CHAPTER 82.0

High above in the Orpheus’ conference room, Admiral Hooley and his advisors had spent the previous hour going over intelligence and sensor reports in regards to the operation in hand, discovering that they had indeed secured the space around Sanctuary; no one was able to send a distress call, nor were any of the emergency broadcast beckons from the escape pods below getting through the jamming they broadcasted. They awaited and soon a hologram of Magus Servant appeared before Hooley after he excused is advisors. There was a reason why the conversation had to be private. 

First thing was first: business. A weather report appeared in front of Hooley on the nearby computer screen as the image appeared; heavy snow with high winds was falling around the source of the transmission, which was somewhere near the mountains. “Magus Servant how goes the operation?”

The Human Vhinech didn’t appear happy, nor did he appear reluctant over what he was doing. With his hood drawn up, he spoke with a loud disposition so Hooley could hear him. “The operation was moving too swiftly, but the weather has slowed the pursuit. We have few casualties, but have taken more from our foe.”

Hooley stared at Servant for a few moments and asked the obvious question. “Too swiftly, as if it were just target practice?”

“These Vhinech are not militarily organized enough to fight their way out of a wet paper sack,” was Servant’s empathic reply, which was slurred from the snow affecting the equipment. “They have long forgotten what it means to be a warrior. Some did put up a grand fight with primitive weapons, but that was all. I will continue this fight, but only to capture, not kill.”

“We don’t have the resources to imprison them, Servant.”

“It will not matter. Here is the plus to this farce. Some of the Sanctuary Vhinech allied with us during the battle.” There was a small, brief smile not even the static in the transmission could hide. “I believe, with a sustained pursuit, perhaps our people will rejoin us.”

“Perhaps so since the good ambassador did not make contact with them to give the Republic’s purposed freedom to them.” Which lead Hooley to ask, “By the way, an interesting thing happened while you were busy and I was finished with the battle up here. Magus Prophet returned approximately two hours ago with Ambassador Angelleia.”

Servant looked into the holographic sensor as if he was looking at Hooley’s face. “She lives?”

“Oh yes, live, well, and kicking,” Hooley said dryly. “I did manage to ask him why she was still breathing, and Prophet said she uttered something about a trap laid out for us.”

Servant’s features narrowed. “By any chance did she deny such an accusation?”

“Not in so many words, her Ladyship was conveniently silenced by a vocal muffler.” Hooley sat back and twiddled his thumbs around after putting his clasped together hands on the table. “He had guards take her to a interrogation room, but as it stands now nothing has been done in the way of interrogation.”

Servant shook his head. “That would make no difference. With the ysalamiri and a competent Force user, all the answers we need can be achieved with a diligent Mind Probe.”

“I suggested that.” Hooley leaned forward. “Prophet emphatically said no.”

“I see,” mused Servant disapprovingly. His hands tucked inside his robe sleeves and his eyes drifted down as his thought. After a few moments that seemed to drag, he shook his head and said, “This has gone far enough. We have wasted time trying to decode the Vhinphyc’s disk to get the Legacy Virus and the cure, we are depleting our resources on these Sanctuary citizens. I will no longer be his willing dupe in his pursuit and capture of this woman.”

“I agree, the question is how do we take care of him,” said Hooley. He did his best, his absolute best, from actually saying what the two of them wanted to do. There was a mutual shared fear that somehow Prophet would hear it. “How do we make this benefit us? And can it be done?”

“In the open, it can’t,” said Servant, looking past the holographic transceiver for a few moments, obviously waiting for his fellow Vhinech to past before continuing. “There are some disenchanted with his decisions as of late, of his defeat ten years ago, but not enough to rally enough warriors. They fear him more than respect him. Some may take exception to such an idea. We need unity, but I agree we don’t need him.”

Hooley thought and said, “Wasn’t there…Maguses down there?”

“Yes; reports indicate three, perhaps four.”

“You think its possible for those three or four and Prophet to cross paths?” Hooley could see that Servant was interested in the idea. “Perhaps it could happen, and,” he held up a finger, “remember what you and I discussed about concerning the fair Lady Angelleia before? All we have to do is take care of one mess, and we can focus on the future with another.”

Servant regarded Hooley carefully and said, “I am listening. Just exactly how do we pull this off?”

“Very carefully, Magus Servant. Very carefully.” Hooley spoke with a justified nervousness that seeped out through his growing confidence. “This is what we do…”

CHAPTER 82.1

It appeared to be a room designed for interrogation, and in fact Juna heard Magus Prophet order the guards to take her to the facility for reasons unknown, but in truth it was truly a room of nothingness. No color, no bright lighting, no niceties even for the interrogator, and to her further agitation no Force. Even with the removal of the sophisticated Vhinech backpack containing the ysalamiri off her back it did nothing to eliminate the effect, telling her that the room, and perhaps the ship as well, was filled with the Force-inhibiting worms. 

The nothingness extended beyond the purpose of the room, and if the muffler had been removed when Prophet told Admiral Cade Hooley why he had her, Juna would have been the first to laugh based on the notion that Prophet was going to torture her; although his unwilling prisoner and bound and gagged, the Vhinech kept to his word throughout their time together that he wouldn’t hurt her, and when he did he apologized. The pain induction and drug induction needles, the searing burn pads, the knuckle crackers, the liquid salt, the jar full of spice slugs, and the other instruments of pain interrogation remained in their places on the wall in front of Juna, locked safely behind a clear and thick Plexiglas window, collecting time and taking up space; the novelty of having such a clear view of the instruments was supposed to instill and maintain an element of terror to those imprisoned in the room, and thus the interrogator could actually wait, take his or her time like a family doctor that unintentionally makes their patient wait for them to examine them, and that alone was enough torture to make the weak minded spill their guts. More times than not, it required at least one use of the instruments to make the waiting victim to talk, but here in Juna’s case it just wasn’t going to happen; except maybe just admitting the truth how much she really, really hated Prophet.

There were annoyances, though, that kept Juna occupied while in the nothingness. The guards, standard MerCon compliment, chained her up in the torture rigging that, when in full use, would have kept her upright, stretched her body out to their full extent by her limbs and suspend her off the ground; both actions of imprisonment were also torturous for a person could be continuously stretched by the pulleys above and below, and the feeling of not being in control of your body while being suspended for long periods of time made one experience a little acrophobia, not to mention pain on the shoulders, back, and hips from gravity pulling on one’s mass.

But she experienced none of that; obviously Prophet’s doing. The guards did chain her and she was upright, but with a certain degree of slack and with her armored feet firmly on the ground; after they had restrained her, they removed the rest of her flight gear and outer clothing and boots, revealing the rest of her Saberhide covered body. They ran a scanning wand over her to ensure she had no special gizmos to bypass the magnetic seals that kept the shackling wrapped around her wrists, ankles, waist and chest, but the armor’s stealth capabilities rendered such a low powered device useless. They left her, feeling confident that such escape tools were impossible to hide on such a tight fitting body glove; a visual they took great pride in looking over to Juna’s revulsion.

There were escape tools, though; Rapier Technologies made very cleaver things, and made everything to fit in ways that not even Jedi Knights could easily spot; a testament to Naressa Rapier’s savvy when she created the Saberhide Project. However, with the guards gone and with testing her bonds, Juna couldn’t get to them. Her movement was looser than intended for the rigging, but she was still held fast; she couldn’t squat down to rest her feet, she couldn’t even bend over, she could move her legs around a little but not lift them, and her arms could move and they were thankfully below her shoulders but she couldn’t draw them near her body at all. At times it became annoying because her attention would wander off, and whenever she had a itch she had to scratch on her nose the looseness of her bonds would tease her, relenting and allowed her some movement and she went to raise a hand to scratch, but only to have the hand stop mere inches from where she had it. The restraints were not too tight and not too loose.

The greatest annoyance, though, was the muffler. After long hours of wearing it, Juna’s mouth ached terribly from having the cursed thing keeping her quiet. Her jaw had went numb from the exercise and it actually felt like she didn’t have one, but she got a reminder whenever she got frustrated and wanted to just close her mouth. The pain would return, the teeth and gums made sensitive from the strain; she even felt it in her lips. The wire frame that forced her mouth open to begin with just pushed to keep her mouth just a little more every time she tried to close it, and the main gagging component that weighed her tongue down and filled her mouth to keep sound and air from escaping just grew when more room became available, adding to the joy of wearing it to go along with the parched, dry throat. Her only saving grace with it on was that her sinuses were clear and she could breathe in and out through her nose. 

But even more frustrating was the one-two combination of the loose bondage and wanting to remove the muffler; she would try to move her head towards her hands, or vice versa, and always come up very short. In a way, to Juna, it was torture; again, this was Prophet’s doing. The cleaver bastard she thought. You just think of everything, don’t you? 

Juna didn’t want to think that he was so cleaver; not anymore, since it seemed as if she had fallen right into a very well laid out plan of his with the stupidity of a lemming going over a cliff because all the other lemmings did as well. 

Just as the thought ended, Magus Prophet entered through the opening door with a deep bend of his waist and turn of his torso; he was so big, so wide, and his horns stood taller than he that he needed to perform the move to enter the small, imposing room. He stood up right and let the door close behind him, manned outside by a MerCon guard, and he locked it. He turned and stared at her with his one red, one yellow eyes with that forever etched on his skull frown expression on his face that made him appear constantly enraged; not even in her nightmares Juna never believed that anyone was born with such a face but he was. She watched him lift his head up some as he increased the light levels in the room to a more standard of living setting, and she realized that he was trying to make himself appear less threatening.

Prophet was reading her mind. Either that, or he was superb in educated guessing.

“Perhaps,” said Prophet, with his unmistakable bass that shook rooms even when he spoke in normal tones, as he turned around to look at her. With his head slightly raised the shadows did not cast easy on his face, and his horns, though still deadly, did not look so threatening; when he glared, looked more downward like he normally did, those black, evil horns had a tendency to ‘point’ right at her. Those black horns that killed her Papa… “I have been practicing for this day for the last ten years since the last time we were together.”

While he stared at her with hints of gratification, Juna just glared at him disapprovingly. She couldn’t tell him off, but she wasn’t going to ‘think’ him off either. She decided to give him the ultimate silent treatment; no talking, no thinking to communicate with him, and no speaking through her eyes as she just turned her head away to stare towards the wall on her right to admire it.

“I see; all quiet from you. Understandable under the circumstances which you perceive in error.” Prophet walked over to the clear glass cabinet and unlocked. It prompted Juna to just look with her eyes when she heard the cabinet open, a bit of uneasiness beginning to stir in her stomach. She couldn’t see what he was doing with his massive back blocking her view, but he was hard at work doing something. He stopped, his head lifting up again as he felt her emotions that she couldn’t keep in check. “You have nothing to fear, my Love. As I have swore to you, you will not know harm by my hands.”

The muffler’s locking keys began to chime in a series with Prophet’s Force manipulation, and to Juna’s great sighing relief she felt the gagging components deflate, retract, and the entire muffler slip off her face and fall to the floor. She let her head hang as the relief entered her jaw. The feeling returned, and for a few seconds pins and needles of pain registered in her dry mouth, and finally she coughed to clear her throat.

Prophet’s large left hand came into her view and lifted her head under her jaw, encouraging Juna to lift her head and lay back, to stare at into his too close for comfort eyes; the giant was close to her, looking down. Juna assumed the worst; she thought he was going to kiss her, and she tried to shy her face away. His large fingers prevented it, but in his other hand was an object that made contact to her cut chin and put Juna’s fears, for now, to rest with a stinging sensation flooding her senses; a cotton ball, damp and smelling of anti-bacterial medicine.

Finished, Prophet reached around behind him – his reach was great – and in his hand was a squeeze tube of liquid sterilizer; a compound that draw small opened flesh wounds back together without the need of stitches and keeps the wound protected from infection with it’s dermal seal. After application, he held his thumb on the seal as directed, and it gave him the added bonus of being able to look at her. Juna just didn’t want to look at him, but he gave her very little choice.

Again, he tried at conversation with her as he waited for the sterilizer to bond. “Are you thirsty? You must be.” He reached behind him again, and soon in his hands was a small cup of water. “I did not mean to make you wear the muffler for such a long time. I intended to have certain arrangements settled with our arrival, but we were unfortunately delayed.” He held the cup up to her lower lip. “Please, it will make you feel better I am sure.”

Juna was tempted, but stopped. There was no telling what he put in the water in the first place, that is if it were water; he didn’t come in with the cup, or even a flask of water to begin with. It could have been Annoth mineral elixir, a potently powerful, water-like barbiturate that made people feel very warm, very relaxed, overly chatty, and susceptible to vocal commands because their common sense was dulled; Muriel told her during her training to become Queen about such things, warned her about ingesting certain substances if she were ever kidnapped. 

The other reason was more personal and a growing delicate by the hour situation. Looking at the water swishing in the cup Juna felt her bladder quiver in instinctive response, reminder her that sometime in the near future she was going to have to relieve it of its filling burden. Part of her didn’t want that because it was down right gross, the other part concern for the sophisticated electronics that were exposed on the inside of the body armor. The armor, by default, was made to fit tight like a second skin so clothing could be worn over it and not be revealing, but this also created the design advantage of having most of the key components retractable in a liquid state, which was currently being held together in solid form by a lithium battery and flat power lines. If she went, and if the lines shorted, the armor could retract and unlock.

Juna drew her lips in and turned her head away to deny it. Prophet looked a little pained by her denial and asked, “Are you sure?” He stepped back and said, “I comprehend. Without the Force, how do you know if its not drugged?” He downed the entire contents of the cup and held it up. “Would I do that if it were drugged?”

She kept from shaking her head; she was foolish for coming here, but she didn’t loose all of her intelligence. “Yes because it wouldn’t have an effect on you anyways. You have a Vhinphyc’s constitution.”

That only caused Prophet to smile a little. “That is so. I shouldn’t even try to fool you so easily.” He set the cup back in the glass cabinet, closed it, and walked away from it, his back still to Juna as he took each step slowly. “But it pains me that you don’t trust me, Juna. I think you would agree, if I were not sincere, I would use different methods of encouraging you than the most obvious and clichéd.”

“So I should just trust you?” she asked boldly. She realized she was having a discussion with him, after she told herself not to. She kicked herself mental and snapped her mouth shut.

Prophet turned a little towards her and said, “Yes.” Remembering himself, he raised his head again to keep his features in that ‘friendly’ position. “Save for a few moments of unpleasantness, have I not kept my word that you would not be harmed?” Juna didn’t say a word though the need to yell at him was great, which prompted him to approach her again. “Ah yes, the silent treatment; the perfect feminine stratagem against lowly males that do not take their role as males seriously. That is fine if you remain silent, although I think your voice is a song worth listening to over and over again, even with the colorful metaphors.” 

Juna watched him take a step to her left, and vanish behind her. He spoke, giving away his position at all times to her. “But I must confess; with your silence, and looking at you now, I see a work of art, a beautiful sculpture so intriguing that it demands silence so the view can better be appreciated.”

Suddenly all was quiet; Prophet’s steps were no more, his talking ceased, and it seemed as if he wasn’t breathing. Juna tried to twist around but the chains did not give her that leeway. It was like this for a while, and Juna felt very uncomfortable; a chill ran down her back as the thoughts of impropriety that could be taking place out of her line of sight raced into hyperdrive. Suddenly the idea of wearing the Saberhide became a bad one; it was the concealment factor, the need for it to be tight to one’s body. 

One of the many high cost factors of Saberhide manufacturing, and a funny thought that ran through Juna’s head to further her embarrassment, was the customization; the concealment advantage of Saberhide forced it so, and so the armor couldn’t be made in bulk to lower the price and for security purposes no one could just steal the armor and wear it because it was custom fitted to the owner, not the thief. The customization was achieved with a full body micron scanning to ensure absolute fit, and the measurements of the individual were then programmed into the memory matrix of the polycarbonite, the control system software, and the wrist computer. The end result was the armor’s nearly showing everything anatomical correctness, which Dizzy in his loveable manner loved to point out to Muriel whenever she wore the armor just to get her fretting; according to him, certain things just moved right. 

If Dizzy had seen Muriel in the earlier prototypes he would have launched himself into orbit; the process in the prototype stages had produced a too anatomically correct suit with so pure attention to the most private of details it even made Naressa blush. They corrected the problem by making a home piece for the torso, where the rest of the armor in its liquid state was stored and was a just a few centimeters thicker and designed without the detail. Along with the slight alteration to the chemical matrix, the armor metamorphic properties showed less body detail, but maintained it’s close-knit relationship with its host. Sometimes too close, and for the first time in her life she understood why Muriel grimaced when she put the armor on; when she had the armor lock in while on Sanctuary, Juna felt it scrape some flesh around the joint bends, restricted some of her movement to a degree, and it gave her a hard ridding wedgie; she could only imagine what her delicate hinny, along with the rest of her well rounded and athletically tall body, looked like to Prophet, who was still somewhere behind her.

Or was he? 

Juna almost said something, just to see if he was still in the room even though the door was visible from her vantage point; her inability to tap the Force to get the answer was driving her a little mad at this point. She stopped when she felt her hair being manipulated and freed from it’s tight knitted ponytail, having placed in that position ever since she left Naboo so her helmet would fit. She could just see his arms, blanketed by his black cloak, moving as he finally got her hair to fall completely down her back. She kept her eyes locked straight ahead when he began to stroke his hand through her dark brown, long thick locks, trying not to think about it.

“There,” he said as mutely as impossible for him, but the effort was there. “That’s more like it. You look more comfortable with your hair down.”

Juna stifled a laugh of disbelief and just had to say, “You mean, by letting my hair down, I’m more comfortable in my current position? In chains? Held prisoner?”

Prophet stopped groping her hair, was silent for a few seconds, and then there was low, feral mumble from him; Juna thought he was laughing, but it was hard to tell. “That…is a valid point.” The hesitation answered Juna’s question; he was amused genuinely by her smart-ass remark, although she meant it as an insult. In the game of deterrence, where one won by accumulating a higher score, she was scoring the wrong points. “Very valid.” 

He inhaled, but then stopped. Juna was a bit confused until she noted the reflection of her in the glass case. Prophet’s head came into view above the light fixture over her head in the reflection he bent down with head. She felt his nose touch her skull, and felt him inhale deeply, dragging some of her hair up into his nostrils. 

Juna squirmed in the process, trying and failing to draw away from the animalistic action and begged with growing volume after every word, “Oh my god. Stop it, please. Stop! Please!!”

Prophet’s lungs were large tanks for holding air, so his inhale lasted a very long time. Juna continued to beg, pleading with him to stop, twisting useless in her bonds to get away. He stopped, held his breath, and finally she felt his exhale produce a heavy, very hot breath that blew through her hair and onto her neck, causing her neck to sweat and the hairs to stand up from a chill at the same time.

Juna closed her eyes in revulsion, in embarrassment, and tried very hard not to cry; she felt like a female animal, restrained by professional breeders at a stable, being sized up by a rutting male, checking to see if she was in estrus. He compounded that visualization by saying, “You smell so good to me.”

Frantically upset, Juna threw her head back in a useless attempt to hit his nose; Prophet was all ready out of her reach. She yelled, “DAMN YOU! LET ME GO!! LET ME GO!!! I’M NOT YOUR LITTLE SEX TOY YOU CAN PLAY WITH AT YOUR LEISURE! I HATE YOU! YOU HEAR ME, I HATE YOU!!!” Spent physically, her head rolled down to where her chin touched her chest, a tear ran down her face. “I hate you. I hate you so much.”

“Your hate, as I said before, is misplaced. Misguided. There are better places to direct it.” His large hands were on her shoulders now, and she felt him rub the exposed flesh of her neck, near the bottom of her skull, in an attempt to relax her affectionately; no matter what she said, it had no effect on him; he was oblivious to her insults. “There are other far more deserving of your anger. There are so many, too many to count. But I can help you find your way to them, my precious Nubian gem.”

She felt him again stroking her locks, while his other hand got one stroke in on her left cheek before she turned her head away from the hand. She noted that her one tear was caught by his index finger, and he held the watery drop in front of her eyes. He said, “This is the result of your misplaced anger. It is also the result of the pain those who supposedly loved you has caused you.” Juna raised her head up just a little, but stopped to hide her response to his spot on observation. Prophet was not blind. “You know what I say is true, don’t you? You have realized it.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she uttered in defiance. “Stop talking to me! Stop touching me, please!”

In the reflection, Prophet frowned just a little as he thought quietly, his hand resting on top her head in pause. In frustration, Juna shook her head to shake the hand off, but he kept it there. He said, “I would never lie to you, Juna. I would never hold back the truth from you.” His hand very provocatively stroked her hair, in a slow fashion that teased and tugged the strands. “I would hold back nothing, but only if you allow me to show you how sincere I can be to you.”

Juna saw his hand again reach under her jaw and lifted her head up to where it fell back and she could look up. He stared down at her with ease, letting his hand holding her head back suddenly caress her neck and throat with the very tips of his nails in a teasing manner. His other hand caressed her forehead ever so slowly, and his eyes…

Juna looked into his eyes, and for the first time since she had known him there was softness in them. It froze her into confusion. He spoke gently, and this time it was gently; there was no viciousness, no callousness, and no evil in his voice. His face twisted with the effort to produce such a caring tone in his voice. “Please. Drop this armor between us. Come with me now. We will leave all this behind and explore new worlds. Allow me to help you as you have helped me find the way.”

Juna wasn’t quite sure how to translate the last part. It as sort of like what he said on Sanctuary when he caught her, about her ‘freeing him’. It was a short lived curiosity to what he meant given her born again anger that was coming back to the surface. She said coldly, “The only way you can help me is to go take a walk out an air lock after a long exhaled breath.” 

His face and his posture maintained that semblance of calm, but his eyes lost the softness. There seemed to be a level of pain in them. That changed when an audible beep from the control panel by the door went off. Prophet’s head snapped so insanely fast it scared Juna; his neck joints cracked, like two pieces of formed wood being slapped together hard. She thanked a ton of spirits she may have never worshipped before for guiding Prophet’s hand away from her neck; he snapped that away from her just as fast as he snapped his head up and could have easily ripped out her throat with his claws. His features went back to their natural, blood curling appearance. 

Prophet sneered, and a rumble escaped from his throat when he stormed over to the comm. Juna watched him, blinking away the tears and feelings of revulsion, feeling greatly relieved that he wasn’t touching her anymore. She cringed though when Prophet just about practically ‘killed’ the comm respond button and he roared, “WHAT!” It wasn’t a raised voice or a shout; the whole room shook, vibrating her restraints; she even felt it hit her armor-covered body. It brought back her predicament very quickly, and made the obsession theory all the more terrifyingly true.

“Forgive me for intruding, my Magus,” said the voice on the other end; Juna placed the voice belonging to Cade Hooley, remembering the brief conversation he and Prophet had in the docking bay when she arrived. “But we have a situation. It appears you were right to some degree about back up forces for Lady Angelleia; it appears that there were Jedi Knights on board those ships, and they just attacked Magus Servant’s forces.”

Juna thought for a moment; although the Force wasn’t with her, Enothchild’s copied memories were still rather fresh in her mind. In no way, shape, or form were there Jedi on board those Republic ships; they couldn’t risk detection from the Sanctuary Vhinech below. When she was on board the main ship she didn’t get a hint of a Jedi presence on board, and she made sure because at the time she didn’t want Jedi interference and had scanned the ships thoroughly during her stay with them. 

For whatever reason, Admiral Hooley was bold face lying to Prophet; Juna saw how he stared at the both of them when Prophet carried her off over his shoulder, and it was a look of betrayal; a look she knew all too well. She kept quiet about it, just to see how far this would go; perhaps the MerCons wanted to end the war, and killing Prophet was their way out. Apparently they decided a straightforward confrontation was only a quick way to die and therefore deception was their only out. However that only made Juna wonder what it meant for her.

“When was the attack?” Prophet asked with a deep scowl. 

“Just recently; they’re employing hit and fade tactics to avoid the ysalamiri, and they are rallying the citizens of Sanctuary and that, I believe, will negate our numbers. Servant reported it, but to tell you the truth I don’t think he wants to admit he is having trouble with both the Jedi and the snowstorm. I do say this; we better do something about it.”

“No, Cade Hooley, I will take care of the problem,” he said with disgust, turning the comm off. But Prophet wasn’t quick to leave. He stood there, thinking hard, his eyes darting back and forth as if reading something. Then his body twitched just a little. Juna figured he was using the Force to determine the validity of the claim, and based on his hurried step the claims ‘appeared’ to be true.

Before she could think more out of curiosity, Prophet called the muffler back to his hand. Juna begged, “No, don’t put that on me! It hurts! Please-!” With a shove she found the cursed thing stuffed back in her gullet and locked into place. She pleaded with him with her eyes and her growing silent cries.

“Believe it or not, my Juna, this is for your protection,” said Prophet very convincingly. He tapped in the locking code and finally even her mumbles ceased. His large hands found either side of her head and held it so he could speak to her. “This will not take long. In the mean time consider this…I am your life now, and you are mine. Lets share the life together and forge the greatest destiny no mortal has ever seen. Besides that, I waited ten years for you to come to me; now that I have you I can wait ten more if need be.” 

Prophet bent to kiss her forehead, and all Juna could do was struggle and snort in contempt. He let her go and stormed out of the interrogation room, leaving Juna to rethink things. Even without the Force, she had a feeling that something smelled mighty rotten on Dantooine.

But when the only one that could truly help her at the moment was herself, Juna couldn’t save Juna from any problems.

CHAPTER 82.2

After about an hour after Prophet left, the Orpheus broke from its geostationary orbit and at full power accelerated past the gravitational threshold of the planet Sanctuary, placing the super large vessel a considerable distance away. Like a man hiding his fortune, those left on the Orpheus didn’t want a certain individual to sense something was wrong right away.

The door to the interrogation room that imprisoned Juna opened, and she watched two medical personnel enter the room flanked by a full suite emergency medical bed, followed by four more medical personnel, an older gentlemen that looked as if he was the boss of the six men in the room, and lastly by Admiral Hooley, who bore a rather grim expression on his war-weary features. Juna looked on with some growing trepidation; why would one need medical personnel with an emergency medical bed in a torture chamber?

Hooley took residence in front of Juna as one of the technicians took a small metal cutting device to the muffler to remove it. He said as the processed commence, “Your Ladyship, we weren’t properly introduced when you arrived. I am Admiral-in-Chief Cade Hooley of the Mersader Conglomerate Navy. This elder gentleman is Doctor Ador Zorin.” The elder man didn’t acknowledge the introduction as he worked hard on something she couldn’t see. “I see you are enjoying our accommodations.”

The muffler fell defeated to the floor from Juna’s mouth, and she let out a short, relieved sigh. The relief was further short lived when Hooley nodded at one of guards waiting at the door and the guard activated the restraint rigging. Juna’s limbs were pulled immediately taunt and she left her feet; the tension ended all movement she could achieve. She let out a very loud yelp from the sudden affect, but calmed herself and said, “Admiral Hooley, Prophet is lying. I don’t know anything about Republic forces coming here or about Jedi being on Sanctuary; I’m here on my own, that I can assure you. Torturing me won’t reveal anything, and it is against the Alderaanian Convention.”

“Rest assured, my Lady, we have every reason to believe you, and therefore such torture won’t be necessary.” Hooley nodded at the elderly physician, and with the loving disposition of a Tusken Raider playing with a uninitiated lost tourist on Tatooine he grabbed Juna by a great deal of her hair and forced her head back quickly and painfully. “On the other hand you are responsible for the deaths of hundreds of Mersader Conglomerate Naval personnel and for the destruction of millions of credits worth of Mersader Conglomerate equipment at the Olan System four years ago. According to our laws, you are guilty of those crimes, and your sentence for those crimes will now be carried out in the form of biological restitution.”

Juna didn’t have another second to respond as Doctor Zorin stuck a medical injector into the bottom of her mouth and sent the contents of the injector into her bloodstream. The physician let her go, and Juna raised her head up in confusion and minor pain. She looked at Hooley, and her vision wavered a tad as she felt her blood pressure beginning to pound her ears. Woozy, she asked, “What did you give me?”

Hooley looked at the physician and asked, “How long will it take?”

“Given her physical condition, I would guess between thirty seconds to two minutes,” Zorin said with the emotional caring that even a droid could beat.

Juna’s lungs seemed heavy; it got difficult to breathe, and the inner parts of her ears were pounding. She asked again, forcing the question out of her slurring speech mouth. “What did you…give me!”

Hooley looked at her, but before he said another word Juna sucked in a breath as her heart felt like it was being squeezed. Her body instinctively wanted to curl inward, but her taunt predicament prevented that action; her body shook and pulled continuously on the bonds without Juna’s input. Juna could hardly think as her head seemed to pulse with heat and pressure from the struggle and accelerated blood flow, and the pain in her chest pounded with more intensity with every struggling beat of her heart, threatening to burst.

Hooley said as she struggled, “You know what was the stupidest thing ever thought of by the Bothans in ancient times? Bank vault doors that open when a fire breaks out, even when the fire occurs outside the air tight vault.” He shook his head in disbelief as Juna shook her head out of lack of control. “You see the Bothans at the time used paper currency and this added to the paranoia the Bothans have with proof of wealth because the Republic did not insure their currency against robber, flood and, yes, fire; if the money was lost, the Bothans were out that money. So, the government made the banks have that safety system put in place.

“Now obviously what happened was clear; bank robbers didn’t walk in with blasters blazing. They started a fire late at night, and like magic the vault doors would open.”

Suddenly, like magic, Juna’s body armor unlocked and the retractable elements that covered her legs, upper chest, shoulders and arms reverted back to liquid form and retreated into their housings located in the main torso and hip components. But neither the fresh air on her now exposed flesh the cooled the gallons of sweat forming on her body or the fact that her armor had been defeated registered by Juna; not on her beautiful but strained face or spoken past her grinding teeth.

Hooley said, “I figured the same Bothan principal had to imply here with your armor. If not, then I would have allowed your death sentence to continue. But you have a very special gift, your Ladyship, that will be harvested and not go to waste.”

Juna’s eyes forced their way closed as her body began to slow in convulsing and foam began to dribble from her mouth. One of the medical techs raced over and injected a clear solution into her right arm. Finished, Juna’s body slacked in her bonds. The medical personnel undid the chains with the help of the guards, and they transported her limp form to the emergency medical bed. 

Doctor Zorin turned the equipment on and examined the quick scans with deep interest. Finished he then turned to Hooley, and said with a grim smile, “She’s completely stroked out from the Amboux nerve toxin I gave her. But more importantly, she’s alive and in a mild coma, thanks to the anti-toxin.”

“So there is no way for her to communicate telepathically?” asked Hooley to get an assurance. “You must understand that although the ysalamiri prohibit her use of the Force, Magus Prophet can still sense her through that and any other mental states.”

“As advertised, the Amboux overburdened her sensor receptors and neurotransmitters, causing the stroke, and the anti-toxin shut down those receptors and transmitters so they could rest.” Zorin shook his head. “She couldn’t form a single thought or bare an emotion during the process. She won’t now; though mild, the comatose state forces deep unconsciousness. In either case, I doubt even he felt her turmoil.”

Hooley wanted that assurance. That absolute certainty; he all ready took precautions by moving the Orpheus away from Sanctuary in the hopes that Prophet wouldn’t feel what was going on because if Prophet was hung up on Lady Angelleia, everyone on board the ship would see a Prophet no one lived to talk about; the Vhinech giant beyond pissed. “Are you absolutely sure she’s totally out?”

Zorin walked up to her and slapped her face extremely hard, hard enough to make Hooley shift around rather uncomfortably because of the action. Although what he said to Lady Angelleia about not giving a damn if she died because of her actions at the Olan System was true, he felt a little uncomfortable having her unconscious and being hit; at least she fought them with honor, and with eyes wide open. But the good doctor did so to prove a point, and gestured towards the bio-readout monitor. “If her receptors were active, the slap would have registered.”

Satisfied, Hooley watched them push the floating medical bed out of the interrogation room. Soon he and Zorin followed behind it, the doctor holding a small holographic cube that projected the real time scans of her body. “As you can see, Admiral, her DNA is like her mother’s, but far more superior statistically. In fact the Diamonds stand out and say ‘hello’.”

“So my question is, Doctor Zorin, is how soon and how fast can you work?” Hooley asked apprehensively.

“Immediately in both regards. But why the rush? Why not leave the system anyways to avoid Prophet?”

Hooley sighed and said, “Because Prophet has the control codes to the Orpheus. All he has to do is call the ship back if he expects anything.”

“That is if he survives the trap down below.”

“That’s the problem. If I leave with her, he’ll come looking; he probably suspects something now. If I have to, I will evac all MerCon personnel off this ship, but not without being able to do what we want first since this in the only place with facilities open to us. So, I ask now, can it be done?”

Doctor Zorin touched a key, and the scans zoomed in on Juna’s ovaries. “If we skip DNA scrapping for cloning, we will gain time for egg harvesting. However I must stress that it is still a delicate process. Though special, Lady Angelleia is still a Human woman with around 400 potentially viable eggs in her person. If we rush the job, we may loose them all and all we have is material more suited for cloning than for reproduction, which I must say is the more effective and efficient way to go; clones can be created with a perfect military mindset.”

Hooley nodded and said, “It’s a risk, but I can’t help to think how, one way or another, this could turn our fortunes favorable in many ways. With or without the Vhinech’s help, and most certainly without Prophet involved, we could find ourselves ten to twenty years from now back where we belong in the Galactic Republic.” 

They followed the med bed into the infirmary, and Hooley added before the door closed behind them. “And most certainly I will even be in a better position.”

