second thoughts about quitting; there was an ambitious itch running through her that made her forget about yesterday for a moment. Realizing that, she grimaced at that because it felt wrong to forget her mother being dead. Collecting herself, she said, “The people need a leader, Tomas Krendel. They can’t live even a short period of time with governors in control.” She summed it up with what he had said to her earlier. “If you care about the people’s feelings that much, then you should do the right thing and accept the responsibility you have been elected to and embrace what I am about to give you.”

Tomas’ chest swelled up with pride with her speech. She knew she could get to him and was glad that she could. Regardless of he accepted the burden or not she was stepping down as catastrophic as it would have been to the people. And she was doing it for the people. As she meditated there were feelings of hate within her so great she feared they would override her compassion and common sense, which would lead to her using her authority as Queen to carry out a war of vengeance. A war that many will die and she will not stop until she herself had perished. She didn’t want that, and she took the steps necessary to ensure it wouldn’t happen. Tomas was a suggestion man, but if put in a position he doubted himself from carrying it out. But given a way out, like she did, he’ll run with it until he passes out.

“I will accept this burden, your Highness,” he said with a nod. “And I swear to you the Gungan treaty will be done, and my father will face justice.”

Juna nodded at him respectfully and said, “You are doing a good thing, Tomas. I’m proud of you.” She looked out towards Theed again. “Can you excuse me? I want to look out and see my people alone one last time. And would you tell the others, please?”

“Of course.” He nodded and bowed a little, and then turned and left her alone.

Juna turned her attention back towards the city, and stared at everything and committed it to memory. Things have changed from that position the past 10 years, and she had changed during that time as well. Things remained the same, and she did as well. 

Yesterday altered everything she knew, and everything to her now was foreign. 

Her mother died yesterday, and as a tear trickled down her face, Juna Rapier felt so alien to the universe. A being that feels anger and hollow at the same time.

CHAPTER 25.1

Some time later, the news spread throughout the galaxy like a fire-trail of gasoline. Much of the sector around Naboo that cared was in shock, and the shockwaves hit the Senate so hard Supreme Chancellor Valorum had no choice but to adjourn for the day because no one could stop talking about it in the Senate chambers. Nothing could get done with the noise and the confusion as many wondered how Naboo would fair now without it’s bright beacon of leadership. The debates in the chamber filled with escalating the war even further, perhaps starting up a draft service, which caused a loud uproar in one quadrant of the Senate, while in another quadrant of the Senate someone brought up cloning. In seconds both sides were yelling, which added to the noise all ready about the Queen of Naboo stepping down in the face of tragedy.

It was late at night on Coruscant in the Senate’s district, where the time difference between Coruscant and Theed was very significant. It was well past midnight now, and Dace Palpatine sat in the darkness of his private office thinking about things. He barely detected Lord Maul’s entrance into the building, and then his shadowing to avoid contact with the cleaning crew on his way to see his Sith Master. 

Palpatine found it troubling at times to think of him that way right now. He had been since yesterday thinking how he could get off Coruscant and go to Juna, figuring how to use Naressa’s death to his advantage. The announcement caught him a little off guard. He welcomed it, and yet he could see something more in that. And it went beyond any attempt that the Vhinech Order did what they did to create the circumstances for her to step down in distress. The report about the raid on the Nubian cruiser was not in yet, but once it came he would get to look at it one way or another.

The door opened just a tad, and in the dim glow of the city lights a figure in deep, dark black slipped in silently. The door closed without noise, and the figure turned towards Dace, respectfully taking a knee before him. “My Master.”

“Rise, Lord Maul,” said Dace without looking at him. He didn’t even let his voice grow cold and evil like it should when he talked to the young apprentice. “What is it?”

“Sources close to the Trade Federation Viceroy claim an incident has happened at his mansion. Indications are that Pirus Krendel was there, and he was abducted by persons unknown.”

Dace finally looked at Maul, now standing in front of his orr wood desk. Now that was interesting. “What do you make of it?”

“Perhaps the Vhinech have taken back their operative.”

“Perhaps.” Dace leaned back in his swivel back chair and after some thought he shook his head. “No. The Vhinech have no more use for them, although it is clearly obvious they did prior to the attack on Juna.”

Maul looked at him with confused, red-yellow eyes. “Juna, my Master?”

“The Queen, that is her real name,” Dace said correcting himself. He really had to get out of character and back to his true self with Maul around. It was weakness, and he couldn’t keep displaying that to Maul. The young man was itching to do something with his gifts and the Dark Side was his ally; it could give him the wrong idea in regards to his Master after all. The Master that refuses to let him undertake serious missions. “She is a very important asset to our cause, Lord Maul. The Vhinech know that, and they attempted to take her away. The end result was her retirement from the Throne.”

Maul seemed to relish a little hearing his Master again. “With your permission, I will go and bring her under our protection.”

“No, Lord Maul, that is the last thing I want to do under the circumstances.” Sidious got up, yes he was Sidious, and walked to the window where the blinds were partially open to let light in. “She is unaware of our existence, and she has strong ties to the Jedi. Going and taking her away is not that simple. However I do appreciate your input.” This was the truth. Having Maul in the room, having the Dark Side coming from another source, forced him to look into his Darkness and therefore put more important matters into perspective, bringing back goals and objectives.  “She is a very powerful asset that you are unaware of, my young apprentice. She is very strong in the Force, as was her mother. So strong I believe the Vhinech will stop at nothing to obtain it. And now I feel the Jedi will seek her out very soon.”

Sidious thought in silence for a few moments, and then had an idea dawn on him. “Prepare our things and ship for departure, Lord Maul. We will be leaving Coruscant later in the morning.”

“Yes, my Master,” he said, a hint of satisfaction that yelled ‘finally’ in his young, growling voice. He turned and just as silently as he entered he left just the same.

Dace turned and went to his desk, shaking his head. “Sometimes you assume too much, Lord Maul. When we get to our destination, you will be surely disappointed.” He turned on his transmission monitor and sat down in his chair, waiting for his call to be answered. In his mind he all ready went through the dozens of scenarios, and he saw it as the only logical solution to everything.

After 20 buzzes, the screen came to life with the image of a tired and sleepy eyed Finnis Valorum. “Dace. Do you have any idea how late it is?”

“I am sorry to wake you, Finnis,” said Dace, switching back to his normal voice and sincere face. “I know it is late, but it is important. I ask you switch the conversation to official.”

“Oh? Just a second.” Finnis mumbled something as he left the scene, returning looking a little more presentable visually. He then tapped a key on his end, and on Dace’s monitor a ‘REC’ symbol appeared above in the status margin. “We are now official on Senate Record. Very well, Senator Palpatine, what is the nature of this call?”

“Thank you for your time, Chancellor Valorum,” he said to express the ‘official’ pomp and circumstances. “As of now, I am hereby giving you notice of my resignation as Senator of the Sovereign System of Naboo and its colonies. My resignation will be filed and be effective immediately.”

Valorum said, “Very well,” too quickly, and then shut off the record recording. “Dace, what in the hell are you doing? You can’t quit on your people right now. The Queen won’t like it.”

“The Queen is no more, Finnis,” said Dace as a matter of fact. “King Veruna runs things now. He may not be like his old man, but I will not follow his lead. He is too spontaneous and too unsure of himself.” Folding his hands in front of him for Valorum to see, he showed him gestures of worry. “The Rapiers are my friends, Finnis. Her Highness, Juna, needs me. I want to be there for her, and I can’t be if I am stuck on this planet.”

Valorum gestured his hands out in front of him in pleading matter. “Dace, if you leave now you remove the strongest voice of opposition to the Trade Federation’s demands to declassify Sanctuary’s whereabouts; with what happened on Sullust they have more firepower to get the measure passed.”

“I don’t care about strange alien beings right now. Not that I blame them for what the rogue Vhinech have done, but my loyalties to the Rapier Clan take precedent over them.”

“Dace, consider the long term future for yourself and your people,” said Valorum, leaning closer and pleading more, attempting to reach his sympathies. “You’ve made strides the past 18 years and you have brought Naboo recognition; Queen Angelleia’s rule further bolstering it. With her leaving many in the Senate will understand, but with you leaving it tells them that Naboo was nothing but talk, that they folded when times were troubling. After all you have accomplished for your people through the Senate, by you leaving now Naboo loses face.”

“Look, I know the consequences all too well, but I have made up my mind. I grow tired with the same pitch and catch, and now that my best friend is dead and another is in mourning, I’m expected to say ‘smeck them’ and continue on in a elective body that you know full well is corrupt? No thank you, Finnis, I will not sell the very people that got me elected and treated me better than any foster family I was raised in out like that.” Sighing for weariness affect, he rubbed his eyes and continued. “The next election cycle is in two years. If I decide to come back, I will, and I will win and pick up where I left off.”

“You are far too confident.”

“You don’t know my people.”

Valorum folded his hands together. “Then, there is no way I can talk you out of this. Once this call is finished, that record becomes official. I just want to know you thought about this, and that you are serious about it.”

“Then you must forgive me for being serious.” With that, Dace hung up. He watched the information on his monitor go out and was sent to the Senate’s records office. 

“It’s done. And I will be back, Chancellor Valorum.” He then let a little smile grace his face. “In fact, if all goes well, you will see Juna back as well. When I take over your seat, you will find her sitting down in my old chair and I will be saying ‘the Chair recognizes Senator Juna Angelleia of Naboo’.” It was a possibility, he had so many uses for Juna, he had between now and when he arrived on Naboo, presumably in time for some funeral for Naressa, he would make up his mind.

He smiled a little. “And I would have cut Prophet and the Jedi off at the pass.”

CHAPTER 25.2

Looking out into the expanses of universe from the docking bay, Magus Prophet stood proudly with a swollen chest and new found vigor as the news of Juna’s stepping down from the throne of Naboo had reached him only a few short hours ago. The first part of his plan had worked to near perfection; almost good enough to met his expectations but not quite. The setbacks did not matter to him so long as his long term objective is met. He was healed now, strong again and ready for the next step in his plan. All he needed was Juna to come for him, and he took the steps to ensure that a few moments ago. He had sent her a special message via an expendable message courier rocket, and then ordered the Orpheus to a remote location in the Duexes System to elude detection. 

Of course he wanted Juna to find him, but the letter would give her that information for sure. She would read the letter, for it does contain two items of importance inside; her parent’s wedding bands from the severed arm of the late Naressa Rapier. The limb in question was still being looked at by scientist and they haven’t even logged in initial findings as of yet; Cade Hooley’s doing no less since it was the Mersader Conglomerate’s scientist, stalling the findings and reporting them to the Fleet Admiral first before he got a look. And undoubtedly Magus Servant had his hand on it as well. It did not matter to Prophet, unless they found some unique way to double cross him. 

A thought crossed his mind that made him think similarly like a child that was loved and given a toy for being good; he was standing here, as if he was waiting for her, and what if he waited here for a few days and then finally she came. Of course he had no memory of such a personal event, so it was completely his imagination and what he saw with other Vhinech and their children. Prophet mentally waved the annoying thoughts away, and just focused on the imagined future. The future he knew would become true. It was of no false hope, for he created the circumstances for her to come.

And she will come. 

He would be here to greet her with open arms, or by other means if needed to secure herself from harm. That was the sticking factor in the plan, but once he had her, it would take very little time to override it. All he had to do was love her in the proper sequence, and indeed thanks to her friends he knew what form of love to employ, the one thing that matters the most to Juna.

Magus Servant’s approaching presence snapped him out of his revelry, and Prophet waited for him to stop by his side. Prophet said, “Well.”

“You were correct, my Magus, Senator Palpatine has retired.” Servant was genuinely impressed by it. He then shuffled his feet a little feeling troubled. “The Trade Federation will force the Senate to re-examine the situation of our people and force the Jedi Order to reveal the location of Sanctuary.”

Prophet could sense some disdain when mentioning the Senate of the Republic. “And that annoys you?”

“Not the situation being presented based on your plan, but the very nature of politics itself.” Servant spat on the ground to his right. “Politics. It has no body to kill.”

“Indeed, but what I have discovered is that it has a head you can manipulate. You should learn to understand it. It has its advantages.” Military strategy was affected by politics and vice versa, so it did make sense to figure it in the way of thinking. Especially with a government wanting to control it’s own military’s moves and actions, so insecure they were of their admirals and generals in making security decisions it was borderline pathetic; if he had all those Vhinech with him who perished on Evramora right now, Prophet felt confident that the Republic would fall in 10 years. 

However he was left with the recourse he developed. “How goes are efforts to re-establish contact with Pirus Krendel?” 

“Our agents infiltrated the Viceroy’s home where he was located. However, we were recently unable to establish contact with Pirus Krendel. A group of unknown origin broke into his hiding place and abducted him. We assume bounty hunters.”

“You assume wrong. No bounty hunter in his right mind works with others in a place where a major military assault just occurred.” Prophet was not a shade disappointed in that news at all. “It only means when you go to Naboo, you will have to perform two task. Krendel will be there, under arrest by his own son. You will get Krendel out. When do you leave?”

Servant looked up at Prophet. “In three hours. It will take me only another 6 hours to get there.” He adjusted his tunic a bit in nervousness. “My Magus, I was wondering if I might inquire about the females in your company.” Prophet looked down at him with a slight frown. “The blonde…has aroused my curiosity. I was wondering what is to become of her.”

Prophet just turned his stare back towards the stars. “I gave both females my word that they would not become Givers of Life, Servant. And I promised their ‘release’ if I was satisfied with what they told me about Naboo’s defenses.” He let some air into his lungs to calm him. “And indeed I keep my word. They are in the process of being cleansed even as we speak.”

“Cleansed?” Servant’s disappoint radiated off him. “I see. I…should have spoken sooner.”

Prophet let out a huff. “As if it would matter. I need them more than you do.” Raising his head up to crack his massive neck, he said, “Is there anything else?”

“Just your orders, my Magus.”

“Make contact with Krendel to ensure phase two of our plan. Your initial assignment has not changed. When the time is right, kill Senator Palpatine and all associates with him. Use caution and stealth when you do, Servant. He is very skilled, and I feel he is no longer alone on his path of Darkness. It is imperative that the Sith be made extinct before we make our approach to Sanctuary.”

“I will not fail you, my Magus.” Servant bent low to the ground. “The Sith Palpatine will die by my hand.”

“See that it does, Magus Servant.” He turned towards the Vhinech. “Or you will have to deal with me if you live and fail.”

Servant nodded and excused himself to prepare for his duo-mission objective that Magus Prophet was sure he would execute flawlessly. However, as far as Palpatine and whoever he had for an apprentice went that was a double edged broad sword blade that swung favorably; if he destroys the Sith great, if the Sith destroy Servant, great. Did the former Study truly believe he could play both sides of the river with him and Cade Hooley? It was what Prophet wanted in the first place.

Prophet reached into his pocket and pulled out phase three; the disk that held the downloaded files he pulled from the Sleeper’s ship. “Either way, Hooley and my Study, I will ultimately get what I want. It is all coming to pass.” Putting it away, he looked back out and imagined Juna in the stars. “And I and my mate will feast and gorge ourselves on all your remains.”

