CHAPTER 88.0

A lot of things happened that could sum up the craziness and the sublime and the surreal and the reality of the situation. That was only the tip of the iceberg on Hoth to Juna in how to describe it.

After entering the bathroom, Deannta had assured Juna that there were no electronic monitoring devices of any kind that watched over her. Juna, however asked her friend turned Yaltma to add a liberal amount of soaking bubbles to the steaming hot water, and with slow encouragement Juna sunk herself into the tub with her robe on, taking it off once only her body was completely under the surface. 

At the moment, as the water soaked her sore body and the relief was absorbed by her mind, Juna’s minor nirvana was cut short when Deannta asked with a large sponge in hand, “Would you like me to bathe you, Mistress?”

“NO!” was Juna’s strong, curt answer. It practically knocked Deannta back a few steps like a punch. “I mean…” She was deeply embarrassed as it were with Deannta in the room, even with her body unseen under the bubbles. She had no problem taking baths with her Mother – they even had one together a few months ago – because that was her Mother. But absolutely positively not with anyone else! 

And if there were cameras the last thing she wanted Prophet to see, or anyone else for that matter, was a video of one attractive female scrubbing down another female. 

“I mean, do you have to be in here,” she asked with reddening cheeks. “Don’t you remember anything, Deannta? I’m shy.”

Deannta turned her head to one side and said, “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll remember next time. As for being in here, what if you need something like a dry robe?”

“Then I will call for you, Deannta,” said Juna with slight begging in her tone. “Please wait outside.”

“Forgive me, Mistress, but I’ve failed to mention that Magus told me to stay within your presence until he returns.” Deannta folded her hands together after she placed the sponge in the water. “If I leave the room, and the door closes, I will not hear you.”

Juna took a moment to eye the sliding metal door, and noted there was no real control system there; there was no way to keep the door open, or even lock it. The door controls also, by default, had intercom systems and a means to communicate to others in the event someone is trapped behind a jammed door. She believed Deannta’s sincerity about the sound proofing, and surmised, as depressing as it sounded, that Prophet wanted to keep her from the rest of the universe that she knew. A comm unit was a quick way to the main communication array; as well as anything electronic could have been used as a means to escape. Prophet, the cleaver bastard, may have been infatuated with her intelligence, but he was in no way going to be burned by it.

Juna turned and saw a slot were a retractable clothes screen came out of the wall, controlled by a simple turn knob. “Then please use the clothes screen. Go behind it. That way you can be in the room.”

“Yes Mistress,” said Deannta with some cheer in her voice. She went over, turned the knob, and the blurred out partition extended outward in front of her. It wasn’t a complete block out; it was transparent enough to reveal silhouettes of the bodies.

Juna turned herself completely around to where her back faced the wall and just let herself soak, pretend to relax while she thought of things to say and do. Deannta then said, “Just to let you know, Mistress, I can’t see you.”

“That’s the idea, Deannta,” said Juna.

“When you are finished, Mistress, I will help you in your garments and hair; that does require my input, that is if you allow me to help you as I did long ago.”

Juna heard that and wondered for a while how Deannta could remember one thing and not another. Perhaps there was a chance that Deannta and Cessa were not cleansed. Maybe they were forced into a form of mental enslavement that wasn’t necessarily monitored by Prophet all the time, and perhaps with words alone she could break the seal that enslaves them. If so, there may be a chance she could sway her friends to help her and all three can make their escape. 

Taking in their conversations to date, Juna asked, “Why do I get the feeling, Deannta, that I may be your Mistress but you and Cessa are not going to obey all my commands?”

“We are your inherited in wait Yaltmas,” said Deannta. “We are not necessarily your Yaltmas quite yet, Mistress. Magus Prophet is our true owner, our Savior. We are doing his bidding by taking good care of his Wife To Be. Until your Blessed Union of Harmonious Glory we shall remain solely under his full command. We will, though, serve you in full faith until matters are otherwise.”

Wife To Be Juna thought with a shutter not associated with being in the hot water, or having what bare skin she exposed be affected by the air. Juna knew all about the Blessed Union of Harmonious Glory from Enothchild’s SON disk; it was far from being a wedding ritual, but it consummated the vows of two afterwards. 

Also it was a curse to learn that she couldn’t order Cessa and Deannta around fully. Although it would have sicken her to do such a thing, it would have been nice of Prophet to forget a simple detail like letting her have so much control over her friends and having them reveal a way out; a simple order given to them by her to show her the way to the quickest exit. The convenience would have been the only one of its kind she would have asked for in this situation. The only lucky break she would have wished for. The only winning hand after several losing hands in Sabacc.

Clearing her throat Juna decided to break the long silence, dishearteningly so because she practically had to force the conversation out of a friend who had, at one time, a beautiful mind and unshakable Corellian will. “Forgive me for asking, but what makes you qualified to aide me in my appearance?”

“No need to apologize, Mistress,” was Deannta’s first response, quick to come out. “I was at one time your Royal Handmaiden and Royal Bodyguard. The experience in those fields has prepared me better for such tasks, where as my Sister has experience in more domestic affairs.”

“Yeah, Cessa was a better cook,” mumbled Juna. There were times when the Handmaidens and other members of the Royal Court tried their hand at baking and cooking, and like the financially-strapped college student that foolishly allows herself to be part of a science experiment to pay for her tuition she was often the taste tester. All the Handmaidens, unfortunately, sucked, while Cessa’s success was all ready apparent by Horatio’s weight gain in the few years they were married. Deannta was the worst; her brownies…well…tasted like shit; Juna didn’t say it, but Weena did. And one could use them as marital arts weapons.

“Mistress, did you say something?”

“No. Nothing, Deannta. Just talking to myself.”

“Oh.” There seemed to be a disappointing tone to her voice, not anger but one that conveyed a sense of something Juna thought was saying ‘I heard that’; a playful, friendly retort to Juna’s mumblings that friends often conveyed in tone. “May I be forward, Mistress, and ask you a question?”

“Sure, Deannta, go ahead,” Juna said, emphasizing her name every chance she got to get a reaction. 

“Why do you call me by a name?”

“Because that is your name,” said Juna, going silent to let that soak in just as much as the water that soaked into her pores. It seemed to have an effect because there should have been a retort. Carefully, Juna turned herself around just enough to see Deannta; her silhouette showed a frozen still Yaltma. “You’re name is Deannta Desser. You’re from Corellia, and you were my Royal Bodyguard, a loyal servant to a Throne, to a world, which you had no alliance to. Bravely you took the assignment anyways, and you served me well, but what I was most appreciative of was your company. You weren’t my slave then, you were a friend; you served me because you choose to. You will always be my good friend. Which is why I don’t understand why you seek spiritual redemption when you have been such a good person.”

Deannta’s head came up and there was still a pause before she spoke again. She was distant in her tone…like the past. “I…I wanted the experience. For…social sciences and government. To serve you…on Naboo.”

“Yes, you were attending college courses, skipping grades. You were smart, an outstanding student with the means to be an upstanding citizen.” Juna turned all the way around in the water, splashing quite a bit on the floor with a loud betrayal. “Deannta-.”

Deannta suddenly stood up and asked, “Are you getting out Mistress?”

Juna watched the memory string just snap and said quietly, “Deannta, no.” She watched her emerge from behind the screen, and it just broke Juna’s heart more to visual see the Yaltma in reality when only seconds ago she was talking to Deannta and seeing the real her in her mind’s eye. She bitter out, “I’m sorry.”

Of course Deannta was oblivious to what it meant in reality. “Why should you be sorry, Mistress? It was I error. You just simply splashed water on the floor and I mistaken it for you getting out. I will have it cleaned up at once.”

Frustrated, Juna put a hand to her forehead and said, “No, don’t touch it! Leave it!” She realized she just did the very thing, again, that she didn’t want to do; order her friend around.

“But Mistress, you could slip-?”

Juna stood up and shouted, “STOP CALLING ME THAT, DAMN YOU!” Further inflamed, she dipped her arm deep into the bathtub water and splashed it all over in a huff. Not satisfied with the results she dipped both hands in and repeated the action over and over. The floor, parts of the walls and door, the partition, and some of Deannta’s clothing was covered in great gobs of bubbly water. “STOP IT! STOP IT!! STOP IT!!!”

In response the Yaltma had fallen to her knees, bowed her head right to the floor, clasped her hands together in pleading prayer, and held them out in front of her. Juna stopped her tantrum and stared hard daggers at the crying and pleading form; her sobs of begging was like nails on an old fashion chalkboard to Juna’s reddening with fury ears. “Please, have mercy! I didn’t mean to anger you so!” She was afraid to even say that word that pissed Juna off. “Forgive me, please!”

Squeezing her fists tight, Juna found the girl – she was nothing more than a twat of a snot nose, little worthless bitch of a girl – to be an insult to her decision making; why in the blue hell did she give this pretender of intelligence and bravado the time of day to begin with! She wanted to strangle her to shut her mouth up! She didn’t want her weakness! She didn’t need it! She had to get out of there and she didn’t need this sopping wet tampon holding her back!!! Just kill her and get it over with!!!! “SILENCE YOU MISERABLE LITTLE CUNT OR I WILL SNAP YOUR NECK LIKE A WILLOW SWITCH!!!!”

“Please, Juna, I’m sorry,” Deannta suddenly blurted out in her ramblings. “I’m so sorry!”

Juna heard that and her body shuttered from her forcing her body to release itself from the bondage of anger-induced body tension. She raised her shaking hands, and once again she gawked at the realization of bloody gauges in her palms; not as deep as they were when she confronted Pirus Krendel, but their significants associated with the cause of the wounds made her shiver in frightful cold. She found herself, as she came off her adrenaline high, thanking the cosmos for the ysalamiri for negating her use of the Force.

Juna actually could see it in her mind’s eye. In her overworked, sanity-challenged imagination. She could see Deannta being lifted off the floor and her head forced around in a violent motion to where the last thing the young woman saw was her petite buttocks. Or throw her head first into the hard metal walls. Or lift her high, tip her upside down, and then like a shoot star make her a falling to earth rock.

Or just grab her with her bare hands and with a twist to the right get it over with; it doesn’t take much force to snap a person’s neck; a person fighting back is what makes it difficult.

Deannta was in no mental shape to fight back. An innocent victim that would be further victimize only because she was a victim.

And Juna would be the guilty culprit, but in her rage she wouldn’t have cared.

Juna slipped out of the water and grabbed Deannta. The female shrieked, and that told her how powerful her rage was just by itself. “Deannta…I’m sorry. I-I-I didn’t mean to…Oh Force I’m sorry. Don’t fear me, please.”

The young woman relented in her cowering fear and allowed Juna to pull her up. With her masked face in full view to look at, Juna took one look and paused in shocked confusion; there was quite a bit of blood dripping out of Deannta’s nose. She coughed, her purplish face reverting back to a more normal skin hue as she took in air.

“Oh my God,” she whispered out and Juna pulled her tighter to her chest. “What…what happened to you?”

Before any thought of speculation could begin, a conclusion came in the form of now entering Magus Prophet. She watched him size up the situation and pictured his thoughts in her mind; Juna, on the floor, covered up by her friend, his Yaltma, both were bleeding. His face began to contort in growing suspicion, and she tracked his eyes coldly onto Deannta. Chest puffing up, he said, not asked, “What in the hell did she do to you, Juna. Did she hurt you? Why are you bleeding! No matter, I will take care of this.”

Menacing in his steps towards them both, Juna pulled Deannta practically into her body like a mother would a child and shouted him to a stand still, “NO! No, don’t you dare touch her, you son of a bitch! You’ve done enough to her! To Cessa! You ruthless bastard, why!” She felt herself waning, leaning her head against Deannta’s now recovered head. “They never done anything to you.”

Prophet seemed to glare in disapproval; something in his eyes expressed a thought Juna couldn’t put a finger on at the moment. His voice reverted back to a sea of calm but it was still an angry wave. “I saved their lives, Juna. I saved them. They had only two options: death or becoming Givers of Life. I gave them a third!”

“What, by lobotomizing them? Cleansing them as you call it of their sins? Raping their minds with the dark side? Forcing them into a life of servitude and torture them when they don’t do their job?”

“They’re alive, aren’t they? And no I don’t torture them.”

Juna showed him Deannta’s bloodied face and said, “Explain to me this then.” He just frowned at her. “Oh, don’t you dare say you had anything to do with this because I sure didn’t! You coward! If you can’t admit it then just leave us alone!”

“Juna, I did not do it,” said Prophet in confusion, looking between the Yaltma and his Wife To Be. He took a few more steps towards them, only this time they were cautious, easy steps meant to calm the fears of small animals. “Juna, I swear-.”

“What? You swear! This coming from a monster, a filthy Force forsaken piece of Hutt guano that is evil and sick, and I’m suppose to believe you! YOU!” Keeping Deannta tight to her body, Juna encouraged her friend to keep hold of the hug she had on her naked body and pushed away from Prophet’s advance. It brought him to a stop, and he seemed to flinch when she spoke to him harshly. “You’ll never have me, Prophet! And I swear on my Father’s memory if you so much as touch a thread belonging to Cessa or Deannta, right or wrong, I’ll make you pay for it! I don’t care how I do it, I don’t know when, but I will make you pay.”

Prophet looked away with a mixture of concern and bewilderment; a new expression Juna never saw him give before; she liked it. Just a small victory, but damn it she was going to take it. No one does this to the people she loved and just simply go unpunished. But it did leave the question of what he was going to do next.

He stood up, grabbed a thick, white robe from the hanger by the door, walked back over and tossed it near Juna’s position. He said, “Yaltma, come.”

Deannta went to get up, but Juna held her tight and said, “Don’t you dare call her that! She is not a slave!”

“She is my slave,” Prophet suddenly rumbled out of his gullet, and the room seemed to grow dark and he seemed to grow taller to them. “I will call her anything and order her as I see fit! Like you, she is mine! MINE! You are best to mind me! I AM YOUR LIFE! WITHOUT ME YOU ARE NOTHING!!!!”

Juna shrunk down a bit from his tirade and felt as her friend did towards her just a few seconds ago. Deannta finally pulled away from Juna a little and said, “I will go, Mistress. It’s okay. It’s okay.” Juna quickly hid herself under her robe as her friend threw herself at Prophet’s feet and said, “Forgive, Magus, I was not swift enough to come to your call. Don’t be mad at Mistress Juna. It’s my fault.”

“Leave,” was all he told her as he stared at Juna with growing soft eyes, but his voice carried a fair share of murder in mind. Deannta got up, almost slipped on the water several times, and finally she left the bathroom. 

Prophet approached Juna, and the now robed Nubian found herself backing up against the wall. He didn’t stop until he slapped his hands against the wall on either side of her to keep her in place. Juna did her best to stare at him back, and he returned the favor. They stared and stared, determined not to be the one that gives in. For Juna, though it was getting harder and harder to stare at him as those fears she had for him just built up and bubbled over. She finally caved and looked down as the tears of frustration dribbled from her brown eyes. Of all the things she feared in her life, it just seemed impossible for her to get over that one fear that now stood in her way. Or get around him.

“I love you, my Pet,” said Prophet in those gentle tones that, once again, bewildered Juna in their sincerity. “I do not mean to be furious with you. I just never expected you to accuse me of something I did not do. I am not a liar.”

Juna let out a “HA!” to demonstrate her defiant disbelief of his words. His hand gently lifted her head up from under her jaw, making her look into his mismatched eyes; the one on the right, the sickly yellow, reptile-like iris, was created by her actions with Enothchild’s thrown lightsaber. The scar from the weapon’s entry was practically gone like the tattoos on his body. But Prophet didn’t need any reminders of who had done it, which always amazed Juna to this day that he never seemed to hold it against her.

“Unlike Sarch and your mother, I do not lie,” he said. “When I say I love you, unlike them, I do mean it.”

Juna pulled her head off his hand and said, “And that’s suppose to make me feel warm and safe inside?”

“Yes,” said Prophet seriously. He moved in closer to where Juna thought he was going to kiss her and she began to slide down to avoid the event. He grabbed her firmly and held her as he positioned his head to where she could see into his eyes. “As your love, I don’t want you to be in any agony. If your friend’s enslavement causes you pain, then I will end their lives.”

Juna finally lifted her head to look at him and she implored, “No. No, don’t hurt them any more.”

“Then I won’t,” he said, caressing her wet hair. “I will do as you ask as it is conceivable. But understand, Juna, if I feel they are of no use to you, I will not hesitate to destroy them. Our resources are thin, and therefore if there is no justification for them to continue, then they problems that will be eliminated.”

Juna just shook her head slowly and muttered at him, “And you say you’re not forcing me to do anything.”

“I’m not, my Juna.” Prophet stood up and Juna felt joy that he moved away from her. “I am only being who I am, and who you perceive me to be.” He turned and started for the door. “I am giving you the opportunity that no one will ever have: to change me from the monster you perceive me to be.” He stopped at the door and took a look at her with some sourness in his features. “I will give you time, which by then I am sure you will accept the Yaltmas without condition. If you truly care for them, you will do whatever it takes to keep them alive. Or, in your opinion, to end their suffering.”

When he left and the door closed shut, Juna continued her downward slide to the floor, her heart and her wits once again shattered and defeated. She went from being so close to getting Deannta back to realizing she was now going to be blackmailed into sleeping with Prophet to keep her and Cessa alive.

But her anger towards Deannta…

“Dear God, I’m losing my sanity,” said Juna, letting her face lay in her hands. Her anger was beyond a simple outburst of frustration. It was greater than the fit she threw when she had learned that Sele Nevere and Pirus Krendel were conspiring to remove her from the Throne; anger influenced by their personalizing actions and augmented by the suggestive persuasive words of Faradi.

In order to save herself, she had to spend some time to find whatever calm she could in the dark storm she was currently in.

CHAPTER 88.1

Outside the bathroom, Prophet followed his Yaltma’s scent trail into their humble quarters built within his and Juna’s domicile, the scent of her blood only intensifying his dark, brooding mood; a good reason for the Yaltma to leave. With this action occurring he had to play his trump card far too early for his taste. Although he was confident that Juna would embrace him and accept his love and affection, he would have liked to have had at least a contingency plan in place, one that wasn’t going to be on Juna’s mind right away in the forefront. Now she had too much reason to worry about her former friend’s safety, and it had the potential to blur the issue. He had to find out what had occurred, especially with the Yaltma’s nose bleeding.

Inside the room he found the Yaltma in a state of undress; she had to once again change out of her wet clothing from the bath water having been splashed about. Her mask was off as well, revealing an attractive young woman that Prophet knew was chosen to do her best to decoy his Juna all through her reign as Queen, but sadly the woman did not come close to any of Juna’s high standards; traces of the nose bleeding crusted her nostrils, and a bloody rag laid on the bed. She was quick to bow and tremble in his presence, not protesting the fact that he was looking at her bare face; as her Magus, Prophet had the privilege very few had.

“Explain to me what happened, Yaltma,” he said to the point, forcing her stop doing anything else.

“Magus,” she began to explain. “We were having a small conversation. She asked me if my Sister and I were totally her servants and I informed her no. We continued to have conversation, and I finally asked her why she called me by my former name.” She paused for a few moments. “I don’t recall much after that, Magus, I’m sorry. However I remember splashing, and I came out and addressed her properly, and Mistress just…just…just got terribly angry with me.”

Prophet could smell the fear enter his nose, feel it from her bones through the Dark Side. There were remnants of Deannta Desser’s original memories still left in Deannta Desser’s shell to provide the elements necessary to carry out her required duties, such as knowing Juna’s measurements to make sure clothing fit properly. There were gaps, errors in memory, but she still retained things such as Juna’s responses to stimuli. He could tell looking into her eyes that she feared her Mistress; she had seen something not seen before from someone she thought she knew so well. And he had missed it.

The glory of it all.

“Open your mind, Yaltma,” Prophet commanded, and without waiting he let his presence reap her memories to replay the moment. First he did a scan of her mind and body and found that she was bruised, but in a day she would be fine. So he concentrated on the subject at hand. Most of the time the Yaltma was pleading, and therefore her eyes were down. She looked up from time to time, and saw Juna’s enraged form. This happened a few times…

“Wait,” he actually said aloud as Deannta let out a pain-filled gasp as her memories were just being played back like videotape; stop, rewind, play, stop, rewind, play over the scene again; a rough way to view things. 

There was, indeed, Force usage going on; physically, the Human was choking, and her pain receptors told her that her head was being squeezed. Prophet could only determine this based on the facts; there was no one else in the room, Juna was several feet away from the Yaltma, and there was a curious energy remnant of the Force barely in the Force within the Yaltma’s body referencing that point. Unfortunately her midi-chlorian count was not high enough to keep an accurate record.

Prophet stopped and Deannta said, “I did deserve the punishment you gave me, Magus. I shouldn’t had made her mad.”

Prophet looked at Deannta and admitted, “I did not punish you.” She looked at him a little disbelieving even when she looked at respectfully. He was not going to get in another debate. Instead he decided to solve some problems he saw in the mind probe. “There is a change in protocol in regards to the my Wife To Be. For now on, you and your Sister will refer to her by her first name. And you will answer by whatever name she gives you. Understand?” Deannta nodded. “And do not debate her. If she refuses your services, then obey. Answer any question she has except for anything that falls under unauthorized.”

“Even if you give the order, Magus? You still want me to disobey?”

“Come to me if that happens, but do not act before hand. I will let your Sister know while you change. Once you get clothed, I want you to stand outside the bathroom and be ready to assist Juna. Do not disturb her unless she asks for your help.” 

Prophet let his hand glide over her smooth, shaved head. “Do well by me, Yaltma, and you shall have salvation at the end of your days.”

“I will, my Magus, you may count on my service.”

“I hope so. I need you to make my Juna look her greatest.” Prophet let his large fingers catch the last droplet of blood from her nose, and he stared at it with admiration. Finally, he licked the blood of his finger. “I must meditate on matters. Continue.” 

Prophet turned and left the room, and after telling Cessa the news he headed off far away from the others and into a secluded area of the domicile. Here he was surrounded by all the artifacts that was the planet Vhanba, those things he collected from the debris and the interesting things he found within the captured files of the once mighty and proud Vhinphyc, who thought hiding the information in scripture would keep the Ignorant from learning anything. Here he did meditate on those things trying to find more answers, like the answers he discovered within himself while on Hoth, all thanks to Juna’s guiding Force.

This time, though, he replayed the events he witnessed inside Deannta Desser’s head, and then correlated them to what he felt in the Force at the time. As it turned out he felt her embarrassment coinciding with Juna asking for Deannta to get behind a clothes screen. It simply amazed him how such a beautiful creature like Juna would be so afraid, not shy, of her appearance. As if it were a curse to be so beautiful. To Prophet he thought of it more as a weapon when applied to others. In war, sometimes a distraction was necessary to win the battle. For him it was just an added, eye-soothing bonus.

Still, this mystery was bothering him, and when it came time where Deannta was being crushed he didn’t feel any disturbance in the Force, no indication that the Force was being used by anyone on board the ship except based on what Deannta instinctively felt. He examined his thoughts, his memories very carefully as he closed his eyes and explored deep inside himself. 

Nothing.

Prophet didn’t believe it, and decided to continue meditating. There were plans to lift the ysalamiri current that surrounded Juna in the future. But now he wondered if the ysalamiri were actually useless against her. Something was going on, and he had to discover what it was before Juna did. 

