CHAPTER 86.0

Hell.

She was in Hell.

It wasn’t a figurative observation to Juna Belladonna Rapier. When the full effects of the injection took it filled her what could only be described as fire. A burning sensation that seemed to grow hotter and hotter, setting off her pain receptors as it burned and then finally the feeling went away, but it was replaced with a numbness that was no less painful. The air she breathed in was little and of no real use because she couldn’t scream in protest like she wanted; whenever she tried she choked out exhales, and eventually it hurt so much too much to breathe. 

As her vision as well as her thoughts was being forced deep inside her mind by the process, Juna made one last useless effort to say anything; she couldn’t really think let alone think what to say other than the last thought that she had said out loud. Her vision began to swirl with patches of red and orange as she fought the tightening of her body, the desire to curl up hampered by her restraints; her body refused to give in and just continued to pull and pull and pull. Straining, she looked at Cade Hooley one last time, had strange things flash before her eyes, and passed out…

Only a moment later, someone slapped her very hard. 

Juna woke up, or she had thought she did, from the slap and felt her fuzzy mind slowly clear as the time progressed. She tried to open her eyes and failed, and at first she thought she was blindfolded. She tried to speak, couldn’t, and assumed that perhaps she had a breathing tube down her throat; a prolonging of the curse of the gag she wore before on her all ready sensitive mouth and throat. She heard mumbling voices and again tried to speak. She even tried to move but just couldn’t; they don’t need to restrain me she thought I’m too bruised from what happened. I couldn’t escape if I tried.
Then they covered something over her nose and mouth, the fresh scent of oxygen filled her senses and awakened her mind; the fog cleared. Juna again tried but once again could not do anything. She stopped trying when the mumbling voices in her ears grew into distant echoes, like when one put a seashell up to their ear and could hear the ocean. She still couldn’t understand them, but with every uncontrolled breath she took it got better. She wanted to drag in a deep breath, but again she just couldn’t get her body to respond to her wishes at all. So she waited and listened, all the while she felt her body now lying against something warm, her forehead being touched with a bunch of little somethings small and metallic like.

Her body was suddenly manipulated, she could feel them removing the disengaged body armor. Her flesh was touched in various places by covered hands; some areas touched in an inappropriate manner; she felt that it was unnecessary for whatever they were doing for certain persons to be squeezing one of her breasts. She felt a blanket cover every part of her body, proving that she was naked to them. Trapped in her mind Juna began to fear something terrible was going to happen to her, and again tried to will her body to respond to her commands. Nothing happened at all, and her fears grew to a fever pitch when something smelly and cold was applied to her lower abs: the distinct smell and feel of antiseptic iodine.

The adrenaline rush associated with bodily fear never came, but Juna’s brain was moving into hyperdrive in terror. Oh my God! They’re going to cut me open! No! I’m awake! I’M SMECKING AWAKE!!
Her ears popped and Juna could hear clearly now. They heard a conversation between, she assumed, the surgeons and medical personnel assigned to what would be a grisly form of torture! Juna imagined herself jumping up and down in place on the surgery table, screaming her head off, flaying her arms wildly to get their attention. But in their lack of response her imagination showed her images of them going about their business as she continued to get their attention.

Please! Here me! Please! I’m not out! Frantic, Juna just shouted off in any direction with all her life. Help me! Help! Help!! Don’t do it!!!
Her imagination suddenly broadcasted the image of a sword being rammed into her midsection. The sword-wielding surgeon then pulled and pushed with his stiletto shaft, and her insides felt like exploding outward.

God, stop! It hurts! SSTTTTOOOPPPPPPP! PLEASE, STOP!!!!!!!!!
Juna screamed, and kept screaming in her mind as she felt her body being drained. It got to the point that the pain was just too much; the intensity drove Juna to lose whatever state of mind she was trapped in. When the pain stopped there was a release of sorts, a feeling that her body and soul were no longer one. No, she knew she wasn’t dead, but at the same time she found no life either in her mind. It was dark in there, no imagination or memory to light the way. Remnants of the pain dominated her, forced her to be submissive to its will. She couldn’t even think well anymore.

The feelings vanished suddenly with a great rush of energy, and that was when the journey got more scary.

Juna felt the Force again; it came at her and it felt like a golden ray of sunshine. For a brief moment she was awake, alive, and alert. Her awake state was more or an awareness than her eyes being open; information came to her in many forms, through all her six senses. The Force went to work on her body, shutting down everything that hurt and healed everything that was sore. The relief was so great and the healing so excellent in the welcome feel of it all Juna wasn’t afraid to think it caused a release of sorts biologically of a provocative nature, but she never felt so good in so long; the torture probably lasted an hour, but to her it was a lifetime too long.

She kept herself within to heal for she had no choice; a Force Healing Coma wouldn’t release her too early since she didn’t put herself in it in the first place. All this was a instinctive reaction; it all happened before she could put herself in the trance necessary for the healing. For a good long while she felt warm; she had the strange feeling of being in water; she could swear she could smell soap. The Force, like her, kept its focus on her healing though and gave her no answers.

It changed when it seemed as if her eyes opened. Her body grew cold, and the darkness she saw this time was anything else but the physical darkness she was alone in. Before her was a tall, metal door that was familiar to her; it wasn’t a door at Rapier Manor, they were made of wood. The black, steel door had intricate details on it’s face that were alien and yet embracing; the latter feeling Juna couldn’t explain why she felt that way, but embracing was the best word she could use. Mysteriously all around the door there was no walls, no ceiling, in fact nothing of substance but empty space. She even allowed herself to walk around the door, as if it were a hologram on display in the middle of a room. As strange as it was, she realized there was only one way out, and it was through that very door that seemed to go to no where.

Juna walked back around and put her hand to the door, pulling it away when the metal froze her hand with death. She had no second thoughts, for she felt the answers to her prayers were behind the familiar door. With no feeling of escapes any other way, Juna bravely put her hand against the door, and then the other, and fought the cold as she pushed the door open, revealing a room that was all too familiar to her. It was a room of black, decorated in or close to that color even with the different eloquent designs in things. There were windows, but one look betrayed a night sky that was both starless and moonless. There was a fireplace with a roaring fire, which the fire burned with an intense purple hue that seemingly drew the air towards it with visible viewing splendor. There was a bed; the bedpost and frame were made of gray marble stone that had carved out krayt dragon skulls adorning the tops of the bedpost and little carvings of various life form skeletons below it and running down; all the skeletons were in the throws of agony as if to suggest the krayt dragon was in the middle of consuming them and they traveled down it’s throat. The headboard showed the legendary winged krayt dragon with its wings spread out and judging by how it was craved out, the krayt dragon was a female.

There, sitting on the bed, was a cloaked figure. The Spirit in Black. The Dark Side specter of Faradi. She lifted her hooded head and her fiery yellow eyes found Juna with a soul immobilizing glare, her snow white face a river of calm and yet her voice a flash flood of intensity. “So we have come full circle. Once again you have done wrong in the Force, only this time it was of the light.”

A chill ran down Juna’s spine, and she jumped as the door closed behind her with a loud slam. She didn’t remember that she had stepped into the room at all. Frantically she turned and banged on the door, remembering the door handle and gave it a try. The door wouldn’t budge. She stopped and turned back towards the bed to watch Faradi stand up. She said, “Stay away from me! Let me out!”

Faradi finished standing up and held out her hands as if surprise. “It is not I who put you in this room, Juna. You did. If you want out, you have to let yourself out.” She let a smile form on her black lips and chuckled. “Good luck.”

Juna turned back around and tried again to open the door, using whatever might she had in her body and mind to open it and it just wouldn’t budge. Tired, she leaned against the cold metal to cool down and rest. She turned her body, and jumped again when Faradi was there no more than a foot away. “No! Stay away from me, Faradi!”

“I am only here to help you, my Queen,” she said with loving tones. “Here,” she held out her leather and spike glove-covered hand as if it were a peacefully safe object to handle, “if you take what I offer, you will have the power to open the door and you’ll be free to go.”

Juna looked at the hand, only two inches or closer, and drew away from it as much as possible; death, pain, and misery radiated off the hand. An energy that lead to a lightless existence where there was no compassion, no mercy, and no love, those needs replaced by the want of control, of domination, of others to follow and obey her and die when they were no longer needed. With it she could own any planet, have any man she wanted, and kill just for entertainment. The means to rule the galaxy touched her heart. The methods to rule what was beyond its borders were only within a breath’s reach.

But Juna had taken that step down that particular dark road before and too many times it was humbling and scary…

Like now. Like how she got herself into this situation.

“No! I don’t want your help!” Juna turned back towards the door and tried to open it again. The door just wouldn’t budge, and she began to feel the cold fingers of the dark side beginning to molest her. “NO!”
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And suddenly, silence and rest. The room completely vanished, and Faradi ceased to be. Juna found herself, soon, completely unconscious…

The rest was over with really no feeling of how long she was out, and the feeling of comfort kept Juna from fully awaking. Compared what she had gone through it was welcomed, she felt safe and secure and agony free. All her cares and worries were put aside as she soaked it all in, keeping her eyes closed and letting her body sink more and more into the incredible soft and warm place she was in. Funny: she went from being in a physical Hell to a deep version of a mental Hell being trapped in Faradi’s room, to being in such a tranquil place where it felt like her favorite things were in existence. She was alive, she felt alive, but everything in environment was heavenly.

In her closed eyes form she relied on her other senses as she numbed away in her slow to awaken rest. She could smell hints of Nubian aloe and jasmine; not overdone but hard to ignore with the air littered with the fresh scent of spring. Her still sore muscles enjoyed the warmth she was wrapped in: an unusual bed blanket that tickled her body when she moved just the slightest, and yet with its heavy feel it clung to her skin like light weight satin. Gripping the bed covering under her as she cooed with her movements, she felt that the acting sheet was the same as the cover on her body, a uniformed fuzziness she associated with…

Juna stopped, held position, and let herself re-examine everything. First off she was Magus Prophet’s prisoner. Secondly she had been tortured. Thirdly she didn’t know where she was, but she couldn’t feel the Force so she assumed the worst.

The Letter Prophet had sent to her flashed in her mind, and Juna let out a frightful gasp of realization; her body - her clothes-less, armor-less, weaponless, gadget-less, nothing on at all, absolutely and completely in her birth wear, naked body was nestled between layers of dead animal fur!

Juna shot her eyes open, laid there, and let her eyes look around; no way in hell was she going to set up. Her vision she discovered was limited due to the laying factor and also the sunken in position she was in; the very large bed appeared to be below what passed as the floor; it would have been an interesting architectural design to think about if the circumstances were different. Above her high above was a metallic ceiling with a painted visual; it looked too much like the Nubian Northern Highlands, as if seen from atop of the Tower Maze back at Rapier Manor; not an expert interpretation or even a noted artistic stylizing, but it did its job reminding the person laying on the bed where they came from, and obviously it was no coincidence to Juna who it was meant for. She turned her gaze upon her covered form, taking in the white-furred covering; it stretched almost into infinity, stitched and knitted together, covering the entire yard of the resting place. 

Lifting up the blanket just to look quickly, Juna confirmed what she all ready knew. She grabbed as much of the fur as she could and surrounded her body with it, clutching on to it like a lifeline and curling up in a fetal position to lock it further in place. She began to sweat from her finished efforts, face reddening with embarrassment before her heating blood did. She had the choice between covering herself up with what she had and covering herself up with her imagination, and even with the latter being made real there wasn’t enough to even produce dental floss.

Oh God she thought, letting her scared mind conduct an inventory of her body. Oh God, please! Please he didn’t see me like this! Please he didn’t do something to me when I was out! Juna never believed in Prophet’s sincerity, and therefore at least one of those wishes she made too late. He was an animal, and animals take all advantages given to them. If the food is there they take it. If the water is plentiful they drink it. If their hunted down prey is wounded they kill it. If their tracked down and cornered female is in their sights they take control of them and do as they will whether the female is willing or not.

Without the Force, Juna was forced to go over herself again and again in her mind, relying on her normal feelings and intuition. There were moments in her memory that were verified, the feeling of being submerged in water and soap was a prime example: before her sweating exercise she felt clean and refreshed, as if she were given a bath. Her soft skin and especially her hair, clean and brushed out, was the source of the smell of aloe and jasmine. 

However there were times she couldn’t keep into account. Between her blacking out and being slapped, and when her vision of Faradi’s room ended and she had awakened. Force only knew what occurred in that time; a luxury she didn’t have the access to. After a very long time, Juna concluded with a sniffling, quiet snob that although violated it was of an outer sense and not an inner; she wasn’t raped or molested, but she was handled in a unwanted manner from Hooley’s doctors – the vivid feeling of being poked and prodded so violently still in her thoughts -  right down to the beast himself. Juna curled up more; that fact was deeper than the least of her worries. She was a prisoner of Prophet, on board his ship where he controlled all of her environment – and obviously it was he who put her in this bed, in this room, without a shred of attire - and who knew where they were if he decided to leave the Sanctuary System, and even if she was strong enough she had no desire to go look for clothing. Normally survival instinct overrode such embarrassments, gave her the strength to move. Not today for she was no longer the little girl that in private flaunted her nakedness after a bath by running from the tub screaming, jumping and landing on her bed. As many a man would think privately in their mind when she met them in the last two years as Queen, she had a ‘fine chassis with two full fuel cells’.

Laying on her side and letting options swim around in her head, Juna blew at a lock of her hair that drifted into her sight line from time to time. It only made it worse with every repetition; it seemed the rest of her long, thick hair wanted to join in the rebellion. She gave up when it covered the left side of her face.

Someone moved the hair behind her ear with their finger from above and behind her, tucking it behind her ear. 

Juna let out a whimper when she finally heard the held in breath being let out. She let herself slowly roll onto her back, she looked up, and there he was, squatting down and looking her over with a tilt in his head, arms resting on his massive thighs, and a calm (for him) look on his face. 

Prophet said, “You’re awake. I was wondering when you would be. You healed yourself so long ago.”

Juna just froze in place, not knowing what to do. She kept the furs on her, tight to her body, almost hiding her face under them. Her ‘upside-down’ perspective of him continued, and in her horror she realized that he, too, was in a state of undress. His muscles were in full display, along with reddened areas on his skin that were consistent with the pattern of being wounded; a blotch burn suggesting fire, a round red spot suggesting a blaster bolt strike, a fine red line indicating a lightsaber hit – obviously he had a run in with the Light Side Maguses, and since Prophet was here the results of the confrontation were not in dispute. His mass was one of largeness and chiseled perfection, covered over with faint reminders of his past greatness. The tattoos of those he had slain, scarred into his body, a fact she heard from the stories Enothchild relayed to her from the Vhinech he processed for life on Sanctuary, covered him and was stark contrast to his natural skin color with their often black but swirls of color hues. They were written in the Vhanbadian script, the many names came together and a macabre way formed patterns that expressed a silent satisfaction. How it must have hurt to have his nearly impervious flesh ripped apart every single time a name was added. How it seemed too much like Prophet was the reaper of those names as if they were souls, and the names were the taken spirits.

His bass broke up her silent thoughts. “I’m sorry for what happened to you. I didn’t even think Cade Hooley would dare to try me, and I had thought his well mannered self would prevent him from ever harming a defenseless woman.” Prophet’s mismatched eyes peered upward and away from Juna’s brown orbs for a moment, shamed. “So little often am I ever easily fooled by the hidden evil of others, and so easy I forget that they too have a desire. It may not equal mine, but it exists nonetheless.” He looked back down at her. “Cade Hooley and the others that have harmed you no longer live.” 

He leaned over a bit more. “But I know that may not be enough to have you forgive me for my lack of intelligence; I saved your life, but even that isn’t enough. I can assure you I will live with the pain for the rest of my days.”

Prophet went to reach out and touch her, and Juna finally panicked. She slid under the fur covers and crawled frantically under them towards the other end of the bed to keep her body from his view and get away. She could only think of one reason why he was in the buff and she wasn’t going to be involved in THAT reason.

There was a sudden impact around her, and it was followed by Prophet pressing the weight of his body down on the covering around her; like a pillow in a stitched up tight fitting pillow case, Juna was trapped in a upright-like fetal position. She grunted and pressed, trying to find some escape, grunting out of frustration. Prophet said to her, his voice not even muffled by the layers of fur, “Juna, relax! Stop this childishness!”

“Smeck you!” Juna found her lost voice even as she heaved for air and struggled to continue the fight she couldn’t win. “Let me go! Let me GO!!!”

“I’m not going to hurt you!”

“Bullshit! Go to Hell! Let ME GO!!!!!!!”

Juna felt Prophet’s body lay on top of her, forcing her to lay flat on her stomach on the bed while she remained under the furs. His hands found her arms, and soon they were held together by one large clamp in front of her. She screamed frantically, “NO! NO!! NO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“SILENCE!” Prophet bellowed through the furs covering her head, and Juna submitted. She stopped kicking, and she stopped screaming. Her worries, though, never went away, and they intensified when she felt the fur against her back get ripped open. The coolness of the air touched her back to cause goose bumps, and his arm and hand reached under her, wrapping his arm just under her breasts to lift her head and upper portion of her body through the cut. With her head exposed she could breathe easier; being trapped under the fur was both a smothering experience and a physical exercise. She laid her head down on top, her body still remaining under the furs through the tear. 

All the while Prophet’s body was too damn close. His breath tortured her earlobe as he spoke to her to consol her. “Shhhhhh. It’s okay.” His free hand rubbed the back of her neck. “Everything is okay. Relax.”

It was then Juna realized that she was crying when his hand affectionately wiped a tear from her face. Her mind was preoccupied by the exhaustion and when that went away it was filled with the worst imagery of what was going to happen to her based on the current conditions. Even with the thick fur between them she could…feel him; without question that wasn’t his lightsaber poking at her covered up right thigh.

She didn’t want to think about it.

“I didn’t mean to yell at you, my Juna,” he said by his standards of gentle. Prophet’s hand stroked her head with caresses of assurance. “You feel that I would attack you. Rape you. I assure you that won’t happen, my Precious. That wouldn’t be love.”

Juna gulped down some air and cursed, “You’re sick, a sinister creature that gets off on the fear and death of others. You don’t know anything of love!”

 She felt him touch her bare back with his free hand, rubbing it with massaging intent, actually working out some of the knots she felt near her spine; leftovers from when she hit that stump on Sanctuary. She found herself nervous, but not tensing from the touch. He said, “You will be surprise what I know of the subject. And if eliminating that which threatens us…satisfies me, then of course I will keep doing it. You will find, with time, how good it feels as well to eliminate such obstacles that have been, and will be, in your way.” 

Prophet released her arms, and then reached inside the torn fur to flip Juna around. She let out a girlish squeak and put her arms around her in protection. Strangely enough to her, Prophet was in the process of closing up the tear to keep her body from being exposed, only leaving her head to peak out from the hole. In fact, when she went to cover her breasts, he was holding the fur covers bunched up above her, encouraging her to take the excess. Reluctantly she reached up, but was quick to snatch it and bring it all tight to her body, a body that was no longer imprisoned by his great bulk. All the while he stared into her eyes, while she was forced to look into his; otherwise, she would have to look at…well…she just didn’t want to look down; even if she had bad eyes she could have seen out of the bottom of her lids that he was indeed a monster mass all over; she honestly couldn’t miss it, and thus she didn’t want to draw his attention to her looking at it.

Prophet reached down and pushed back her hair to look at her face, his large hand wrapped around the side of her head, his thumb carefully smudging away an errant tear from her face that escaped the confines of her sad and scared eyes. She watched his face grow grim, and it reflected a sadness. It was sadness; he was remorseful. “Never be afraid of me,” he said to her in that volume of voice that surprised her back in the interrogation room. “You…are my muse. My angel of comfort. My clarity. My very own Presence. You are more than just a warrior in wait, but a freer of spirits. You have freed me, Juna. For that I can never, ever cause you to suffer by my hand.”

“But you have hurt me,” she said quietly, still unsure of what he was going to do. “You hurt me by hurting and killing the ones around me.”

“Those you think so highly of,” he said with a bit more meanness, “that they are here, right now, with you, you mean. You brought such people with you? Where are they hiding?” Prophet shook his head to waive any forth-coming argument away. “I don’t want to discuss a trivial matter now. Not while you are still upset and so uncertain. You don’t trust me and my word, so how can we have a logical conversation.”

Before she could say anything, Prophet scooped up her covered form and held Juna against his tattooed chest. Again she let out a peep, unsure what to expect because so far it was not what she had imagined. She felt him hold her tightly with both arms wrapped firmly around her; he didn’t squeeze her, but it was hug that was meant to keep her from falling from a great height. The side of her head met the middle of his thick, muscled chest, and she could barely hear his black heart; he kept her head there with a firm hand. Unlike Enothchild’s heart, the heart she fell in love with because it had a beating rhythm that tugged at her soul, Prophet’s heart was ordinary and plain; a telling story that described the difference between the two behemoths, how special Enothchild’s heart was compared to everyone else.

“I could tell you all that I know of love, Juna,” said Prophet, his voice vibrating his chest. “But I speak in long winded sentences. I am…I’m trying to shorten my sentences, but I’m still learning. Even then, I think it is best just to show you. They say visualization is the best teaching tool for the uninformed student to learn something.”

Juna felt him sniff her head again, and she squirmed out of his clutches, finding refuge an arms length away from him. “Don’t do that,” she said quietly, edging and gaining more distance to get away from his nose. “I’m…I’m not some thing that needs to be smelled all the time.”

“I couldn’t help to smell how sweaty you are,” he commented. “But I understand your desire not to be…smelled. I will…work hard on not doing it. It will be difficult though; no one has a scent so infectiously erotic like yours. But I have overcome great odds before.” 

Prophet’s hand reached out and cautiously fell on her covered shoulder. She flinched, and he gave the shoulder a pat to assure her that was all he was doing. “I was in the middle of a bath when I felt you stir awake.” He rubbed her shoulder repeatedly. “Perhaps you should join me so you may get clean. I will bathe you, feed you fruit while you relax in the water.”

Juna bit inside her mouth hard, not wanting to yell at him because…he was insane. Insane people do insane things at insane times. She wasn’t going to provoke him into doing something. And no, she wasn’t going to go join him in the bathtub. She said, “No thank you. I…I take baths alone.”

To her surprise Prophet wasn’t a bit upset. He nodded immediately and said, “Then I can have one of our Yaltmas draw you a fresh bath. Get you the appropriate attire a goddess such as yourself should wear. Or would you rather have something to eat or drink first?” He shifted around as she grew more surprised by his act; if it was an act it was a good one that could win awards, and if it weren’t then she really didn’t have anything to say about it anyways. She was expecting something worse than this, and although it was still a bad situation it was better than terrible. “Please, tell me what you desire?”

Juna forced herself to say something aggressively because the surrealism was making her too relaxed around him. “Your head on a stick.” She snapped her mouth shut and feared the worst…

Prophet just smiled a little and said, “I’m afraid I can’t fulfill that desire you crave. There are no sticks on board the Orpheus.” He sighed away any frustration he may have had and said, “I will send out a Yaltma. Perhaps you will have a decision when she arrives.”

When he stood up, Juna gasped and turned away shyly; no, she didn’t want to see THAT! She felt him by her side, standing, and she kept her head turned away and her eyes closed. She then felt his hand caress her head gently and he said to her, “Don’t be shy, my Love. I found that your body was just as intimidating to look at. In time, I think together we will overcome that which is keeping us from exploring the unknown.”

Ah, she didn’t want to hear that. She felt him walk away, his steps now heard on the floor above her. Feeling a great relief, Juna shook all the time she crawled back under the fur covers back to the head of the bed. Once there they laid back down and wondered what the hell just happened. She felt everything she needed to feel towards Prophet, and at the same time…she felt nothing.

She kept one thing in her mind; her situation had changed; it was worse.

