CHAPTER 93.0

My Magus.

He heard his hard earned title being called, but it wasn’t what had he expected.

Magus! Magus Prophet! Prophet!
He heard his name, but it wasn’t who he had expected to say it, or think it.

Prophet, where are you?

It was clear by the tone of his thoughts that Admiral Ideora had been trying to reach Prophet for quite a while now; Ideora wasn’t Force sensitive, it was just that the commanders knew the best way to contact him was through their thoughts, which Prophet kept a mental ear out for. 

And then Prophet felt unusually numb, an annoying feeling around his joints and his neck that continued to fester in intensity until he could neither ignore Ideora or this strange sensation. Growling, he sat up…and someone flopped out of his left arm with an all too familiar squeak. He shook his head to clear his groggy eyes and regretted it; it made his head swim and the back of his neck pound with a steady war drumbeat; Ideora’s ramblings vanished in the process. The admiral or his unusual state of physical being wasn’t what was on his mind as he felt around while his eyes began to clear and focus. 

When his hand found Juna, everything around Prophet cleared save for a few phantom nuisances that forced his free hand to rub the back of his neck. There she was, in that Vhinphyckian lingerie he personally picked out for her to wear, looking at him with exhausted eyes and a slight pale complexion to go along with the uncertainty she broadcasted through her face. He felt the patch of warmth on his left arm and near his body, and realized with a slow smile forming on his hard life face that Juna had been by his side. 

Elation growing, he said, “Good morning.” He winced as his lower jaw now ached.

“For who exactly,” Juna asked sincerely. “You seem…unsettled.”

Before he could answer, Prophet looked at the time device and gawked at it with an open mouth. “I was asleep for nearly nine hours,” he said and sat up more in the bed, taking another look around the room just to work out his disbelief. “I never slept so long in my adult life. Never.” Mind clear, he reached out with the Force and his body heaved with great, added strength. He shivered and eye closed a slow growl escaped his mouth…

Magus, where are you? The forgotten about Admiral Ideora sounded like he was on his last mental lung. Not amused, Prophet pulled his hand away from Juna – a regretful act because of the tingling effect that annoyed him to no end before came back – and used the Dark Side of the Force to ‘see’ where Ideora and everyone else in the central command was. They were all in the main computer core, surrounded by several MerCon technicians, and the feeling among them was of fear. Something was not right.

However Prophet wasn’t going to tolerate insubordination of any kind, especially in the form of disrespect from lesser beings towards him. He sought and found an ill of will ensign, and with every right as a plunderer of lands and minds Prophet channeled his presence through the Human, took over his mind, and used the pawn as a communication device. I am right here, Admiral Ideora.

Through the Human’s eyes Prophet could see their confused looks, but they understood once he made the ensign move towards them out of cadence position and glared at them with a frown that needed no explanation. They knew who it was now, and they shuffled their feet nervously as Prophet ‘spoke’ again. What is the problem.
“We were conducting a standard back file protocol on the ship’s computer when this oddity came up.” Ideora gestured towards the computer terminal, and Prophet made his meat puppet move towards it to examine the information on screen. It appeared, at first, to be the Orpheus’ main diagnostic menu, all written in the Basic text. Then, subtlety, a word at random would change to Vhanbadian text, and finally back. “Ever since then, various parts of the ship’s compliment have reported the same occurrence. There is no predictable pattern to the phenomenon, so some of believe it could be a Battner Error; a cross up in programming protocol that occurs with these large ships when they try to work together. We were going to do a reboot-.”

“NO!” Prophet then realized he shouted that more than he thought it, and was quick to open his eyes; at the same time the conversation was taking place, Juna was ever so slowly backing away from him; with his shout, he made her stop. He was quick to raise his hands to show he wanted her to stay, that he wasn’t yelling at her, and then went back to the problem at hand. Do not do anything. I have the solution. I will be right down.
Just as he was pulling out, Prophet channeled his energies around the ensign’s neck and with grunting effort snapped the Human’s neck to send a clear and convincing message just in case they did not comprehend who the hell they were dealing with.

Prophet opened his eyes and once he saw his Juna he relaxed his tense features. Slightly timid, she asked, “Something wrong?”

“A few things are,” he said, and he reached out and grabbed her hand. He noted the offset tone of her flesh; her tan skin was lighter than normal. This made him look into her eyes, and he noted her tired appearance; she was still recovering from being drained by Hooley’s men, and it looked like she stayed up all night. “One of which is your condition.” He reached over with his other hand and with the back of it rubbed her cheek. “Honestly now, did you sleep at all?”

“I tried,” she admitted without a fight finally, and silently conveying to him why she could not close those beautiful eyes.

“Then I will let you to rest.” Prophet reached for the pillows he pushed away and didn’t need for himself and spread them about where he had laid. He moved out of the way to pull back the skins, and with firm and certain hands he grabbed Juna and slid her over just enough to where he had laid, but not necessarily right on; she offered no resistance, but she bore a peculiar look. Gently he encouraged her lie back on the pillows, and after she complied he drew the skin blanket over her body, letting the top edge just lay on her chest.

Prophet leaned over her form and gave her head an affectionate caress, there eyes meeting as he stroked through her locks. He asked out of curiosity, “Why did you lay with me?”

“You said you would never hurt me, so I took you at your word,” said Juna, not shying away from his touch like yesterday. “So far you’ve been honest with me.”

“And so that made you decide to not take residence on the couch or the Yaltma’s quarters? That you believe me to be honest enough to where you can trust me without fear?”

She smirked and said, “With that question, are you suggesting that you have been bullshitting me this whole time?” She sighed. “Because…I don’t know.”

Prophet laid his hands on her shoulders and looked her dead in the eye. “I will not lie to you. Ever. You know me enough by now to know what I say is true.”

Juna looked thoughtful, and then said, “What I know…isn’t much. But I feel it.”

He closed his eyes and let out a few short sighs. He opened his eyes and said, “I have prayed for such a response, and my prayers have been answered. I’ve also prayed for many things, and to my surprise they are coming true. Thanks to you.” Prophet looked away to think, beaming in elation. “I feel the need to reward you.”

“How about letting me sleep?” she mused sarcastically. 

Prophet looked back at her, smiled a little, and a dry throat sounding, harsh as sandpaper cackle of a chuckle escaped his lips. When he looked back, he caught the brief glimpse of a mirthful smile on her young face. He let his petting hand come across above her features, trying to figuratively catch it. Try to hold on to it. He realized that he had to settle on the memory. 

“For beginnings I suppose it will have to do,” he mused back. He grabbed her hand, and she gripped it back, a sign of appreciation on her behalf all be it a reluctant, unspoken one. He wanted to further what they had at that moment, just some conversation about anything, but he had a pressing issue to address, she had to get some rest, and all of it had to be done in order to advance his agenda. “I will think of something before I return.”

“Maybe you will tell me the rest of your story,” Juna suggested kindly.

“Perhaps.” Prophet stared at her for a few very silent seconds. He was not still, for his body would move towards her, then away, his hand would caress her head, and stop, and start again, and it seemed as if he wanted to express more but he just couldn’t find the vocabulary. An air of tension began to build, and the two participants made no real move to end it right away. They were both reluctant to for different, personal reasons, but the answer seemed obvious to them both.

Remembering that a crisis had to be averted in order to continue their time together, Prophet squeezed her hand again with little pressure and said, “Thank you.”

“For what?” she asked confusingly.

“For making me…feel normal.” Prophet let Juna go and pulled the blanket further up her chest, and finally he got up and walked out.

Prophet’s first stop was to grab his tunic, throw it on, and his next stop was his study. From there he made one more, brief stop by the bedroom to see if she had fallen asleep. Before he entered, he was stopped by her voice. 

Unbeknownst to her, Juna had laid there in quiet contemplation all the while Prophet was moving about in the quarters. She curled up in the blanket and breathed out, “You’re welcome.”

Prophet stood there unseen in the hall until he could hear her sleeping breaths, and then he inhaled the air deeply, unseen by his female companion who would have disapproved of what he felt to be a romantic gesture. Finished his nose no longer burned with the desire to smell Juna as her scent filled his lungs. He held his breath until he left the room to exhale to keep the noise from being overheard, but the intoxicating effects lingered as he carefully raised and lowered the bulkhead that lead out of the quarters with the Force, letting it close with a low, mumbling thump, and finally continued on his way to the main computer core.

CHAPTER 93.1

Although Orpheus’ framing members and main skeletal structure was filled with anti-shock strutting and vibrational compensators, designed to absorb or dissipate vibration stresses that act upon it, the deck plating that was hidden under the dark, padded carpet was only around corridor or hall frames. The rest of the plating, in the room or out, was the basic steel alloy compound that held together under normal weight and calm conditions with bracing and bracketing and pillars every so many meters apart. Such metal would be discouraged on a stealth vessel, or even in most smugglers’ ships for the common metal was a whisper to any enemy sensors. The metal conducted vibrations; a form of energy that in turn produced sound, which it betrayed the location and movement of those trying to avoid detection. 

In this particular instance it betrayed Magus Prophet by alerting Juna that he had left, and although with tired eyes closed Juna was very much awake and alert. All through yesterday, as she stood still and he walked Juna barely felt the impacts of his steps; the carpet padding was thick to limit the amount of impact stress his heavy walk produced but it told her all she needed to know about the deck plating underneath. It was the same, common deck metal that was on the Royal Cruiser, and when Prophet stalked her in the engine room she felt every step he took towards her from even twenty feet away. In contrast, where Enothchild walked around on the Millennium Falcon – a smuggler’s ship – Juna felt none of his steps; the sound was there, but Dizzy bought some really good chromagnium buffer plating before they met ten years ago to where the compression waves stayed at the point of impact, never traveling further than that through the plating to say the walls or to other metals or materials that may transmit the vibrations away from the ship.

The carpet padding, though, was enough to buffer Prophet’s steps, or any of his movements, from being heard. That is if she were standing up.

Prophet’s architectural uniqueness involving the sunken down bed was now used against him. Juna’s head, where it laid, was right in line with the horizon of the floor; any stress vibrations would ring throughout the plating and directly bounce against her head and ears; a fact proven when he left her to take care of the unknown problem that gave him some distress, but not the kind of distress that suggested that an attack was underway. His steps she felt for a while, but it ended. Then it was replaced with a weak thump. And then she felt his steps again, and then it trailed away, and finally there was a deep thump, followed by no vibrations for a good, long time.

Laying there Juna concluded that Prophet went to his study to retrieve something he needed from his closed off study to clear the situation, opened the bulkhead that kept her out – the weak thump of the bulkhead’s locking collars catching the heavy weight from falling back down to the floor – and left the study without closing the bulkhead, walked back towards their room, where she could guess he was either staring at her or smelling her, walked out, and closed – the deep thump – the bulkhead that separated her from the rest of the ship. 

The idea ultimately came to Juna as she went through a night of near sleep deprivation trying to clear her mind of all these questions and tried to get use to Prophet’s hold on her body. She did sleep for at least the last two hours of Prophet’s unexpected long slumber. She was tired, but she had function before with very little sleep; she still had the resiliency of youth on her side even if she couldn’t use the Force to refresh her; besides that, she had loads of rest the last six days and felt a little keyed up with the unused energy. She used that energy now to keep her awake as she kept her eyes close and silently counted to five hundred. Finished, she opened her eyes and took a good look at the chorno on the wall; Prophet had been gone for an hour, and she decided that was long enough. Juna got up, stretched, and quickly made her way for the study. To her joy she was correct; the study was wide open.

Just as she gawked at the opening, Deannta’s hand reached her shoulder before her voice reached her ears. “Juna?” Juna jumped because she wasn’t pay attention and her friend’s steps, unlike Prophet’s, were light and undetectable. “Oh, forgive me.”

“Hey, it’s okay,” Juna assured her friend by grabbing her to prevent her from falling on her knees to beg for forgiveness. “I’m not wake yet.”

“Would you like some caffe made?”

After collecting herself, Juna wished Deannta wasn’t here; she still believed Prophet had free access to her and Cessa through the Force. But on the other hand this was really her only chance at getting a leg up on Prophet, and her feeling was Prophet was going to be busy today; he wasn’t closed eye and silent because he was praying over her Temple of Life. The emphatic ‘no’ betrayed enough, and therefore she was going to gamble. 

“That would be nice, thank you,” she said with a small smile. “And I want you to have some too with me.”

“I’ll bring it to you immediately,” Deannta responded. “I have it ready for you in the dining room. What would you like for breakfast?”

“Whatever is easy for Cessa to make,” assured Juna. “Have her make enough for all of us. Oh, and also I want you to bring it into the study.”

Deannta reacted by grabbing Juna’s hand and saying, “No, Juna! We’re not allowed in there. Magus Prophet gave us strict orders never to enter without his permission.”

Juna eyed her friend, eyed her holding hand, and found herself in a tough position. A position she found easy to assume. “Now was that order strictly for you and Cessa?” She eyed Deannta with contempt, deep inside regretting every second that passed she held it. “Are you saying I am not his Wife To Be, but a common slave?”

Quickly Deannta let go, and with noticeable pain in her brown eyes she looked down in shame. “I’m…I-I’m sorry, Mistress. I-I didn’t mean to say it that way.”

Swallowing her emotions down, Juna said with a shiver effect in her voice, “I know you didn’t, but never tell me what to do ever again. You are not quite my Yaltma yet, but you are still a Yaltma; you are lesser than I, and lesser beings don’t tell the greater beings what to do!” She reached out and grabbed Deannta by her shoulders, finally caving in and rubbed her friend’s shoulders with great affection. Juna kept her voice at an authoritive level, but her tone was much softer and filled with pleasantry. “Now please go do as I ask. And never, ever call me mistress again. Is that all clear?” 

Deannta bowed and left, and Juna told herself that she was going to apologize to her for the next dozen years when they got out of this situation. She pushed her emotions aside and entered another part of the strange world that was the psychology of the Vhinech Magus Prophecna. 

What Juna found was indeed strange once she stood still in the doorway and took in the surroundings. Calling the room ‘the study’ was just a generic term, one learned from growing up in Rapier Manor and being around that aristocratic lifestyle that defines gender to specific facts of life, one of which was when men wanted privacy from everyone – from the world and from their own family – they lived practically in the study room. The domain was a man’s sole possession room in the house; no other dared entered unless summoned or if they needed to express something important. From her own experiences Juna pretty much adhered to that thinking and had only been in her Father’s study a few times when he was alive. He kept personal things there, and since Prophet was keeping what she felt was going to be personal things in the room she was in now, she just figured to call it a study.

But studies, in general, where social places more than knowledge places; men mainly bullshitted in such rooms, getting together over whatever aged liquor was stored in the neatly designed bottles. The books, or whatever filled a study to make it an official learning place, were just there really for accent. Before her was anything but.

The room was not that big, it had a desk, but the rest of place was filled with various objects of archeological interest. Much of the remaining space was filled with huge stones that appeared to have experience hard times from explosions to hard vacuum; various shapes and colors, but some looked as if they could have been shaped prior to their ‘extraction’. Some looked mortared back together with fresh penciling done where it seemed something was missing. She examined that, and then noted the hieroglyphics carefully. She put them aside and moved on to more normal subjects found in the room. 

The first, the one that immediately tugged hard at her curiosity, was the framed pictures on the wall. One of the first she viewed depicted a Vhinphyckian family, consisting of a military father, a mother who’s role would be that as the hunter of the family, and a daughter wearing cadet’s uniform. Her eyes wondered just to the left because Juna saw herself, or rather a sketch of herself in one of the frames. There were more images of her, starting at age eight above to what she looked like now; these were Prophet’s sketches of her, she could see the styling has his, but these had a more personal meaning to him; they were his most perfect sketches of her, as if she were perfection to him, and therefore he probably felt odd to leave them in the sketchpad case; thus explaining why there was papers removed between pages.

“Juna?” Upon hearing her voice, she saw Deannta, now with Cessa behind her, at the door looking in. She bore a cup in her hand and said, “I have your caffe here.”

“Thanks, Deannta,” said Juna, and went to the door; she figured, as she assumed control of the cup, that neither one of them were going to disobey their Magus’ orders and enter the room, nor she didn’t feel like arguing with them. Before she took a sip, she looked at them and asked, “Have you ever seen this?”

“Some, Juna, but not all of it,” said Cessa as Deannta stared on. “When we came here, Magus was just putting the last of it in here. I believe that was one of them.”

Juna followed Cessa’s pointing finger, and there, propped on a ledge of the biggest rock, was an old, yellowing woven paper within a large picture frame. Deannta gave it a once over from her position and said, “It looks like a genetic code helix.” She rubbed her forehead part of her mask, trying to think. “But…I don’t know.”

“There’s actually a lot of stuff here,” Juna understated. There was so much, and it drove her mind into overdrive as her eyes drifted over all of it again. “Force, where did he get all-.” Her eyes found the picture of the Vhinphyc family again, and then the photo image next to it. “Son of a-.” She walked over and grabbed the picture off the wall, gawking at it and nearly dropping her cup of caffe.

“Juna?” Cessa curiously asked. Both Yaltmas nervously danced on their feet at the door, noting the disconcerting look their mistress had on her face. “Juna, what is it?”

“Bitch, I knew it.” Juna thought back to the Letter Prophet had sent her, and her fingers itched with memory; the texture of that paper was the same as the paper found in the sketchpad; the early sketches, the ones made presumably by the previous owner, were weather worn just as the Letter was. The paper itself was larger than the Letter pages, but those were cut pages, and therefore she surmised that it was one page cut into four pieces. 

To prove the theory that was proven in her mind, Juna looked at Cessa and asked politely, “Cessa, could you be so kind as to get me the sketch case just in the chair behind you and open it up, please?”

“Certainly,” she said, and in moments she was back at the door with the ancient case. Juna encouraged the two to sit with her on the floor next to the door so they could share in the find, and obviously her friend’s curiosities were peaked. Cessa opened the case and placed it between the three of them on their laps. “What are we looking at?”

“History, Cessa. Major history that answers part of a very unique question.” Juna gave Deannta the picture in her hands and took another sip of her caffe before she opened the pad up to the original sketches. “If you two are interested, and have nothing to do, I would like to tease your minds. Like a game. You wanna play?”

“Absolutely,” remarked Deannta, hints of Corellian gusto in her voice; no Corellian could ever resist a challenge.

“Okay, look at the kit in the drawings.” Juna let the two flip through the pad, and once they finished she said, “Okay, now look at the picture on the wall of the Vhinphyc family,” they did, “and finally this picture here.” She pointed at the picture in Deannta’s hands. The two women did, and once finished the glint in their eyes seemed to register that they were getting Juna’s point. She asked, “Here’s the question: is the little girl, and this adult Vhinphyc, the same person?”

“Yes,” said Cessa. “She’s got her mother’s dimples.”

“And her father’s nose and eye shape,” added Deannta. “Do you know who it is?”

“I do,” said Juna, grabbing the picture from Deannta and glaring at it with a shaking head frown. She even read the name that was partially gone, but she knew her full name. “Cessa and Deannta, meet Elite Aggressor Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute.” She gestured towards the family portrait. “That is her parents; Magus Prophet killed her father, a general, and then tracked down and killed her mother. Helle at the time was in ‘sleep’ mode, which was in the last 150 so years give or take.” 

“And this,” said Cessa excitedly, “must have…belonged to one of the parents.”

“So what does it mean exactly Juna?” asked Deannta.

Juna looked over the artifacts and said, “It means that I’m on my way to solving the question my Husband To Be asked me to answer. That and I just walked right into an interesting hypothetical that I didn’t consider.” She looked at her friends and said, “Either way, my friends, we’re going to need a lot of caffe.”

CHAPTER 93.2

“Interesting.” And when Magus Prophet said that, said it in the way he did, many of the commanders around him in the computer core’s control terminal loosened their tensed tight bodies as their relieving sigh. After four hours of him going line by line through the basic operational program codes, he mapped out, pinpointed, and secured all those lines of code that were giving them the trouble they were experiencing throughout the ship. Then he said, “We are infected with the Legacy Virus.”

Admiral Ideora’s jaw dropped and he said, “W-What? My Magus-.”

“Relax, Admiral Ideora. We’re infected, but we’re only a carrier of it.” Prophet reached into one of his utility pouches on his belt and pulled out the disk that contained his copy of the Legacy Virus and the command files behind it. Noting their confused looks, he finally admitted to them the truth he failed to tell Admiral Hooley and Magus Servant. “You see the point of origin never gets accidentally infected due to programming protocols.” He put the disk in, brought up the control menu, and ordered the Legacy Virus in the Orpheus to die; death coming by the way of a programming END command. “And since I have a copy of the Vhinphyc Sleeper’s version, and have run it through our arrays, the Legacy Virus detects nibbles of that program protocol, withholds attack, and notifies us through signs such as your words becoming Vhinphyc words.”

“Wait, you had the Legacy Virus the entire time?” asked Ideora. 

“I have had it since Uiennar.” Prophet removed the disk and put it safely away on his person. He returned to addressing his leaders. “The reasons why I kept it in the dark was that I expected one of my own of plotting my death, however they needed to know all of my plan ahead of time before they executed that execution. As it turned out it was indeed Magus Servant, with Cade Hooley’s assistance, who tasked me. Now their fates are sealed.” 

He strolled over towards a large digital reading member frame, which housed Sarch’s personal disk; they were still in the process of trying to decrypt it. Prophet grabbed the SON disk out, ruining weeks of work, and tucked it into his belt pouch. Ideora said, “Then…Sarch’s disk was just a convenient ruse. It’s unimportant.”

“No, Admiral, it is important for us to possess. You see the cure to the Legacy Virus is on this disk. Without the cure at their disposal, they cannot stop the attack. It is also why I had every one of us transported to this ship; with the Legacy origin algorithms in the mainframe, the Orpheus is immune while all other ships would not be.” Prophet crossed his arms in front of his chest, proud of himself. “And if I passed the Legacy Virus origin algorithms among the rest of the ships in our fleet, the Legacy Virus would have adapted, improvised, and decide to rebel against the origin. It is the sophisticated.”

“Just, for now, it is gone.”

“Exactly,” said Prophet. “It was really no threat to us.”

“So…did we infect ourselves?”

Prophet shook his head. “No, this came from the Vhinphyc Sleeper. If you recall the intelligence reports before we came here she had regained possession of her ship. She is desperate, and she is accelerating the Last Command given to her by the Premiere.” He did his best not to smile, succeeding with only hints of it tugging the corners of his mouth. “I suspect the Republic will be in absolute chaos by the end of the week.”

“And then, sir?”

“We wait, Admiral. Simply, we wait it all out.” Prophet unfolded his arms and lead the group away from the computer core on a walk back to the bridge, a journey that consisted of a long walk to the lift and a ride up to the bridge. “However, we still have to prepare for any incoming forces, from Naboo, and presumably unaffected by the virus.”

Entering the lift, Admiral Ideora nodded towards one of his senior officers. “Captain Perchannta here has informed me that the lean crews are in place and are conducting standard ship exercises. But this will leave us pretty thin here with personnel if battle occurs here at our current position. ”

“It will be the Nubians, Admiral,” assured Prophet strongly. “Their greatest offensive weapon is currently on board our ship.” Ideora was about to ask for clarification, but Prophet wasn’t going to explain it. “That leaves them with a dedicated squadron of stunt fighters and perhaps one transport cruiser with limited weapons; no match for the Orpheus.” He then conceded, “They still are a threat; one among them has had experience going against a Vhinphyc super vessel. And luck is always one of the many determining factors of any battle. That is why we will make our own luck based on what we truly know.”

Prophet then patted the pouch on his belt that contained his disk. “There are other means to dispose of them if the battle doesn’t go as I planned. The plan should not fail; it does if those who are supposed to carry it out do not do so. If they are not in place, or if they decide to not do their assigned tasks.”

“I assure you that we won’t have that problem, my Magus,” said Ideora.

“That is so good to hear, Admiral Ideora.” The lift doors to the bridge opened, but Prophet’s body blocked the way out for all those in the lift. He glared at them with a small smile that was nothing like the way he smiled at his Juna, but it didn’t lack any sincerity in what he truly felt or what he meant by saying, “Because if any of you are like Cade Hooley,” he bore his teeth now in smile, “then I’m going to enjoy having some interesting meals in the near future.”

They didn’t get it at first, but they became more and more uncomfortable the longer the Vhinech monster stared at them with that small smile on his face. When he stepped aside, and his shadow was lifted off their forms, they all embarrassingly about ran each other over trying to leave. Ideora stopped the flow at the door when he stumbled to a stop, turned, and said, “As you were, gentlemen.”

The officers straightened themselves out, running a hand over their uniforms and hair to smooth it all out, and carried that well instructed, practiced over and over and over again to perfection haughty jaw parallel to the floor look as they walked with crisp steps.

Prophet remained in the lift and said to Ideora, “Is there anything else, Admiral Ideora.”

“Well, my Magus, there is…well, one thing.” Ideora seemed to know the answer all ready, but he asked anyways. “Admiral Hooley’s body is missing from the morgue.” Prophet craned his head as if he didn’t understand, so Ideora cleared his throat to continue. “Well…um…I was wondering if you knew where it went. You see his last wish was to have his body returned home to his wife.”

“Do I know where it went?” Prophet asked, standing to full height and glaring at Ideora evilly. “Are you accusing me of something foul, Admiral!”

“I…well…I-.”

The next moment, and to the Human’s surprise, Prophet began to laugh, his head threw back and the loud, annoying sound that wasn’t meant to come from such a wickedly-cursed mouth unsettled everyone within earshot; a ear ruining combination of a fake-like laugh, a gargle, a plugged up nose, and a drawn out snort. He pointed at Ideora and said, “Do I know where Hooley’s body went. That is humorous.”

Ideora barked a chuckle at first, but as the giant’s unsuspected exuberance continued he allowed himself to blurt out a few bars of laughter, and a few people nearby showed a tiny bit of finding it all humorous. Quite frankly they never seen Prophet so happy before; when did they ever seen in happy was the actual thought. There were always proof when he was really upset, starting with his frown and ending usually with a body that needed to be taken to the morgue. The late Cade Hooley did express to them the dos and don’ts of being around Prophet, mainly don’ts, and they heard stories and tall tales of the Vhinech’s eating habits to illustrate those don’ts, which produced many jokes and enough conjecture to doubt some of the more creditable sources of those stories. After all not many saw him eat; those that did just said he ate normal foods but his manners were, well, that of an animal.

Closing his fanged and jagged mouth, Prophet casually looked at the chorno and said with a straight face, “I took a …dump? Yes that is what you all slang it as; I took a dump before I arrived at the computer core, so my guess is the ‘remains’ will be in the solid biological waste compactor by now.” Ideora slowly stopped laughing and looked at him with growing revelation; to Prophet the younger male wore a face much like Hooley did just before he died. “Cade Hooley did not tell you?” His smile faded away, as if it never existed. “Whenever I can, I eat who I kill.”

As the doors closed, Prophet saw Ideora get it, and get what he had told them in warning before when they were all in the elevator; after all these years, most of them did not believe the truth that was his meal enjoying ways. He couldn’t help to share in his joy, so he went along with the gag as it were; confusing that statement was to him, ‘went along with the gag’, for gags were meant to silence someone. Why anyone would associate a prank of humor with a silencing device made no sense to him.

What did made sense to him was the Legacy Virus in the computer system; that news alone compounded the feelings of great elation he was experiencing from having awakened and finding Juna lying next to him. The time-date stamp confirmed that the virus entered the systems around the time the last espionage report was beamed in, an hour or so after Elite Aggressor took Sarch from Coruscant. Such an attack could only mean one thing, and it was an expected bonus he was proud to receive: Helle had launched the Legacy Virus attack after she had killed Enothchild Sarch; there was no other explanation. 

Juna was Magus Prophet’s now more than ever before. And tonight he was going to going to give her a grand reward. He would think of one as soon as he returned to their home.

CHAPTER 93.3

While Prophet and the rest were busy with minor inconveniences, Juna spent the time he was away going over the mystery that was the artifacts in his study. A few times, almost immediately for that matter, she hit a coral reef in the wayward sea river. It was when she looked over the framed document that resided next to Helle’s picture. The document in question appeared to be an official record of some kind and was written close to Vhanbadian text, but the syllables and initiation sounds didn’t correspond to any Vhinphyckian word she knew. Where there should have been ‘r’ sounds after ‘e’ there were ‘pech’, and ‘chech’ after ‘oh’ instead of ‘zuruc’, and so on and so forth. And some of the letters in the words were not even remotely close to any letter she learned from the Vhinphyckian alphabet, nor was is it from anything else she learned from her study of Enothchild’s SON disk.

Juna strolled over to where her friends had pretty much established a vigil of sorts at the opening of the room; Deannta had gotten them all cushions to sit on and electronic devices to keep track of things, and Cessa had a full pot of caffe ready for them on a little table set up in the middle of it all with her now arriving with ready to eat powdered fonmuts; fonmuts were a baked, or fried, bread-like treat shaped in squares and came in different flavors of sugar coating. 

They all settled down, and Juna gave the two a good look at the document in question. “What’s your two’s opinion with this document? I’m thinking it’s a government document.”

Deannta didn’t have an answer, so she passed it to Cessa, who out of the three really had more experience with government documents. Cessa said, “I believe you’re right, Juna. There is a dot after every word on one side of the column.”

“Like say ‘Name’ colon ‘Juna Rapier’ for example,” said Juna.

“If that is the Vhinphyc’s version of a colon, then correct. But I can’t read the language. But-.”

“What?”

“Sister?” Cessa gave Deannta back the framed item. “These words do look a bit familiar. Do they to you?”

Deannta stared at the document hard and for a good long time. The old Deannta Desser has almost just as good a memory as Juna had, but any lobotomy and/or mental perception changes Prophet may have subjected them both through the Force – the latter, mental perception change, was what Jurivicious Pern tried to accomplish by forcing and imposing his will into Juna’s mind – would have obviously caused brain damage. Such damage was needed to break one’s will and transform them into unwavering, loyal servants. 

Deannta, though, proved that not everything was diminished mentally. “Yes. Yes, we saw it…” She looked in the room and pointed at the largest stone that stood by the wall. “On that! This word.” She pointed at the third line of words: Catertainta’uave Sigha’uanutea; that is, that’s how Juna read the word; it could have been something else entirely. “The last part. I think it’s a name.”

Juna pointed at Sigha’uanutea. “This one?” Deannta nodded, and Juna got up and walked over to the large boulder; like the other rock hard artifacts it appeared to have been blasted apart and plastered back together. The surface was pocked and eroded quite a bit, and what was written upon the surface was faded, worst towards the top. She scanned downward with her eyes, taking in the words, the lines, and some of the other details. She saw the word Sigha’uanutea: Ederude’tyulog Sigha’uanutea to be exact. Strangely, Sigha’uanutea began to change as she continued downward…

“Hey, this is…” Juna started, and turned towards the others and said, “This is a family tree!”

“Magus Prophet’s family tree?” puzzled aloud Deannta.

Curious, Juna traced from Ederude’tyulog down the line to another descendant, than another, another, and another until he saw the last name change more and more. She continued, and her finger stopped on an all too familiar name. “'anute. ‘uanutea is actually ‘anute.”

“As in Helle…er..ah…however you pronounce it?” asked Cessa.

Juna turned back and looked at them with a cocked eyebrow; for Yaltmas she would have figured that Prophet would have made them full fledge followers of the Path, meaning they knew how to pronounce those names and know the Vhinphyc language. Once again it was another example of how he interpreted things, and how he made things and people the way he wanted them to be. 

“Yeah,” said Juna. She turned back and looked at it all. “Yeah, he never met her but boy does he know quite a bit about her.” And suddenly, all of it struck her funny. “But why the obsession?”

“Obsession, Juna?” questioned Deannta. “Forgive us…but could you tell us what this is all about?”

Juna turned towards them and after a moment of thinking she sighed. “If I tell you, I fear what Prophet will do to you two.”

Cessa nodded. “That is true. However, we are in some way violating his commands. We may not be in the room, but I do not think we were supposed to see any of this.”

“Look, if what you know is kept at a minimum then I can easily argue on your behalf for leniency if it comes down to that, okay?” 

Both Cessa and Deannta, even though masks covered their faces and they appeared to be total slaves, gave her a look of pain. They felt betrayed, as if their trust meant nothing to their Queen. Feeling the pain on some level, Juna strolled back over and put a hand each on their shoulders and said, “Okay. I’ll tell you.”

When she was finished with the long story, and Juna did her best not to put Prophet in a bad light because she wasn’t sure what their reaction would be, Deannta said, “I see.”

“That is…unbelievable,” said Cessa, rubbing her head. “Hidden Vhinech among our people? A computer virus that awakens them? And our Magus connected with this Vhinphyc super agent?”

“Believe it, Cessa,” said Juna, turning right back towards the stonewall. “I was doubtful about the connection between Prophet and Helle, but this…this locks it up tight.”

“Like a frog’s ass.” Juna turned back to look at Cessa in surprise; her late husband Horatio used to say in sarcasm ‘is a frog’s ass water tight?’ to stress an absolute correct answer. Cessa cleared her throat and said, “Forgive me for such a blurb. I have spoken out of place.”

“Oh no,” said Juna with a happy smirk. “I like it when you both speak so freely. In fact that’s an order; I want you two to speak your mind whenever we are alone. When Magus is here, then I want you to behave normally. Okay?” She didn’t wait for their reply as she turned back to the wall, going over the names again but this time starting from the bottom. “You know…there are a lot of names on this, and given Vhinphyc longevity this could go back over thousands of years.”

“And like any society, the language changes to incorporate the regions as they integrate with the rest of the main society to form one nation speaking in a unified language,” noted Deannta. “What you have before you, Juna, is really a connector from the known Vhinphyckian language to an older version of it. An old testament.”

“Probably a language no Vhinphyc ever spoke in generations,” said Cessa. “That is probably why the government document was written so. They knew a layman couldn’t read it.”

“You’re right about laymen,” said Juna as she continued to move her eyes upward, impressed by her friend’s observations. “Prophet could have learned to translate the language from using this…but why?”

“It isn’t the language he needs translated, Juna.” Juna just about turned all the way around to find the now arriving Faradi speaking. “You’re right, this is all too obsessive for the subject matter. Nowhere close to his obsession with you, and it isn’t about being psychotic. Remember what this is all about: it’s about you learning who he is, and what is his destiny. Ask yourself why should he care about translating this slab at all when he all ready knows the language?”

Juna then realized it. “He’s a reverend.”

“Reverend? If you mean Magus Prophet, yes he was,” said Cessa.

Remembering that they couldn’t see Faradi, Juna walked past the spirit and said to her friends. “No. You see laymen can’t read this text. But what about Path reverends?” She turned and gestured to the slab. “This goes back thousands of years, right? Suppose it goes back to Presence’s time. The Children of Presence, the first reverends, would probably pass their knowledge down in the old language, like any other religion in the galaxy that is almost a guaranteed truth.” 

Juna stepped over the table, reached down to retrieve the sketchpad from the case and a pencil, went back to the wall and began writing out the names from the bottom of the slab. “He might not need it to translate the language, but I do. With this I’m going to read that document and any other thing with the language on it.”

“Very smart, Juna,” said Deannta proudly.

“Indeed, my young pupil,” mused Faradi by Juna’s ear. “You are getting the hang of your intellect. I’m so proud of you.”

Faradi rubbed her shoulders, but Juna shrugged her off and said quietly, “Not now, I’m busy.” The spirit gave her a short lasting frown, but if Juna noticed she didn’t care as she stared and continued to work.

An hour passed, then a second hour since Prophet had left, and Juna was still plugging away. She was learning, and indeed the language was of different regional dialects as she continued further upward, but they all shared at least two common vowels or more. At start, not all the family lines continued so far and so deep downward; there were abrupt ends here and there, caused by – apparently – the end of a family bloodline, or because apiece of rock would be damaged or missing that completed an important branch. This caused some problems for she needed the proper pronunciation text between the transitions of eras; with those pieces missing, it was hard to say that ‘ulu’ was really pronounced ‘olu’. She managed but took time when it came to those problems.

Immediately the family tree told her one thing; the person or persons keeping such records had to grow lazy over the centuries if the known Vhinphyc language Juna knew was at the end. She surmised that perhaps this family tree was not part of the Vhinphyc government conspiracy that just got more interesting and scarier every time something telling appeared. She didn’t think the government would be so sloppy, so this was perhaps the descendants doing, that they grew tired of the task. Each few lines or so, no more than three births, the signatures were the same style by one individual who must have been selected for the task by birth right; she surmised that because one line out of the fade beginning four above extended beyond the rest downward; presumably that was the family chosen for the task, but the last few births of that line were missing caused by erosion. 

Now standing on her tiptoes to read the faded names, Juna’s curiosity was such that she wasn’t satisfied with just learning the ancient language. This was gripping and intriguing, and since it appeared that she had all sorts of time she might as well finish the task. Now she had Cessa and Deannta – both still at the door – writing down the translations or the words that needed to be translated; when the latter occurred, all three worked hard on the translation. At this point the words were too faded.

“I need something to enhance the names now,” she mused. “Hey do we have a magnifying scanner laying about?”

Cessa looked up, thought, and said, “I would check the desk.”

“Oh. Yeah. Thanks.” Juna walked over, sat in the chair, and began opening drawers. None of them were locked, but then again no one else is expected to life a 500 pound or more bulk head to get-.

Juna’s latest drawer didn’t contain what she was looking for, but it sent alarms all in her mind, body, and soul. Gone were questions. Gone were curiosities that needed to be addressed. Those didn’t matter to her now as she stared in awe, in wonder, and in a new hope!

Prophet’s lightsaber!!!

Juna let out a very long, very quiet exhale through her mouth as she stared at the warrior’s errantly left behind weapon, the very object that was an extension of his malice, the very weapon that was the proof that his skills were complete, and if anything the only possession other than herself that meant anything to him. A weapon that had carved itself into the fables of history and the various substances the universe had to offer. A producer of a great light that could either bring swift and fair justice and protect the innocent, or give it’s owner more of an edge to end any life and freedom if so desired. A device that had many uses, and with a well-laid plan it could end this entire episode with one, ignited, full strength, well timed, well placed swing. 

This wasn’t a lightsaber. This was a key.

This was definitely a key; not necessarily a golden key needed to open a mythical treasure. Not necessarily a skeleton key that opens most old fashion locks. Not a key to a riddle, to a parable, or to a philosophical question. No, this was a big, long, pure black and gray handle with big finger groves imbedded in the reinforced handle key that would lead to the freedoms of Deannta Desser, Cessa Evannava Ferngully, and Juna Rapier!

“Don’t!” Juna’s elation ended when Faradi slapped her hands on the desk right in front of her, causing her to jump. Oddly, both Cessa and Deannta let out a yelp of shock, stood up, and turned towards the noise. “Just close that drawer!” Juna asked why with her eyes. “Just do it!!! If you grab that weapon, you will get yourself and those two idiots killed!!!!”

“J-Juna, what’s wrong?” asked Deannta nervously. 

This overly confused Juna; their freedom was right there, and Faradi’s palm slapping tantrum was detected by other beings. She slowly closed the drawer and said, “Okay.” She looked at her. “It’s okay. I just pinched my finger. It hurt so I slapped the desk.”

“Well do be careful. Our Magus would surely be furious if you were hurt in anyway.”

“He isn’t alone in that regard,” Juna muttered under her breath as she looked back at Faradi with a small frown. Why?
Faradi frowned back and shook her head. “Do you really think you could wait by the door and strike him down with that lightsaber?”

It has been done before.
“Yes to unsuspecting, too trusting Jedi. What about those who create the situation?” Juna frowned a little more, and Faradi sighed and explained. “Do you honestly think for one second he forgot to close this room’s door?” She gestured with her hand towards the desk. “Do you think a warrior like him would leave his weapon behind to be used on him without knowing about it or expecting it?” When Juna got it, Faradi threw a hand up and said, “He is still testing you, Juna.”

You’re probably right; I can’t put Cessa and Deannta in danger while I still can’t feel the Force. Juna looked down at her written on papers, but she couldn’t get the subject matter out of her head. But as for testing me, I don’t believe it.
“You…don’t believe it?” Faradi raised her eyebrows as she crossed her arms, leaning her body down into Juna’s sight line. “Force tell, how are you so sure of that when you are not so sure about anything else? Hmmmm?”

I just know thought Juna. Can we drop it and get back to this?
Faradi let a small, open mouth chagrin grace her young face. “I can’t believe this. My word.” Juna looked up, annoyed and waiting for the other shoe to drop. “You’re beginning to trust him.”

Juna looked in the last drawer, found a simple looking square-shaped magnifying glass a person just holds up by the edges, and let her opinion of that be known with a quick slam of the drawer. This was followed by a silent, apologetic look to Cessa and Deannta.

“Pinch yourself again, Juna?” asked Cessa.

“Yeah, you could say that,” she muttered as she walked around the desk and examined the rock, straining on her tiptoes again as she used the glass to view the top, trying to keep everything on one subject. Out of the corner of her straining eyes, Juna saw Faradi lean her back against the stone and whispered, “Leave me alone.”

“Oh, I’m not going to pick on you with this.” Faradi shrugged her shoulders. “In fact you should see a relationship with him as a way to get closer.” Juna rolled her eyes. “I mean look at the intangibles: he’s a quiet, well mannered man. He’s got some really strong hands. Good teeth; very good teeth.” That time Juna crossed her eyes. “He’s big. I mean we’re not talking big here, we’re talking B-I-G.” She began to illustrate the point with her hands and Juna gave her a look of disapproval. “That’s no twig and berries under those BVDs. More like a heavy tree branch with mynock eggs. Hmmmmm,” Faradi smiled and sneered cutely, “I envy you.”

“Take him, he’s yours,” whispered Juna.

Faradi’s face fell a little and she said, “As I said, it is a way to get closer. Just a long term thought if we can’t find a way to kill him in the short term. Believe me a love affair with him will let you slip the lightsaber blade in a lot easier and a little more unexpected than what you were planning just a minute ago.”

Juna closed her eyes and shook her head, and finally she just focused on the wall. She didn’t want to have the conversation anymore; she had a feeling she wasn’t being tested; what was wrong with having that feeling?

Her eyes picked up on the almost faded away words; there was the four near the top…and to her surprise there was two more above it. She let out a gasp and said, “These Vhinphyc had quadruplets! That can’t be right.”

“Why not?” asked Cessa plainly. 

“At best Vhinphyc could barely have one child.” Juna looked through the glass again, examined the section again to see if, perhaps, the other parent’s names were still there. Instead, she discovered something else odd. “Wait a parsec. No relation branch.” She stepped back and eyed the family tree rock from top to bottom. “There’s no line connecting from the top two names with the four main headers to the main branches.”

“Are you sure, Juna,” asked Deannta. “It could have eroded off. And you have been staring at that for hours now.”

Faradi, who kept her back against the rock, said to Juna, “It’s a written out conspiracy thread.” Juna looked at her puzzled. “The family tree starts from those four names, for those further down the tree are the descendants of the conspiracy against the two names on top. One creates one because of ego, or blackmail, or for patriotic purpose. Or all three together, which I gather a little of each was going on. Now I’m curious; who are the two unlucky victims at the top?”

“Well, I could be wrong. But I don’t think so.” Juna rubbed her hands a moment for they felt cold all the sudden, and then she looked through the glass again. “If I’m reading this right, the one just above the four is a female named Lauana’mao,” Juna said slowly, the name actually catching the tip of her tongue, not wanting to let go. “The other is…Oh my God!” For whatever reason it just all finally dawned on her with the combination of the two names and the Vhinphyc’s ultimate goal.

“He thought he was.” All three women just about jumped out of their skin when they heard the deep voice from out in the living room. Cessa and Deannta was quick to bow low and move aside, and Prophet appeared in the open doorway. Juna had been so entangled with her discussions with Faradi she didn’t ‘hear’ him come in. “And during his rule, everyone believed he was the highest of all deities, for life and death was determined by his ruling hand, and the hand of his chosen mate.”

Juna held her ground; not afraid, but she was wary. For whatever reason she let her eyes look down at the open sketch pad case, and by some bizarre coincidence that she wouldn’t bet against if it had odds was the ‘sketch’ of sorts – really someone just writing the same thing over and over – where the word that began with ‘C’ filled the space. It was the same word on the rock, and Juna breathed the word out, “Cexpoian.” She looked back at him a bit bewildered. “You’re…really Cexpoian?”

“Am I…the clone of the Overlord? Is that what you are asking?” the room seemed to lose all evidence of heating capability. “No, Juna, I am not that long dead fool.”

What he said to Juna next still sent shockwaves of surprise. “I am just one of his sons that were birthed from the Temple and Garden of Presence. Presence, my mother.”

CHAPTER 93.4

“Diamonds.”

The intensity of the moment, the chill in the air, the seemingly inescapable long silence finally ended when Juna said that one word, and when he nodded her mind began to work again. In one word she just indicated how it all was unbelievably so, although Cessa and Deannta were lost to what it meant. Juna knew, even before the word was said and was just spellbound by the revelation. She was even more so based on the fact Prophet also knew what the Diamonds of the Universe were. He knew so much more than anyone else.

“It is time to finish the rest of the story, for you have found the answer to my question. Let us see how accurately close you are.” He entered the study, and did so by turning his head and body a little to the right to accommodate his wide horn span and shoulder width; the door way was actually smaller in width compared to the other entrances. Once in, he paused and turned back towards his Yaltmas to say in a calm voice, “Cessa, Deannta; come in.” They rose and expressed some reluctance in their body language. “It is all right. Come in.” 

The two women entered the room and both of them gave Juna a look, again the expression of uncertainty conveyed in their eyes. They found refuge by her right side, while Juna kept the boulder to her left. Prophet turned his attention to all the artifacts he had collected, eyeing the names at the top of the boulder. “So lost that word Cexpoian on the lips of Vhinphyc. A word in their language so foul it makes all curse words shutter and little children cry when they laid in bed after the end of those dark and death filled times. As the times changed the word was lost; purposely in the beginning by those who learned to read, and the learners continued to teach the learners and so on.”

“Path reverends,” said Juna. 

“Indeed,” said Prophet with a wink. “For thousands of years the name was lost, but that all changed when that Republic science ship made the wrong landing. The Basic language gave the Vhinphyc the translation they sought, and Overlord became the only Basic word integrated into the Vhanbadian language speaking doctrine; conveniently so, for the Ignorant, to the leaders of Vhanba, went hand in hand with such a great evil; their sinful language to match the Ultimate Sinner. Who knew then that such a connection would generate enough paranoia within the populace for the government to carry out such a deep, defining plan to eliminate the horrors that was the Republic only another thousand years later.”

“However not all the reverends knew of the name. Only a select few did.” Prophet reached out and placed a finger on the next tier consisting of the four names that began the rest of the family tree. “These four specifically.” When he withdrew his hand, he gestured towards his desk and the chair silently slid out and made it’s way towards Juna’ the seat cushion bumping the back of her legs. She took the seat and he said to her, “To understand the entire military plan the Vhinphyc were in the process of carrying out against the Galactic Republic, you have to understand that the origins go further back than some meeting of the minds some 2000 years ago. This goes back to a unwritten, very well hidden truth.”

“The truth about you?” asked Juna.

“No, that comes later. Remember this though from the Path Bible about the Eternal Circle, from the Oracle of Circles: when life comes back around, and the circle completes, then the circle begins again only this time in reverse.” Prophet reached under a pile of files on the mantle above the rock and presented Juna with a small, vacuum tight glass case with the words ‘Republic Anthropology Institute’ engraved in a title tag embedded in the case. She looked through the glass and saw a woman with Prophet-like horns coming from her head, and she looked very old and very tired. She looked at the title tag, and quietly she repeated what it said. 

“Presence.” Juna looked up at Prophet and said, “This wasn’t in the Republic Museum of Natural History. I went through the Ancient Societies Section, to the small Vhanba display when I visited Coruscant as Queen. There was a few things there of Presence, artwork imagery, and none of them looked like this.”

“Because for all anyone knew Presence, although depicted in the Path Bible as being disfigured, looked like any Vhinphyc,” said Prophet. “The time honored tradition also of putting One’s Great Deities in a blurring, favorable light was also in play here. Always those creatures never look like this. They are in good clothing, they look young and not tragic. The signs of their persecution are minimalized to strengthen their aura of invincibility. When you put such creatures on such high pedestals for everyone to see, you want them to see a pretty face. Ignorance, as you know, begins with perception. That is where, in secret, Presence became a martyr for all the wrong causes.

“It was not her fault. She truly did what she wanted to do: revenge against the Overlord for slaying her nation, and to finally bring a unified peace, ending the Tribes of Nine to create the One Vhinphyc Tribe through a system of faith and honor, where no longer was anyone above or below, where the sexes played on the same plane. By slaying a great evil she gained the trust of millions and therefore her word reached them. Also by killing the Overlord, she had created a new fear.” Prophet put his finger back on the area where the four names were. “These four men were among the many who were the Children of Presence; the children left parentless by Overlord’s hand who were given to Presence for her to raise. Overlord’s guiding hands, however, corrupted these four, and Presence did not know until her end about the deceit.

“Presence had given her finally farewells and had spoken to the philosophers in length of her trials and tribulations. She set out for the Enoth Mountains, taking a little know trail through a valley to hide her travel; the mountains surrounded the valley on just about all sides. It was perfect; to hide from the public; to travel unmolested. For those wishing her ill it was a region that ensured that there would be no one witnessed to a great crime.

“The four conspirators were ambitious to a fault, and they did not want to befall as did their great influencer. Presence killed the Unkillable, and that made her too dangerous. When she only spoke to millions and they believed her vision without question that made her a far more evil in their misguided eyes; their hopes of inserting their power seemed in doubt if she decided to come back and preach more. This time Presence would not escape with any elaborate tricks.” Prophet grew silent for a moment. “When they were finished, they scattered her remains throughout the valley and let the forty years of winter claim her.”

“They murdered their Greatest Savior,” mumbled Juna.

Prophet said, “In order to start a great empire, you must first kill your gods. That way all involved control what has all ready been said and written.”

Juna leaned in her chair and saw a hurt in his eyes. Amazing her, she said, “It hurts you to say that. It hurts…to relive it.” She sat back with a shake of her head. “But…that was thousands of years ago. I know you’re not that old.”

“It hurts for the all ready stated reason, Juna,” he said with bolster. “I…respect her for other reasons. She spent four hundred years under Overlord’s thumb, became his wife, and waited for the right moment to kill him. Do you realize the sheer will that it takes to train one’s self to maintain that need to be complacent and then, one day, carry out your true intentions? Even I have to admit that she would beat me in test of stares.”

“You said she was your mother?” she said with a shaking head. “That can’t be totally true.”

Prophet looked at her slowly and said, “I ask of you these two questions. Is there, or was there, at any time in your life that you knew of something, and you never learned it or of it in your life? Did you ever bare witness to an event, or to a disturbing happening, when in fact in your life you were never, ever there, or perhaps it occurred so long ago it was before you were ever born?” He leaned forward. “And you don’t know why that is so?”

Juna covered her real answer by saying, “That’s three questions.”

He smiled and said, “And you do know where I am coming from. Let me continue, my Heart, and all will become clear.” Prophet took back the Presence case and put it back where he found it. He returned and took a knee in front of Juna as if he was proposing marriage and continued. “The act was done by the four conspirators, dubbed by the Overlord himself before his death his Dark Prophets. With both major gods dead, that left the rest of the world for them to stake their claim. Two remained in the throws of the Path religion, while the other two became elements of the federal government.”

Prophet pointed at the family tree, and Juna followed his finger and locked her brown eyes upon the rock of conspiracy. He said, “One of the Dark Prophets kept a record for his own purposes, following the family dynasties that grew and developed as time progressed, and when he passed he passed the burden to his only son, and so on. Out of the four, that one’s family was the only one to retain memory of what had truly occurred. As you can see, that family lived the longest, the line runs so close to the bottom. The others we can only assume, but not entirely.”

Prophet reached easily and put his finger on a name to the far right hand side. “The Circle reverses itself here. This is Doctor Yullan’eret Vongu’denatu’letrura’fevasaq, the creator of the Sleeping Vhinech, the descendant of ‘festes, one of the Dark Prophets. He read about the Theory of Uniformity, and was able with technology to find the Diamonds of the Universe.”

“He planned to use the knowledge to expand the Vhinphyc’s reproductive capability, but he only gained support when he mentioned the weapons potential,” said Juna, expressing her knowledge of those events. “The programmability of genetics.”

“Exactly,” said Prophet; he knew too. His hand drift over to the next family line, finding a name Juna knew too well from watching that file. “Ugol, Premiere of the Sovereign World Under the Grace of Presence of Vhanba, a descendant of Afguagui, another Dark Prophet. Coincidence that these two descendants would meet up? The odds say yes, but as you well know there are no coincidences in the Force.”

“So they didn’t know where they came from or if their families knew one another in the past,” asked Juna.

“No idea. Only one had such information. But we are getting ahead of ourselves.” Prophet pulled his hand back to grab her hand to hold it. It gave him comfort during what it seemed to everyone in the room to be difficult time. “As you know, and I feel you do, that once someone unleashes a great power it takes twice the effort to stop it. Through these genetic manipulations on their own people, the government bared witness to that fact as one by one Vhinech children came from Vhinphyc Gardens of Life. Their weapons program was in the hands of nature, and those hands know no real boundaries. It followed the Escalation Theorem: one becomes two, two into four, four into eight. Magus Vhinech, the first Vhinech born from a Vhinphyc, is followed by two more Vhinech births and so forth.”

“It is a given that no matter how hard it is to break the Escalation Theorem string, the numbers continue to double,” said Juna.

“Again you are right. Again, it takes more power to stop it than it did to start. You could see it: the abortions, the genocidal purges, the whole sale slaughter was not working, but desperate civilizations such as the Vhinphyc never heed to caution in the first place. That was so true when they decided to enter the next phase of their weapons development, Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas, and that was when they also decided to use the weapons against the Vhanbadian Vhinech.”

Juna mouthed the words and said, “Project of the Dark Prophets. The twice the effort to stop the unleashed power.”

“No coincidences,” was Prophet’s reply, assuring her of that by giving her hand just a small squeeze. His other hand went to the wall again and found the ‘nutu family line. His finger slow traced the lines downward as he spoke. “This line remained in the government on a military level, and like all those who relish in war this one kept his weapon that helped slain Presence. It’s significants changed as memory changed; it went from the murder weapon of Presence to the weapon that wounded Presence on some long ago battle field.”

His finger stopped on a name that, at this point, was surrounded by other relative offshoots. Juna didn’t see the name before because at those levels it was the familiar Vhinphyc language she knew well so there was no need to look. She did look and let out a slow gasp of surprise as she said, “’anute. Helle’s ancestry…”

“Is of the Dark Prophets,” finished Prophet. “Her greater grandfather gave the weapon over to the Project of the Maternal Prophet’s researches and told them that it was a weapon used against Presence; again, how and when it was used was never truly stated or known, but to the scientist and the military that did not matter. This project of warfare was not only biological in scope, but psychological in effect.”

“On a spiritual sense,” said Juna in agreement. After a few moments, she reached over and drew Prophet’s face around to look at her. “The Diamonds of the Universe have been sought after by only one type of scientific research: genetic replication with original results. Cloning techniques to create a new being.” She brought her hand down. “They cloned their Great Savior from the weapon. Her blood was dried on it.” She was growing angry, and it showed with her stern finger towards the image of the DNA helix. “That’s her DNA, isn’t it! They cloned a being of peace to make into a weapon of war!”

Prophet looked over his shoulder at the image and said, “Oh no.” He turned back towards Juna. “No on both accounts.” Before she could ask, he grabbed the hand that touched his face only moments ago and rubbed it gently under his thumb. “No, they wouldn’t have asked of her to be a weapon. Just her likeness; an inheritance of convenience.” He turned his head to the right, then left. “Such a biological design had an effect on Vhinphyc, and it would have on the Republic if they researched their own paperwork and findings. More importantly for a war against the Republic, to see beings from Presence womb destroy the Ignorant it would give a much more solid justification for support. For the Vhinech, it would be the symbol of their doom.

“I am getting ahead of things. Let me see…ah yes. The original project, Maternal Prophets, was given a location in which to do the work: the same valley where Presence was slain. They decided that Dark Prophets would be there as well, but the equipment they needed was far too advance to do what was needed. You see they didn’t clone those Republic researchers and explorers that visited Vhanba so long ago, they injected them with the encoding that was the Sleeping Vhinech matrix.”

“I knew it,” said Juna for the record. “Because cloning can be traced.”

“True, but the Vhinphyc did not know how to clone. So the researchers went out and got the cloning equipment. As this occurred, they began to work on Presence’s blood and on a new, unique matrix that would surpass their original Vhinech that have been born. They discovered something in the research that brightened their spirits and let their imagination skyrocket.” 

Prophet then said, “Presence, when she was killed, was pregnant. Her DNA had the child’s undeveloped gestation coding. With their techniques and time, not only were they able to clone her, but also along with her a gestating child, a child in which they can assign their new warrior matrix into the developing DNA.”

“That’s…scary,” said Juna. “They grew…a pregnant woman.”

“The processes were not available at first, and since there was no input from the unsuspecting public the government had a lot less brain power working on the problem. The standard techniques for cloning could not be applied for Vhinphyc DNA was heavily complex and they could not short cut the gestation and maturing periods Vhinphycs need. They spent centuries refining the methods, and finally they had what they needed and ‘production’ began.” 

Prophet stopped, and very Human-like he held up a finger to stress a point. “And funny they never showed an ounce of worry on who the father was.” The smile on Prophet’s face was a priceless sneer to match the sarcasm of that last stated statement; the Vhinphyc had a great idea who impregnated her. “Was she not the Overlord’s wife and mate?”

Juna countered the sarcasm with a big dose of reality that could humble Prophet’s jubilation just a bit. “So…you’re really a Vhinphyc.” 

For years, many thought it was just a coincidence that Prophet was as big as, as strong as, as invulnerable as, and as durable as a Vhinphyc. Given his appearance on one hand the argument for him being a species the warrior despised had validity until you take into account the horn shape, the claws, the fangs and teeth, and the absolute desire for raw blood, and above all his ability to use the Force; the only other Force user from Vhanba the galaxy knew of – that is the tiny part of the galaxy that bothered to pay attention - was Enothchild Sarch.

It was too easy to see how anyone would discount Prophet as being a Vhinphyc. Too easily were they too accepting of the fact that no other Vhinphyc ever looked like him, or Vhinech for that matter. They never knew what Presence looked like.

Which made another question appear in Juna’s mind: what in the hell did Overlord look like? Is that where Prophet got his animalistic desire from, the wanting of conquest, blood and death? An interesting point: did he inherit his powers from his father?

The answers would come soon after Prophet broke his short silence. “I don’t consider myself one. To end any debate……………I am the end product of Overlord and Presence’s Blessed Union of Harmonious Glory. Perhaps…I may be.”

“I don’t believe she was a willing participant of that event,” said Juna gently, unsure how he would react if he knew so much about that. Especially since what occurred in such an ancient past seemed to parallel this present.

“She was not,” he said. “However in order to kill him she had to endure the pillage.” He shook his head with slow deliberation. “Overlord was a fool, for he had such a great inspiration and he wasted it away with his desires.

“However, that is a past overly explored all ready. We need to move forward in time.” Prophet took Juna’s hand and laid it against the lightsaber scar that started at his right eye and moved back towards where part of his right ear still existed; all tissue showed signs of healing, but not enough to discount the disfigurement; not that it matter, for it didn’t make him any less evil in appearance. He closed his eyes as he continued to rub her hand against the ancient wound she inflicted on him and he said quietly, “You do remember this, don’t you?”

Juna grew a little worried. “I do.”

“What did you do to give me this?”

“I…I cut you with a lightsaber. You meant to spear Enothchild with his own weapon. You lied to me after you had promised to spare him. I got mad at you!”

“I know you did,” he said to hush her sudden need to vent anger. The events had taken place only a short while after Prophet had murdered Bendian before her eyes; emotions ran high all throughout. “And I deserved it. For lying. For doing what I have done.” His eyes opened. “I deserved it for another reason. Freedom.” He stopped the rubbing action and seemed ready to explain something a little off topic, but still there. “The mechanics of controlling a weapon is found where, Juna? It is found in the hands of the weapon’s owner, through the use of the weapon’s operational components; a weapon is useless without the brain need to pull the trigger. The fundamentals of that are found in blasters; laying on the ground it kills no one, in the hands of person the degree of its lethal intent increases, but without the components you could pull the trigger and it doesn’t work, it doesn’t kill.

“The biomechanical controls of the Sleeping Vhinech are found in the brains, Juna. One of light, the other of darkness.” She sat up straighter. “Yes, you have seen it, or have been told of the feelings felt by the Jedi. In the light brain, you find rational thought, composure, and logistics: elements of control. The dark brain filled with aggression, with purpose, and a desire to want it all. The light brain controls the dark brain, but it is the dark brain that unleashes the Vhinphyc’s desired effects. They had learned the greatness of the Dark Side of the Force, of the hundreds of planets slain by the ancient Sith, of those creatures dark vengeance.”

Prophet closed his eyes again, and again rubbed the back of Juna’s hand against his head. “I…too…was such a slave. When I look back all those years of my life now, I see how I stayed such a servant. I was given a name, and I took it humbly. My adopted father gave me purpose, and I accepted it with no debate. I saw death, and everyone kept telling me to stay away. I became a leader, and when I was given mere children to lead I took them anyways with hardly an argument. When Pern came my willingness to learn all that I was in the Force left me an open book to try and learn it all. It was never enough, but did I try to make him give it to me when I knew I was stronger than him? The answer is no. Even as I fully embraced the greatest of the two sides of the Force and relished in the power it gave me, I was still a beggar to it’s brilliance, and like a headmaster all it did when I pushed and pushed was slap my hands and sped me on my way towards another calling.

“Then suddenly, I met you.”

Juna looked into his opening eyes when he said that and found this all profoundly…flattering in some way. She could see Prophet, through those eyes, was in awe of her now; she had this feeling that he was never in awe of anything or anyone in his life. She understood him now it seemed. This was beyond obsession: there was no word for it. “And ever so slowly, I discovered I had a mind of my own. I wanted you…and the only resistance was physical.” He tapped the side of his head with her held hand. “It wasn’t up here like before. Every time I thought of you…I had such an unbelievable ultra fine focus. I found myself realizing things, learning things. It wasn’t about the Dark Hope anymore. It wasn’t about possessing the power you had. It was…freedom. Deep in my heart, I knew you could free me. And you did. With one stroke of your dark anger, you killed the very thing that controlled me; the light I thought I had all but eliminated from my soul as my training had begun.”

“I-I did t-that,” said Juna, flustered and horrified, but still strangely moved by it all in some morbid way. Her triumph that had saved the day was in fact the opening of a great doom.

“You had succeeded where I had failed,” he said proudly. “I thought the light, that is the light brain, was dead. In fact it was only slowly dying, but that all changed with you. You killed it with your death stroke. I was no longer the listener that pretended to be the one they followed. I became the master of all’s destiny. 

“As I sat there on board the ship I had taken, during my retreat away from the battle, I slowly contemplated over and over again the reason why I failed. I began to hear a voice in my mind, one that was not my own. It said ‘I am Cexpoian, the Dark Prophet; the murderer of wayward children’.” 

Prophet opened his eyes and said, “I knew full well who Cexpoian and the Dark Prophet’s were.” He took his finger and without looking put it on one of the fresh looking written names that came from the four Dark Prophets: Ullacu’gande’aspen; his foster father. Juna’s eyes widened as Prophet said, “I learned the ancient language from my fake father, who also did not know the truth about his ancestral past. What he did know,” he tapped his horns, “was what Presence looked like; his father had told him, it was a story passed down the generations. Deep inside, where the goodness of his heart lost to the greed of power, he had pity for me but only because he saw who I looked like as a child. All the time before you cut me I thought I came from Vhinphyc parents and Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen decided to adopt me because of a great tragedy that orphaned me. But with these new thoughts and memories and knowledge flooding my senses I realized many things and defined the real reason why the man I thought to be my father had hired several Vhinphyc to kill me after the speech I gave at Paradaisa.”

“He was behind that attack on you?” Juna said exasperated.

“Something within him seemed to…click; that was what I felt from him through my fledging powers after I had won my first battle. One would say he may have realized that I wasn’t who he thought I really was. Another would say, given his ancestry, he did know who I really was. I will never know what he really knew with absolute certainty.” He read her eyes and shook his head, “No, I did not kill him. He ran faster than I could track him, and I grew tired of chasing his trail because, in essence, I was chasing all that was failure. That was when – that is that was when I thought – I stopped being the lamb.

“That also came back up to surface as the new thoughts came into focus; some made no sense, others were profound in revelation.” Prophet looked at the picture of Helle. “I saw her in the recesses of memory. I never knew her, and yet I did; it felt like I knew her all my life. As I focused on her a list of objectives seemed to spring a life in my mind; they were combat plans, based upon when I met up with this Elite Aggressor after I had trained with the Jedi. I was her contact, and I was her predestined mate.

“I was then told of the Legacy Virus, what it could do, and I realized something…when I fought her father on the battlefields of their home city, he was trying to do something that made no sense at the time, but now makes sense. He tried to cut in through our standard communication lines, which we Vhinech never used. What I did was we left our comms open to lure the Vhinphyc out, changing the harmonics of the transmission to baffle them. In fact we were communicating telepathically on a minor but effective way and had left our communications gear behind, on. When he saw me, he was truly frightened. I never gave it another thought as I killed him until I was freed.

“I came to understand what I really was. I was a weapon. I was the Vhinphyc’s special little surprise for the Republic, the deep cover Learning Sleeper. I was going to be their great deception that learned from and then destroyed the Jedi Order. I was a weapon capable of mass destruction through physical, mental, and psychological means. Through those Diamonds of the Universe they unlocked the Vhinphyckian primal past and brought it into the present, along with adding some more touches, all the while disregarding all caution believing that they could control me through genetic means like the other Vhinech. They were right up to a degree of error, and that error occurred when the place in which I was imprisoned was destroyed and Ullacu’gande’aspen found me in the remains. Ullacu’gande’aspen gave me a taste of what independence was, and when such a weapon is given just a small mind of his own, that weapon can no longer just be dormant and useless until called upon.”

Prophet stood up to full height, but not to look down at Juna. He looked, as if he could see through the wall behind her at something in the distance. “I discovered I am not normal. There was…a time there between the last time we were together on Naboo until we met again on your ship that where I only obsessed over the fact that I was this…device of the Vhinphyc’s creation. I ended up going back to the Vhanba System on many occasions and this,” he gestured towards the artifacts, “all this was what I desired to find. I practically did the equivalent of crawling on my hands and knees looking for an atom in a substance with sensors and the Force. I did it to verify the truth, to accept it, and honestly I needed to torture myself.”

Prophet grew more agitated as the thoughts swelled within him. “I realized I was not just a weapon, but a freak of nature. My entire body, my mind, is a weapon. I am far stronger physically than any creature born and trained. My flesh grows fast after rupture, and my physiology continues to improve after every battle. I consume the flesh of others for I do crave it, but I…see what they have seen, feel it all; I absorbed their knowledge, their knowledge encoded into their being, into their genes, their cells, what many have said for years about that it is all true. I don’t sleep for days, and when I do its short, dreamless, and often pointless even when it promotes rest. All that, and so much more, pointed to one fact as every fact I relived in my mind, every clue I discovered: I was made, not born. The clone of Presence may have carried me, but in truth my real mother was those curled horned son of bitches! And like it or not I was their bastard ‘son’.”

He looked down at Juna, and tried as she could she couldn’t stop herself from looking at him in a sympathetic light. That is until he said, “Then, when those times when it seemed as if I would succumb to defeat, I thought of you, and the torment went away. The focus returned. The haunts of my mind became clear, concise, and I was in complete control.” He grew somberly quiet. “When I thought of you, when I drew you, and when I dreamed of you…I felt normal. I…actually slept…with you by my side…and to me that made me feel normal.” 

Prophet shook his head. “I am not all too sure why that it so. But between being in control of my own destiny and feeling normal,” he then hooked his head towards the artifacts, “versus that, which of the two, my Juna, would you think I would happily embrace for the rest of my life?”

Juna sat there for a few moments in silence; she knew the answer it was obvious, but she was reluctant to say. She was reluctant to say because she knew, on some level, exactly how Prophet felt; about feeling like a freak, and yes she too felt used, and how often was she lied to and felt that…her life wasn’t what it seemed to be. Odd, but that last thought was the first time she ever thought like that.

Finally Juna stood up and sighed. She tried to say something, stopped, and finally said, “I believe…you are living the life you want.” She found herself uncomfortable, but with herself not Prophet. “I’m sorry…I-.”

“You don’t need to say that,” Prophet said. “I wanted you to discover me. All of me.” He said the last sentence just as he touched her lower lip with a soft finger. “I needed you to see how much you and I are very much alike.”

Juna blinked a few times and said nervously, “Alike?”

“Yes, Juna. If you think about it, and I know you are, you begin to see the horizon in which you govern your own life by.”

“Which is?”

He craned his head. “The truth, of course. To you the truth is a star that always rises to cast a light of honor throughout the land, and all is revealed.”

“The truth?” Prophet reached out for her, but stopped when Juna slowly moved away from him. She grabbed herself and blinked a lot in fluster. She said, “I…I need to be alone. I’m sorry.”

“Juna, you don’t have to be sorry,” he said after she left the study. His tone stopped her, a tone that reflected his need to have her. Not sexually, not intimately, but…kinder. “Just…be with me. Say you will have dinner with me. Tonight. We’ll talk some more. Please. Say yes, and I will not bother you any more today.”

There was some time of silence between them, and finally Juna turned around and said, “O-Okay. I think…I know I will have dinner with you. Conversation…I just don’t know.”

“Then just be there,” Prophet said as a grateful compromise. “I promise, nothing will be alive for us to consume.”

Juna worked her mouth around that, but she finally smiled a little and said, “Well, that’s nice to know. Hehe.” The laughter was meant to express how she saw it as being funny, but…she needed time to think. “I give you my word. I promise to be there.”

“You won’t regret it,” he said with a gentle smile.

Prophet watched Juna fret away towards the bedroom, and true to his word he let her be. She had a lot to think about, and he had a lot to prepare for. “Yaltmas.” They came before him at ready. “I have plans laid out under file seven. Follow them within the next half hour. My Lady and I are to have a beautiful evening together tonight.”

“Yes, my Magus,” the two said in unison, and with a wave of his hand they left his sight.

Prophet re-entered the study, stared at the artifacts, and said to it in curse, “By tonight, I will have beaten you all.” He strolled over to his desk, and with the Force the drawer with his lightsaber in it opened, and the large weapon quickly flew into his hand. With his thumb finding the activator, the red blade extended from the emitter and the familiar drumming hum of his lightsaber cut through the silence.

His smile grew large; indeed, with his weapon intact and unused has proof, his victory was almost complete.

Meanwhile, Juna entered the bedroom and found herself on the bed with a hurried flop. She was…exhausted…confused…sadden…and all that doubled on top of the doubling effect draining her physically and mentally. Her mind was a blur, a shadow, a well full of water that had no end if she stared down into the dark pool that only reflected her darkened form back at her. If one stared long enough, they see more than just the silhouette of shadow. Unnervingly so, she found herself…disheartened by everything; she was because she found herself in Prophet’s place so easily.

She wanted to cry.

But who would she cry for?

