CHAPTER 96.0
With all the sleeping she had done, Juna was surprisingly not hungry as she became more awake and alert with a nice hot bath, and as she soaked in the large tub she had wondered what kind of an impression she will be making before Magus Prophet when her appetite came back; as she shown to the others back on Coruscant she wasn’t a believer of the one course salad; then again if the insults and anger directed towards him didn’t buckle him then whatever else she did wasn’t going to disturb him. Curiously as well, she pondered what kind of attempt he would make to impress her while at the dinner table; she was eating with a known true live carnivore. That prompted her to hope that their meal would be preferably dead and cooked and ready for their consumption long before she arrived at the dinner table.
It was one of many questions that continued to feed Juna’s imagination all throughout the process of getting cleaned up, the effects of such curious thinking did more to cause a small surge of adrenaline to run through her than any fear or anger she had previously. She couldn’t help it and as the time progressed it got so bad in the next step she fidgeted like she never fidgeted before, and it was more out of curiosity than embarrassment or fear. 

After getting dried and robed, Deannta aided her in her hair, which Juna assumed was going to be styled into some elaborate shape with roller manipulation. Instead it was brushed in such a way that the hair became a long mane of wavy threads of dark brown softness; an inescapable feeling when it fell upon Juna’s back. Complete, Juna was introduced to the makeup selection; honestly that surprised her more than the choices her suitor selected for she didn’t normally wear it, and the makeup she did was during the ten years she was Queen. As the colors were applied it wasn’t Royal Nubian in scope but in many ways it conveyed a dark production of rule. It wasn’t a lot, but it was profound; dark purple on the lips, dark eyeliner, an unusual gold in color fingernail polish and a skin moisturizer that heightened her all ready tan complexion with a sheen that glowed a little when the light was right; not bright light, however, but in a dull array to betray her within the confines of a dark room, the kind of setting reserved for a romantic, candlelight like evening.
Finally they moved to the dressing room, where Cessa was there to greet them both having finished the preparations in the meal. Her appearance startled Juna; Cessa was dressed in all black but wore a pure gold feminine mask that covered all of her face save for her eyes; the shadows of the mask concealed her blue orbs. In the dark only the polished surface of the precious metal would betray her presence, a dark and very gothic presentation when Cessa, and presumably Deannta would be dressed the same, came forth hidden within the shadows, like a headless golden, ghostly apparition. Despite these interesting developments, Juna was more intrigued than fearful.

Cessa took charge for a moment while Deannta disappeared and showed Juna her evening gown. It was at that moment in time Juna became a little scared. In some ways it was no different than the wears of the Yaltmas, but it stayed with the ‘revelation’ theme Magus Prophet had emphasized over and over to her in clothing as well as in words. The differences were that profound; when she was dressed, Juna Rapier was going to look like a dark, ruling goddess. The more she examined it, the more scared she got, and the more tantalized with curiosity she became with all that was going to occur. Tonight was not just going to be a romantic dinner it was going to be a nerve-testing thrill ride.
For starters the dress itself, once she slipped into it, was more an engineer’s dream than a fashion designers masterpiece in her blushing opinion. It was long, soft, flowing around the legs, frayed sleeves around the wrist with up to the fingernail-gloves and tight on the torso, and for the sake of the torso and for her dignity it had to be tight; on purpose, from her naval on up and not ending until it reached the small of her back on the other side, going over her shoulders and around her neck, the ultra soft and formfitting fabric was cut and removed to expose a great deal of her flesh, exposing more than just her cleavage in the process. Juna was shocked at the erotic purpose of the dress; she imagined herself sneezing, and with the cut pattern the way it was she feared both breasts would just pop out; more like exploded out because of the slight feel of resistance; a fight between flesh and fabric. As it stood the fabric of the dress seemed to have an intentional purpose after all other than to define every aspect of her shape as it kept her ‘defining feminine virtues’ from doing what she feared. 
But all that was beside the point; all anyone – actually she rethought that; all Prophet – had to do to get a little more personal with any touching was just reach out and touch; and since she was practically naked thanks to the cut, it would take very little effort to liberate the rest of her from it. The clincher, the very thing that would have made the dress more a large piece of covering cloth than a dress, would have been a more see through material. Instead the fabric was as deep and dark as black could get. Outside her embarrassment and the situation when she saw herself in the mirror, Juna had to admit she inherited her Mother’s trait of looking good in black. Honestly the gown was more suited for Naressa Rapier; with the section of cloth removed, it would have shown the tattoo of the black rose between her bosoms and the vine system that curled back and forth across her stomach on its way straight down past her naval perfectly.
More suited…for a woman.

Oh how that bothered Juna to think that as slipped on the undergarment set under the skirting – the only undergarments. As her friends began to add the ornaments – polished gold jewelry around her wrists and neck - she found herself in a rationalization paradox of herself. Only over a week ago she told Muriel back on Coruscant that she wasn’t a little girl anymore, and here she was now wishing she was still little in order to avoid what she was wearing. 

Relax Juna heard herself think. If you think the worse will happen, then it will happen. She easily found herself relaxing after she thought that, a saying she heard herself say to so many so many times; a piece of advice given to her from many people in many forms. It helped through the process to think that way as it related to how so far up to now Prophet had been in every way a good man. He pushed but he relented when he pushed too much, too far. He violated her space at times, but he was ready to apologize and never gave a lame excuse. Given her states of dress the last day or so he had never taken advantage of it. She firmly believed he wasn’t going to do something rash tonight.
Then came the naval charm; Juna’s hopes vanished faster than water in a glass under the high noon suns of Tatooine. 
First, though, was the hard, crown-like hair piece that wrapped around her head and forced her long, thick locks into a cape-like presentation with a cold fire emerald and gold pendant that dangled from the front of the crown down upon her forehead, centered between her eyes. Then Cessa brought out the naval charm, and at first Juna thought it was going to be a matching necklace until Cessa placed the very large main piece perfectly in her belly button – she was an ‘innie’ not an ‘outtie’ – and the freshly dressed Deannta took the gold chains and wrap them around Juna’s petite waist, locking in the back. 
It was a Prayer Stone. Juna never seen one, but it seemed to befit the description of one she read about briefly going through the SON disk as it pertains to Vhinphyc religious customs; one of the subjects she didn’t read thoroughly in detail. However she knew enough about the Path religion to take a good, educated guess; since such a stone was meant to be used to focus outside spiritual energy, and since she had a Garden of Life by gender default, there seemed to be a blatant hope on Prophet’s behalf that there was going to be something other than desert after dinner.
Juna didn’t stop the process. There was part of her that was screaming for her to stop, to break her word with Prophet about dinner if this was how he wanted things to be, to rip and tear everything off and hide, or demand sternly that she wanted to wear something else.

Then there was the majority, the thoughts that ruled over the minority opinion, the so-called upper class of her thinking that oppressed the poor feelings. Those thoughts had long accepted Magus Prophet’s better intentions, his attitude, and the respect he gave her in spite of the wears he more or less made her wear, but she had to admit that she went along before on Faradi’s insistence. This was viewed in two different ways; Juna knew she had to play along to get close to Prophet, and to do so in order to kill him, and…
And…

Oddly…

Juna trusted him. She trusted that he wouldn’t pressure her to do something. Honestly, truthfully, he hadn’t. Other than being in a room where she couldn’t leave Prophet never told her no, never told her what she could and could not do, and in all the time, in all the opportunities he had, he never once forced himself on her; their physical contact was light, perhaps too close at times, but it never went beyond casual. And she never told him, really, no.

Perhaps I’m wearing another artifact she reasoned as she was shown to a small room, left alone to contemplate matters further, ignoring the fact that Cessa and Deannta left her and closed the door behind her, darkening the room. He’s really hung up on the past if this is what it is. I doubt he’s becoming a reverend again. She crossed her eyes after she thought that one. Okay, he’s obsessive…but nice. She shook her head, and for a moment her own perils were forgotten, such as her state of dress. What am I thinking? Force, I’m so confused. She closed her eyes and thought Get a grip, Juna Rapier. He isn’t trying anything funny tonight. Wait! Now wait a parsec, what is this poodoo! Oh, pelican droppings, I AM NOT…FEELING SORRY FOR HIM!
Juna sighed and kept her eyes close, gesturing to herself and no one else in particular. The dress…which is clearly naughty in its insinuation…is just that, a dress. So are the heels. She moved her feet to test her balance; they were very high, higher than she ever wore heeled shoes before and had before her thought rant wondered how she maintained balance. All of it, it’s just on me for his amusement. She frowned; just what kind of an amusement? Well…that’s true. Still…I should be properly dressed for a formal dinner.
She opened her eyes and said aloud, “Just exactly what kind of dinner would someone like me have to wear something like this?” She shook her head. “No. No, he’s obsessive, but…but he isn’t…hmmm…pushy or over the top with it. It’s only going to be dinner. That’s it! So far he’s dressed me in…similar fashions and nothings happened. He’s been good about that. Why change now?” 

Juna looked around, and realized, “Why in the hell is it so dark in here? Cessa? Deannta?”

There was a loud swoosh in front of her, the silhouette of a opening door betrayed by the faint yellow-orange light that chased it upward. Juna took one look before she moved…and couldn’t move because of the sight before her.

“Oh……my……god.”

Before her, in the next room, was the source of the illumination in the form of floating, single thick stem candles. Not just a handful by the door, not just a few in regular intervals, but practically an ocean of them, providing a steady stream of primitive light. Juna stepped out very slowly, again briefly marveling in the fact she maintained her balance in the shoes she wore, and looked all around to find candlelight figuratively being the only surroundings she could see; like stars in the night, they literally stretched out in the black for eternity, infinity, and for a very long ways; there were faint glows, barely seen, many of them, she thought were miles away from her. It was an illusion everything was; an old fashion optical kind created by the environment and not some hologram or through the Force; effective, giving Juna many impressions; one being that she was a goddess among the stars of the universe, she could go to any one of the flames and view them like souls, or snuff them out with a single, blowing kiss. The illusion was so effective it played tricks on her mind and eyes, and when she looked up and looked down all she saw was more candles, more distant flames, more specks of gentle, romantic light.
It was spellbinding.

She put a gloved hand to her chest and whispered again, “Oh my god.” She shook, but she didn’t know why. Fear? Shock? Anger? What was she feeling that caused her to shake? Trepidation? Flattery? What was she thinking? What was she doing?

The door closed with a soft but notable thud that snapped Juna out of her candlelight trance just a little. She took a deep breath to calm herself, inhaling the scent of burning candle wax and realizing that this was no nightmare, no dream, and no fairytale; she was wwwwwwwwwaaaaaaaaaayyyyyyy over her head. This whole situation was so far over anyone’s head one needed a flood light in order to see it with electrobinoculars. No one, especially her, could even begin to attempt some type of foolishness with trying to deal with a psychosis of this unholy magnitude. Treading lightly had a whole new meaning, and with her figuratively imagined lead boots for feet keeping her from moving all there was missing was the dare for her to walk with those imagined weighty footwear on the cracked egg shells that was this very delicate situation. 
Before her, the candles parted away, floating away from an imagined centerline that began at Juna’s feet on their little repulsorlift generators until they formed a defined path for her to walk.
Someone was daring her to walk.

Unable to go back, Juna walked down the – dare she thought it – the E-lightened path; when she got nervous, and when there just wasn’t enough clothing to grab onto and tug, Juna made goofy observations of things; it made her feel normal, or apart of something in the environment so she wasn’t so out of place. Just as the candles stretched on endless so did she walk; an eternity it seemed to her, and so much so she thought of many silly things; so many she ran out.
The timing was perfect, though; her path ended, and before her was a large area of darkness that was bordered by a circle of candles, but there wasn’t enough of them to light the rest of the way. Therefore Juna assumed this was where she was to stop, perhaps wait. She did so with the feeling of trepidation now. She felt totally naked now as the low light was not enough to aid her view into the darkness. She felt eyes upon her, and worse they seemed to be in the small flames; an impossibility that wasn’t at all farfetched given how this all increased her blood pressure.
She really couldn’t take it anymore. To stop herself from crying, she said, “Where are you?”

Somewhere, out in the shadows, Prophet’s voice boomed, “Everywhere.” 

It made her gasp as the sound bounced around the amphitheater-like environment. He said, “And even then my eyes cannot take in all that is you. You are beyond magnificent. Beyond any notion of forever, for your beauty is endless. If I could make it so, only the stars would shine upon you so everyone can see you, and only you, in the sea of darkness.”

Juna chuckled nervously, looked around, and said, “If you did that, I would need a lot of sunscreen. You wouldn’t want me to get sunburn with all that light now, would you?” There wasn’t a response right away. “Right?”

A deep rumble – low, grumbling, undefined – danced across the flames and caused them to flicker all around Juna; Prophet got the joke. “Indeed. I promise if it does come to that.”
Juna smirked a little, but it faded away. He asked, “Are you afraid?”

“Yes,” she whispered, looking around again with only her eyes. “Please. I don’t want to play this game. Not like this.”

“Of course,” he said. 

A quiet but just audible rattling noise caught Juna’s ears and brought her head up to stare at the ceiling; something was moving above her, beyond the perceived metal plating.

“How so long I have waited,” boomed Prophet, “for the playing field to be leveled.”

She still didn’t quite understand it. The candles around her in front of her flickered to bring her attention down. The next row of candles did the same and the next after that; as if something was coming.

It finally reached Juna, and Juna sucked in a great, shocked breath as her body tightened up, her muscles locking her upright as a fire poured into her body and burned everything. Parts of her body were more on fire than others, and those flames attached themselves to her mind, flowed into her eyes and ears. The last thing she remembered in reality was her choking out a sound of…
The candles were replaced by moments of the past; ghosts of the written history. In what was in truth a second over a hundred years swirled around Juna, like clouds obeying the will of the epicenter of a hurricane. And Juna was the eye of the storm, and unwilling eye that gave her no choice but to see everything around her, giving her no chance or choice. It was there, and then it was gone, and there was something before her. Memories they were, mental investments in knowledge and learning, and all the feeling and emotions that went with them. 

Amongst the white, bright clouds of memories that whipped contrails and slipstream tattle tails around Juna, Magus Prophet cut through the whirling clouds unaffected by them; all this was in Juna’s mind, not really in reality. Still the energy acknowledged his presence, and his mass cut into the slipstream, causing the clouds to wrap around his form. He was nearly dressed the same as she was but in all black; the same cut existed in the middle of his torso to expose his muscular chest and stomach, but no gold ornaments save for the trinket that dangled from crown – just like hers – between his eyes.
Juna watched him slowly approach her, and that prompted her to bring herself to focus. It was hard even though she had to the tools to do it. There was so much, so much, so much that touched her and it opened all the flood gates of her emotions and thoughts; it was pressurized river water being released by a levee, and she was the engineer trying to close it back up. It was hard, so hard.

Prophet finally showed expression other than indifference, and slowly reach out, leaning a bit to his right…

She was, prospectively, a small boy compared to HIS mother; His eyes only came up to her hand, and He looked at it as his mother held it with firm love. There was a quickened pace in their steps, but He was able to keep up despite His childish gait. He was a child, a pup, and He did not quite understand things yet like the adult things that adults do. The adult world to Him was strange, particularly in His surrounding environment; the mothers, and there were a lot of them, were surrounded and protected by large males that were not their husbands, nor were they the fathers of the children the mothers had. Has He understood it such genders at adult level intermingled, spoke to one another, and had families. Not here; males carried weapons; the females carried children in arms or by hands; the children carried the burden of listening to them both and staying out of the way.
His mother let go of His hand as they reached the children’s play area and told Him to go join the others, a mixed brand of pups and kits, here all under the age of low learning. She loved Him, always. He never gave it another thought how she said it as He began to pass by the other mothers. Strange; all the mothers had differences, just slight ones usually found in age or in states of pregnancy, but they all looked the same. When they smiled at Him passing by, they all wore the same smile His mother just gave him moments ago, all on the same faces, all with the same feeling of pure emotion. He brooded mostly, intent on looking back at His mother and reading her lips as she joined the others at the door, speaking words that were unheard save for her sad but determined face.

It must be done.

The eldest of the look alike mothers nodded her head somberly, looked towards one of the still pregnant mothers in the group, and suddenly the mother doubled over, stumbling into a male and making funny sounds through her hard breathing mouth. As she clutched at him and as he tried to help her, He watched His mother stroll casually by the scene and down the hall, vanishing momentarily around a corner. There was a commotion, and suddenly she was being escorted back by two males and all involved did not look happy. 

He would have went back to playing if He did not take into account the fact that the eldest female looked at Him, smiled weakly, and slipped past the males with something in her hands; the eldest had grabbed something in that distracting moment of time from one of the unsuspecting males. She vanished, and the scene calmed down to a simmer. Suddenly there was a whale of sirens, and just as the males began to react the mothers as one began to grab at them; just grab them, to prevent their progress. It was a mad scramble of hysteria for the males were determined to answer the strange alarm and at the same time uncertain what to do about the revolting mothers with their children only a handful of feet away. The alarm seemed to get louder and louder, and so did the males angry shouts.

His world became a bone jarring blur, followed by a purplish flame that just tore through the floor of their home. He lost Himself under the rubble, but there was inside of Him a feeling like no other, one of great fear and death immeasurable. He heard His mother screaming in His mind…

In her mind…

It was her mind.

Juna choked out a sigh of relief, but it came to an end as the waves of feelings washed all over her body like a warm, relaxing massage. Her ears popped, her throat became clearer, her eyes became sharp, high definition sensors that picked up the smallest of details, and her flesh tingled with an energy that aided her other senses in confirming a few things that were considered illusionary. 
First and foremost, Juna could feel the Force. It felt like her body had been numbed for a long time, as if circulation had been cut off and now blood flowed and caused her sensitive body to ache as an aftereffect. 
The other was very profound; Juna was hugging Magus Prophet.

Or rather, Magus Prophet had caught her from falling. All the while, after he had commanded the ysalamiri shield to withdraw from the room, he watched everything play out. He could see the Force, or rather the Force Juna had to rely on, go towards her like daylight as the neutron terminator passed by her. Juna’s body then locked up tight, causing her muscle fibers to come out from their hiding places, and in a few seconds she appeared ready to pass out from the psionic overload. Prophet was quick to move, and he encountered a considerable amount of resistance in that short time; the Force was literally that thick in the room, as thick as water and Prophet truly believed a Blank Slate would have seen the energy. As it was explained to him by Pern so long ago, and as he saw himself through the Force even then on Vhanba, Juna’s body was like a electromagnetic power regulating conduit; an incredible amount of the Force, more than her own powerful presence, went towards her, through her, and was complied and stored within her. In his opinion someone like that had to either be in control of themselves at all times or was born to control it without real input; regulation on a primal, instinctive level; as Pern said it best a natural born Force user. 

Ten years ago on Vhanba, however, bucked the theory. Unbeknownst to him at the time in regards to how she perceived the Force through touch, Prophet had escorted then 8 year old Juna through the falling ash that resulted from the great burning of Vhinphyc bodies. The ash, carrying the Force signatures of the dead - and at times the burning alive – fell like a heavy snow and it overwhelmed her, causing her to go into Force enhanced shock.

Prophet had thought about that for a long time and theorized based on Juna’s level of Force usage all the time’s he had been around her that the Black Rose had never shown her anything, never showed her how to control her natural abilities. It made sense based on one fact: the Dark Side. Juna’s mother never wanted her daughter to embrace her natural darkness. The first true step down the Dark Path really began with a Force user when, for the first time, they discovered they had the Force; from that point on their lives are changed forever. It was a true concept of thinking that could not be argued; all one had to do was look at the struggles of a Jedi Knight with themselves to see it was true.
In Juna’s case she never embraced her natural self, her dark self; she was indeed a natural born creature of darkness; the idea that no one was born evil was, through Juna, a benign concept. She eventually learned control but more out of pure thought, demanding that she constantly thought to maintain control. Such mental control was a daunting task for even an old, wise man, especially when one factored in the Force and the way Juna was in it. If her thinking lifestyle was more circular, if she were a Jedi that absolutely secluded herself from the rest of the thinking, free willed universe, then the odds of absolute control were in her favor. Instead she was in a free thinking environment, one in which she had to be submissive to the rules of society and to the loose mindedness of politics. This let emotions govern her common sense at times. This showed she had really no control over herself if she was every bombarded by a massive amount of Force supplied data.
Enter the ysalamiri.

Prophet was not foolish; Juna was not going to submit to him so willingly, and breaking her like Pern did only diminished her power. He didn’t want that; he wanted a whole Juna in both power and will; he didn’t want a mind numb servant, he wanted a wife and a mother. In order to accomplish it though he had to show her the way without being directly forceful, and do so in which she realized all this was done for her, and for the right reasons. He couldn’t do that if she was so hell bent on wanting to kill him; the mindset would give her a brick wall of mental protection so strong it could withstand a mental version of a nuclear blast. The first purpose of the ysalamiri was clear; to negate her powers. As proven on the Nubian ship this effected Juna on a personal, psychological level; in the years she had been using the Force, and her confidence in her abilities approved, and she felt that as long as she felt it he couldn’t harm her; thanks to Pern raping her mind, Juna was sold on the concept that the Force would always protect her. With it removed from the thought equation it left Juna perplexed, and physically disorientated. So imbedded the Force was in her natural being it was, literally, like she lost a limb or the ability to see or hear or speak when in the negation field.
Prophet moved into phase two, which was the distracting thought processes. He had to keep her from focusing, from gathering her wits. So, he made her think. It was too easy for they had so much in common and Juna had this unrelenting passion for learning; it was her only vice, her fetish, but the only gratification she got from it was more at the level of philosophy and importantly the truth than any form of sensory pleasure. He had this feeling that she was a natural thinker, and in order for her mother to distract Juna from using the Force many thinking obstacles were put in her way. 

The common factor was the x-factor, for he knew like any other Force user Juna would have feelings of being tied to something she isn’t really aware of like her ancestral past; feelings that she may have been somewhere before, or she knew a language she never learned how to speak in her life. Their lives were very much the same, and by looking into her eyes he could see she was understanding it; the more she understood him, the more the doors of lies in her life opened up to reveal the bound and gagged truth that was struggling to get out.

Prophet, though, needed insurance that it would all take, and the second purpose of the ysalamiri came into effect. Given that her mental defenses improved he theorized that Juna would not have been so easily caught off guard even with everything he put against her; on some level, subconsciously perhaps, there was going to be a reminder of why she was here, why she hated him, and what she had to do. To combat it along with everything else, Prophet touched her, and by doing so pumped much of his feelings and emotions into her as much as possible. Without the Force Juna could not detect the deception, and unlike Vhanba where the ash was washable this was pure energy that absorbed into her soul, containing his pure self: his malice, his cruelty, his point of view in life, and above all else his undying love for her; the last the strongest of all the emotions, and when she recovered she will not help herself to only empathically feel him – to some degree she all ready was, but now so more than ever – and feel loved, worshipped, and she would be unable to deny the power of it.
And what a power; first the resistance, and the sea of candles nearly being blown out by an invisible breeze. 

And he was there to catch her from her fall, just as he promised in the letter he sent her. He had, as promised, claimed her soul.

CHAPTER 96.1

Juna took in another breath, and although she had her bearings she still felt woozy, like she performed an endless stream of barrel rolls. She realized then that she was secure in Prophet’s arms, and realized that the Force was with her. She blinked disbelievingly even as his hand slipped under her chin and slowly lifted her head so he could look upon her. All this time nothing bothered Juna more than what was transpiring, and yet she just couldn’t seem to protest.
Prophet smiled and spoke in that cherished tones of his. “I knew you were missing something from the ensemble.” His thumb rubbed her chin, as he admired her greatness. “Now, no words can be found to give testament to your Goddess virtues.”

Juna blinked some more, trying to gain some bearing mentally. When she did, she only found…appreciation for what he said. “T-Thank you.”

“We are no longer afraid?”

“We?” Juna had to really think; were they both afraid, or was she? Then again why would they be? What were they afraid of? She shook her head to clear it, and also said, “No. I mean, yes we’re no longer afraid.”

“Then you must be starving. Come.”

Juna’s body stiffened suddenly as Prophet moved to her right to escort her like a gentleman to wherever it was they were going to have dinner. Her warm body, and oh was it so warm, seemed to respond to his words and touches in ways that were alien to her. It caused her to tingle, and the tingling felt both good and in some ways wrong. 

“Wait,” she finally demanded as they walked a few steps. She looked at him and said, “I-I don’t understand.” He waited for a follow up. “You’re letting me feel the Force.”
He frowned a little at her. “And you think that is wrong of me to have done so?”

She wanted to say something, paused, and fretted a little as she tried to come up with a response based on what was going on. Unfortunately, she didn’t know what was going on. Her hand found her chest as she tried to understand it. “I just…I just don’t get it.”
Prophet nodded and said, “I did it because I trust you.”

Somehow that didn’t seem that far of a stretch. “Hell of a gamble.”

“Why do you say that?”

Again Juna closed her mouth as she tried to get herself together. She was finding out fast that, realistically, she was together or as much together as she was going to get. It was alien…but then again it wasn’t. Something changed…and yet it hadn’t. She couldn’t explain it…and yet, yes, she could.

The back of his hand caressing her face from right temple down to jaw brought her out of her quiet debate. He said, “I trust you with my life. I would like you to trust me just the same. With the Force, I believe you will find it easier to believe it so.” 

Juna was just perplexed even more, trying to rationalize that; wasn’t she here to kill him? What just happened? Why was it happening?
“Let’s get some hot food into you, Juna,” Prophet said with an encouraging tug of his arms around her body as he led her by her side; only yesterday it would have made her feel uncomfortable, now she seemed relaxed. “You will feel better. Perhaps your detachment from the Force for so long has some side effects.”
“O-Okay,” Juna said shakily, finding herself grateful that he was there to help her walk; she wasn’t quite sure she had any balance and with the high heel shoes she wore she wasn’t going to explore that avenue so soon.
As they walked, Prophet used the Force to open a path for them to walk, moving the candles aside. After a few moments they arrived before an opening among the sea of flames, and before them was a spread of grandeur; a long table filled with food in various states of preparedness from hot to warm to cold. As figured, Cessa and Deannta could barely be seen as they waited on either side of the table in the shadows, their gold masks presences betraying them so; if anything, they were not there and that was the whole point of their dress. The full masks and their mute silence made them statues as they stood by, and when they did it would be like silent servant droids.
Their table was not far from the food table. It was half the size, made out of a smokey amber and highly polished wood with two matching chairs, a more traditional sterling silver candle display in the center to bathe the scene with ten burning red, long stem candles. One of the chairs pulled out on their approach – Prophet’s doing – and helped Juna sit. Prophet let go…

Juna suddenly felt very alone when he let go, and her slightly quickened breath picked up a little more speed, boarding on low level panic. There was a fear there, not of one where the visions would come back but that he would not touch her again. She was enjoying his touch, and she wanted him to continue so she could get used to it more. She never questioned why that was so; she was too busy worrying how far he was going to be seated from her. She realized that they wouldn’t be touching one another while they ate. It became an imperative that he sat close.

Prophet did as she hoped; he sat in the only remaining chair, adjacent to her on her left side. Settled, he looked at her and asked, “Are you all right?”
“Hmm? I’m fine,” she lied. Wordlessly Cessa – and Juna knew because she could feel her familiar presence in the sand storm – placed a tall stem glass of water before her. Juna grabbed it and drank it all in one, slow shot. All it did really, as she threw her head back, was expose her reddening chest, which the scarlet telltale wrapped themselves around her open breasts for Prophet to eye with great interest.
Disappointed that the water didn’t work, she said in frustration, “What do you have planned for me to eat, since everything else is your idea.”

“I think you will enjoy it,” he said gently, nodding towards the Yaltmas to begin serving. He grabbed her curling hand and said, “Relax.” When he grabbed her hand, Juna did relax before he said the word. “Everything is all right. Forget any troubles you have. Talk to me, it will help. Please, I would like you to.”
“Because of my voice,” asked Juna.
“No, I would like to talk about you. Learn more about you.”

She smirked at him as the Yaltmas began setting plates down in front of them, causing Prophet to let go. The smirk faded from her face as the nervousness came back, entering her voice as she spoke. “Don’t you know everything about me?”

He looked at the vanishing Yaltmas briefly, causing Juna to get just a tad upset that his eyes were no longer on her. His mismatched gaze returned before he faced her, taking in the reaction before he responded to her question. “Not everything. As they say ‘why believe second hand information when you have the source of your inquire right here before you?’” Prophet gestured with his head towards the apparitions. “What do they know of your private dreams? Of your most intimate thoughts. How could they know what it is like to be you, my Goddess?”

Juna blushed when he said that, along with the way he looked her over so careful when he spoke. At the same time her body buzzed with a growing, unknown energy, causing her to smile just a little, but deep inside she was savoring the title Prophet bestowed upon her. It made her think of the Prayer Stone in her bellybutton, and the thoughts associated with the stone tantalized her in a dark, romantic way…
She came back down from the summit and said quickly, “It can’t all be about me.”

“Very well,” he said in agreement. “Then let us both be very open. You ask me anything, I will ask you anything. Is that fair?”
Satisfied, she nodded and glanced down at her plate, a shiny platter consisting of a good size steak, mergus sprouts, mashed gineru and a patch of hemende. The steak appeared to be dewback in nature, but with the red, succulent moisture on the surface of her meat an idea began to churn in the dark recesses of her imagination. It prompted her to ask, “Who’s this, Ensign Victim?”

Prophet cut his sudden burst of laughter short; it came out like a loud growl. With a committed straight face he said, “Cade Hooley.” 
Juna’s face fell a little as she looked back down at the very piece of meat she was pointing at. Then she looked back up and noted his growing sly smile and his very quiet chuckle. As Deannta sat a basket of bread down, Juna grabbed a roll and threw it at Prophet with a smile and a frowning brow. “Oh…you’re bogue! Teasing me like that.”

“I thought you would like to be teased,” Prophet mused as his chuckle faded away. “Do you like to be teased?”

She was in the process of accepting a linen napkin to lap on her lap and was caught off guard by the question. Juna realized what she just agreed to only moments ago; an open discussion; a very open, very liberal, very private, and very intimate discussion. Before she would have had a problem with that, but it was hard to deny it now. What should have bothered her was the question, in how it was supposed to be answered due to context: just exactly what was he asking?
“What do you mean,” she asked politely, nervously.

“Some people don’t mind being accosted by their peers,” he said. “Accosted?”
“Ah. Well…um…accosted is a little hard. If you mean playfully hazed and make fun of, then not really.”

“Then forgive me for my error. I didn’t mean to make you feel low.”

Juna shook her head and said, “It’s all right. Sometimes you have to consider the moment.” She grabbed her silverware. “I mean there’s nothing wrong in pointing out the error of someone’s way if he or she is a friend.”

Prophet smiled and said, “I consider you to be such a friend.”
“Why?” she asked bluntly.

“You know so much about me.” 

She sat there for a few moments as that sunk in, brining up everything she saw when the Force came back to her. “You…may think I do, but I don’t really.” She quickly looked at her food again and said, “This looks good. Shouldn’t let it get cold.”

Prophet nodded, and didn’t press. Somewhere in Juna’s recesses she was thinking the worst when he didn’t follow up on her change of subject, and she began to wonder just a little if this wasn’t some plan of his; how else could she explain her feelings right now. She ran her knife and fork together a few times, all the while using the Force to first exam herself, primarily her clothing. She imagined that she had been drugged through some very espionage-like means. She considered microscopic slivers that had been dipped in a potent concoction of truth serum embedded in the gold jewelry she wore and with one scratch she would be injected. Or, even more elaborate but not farfetched, a special fabric epidermal patch woven in her clothing or even the dress fabric laced with a mood altering drug that is released by body heat. How would she really know if she couldn’t feel the Force before hand?
But it was only her imagination; there was nothing she could sense in the dress or the jewelry. If she were drugged, so would have been her senses. Afterwards, she felt guilty for doing what she had done, and looked towards Prophet to find him oblivious to what she had done; he was busy pouring a dark liquor into the mediums size bulb wine glass from a dusty covered glass bottle. The only oddity in the Force she could get a grasp on, and it was barely by the fingertips, was how she interpreted Prophet through the Force. Beneath the…the…she had a hard time deciphering her emotions…her impressions of him…the attractiveness(!) in the Force there seemed to be different, diverse impressions, individual signatures that were faint and far as cooling stars. She could feel them in her soul, a stir of echoes that bounced in her head along with all the memories she had absorbed from him; one of them even felt like the late Admiral Hooley, but she couldn’t be for certain; all she heard was a name. Like the Overlord before him, Prophet seemed to be a reaper of wayward souls as well, and Juna could only eerily imagine that he claimed them through the consumption of their mortal forms. In doing so he had become their warden in an inescapable prison; in some way just like her, only that when the impressions came they haunted her, like a ghost would haunt a house.
Juna fought the urge for a second, and finally said, “I’m sorry. I don’t drink.”

Prophet only poured what amounted to as a taster’s amount into the glass and stopped. “I know. This is only to enhance the flavor of the wampa.” He sat that bottle far away from the both of them. “I promise that is all I giving you.”
She realized he meant the steak; a funny name for a creature. The thought came and went, replaced by an image in her mind that lasted only a second. It was of an artic winter wasteland, and before her was a large, white, and very hair creature with tusks, dark eyes, and a nasty temper; the animal skins she laid on and slept under the last few days were made from the same hide. At the last moment, before it faded, Juna felt her adrenaline surge as the beast before her let out a challenging roar, and with the release of biological courage, she charged the creature…

“I see,” she murmured quietly when it all came to an end. “From Hoth.”

Prophet looked at her and said, “A very cold place. Colder than Vhanba ever was during the 40 year winter days. At night; you do not want to be outside.”

“Unless you can survive such environments,” added Juna; urged by the feeling that he did, indeed, do such crazy ass things. Again, as she thought about the cold place Prophet had been, she could feel her skin practically frost from reliving the memory; embarrassingly so, it added a hardening effect on her nipples. 

Waving the memory away, she cut into her wampa steak and let the minor blood creep out of the meat; it was rare done, just a little pink and bloody. Prophet said, “Is there something wrong?”

“No,” said Juna with a wave of her hand. 

“I was told you enjoyed a little blood in your meat every now and then. Was that information gathered in error?”

Juna once in awhile did eat her meat rare. She recalled the face Cessa made when she asked for such a thing one time when Juna ate with her and Horatio in their private quarters in the Royal Palace back on Naboo a year ago. “No. No I don’t mind eating this.” To prove it she forked the piece and put it in her mouth…
Again, she was back on the frozen tundra, only this time she heard an unfamiliar noise. Turning, she saw Magus Prophet emerging from behind an ice covered rock formation, snow and ice clinging to his body and horns. He challenged, and she returned the challenge, but before she finished there was a blur of motion and she felt Prophet…

Touch her hand. Juna blinked a few times, the piece of meat still in her mouth, her mouth watering and soaking it in, and realized she was back in reality. Prophet’s hand took her mind off the confusion, and her body warmed with the tingles again. He asked, “Where were you?”

“Far away,” she said with her mouth slightly full, and she stopped talking until she chewed and swallowed her food. “I never had that happen before. The loss of so much control.”

“Wasn’t it…thrilling on some level?” he asked. “To see both perspectives. To live in that moment.”

Juna thought about it a little, looked at his hand grabbing hers, thought about herself and all the times she had contact with certain people, and had an idea. “This is a little off topic…but have you ever heard of the term Force asilamorph?” He shook his head slowly. “Well, that’s what I am. I…can feel things through the Force and assimilate them into my being. I have this feeling you…have something similar to that ability within you. In fact you said something about it earlier today.”
Prophet then nodded in understanding. “I understand now. Yes, I said I could see the things my prey had seen and experienced by consuming them.”

Juna gulped a little and said, “Yeah…that.” Still, she was so tantalized by the subject matter. “Do you…see everything? I mean,” She took a nervous bite of food after he let go of her hand, “what things do you experience?”
“Most of the time not much,” he admitted, and he began to cut his steak; cutting off a piece in one downward stroke of the knife. He stared at the forked piece. “Sometimes, it is the last moments. The feelings. The surge of power prior to the attack or counterattack, or the shock of being taken while off guard.” A tiny smile with a hint of his sharp fangs appeared on his face. “It makes it all the more stimulating.” He put the piece in his mouth and he closed his eyes. He chewed, and she watched some disappointment creep across his face. “Although, I rather enjoy it more when it is at its most fresh.”
Juna reasoned, “Because of the nuance.”

“Indeed. Things that are cooked loose it.” Prophet raised his hands as if the feeling of it all was there in them. “There isn’t anything else quite like the experience. When the meal is cooked, it changes; it is modified from its original state of existence. It…becomes a lie, a false representation of what it was once.” He looked towards her, his hand still held proudly high. “How do you feel about those things?”
Juna grabbed her wine glass and said, “You mean…about feeling things in general or feeling things specifically, like what you feel?”

He could see that she was trying to deflect some of the discussion away from certain…unseen elements. She experienced something…unique. How it made him so curious. “Both.”

She nervously smiled and took a sip from her small dribble of wine; unlike the meat she wasn’t going to have a psyche flashback, but alcohol of any kind had its effects on her. Not that she drank it all the time; just on a unique occasion of some great importance she would have nothing more than a sip. When she was eight she had a sip of some Corellian life wine and it was down right awful in taste and worse just the sip was enough to make her drunk even though the wine was not remotely potent in proof. When Cessa and Horatio got married she attended the wedding and got through one toast, but spent the rest of the following hour in her chair getting over the spinning and pounding in her mind; all from one small gulp of campaign. Juna had heard the old saying that ‘someone can’t hold their liquor’ and the person who created that saying must have been a Jedi who foresaw her shortcomings.
The sip came, and went, and just as she sat the glass down her eyes crossed a little on their own; yes sir, they were thinking of her when they made up that saying. However she did note that the next bite of meat tasted very unique and good because of it. Prophet, on the other hand, did not take another bite or drink from his glass; she realized he was still waiting for an answer.

Wiping her mouth with her napkin, Juna said, “Well, all the times I’ve had such journeys they have at times never been pleasant. But I think you know all this all ready. The letter you sent me says as much.”

“I admit that,” He said unaffected, “but what I am curious to is if you explored those moments. If you ever had the curiosity to, say, used the Force to enter the mind of an enemy fighter pilot just as you hit their fighter with the final, killing shot.” Prophet sat back. “And if so, what did you feel yourself? Did you enjoy it? Hate it?”
Appalled, she said, “I never purposely did that. What would I gain from such a thing?”

“Satisfaction that you killed someone clean and quick. That they did not suffer. That when you brought them down you did it where they felt no long lasting pain.” Prophet didn’t seem to like that philosophy, but if she held it he didn’t seem to hold it against her; then again she was like Teflon to him, nothing stuck; well, at least nothing bad in his mismatched eyes. That, of course, brought up the point; he thought a humane death was wrong when anyone else other than she did it.
“I don’t,” she finally said for the record. “It’s bad enough to feel them die, just as much as it is to have felt people I know die the same way.”

Prophet seemed to pause, choosing his words carefully. “Yet, you still fight. You still went into the battle. Why, if killing makes you feel so bad?”

“I don’t take pride in killing.”

“But you do take pride in it when it prevents the deaths of innocent people, yes?”

Juna pinched the bridge of her nose, again trying to unscramble her mind and trying to shake the feelings rolling over her body. Failing, she tiredly said in a mumble, “Yes.” She let her spoon play with the hemende. “I…I don’t like it, but sometimes as a society we have no choice. You can’t go to the bargaining table when all the other side wants is you dead and the only negotiable point is when and where you will be executed.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I lost a few hundred million votes when I hinted that in my platform stance on defense. I was the only one that filled that part out in my candidate biography. I guessed then that not everyone was going to agree with me, even most of my people.”

“But it was the truth,” said Prophet, pointing at her with his fork. “And that is why you won so convincingly. The truth is a pain-filled reality that tests the tolerance of mortals. Unlike anyone else you bared the truth, your feelings, and you showed your people that you could handle it and handle whatever pain that was going to come with. That is something special in many minds, Juna. Some cannot even handle a pinprick of the truth.” 
“Truth is pain?” Juna said in a low purr. That fascinated her, just as much as it fascinated him. Strange how that just expanded so oddly in her mind because she knew that all ready; everyone did. The truth could hurt anyone.
“Yes. You hear it in expression all the time: the painful truth - the truth hurts - the harsh reality.” Prophet ate a large piece of steak; the motion of taking it in was enough to where his teeth extended out from the gums to receive it. He chewed the piece with mouth closed at least three times and his once full mouth was now free of speak after one swallow. “We can be…sadomasochistic when it comes to the truth. We could hurt people with the truth, or we can be hurt by it; either way, there is a want for that you would think is unhealthy. Hypothetically, people know a truth about themselves, they know it and they deny it, or they know it and someone else points it out to them anyways. Do you wonder why those people put themselves in a position of denial?”
Juna shrugged her shoulders again. “Because they can’t handle the truth.”

“They cannot handle the pain that comes with the truth. Or in some cases they want that pain, making no attempt to truly resolve it.” Prophet set his fork down, reached over and grabbed her free hand. “In some way some beings are like that to some level; again, it is what they can tolerate. What they can handle.” 
“That is why lying is so easy,” reasoned Juna.

Prophet nodded his head and added, “Lying is a weakness in everything. It is nothing more than denial, and a strategy to buy time.”

Juna found herself going to her wine glass to sip some wine again. Some of this was still totally what she never expected from Prophet even though for days – weeks if she counted the Letter and months and years if she counted the drawings – he had expressed his desire for the truth; that he lived in it, by it, and used it in everyday life. And she could feel that from him through his hand. 
Still, she proposed to him, “Speaking of strategy, what about the art of deception? Isn’t that like a lie?


Prophet smiled and said, “A very grand point you make.” He leaned towards her, and Juna found herself a bit in a trance when he did; one that promoted a feeling of being safe and cared for, not one of fear. “It is if you do not believe your enemy is capable of lying, and it turns out they are. However when you know the mind of your opponent, and if you know they are cleverly deceptive, then truthfully they are not liars now are they? You know what they are capable of.”

Her mouth working around briefly, she said, “Do you think I am such a being?”

“Yes,” he said honestly. “Because like I you have been a victim of a lie.”

Juna tugged her hand away from him and said dryly, “I see. I guess we’re all victims of something.”

“No Juna. Just you and I.”

That was profoundly bold. Juna said, “If you’re suggesting that an elaborate lie orchestrated against me like yours then…then really you are just being hypothetical.”

Prophet seemed to note how close he hit home and…backed off. “Perhaps you are right. I can only go by my experience.” He sat back in the chair, looked towards Cessa, and in moments she had another thick wampa steak on his plate. “An elaborate lie cannot work unless the victim of it denies that truth that it is covering up.”
When he said that, Juna felt herself get fidgety again and wanted him to hold her hand to calm her. At the same time she despised him because it was so unfair of him to say that; she knew he wasn’t using the Force, and yet he was hitting so close to the mark he didn’t need a guidance system to find her most private thoughts, and also that a person willingly denies the truth…
She fidgeted more and her throat got dry. She looked across the table and asked, “Can I please have some more wine? My throat’s dry.”

Deannta went to comply, but Prophet waved her off. He looked at Juna and shook his head. “I promised you that I wouldn’t let you have more than you all ready have had. Would you have me go back on my word?”

Juna snapped her mouth shut; this entire situation was smecking frustrating. She wanted to be left alone; she wanted to be touched. She wanted the truth; she didn’t want it. She wanted to talk; she didn’t want to talk. She wanted some smecking wine, damn it, and who the hell was he to say what she wanted; she wanted him to keep his good and honesty word, and not have her tell him different. 
She wasn’t in denial. She kept telling herself that.

“Would you like some more dinner?” Prophet’s voice broke through her thoughts. “Or would you like dessert instead?”
She let out a sigh after she almost said ‘I want you to tell me what I want to know because I can’t tell myself’. Quietly, she said, “Dessert would be fine.” Deannta took her bare plate away, leaving a bare spot for her eyes to stare at. After a few moments she said, “Thank you.” Juna looked upped, and there he was just admiring her. “Given how I am acting, I don’t think more alcohol is the answer.”

“I think it’s more the subject matter we are covering,” Prophet said after another bite of meat. “Emotions tend to run high in philosophic debates, more than anyone cares to acknowledge. A change of subject is in order.”
“Maybe we should just be quiet for a bit,” said Juna adamantly, close to raising her voice above normal to say it. “Just to cool off.”

“Very well,” he said, and looked up. “Speaking of cooling off.”


Juna followed his eyes, and her eyes locked hard on something that made her mouth water; a soft and wet chocolate amore, a sinful confection from Devoria that consisted with nothing else but chocolate in different states. A smile played briefly on her face; it had been a very long time since she had anything chocolate, and the hard fudge bricks, the whipped sweet ice chocolate, and the dripping slick that was the heated chocolate covering was calling her name so loudly it drowned out her worries.

“I see your concentration would be else where anyways,” Prophet joked. “I have been around females enough to know to never interrupt their private indulgences.”

Juna shushed him and waved her hands at him to keep quiet and said, “Quiet, you’re interrupting.” And it was large, large enough to keep them both quiet for a long time, but nothing she couldn’t handle stomach wise. Graciously taking the dessert spoon from Deannta, she dove right into with near angry gundark enthusiasm, yumming when the contents blended so heavenly together in her mouth.

Eventually with such a delightfully decadent delicacy Juna could not keep the mess off her forever. She spooned up a spoon full of hot fudge chocolate from around the ice cream and it spilled just as she leaned forward to put it in her mouth. It made contact…

And she felt hit land on her skin and slid down the interior side of her right breast. Only a second elapsed between the event and her looking down, in which her face turned a shade of red so apparent no one would have thought she was tan toned. Juna set the spoon down and embarrassingly looked up…

Magus Prophet was, indeed, staring at her, and she realized since he went quiet he had been looking at her with such a keen, sharp look it made her nervous of him again. The embarrassment froze her still, and she wasn’t sure how to respond. Any other time she was certain she would have just grabbed her napkin and with some water from her glass just clean up; it threatened to drip down to her stomach at that very point in her thinking.

“I wonder if you could answer me this question, Juna,” he said suddenly, breaking her self contemplation. Without any hesitation, Prophet took his right index finger, careful with his sharp fingernail, and very provocatively halted the progress of the fudge on her body and traced its path back up. 

Very slowly.

Very methodically.

Mapping the entire route. He was a cartographer of the female form with his eyes.

“Is it true what they say,” Prophet said as he finished the trace, and pulled his finger back towards him covered in the errant fudge, “that Human females consume chocolate to curve their sexual urges in the absence of males?”

Juna was completely and utterly speechless as her body was incredibly warm with an extreme blitz of stimulating thoughts. It compounded when Prophet’s tongue came out, wrapped itself around his finger, and when finished he closed his eyes and let out a feral growl. His teeth bared in absolute satisfaction, not to mention gratification, and above all else in pleasure. Her hand came up to where he had touched her and she followed the path in minor fashion until she realized what she was doing in front of him and stopped. 
She went to say something, but he killed all conversation by saying, “My that does taste good.” Prophet opened his eyes and looked at her with such a smile it sent a jolt up her spine. “The nuance of it. No wonder why you love it so much.”

When he said that, all Juna could think about to herself was what they discussed earlier about nuances. Her imagination, far from reaching its limit and discovering new avenues of disbelief, kicked into overdrive with darkness as she truly believed he…he tasted her through the chocolate. That he knew how she felt when she ate such a thing; not that she gave it another thought, but his question before hand just startled her more than anything else and she couldn’t help to think of it as being the truth.
Juna just couldn’t say a word, and after a while overcame the fear of taking another bite of her dessert. Yet at the same time Prophet just continued to stare at her, and all those thoughts, feelings, emotions, and other banter just continued to circulate in her head.

At the same time, Juna never felt so appreciated in her entire life.

She never felt so worshipped with the way he looked at her.

She loved being worshipped she was finding out.

She never felt so alive.

She never felt so aroused. Stimulated. Provocative. Open.

And she never prayed so hard for another dish of chocolate before in her life.

CHAPTER 96.2

After dinner, there was a great deal of silence between them as Prophet led Juna to yet another part of their pad; unlike before she had the Force and knew they were, but she showed little to no interest of where she was going; at least not physically. Again Prophet did not press, and as they sat down in the long clone leather couch that faced the large, open window he gave Juna space; at least his arms reach worth. He didn’t say anything; he just stared at her from time to time, for long periods of time, while she kept to herself to sort out her thoughts. It was clear to anyone that would have been looking at them what either was doing just by their demeanor. Juna fidgeted quiet a bit and was flushed with color as the different emotions were ready to burst from her body, each one fighting to be the first to escape. Prophet’s only movement was in his eyes, his body relaxed and still as calmed waters. In passing time and in the dark behind the light field of the candles Cessa and Deannta stood in mute vigil behind them, ready to offer their services quickly as soon as the word was given by either individual. 

Over the time that passed, Juna was distracted a few times by an unforeseen nuisance she never noted before; her dress skirting had a cleverly positioned slit cut in the front that caused the dress skirting to fall open and reveal the hidden portions of her legs, particular the upper thigh were the slit cut ended just under the joining hemline. Whenever she sat with her legs together or crossed her legs, out came her black stocking covered walking limbs. And whenever that happened Prophet was looking, and blushing she would draw the thick skirting back over her legs and lay her hands on it to prevent it from falling again; in seconds she would forget, and the process would repeat.
Prophet stirred and asked, “What do you dream?”

Juna blinked a few times and turned her head towards him. “What?”

“What do you dream?”

In Juna’s mind, she had an almost true life vision play out that represented one of Prophet’s drawings of her. There he was, the boy Prophet, battered and was trying to reach reddish, healing water. He glanced up, and as he did Juna was there in all her mythical glory, an Angel with white feathery wings that curled around them both when she picked him up and carried him into the healing waters.
Shaking it away, Juna said, “I don’t have dreams.” When she said that there was some old angry points entering her mind about her dreams. There was, honestly, a relief when she said that translated in her relaxing shoulders. However, she wasn’t ready to concede what she truly meant by that. “Force users don’t dream.”

Prophet frowned. “Who dares say?”

“Force users.”

“Really? Let us see; I take it the Jedi would say such things. I see them without imagination, so easily fooled by the real reality because of it. No passion. No courage to accept who they truly are in their hearts. They are inanimate objects; of course such objects don’t dream.” He finally moved, crossing his arms in front of his bare chest. “I am a Force user. I dream. Explain to me then why I should be so unique from all the others.”

At best Juna could only offer a bad explanation. “You said so yourself today; you’re unique, Prophet. Maybe so unique you throw all the conventional wisdoms into the landfill of lies.”

“As individuals we are indeed unique, my Juna. However we share one element in common: the Force that binds us all.” Prophet then added, “That’s for starters. There are other factors that make us unique and original.” He laid his arm across the top of the couch, his fingers extending out to wrap themselves into Juna’s long locks. He played with the strands between his fingers, relishing the feel of such fine hair. “And we are so unique that there must be, in nature, another just the same. Otherwise we are forever lonely.”
Juna took note of his hand with her turning head. She said, “It is said that loneliness is what truly kills the widower. A slow death by solitude.”

“Very well put,” he said in admiration. “As I said, there are always two alike in the universe. Two with much in common despite any outer appearances in contrary. Do you think, Juna, if that is why this universe as we know it is so damaged?”

“I don’t understand.”

“Say two beings are alike, similar, created by some product of nature and destiny, and they exist out there, right now, in the populace of the universe. Two beings, born for one another, meant to be with one another. In the perfect universe they would be, and if so then of course the universe would be perfect. Do you comprehend?”

Juna thought for a moment and nodded. “You mean what if all the true soul mates were allowed to be together. All the true loves united.”
“Yes, instead of what we have now. People that only ‘sort of love’ the mates they choose. Spouses who stray from the boredom of their wrong choices, or those who choose to punish the other with growing levels of frustration through physical and mental violence; not really ending until one is dead. Parents that hate themselves and each other for they bore the children that could not finally end all the doubts in their minds. All the ills that threaten the concept of love, the very things that make it too consequential for others to try, to drive them into a corner of fear, doubt, and prevent them from conducting that all important search for the One that is their unique equal.

“I implore you to consider that, perhaps, the universe is cruel and wrong because of that very fact. The give and take, the examples out there, the ever turning and repeating cycle, of true loves not finding one another because of fears, or because of the opinions and actions of others.”

“Wow,” mumbled Juna. “That’s an abandoned well of possible truth.”

Prophet frowned just a little. “I do not comprehend.”

“Oh, I don’t mean as an insult. On Naboo there is a saying that uses an old fashion water well for a metaphor because in modern society we use pipes, pumps, reservoirs everyone shares, and so on. Hence we-.”

“Abandoned the well,” He finished. “A genius philosophical point.”

“Only if people knew what you meant by it.” Juna turned her body towards him, but when her dress skirt fell open again to expose her long legs she retreated to sitting flat on her bottom, taking care to cover up again and keep it that way. “Anyways, I say that because I do see your point. Unfortunately we couldn’t prove the positives of your theory.”
“Fact.”

“Well…yeah, I guess it would be a fact.” Juna nervously cleared her throat as Prophet continued to play with her hair in his fingers; the contact was enough to bring a lot of her burning thoughts to a cool, but the burning just seemed to increase in her body. She was comfortable around him, but not too comfortable yet with the subject matter he brought up so she went back to the original question. “Do I dream?”

“We all dream, Juna,” said Prophet matter of fact. “They day we believe otherwise is the day we allow others to convince us so. People are more jealous of one’s dreams than they are of their accomplishments, for the dreams had led them, or will lead them, to that grand goal. It is what the dreamer ultimately wants, perhaps even needs. A need that ensures their continuing existence.”

He turned his large body towards her more but kept his distance. He said, “I do know you have seen what I have seen, judging by your silence tonight. You have kept a quiet vigil to yourself, trying to make an excuse for what you have seen. You know that I have spoken the truth.”
Juna shyly said, “Yes.”

“And you live by the truth, Juna.” She nodded, and Prophet asked, “Then why do you fear it now?”

She rubbed her arms for comfort. “I’m not some Angel of Mercy. I’m not a deity. I…I am just normal person. I want to be just that. I really don’t see why you have to dream about me in such ways.” Juna looked down. “It’s worse than being viewed as an object of sex. As being part of an erotic fantasy. That’s not me. I’m not like that.” She gestured downward and upward at herself. “I…I’m not like this. I feel so…”

“Awakened?”

Juna looked at him and clamped her mouth shut hard. The feel of the material on the couch suddenly tickled her fancy on her bare back and caused a shimmer, and Prophet’s fingers in her hair became an acceptable form of flirting. 
“You were going to say yes, weren’t you,” he questioned. “There is no one here to judge you, my Desire. You do not need to be modest. There is no one to offend. Be open, express how you truly feel. I can see you want to through your eyes but you don’t know how to start. I will help you.” Prophet pulled his hand back, and Juna watched it the entire way. Folding his arms again across his chest he asked, “What WERE your dreams, Juna? What did you desire before it was all taken away from you? Did you want to do other things besides politics?”

Juna looked down again in her lap and her hands pulled on her skirting with trembling hard grips. The sound of leather being rubbed against registered in her ears, bringing only her eyes to look briefly at Prophet sliding over to her side, closer now. His arm fell across her shoulders in comfort and support, and his other hand began to pat her head from top to bottom in slow, gentle caresses. Her body responded in kind by accepting the tokens of good faith without shrugging rejection, and her mind calmed with flowing controlled anger that grew. 

Prophet said, “I am here. And I promise I will never stray away from the love I have for you. Unlike the others-.”
Juna bursts out of her seat, standing up with ease and using every inch of her height and the heels she wore to look down with Prophet with a great deal of anger on her face. She pointed at him and shouted, “OH WHAT THE HELL DO YOU KNOW! HUH? WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT MY DREAMS!” She paced around, her hands balling into fists repeatedly. “What do you know about everyone in my life selling me damaged good! You don’t! YOU DON’T!”

“Then perhaps you should explain it to me,” Prophet said calmly, unaffected by her barrage and calmly sitting down in the same position. “Help me understand.”

Juna threw her hands up with shaking anger, and then let them drop down. “You won’t understand! You can’t! But I’m going to tell you!” She closed her eyes, worked her mouth around in anger, and she started calmly. “I always wanted to live for the adventure. When all I had to dream about when I slept was some…dark side evil killing me, just nightmares, I lost myself in the daydreams that weren’t innocent but they were mine. I wanted to be a Jedi. I wanted to be a pilot, a smuggler maybe carrying something illegal for someone, or maybe one that takes orders from superiors and gain name recognition for the number of scratches I collected in battle. All my life I wanted something that was pure and purely mine!”

Prophet craned his head and said, “So who stopped you.”
Juna stood there with a falling face, her anger fighting it as well as the build up of tears. Prophet stood up and put his large hands on her trembling shoulders. “So who stopped you, Juna? Who prevented those dreams from happening? Who gave you those nightmares?”
She looked up at him and murdered out, “My mother.” She closed her eyes and sneered out to Prophet’s slow smiling delight. “That smecking bitch took every single one of my dreams away from me.” A tear dribbled down her face. “I had to live her dreams! It was her wish that I become royalty because she couldn’t. She had the perfect rebuttal to my Jedi wishes; I could do more than they could sitting on a throne than running into a battle with a lightsaber. I got to fly, but I wasn’t who I wanted to be. No, I was the leader, I was the one that has to live with the burden of losing people under me.”

She wiped her face and exhaled, “And you’re right, sometimes I wondered why the frak I cared for those people that put themselves in trouble in the first place. It’s like they have no common sense! If they had common sense, or if they just once listened to it, they would have never gotten hurt or killed!!” She let out a strained whimper. “I-I couldn’t say that! It was the truth, but I couldn’t say that! I had to live with the fact that I was in position of power, granted to me by politics. I-I w-was always honest, or I thought I was. But I wasn’t all the time because I never expressed what was really on mind, just as I didn’t try to explore what I wanted to do!”
“Do not be so hard on yourself because of it, Juna,” said Prophet as she struggled a little to breathe. Her tears rained down her face in a stream of frustration and it got harder for her to talk. “You were honoring your father. What good child would not?”

Juna looked up at Prophet, and what he wanted to hear came out. “IT WAS MY MOTHER’S DREAMS I WAS FOLLOWING, NOT HIS! I told you that you wouldn’t understand! She took everything away from him, and she took everything away from me.”

Juna’s abrupt stop encouraged Prophet to lift her head up by the chin. He asked as he stared into her dark brown eyes, wet with sadness and rage, “What all has she taken away from you that you value so much? Those dreams you mentioned; they were replaceable. All but one; the one that is making you cry. What is that one dream she stole from you.” He all ready knew.
She whimpered in protest for she really didn’t want to say. But it couldn’t be help; the seal of secrets had been broken. In a cold calm, she said in a murderous tone Prophet recognized as being one inherited from her real father Senator Palpatine, “She slept with my Last Pure Dream.” Juna grew quiet, her voice cracking and barely audible. “She took Enothchild away from me. She slept with him. She kissed him, hugged him, touched him; she did all the things I wanted to do with him when I grew up. She took what should have been the only thing she couldn’t have. I thought him to be above that was my Mother, but he failed. I thought him to be so true, and I was wrong. I’m just as responsible in blame for that. I let the others around me shy me into insecurity, my Mother especially. All because I was living out her dreams, meeting everyone else’s expectations.”
Prophet gripped her shoulders repeated. “You must have thought of a great life ahead of you with him.”

Juna began to break down again and whimpered, “Yes. I-I had saved his soul. I saved it. Without me he would have been nothing for the rest of his life. The light in his eyes…I gave him a reason to live again. It wasn’t because I was his lover, but because I was just…I just…was that important in his miserable, Force-forsaken life. He needed some kind of love back in his life; not an intimate love, a spiritual love. I was that. I was what he needed so desperately when he lost his wife; that was why he walked all over Alderaan for years after her death, looking. All he could have done in return was, when I was old enough, was just take a chance with me; just one time. But I realized that wasn’t going to happen. I was…cut off, beaten to the bright path of intimacy by a dark side alley purr.” She closed her eyes tight again and whined, “Why did she have to take away my Last Pure Dream? Why couldn’t she just let me have one?”
Prophet pulled Juna tight to his body, and slowly smiled as he felt her reluctant arms suddenly wrap around his waist. He stroked her head as his face pressed against his chest, soothing her as much as possible. “Jealousy is a primal fear. We see it used around those in trivial relationships wrought with more than two participants. The jealous, the ones in fear, just don’t want to be second class in anything, or to anyone.” He snuggled with her, and she seemed to melt more in his embrace; in fact he was the only muscle in the room holding her up. “I know this, Juna. It is the interference of the Dark Side that plagues your opportunities.”

“Because I believe in light?”

“No, because you don’t seize the Dark. When you don’t, others do to control you. Your mother, a powerbroker of Darkness, was not going to allow you to supercede her and embrace your true destiny.”

She moved her head up to look at him, and Prophet explained. “It was the same way with me. All that I learned I did so on my own. When it came to the Force I was purposely limited by my Master, and why? Because I was far more stronger in the Dark Side than he could have ever imagined for himself. Pern was jealous. Pern feared me. Since I have met you that began to break the cycle of me being subservient to his teachings, which in truth were nothing more than limits placed against not only I but my fellow Vhinech. Has I learned the true meaning of the Dark Side is what you can control, most important of them all yourself. You make your own rules, you live out your dreams, and you are in control of it all. The first conquest any warrior makes is here.” he pointed at himself in general terms. “To conquer the limits and doubts that imprisons your true self within your heart.”
“If that is so, then the dark side isn’t as easy as everyone says it is,” mumbled Juna. “How can anyone fight such a war?”

“With help,” Prophet said quietly in her ear. He went back to the point he was making. “Starting with ending the controls placed against you by others in the Dark and the light. You have a great source to begin with, Juna: the truth.” 

With welcomed grace, Prophet reached down, scooped up Juna’s weakened form and carried her back to the couch. He then dropped in front of her on his knees, signaling to Cessa to come over. When she did, he took her draping robe sleeve and used it to wipe Juna’s face. Finished he waved her away and let Juna get some air before he continued. All the while he held her gloved and golden nailed hands, absorbing her unquestioned beauty with his eyes and basking in the glow of her rage and her sadness. She was a great source of emotional energy that gave him additional strength before he continued.
“There was,” he began, “a part of me that demanded that I go after you as soon as I healed. I realized, though, that it was a fault in the Dark Side that Pern furthered through training. I accepted reality, common sense, the truth, and above all decency; I could never give the kind of love I wanted to give it to a mere child. If I truly needed to, then I would have to wait for you to grow up. I had to win that battle within me that thought otherwise, and I feel that I have won. I control my own destiny now. For that I have been rewarded; I followed my dreams to my destiny.” He pulled her hands towards him. “Towards…my unique equal. My destiny. You.
“Don’t you see, Juna? We are the same. Right down to the betrayals. You and I are those creatures born to be together, two beings no one dares have their dreams together fulfilled. They lie to us. They sent us on different paths towards what is truly are destiny, towards that point in our lives where we come together. Their jealousy, their fear, is what misguides us. They have done everything they could to keep us from destiny, and they have failed. They are beaten, finished. All there is left for them is to bare witness to you freeing yourself from the chains they have thrown on you call doubt.”

Juna sniffed a few times and twiddled her fingers in contemplation. All of it was making sense, but she still had reservations. “But…but I don’t want to be evil. I don’t want to be this Dark Hope of the Sith.”
“Have you forgotten who were the ones who labeled such a thing as evil?” he asked her. “Beings that don’t mean the true meaning of the truth! What gives them the right to say so: the very same weak fools that only hope to keep the Jedi in line with promises and Codes.” Prophet reached up and caressed her face. “I don’t think you will ever be evil at all, Juna. Even if you were, at least you will know one man in this universe will still love you.”

“But…you’re evil.”

“I know, and I accept it. I embrace it. I do because that is who and what I am. What I am suggesting is that those who have prophesized your coming are fools because they don’t know you. Don’t you see it? Don’t you get it? A being thousands of years ago, from a great chronological distance, somehow could see through the fog and clouds of history in between and say ‘You, Juna Rapier, are the greatest evil the universe will ever know’.” Prophet let out a loud sigh. “That being is long dead and isn’t around to find out how wrong he is. Who cares what that long dead idiot thinks? Ah, only those who wish to control the keys to your jail cell.”

“But…the Sith were evil. Cruel. Like you.”

“That is true,” Prophet said without flinching. “But where does it say when someone falls they must be evil?” He grabbed her hands again. “You don’t have to be. Beside the point who really determines what or who is evil? What gives those people the right? Who is to say what you or I do is considered wrong? It is only wrong because it is wrong for them. That’s all it is, Juna. What I do I think is right.” He put both her hands in his left hand and he caressed her face with his right hand. “You can do what you like. You just don’t know how yet. That’s the old fears still keeping you in the jail cell even with the cell door wide open in front of you.” 

Finally Prophet bowed his head and begged, “I only want to show you how, please. Please! That’s all I want to do so you and I can be together. I can’t stand it anymore to see you in so much pain.” 

He stopped touching her face and now had both hands over hers. He heaved a heavy breath from his massive chest, and his body leaned forward to rest carefully upon her legs. Juna reflexively – her only response – let her hands fall upon his back as a fear unfelt in a long time filled her with sexual innuendo. They were laid to rest quickly as a chink sound emitted from where Prophet’s jewel crown made contact with her Prayer Stone and he did nothing that indicated that he was a threat.
“You, like I Juna, are a weapon of incredible power. You are powerful, Juna. It is not just the Force, it is in everything else. You possess a beauty and a knowledge base matched by no one. You have an imagination fueled by desire, where such a thing clouds the minds of mere fools. You can see what no one else does, and you experience what no one else dares to. Of course it frightens you to have such greatness; the only other being to have such abilities was the very being that used them against you out of fear. Your mother.”
Juna felt his inhale and frowned, but he was doing it only to gain a pause; he wasn’t, thankfully, smelling her. However why she frowned was rather lost on her. What exactly did she expect from him?

Prophet gripped her hands, causing her to just peep in protest as the pressure was enough to stir her attention back upon his kneeled, head bowed formed. The subject matter not only changed, but became more personal than it ever had been previously. “Since I have met you…I have not been with any other female. For years I had the indulgences of a cult pastor; in their mind they felt they truly slept with a messiah, and now we know they truly did to some effect. In my mind it was just another want satisfied; if I wanted it, I was going to have it whether or not it was offered to me. I was in error to think I could have you so young. I had to wait and through the wait I learned patience, I learned about myself, and I bettered myself. I swore never to love another. And as one, through the years, you and I have ripened.” 

His head shook a little, causing his coarse, lengthy black hair to scratch her abdomen a tad; the follicles felt like pickers from a rose bush and scratched just the same. “You have given me focus, clarity, and therefore you became my focus, my clarity. The one who freed me from my prison. My Juna, who I left behind to suffer in the hands of the jealous. I have saved myself, for you, as a way to repay you for what you had to go through. It would be my honor to surrender myself to your heart; the only surrender I will ever give and accept.”
Juna’s hands laid flat on his muscular back and she said, “You ask so much of me. You wish to give, but you want a great deal in return. I don’t know if I want any of that.” For a moment her hands moved across the vast land, warmth reverberating through her hands. Her mind clear, but her body continued to grow hotter with the longer contact. “If you can’t bare to stand me in pain, then why don’t you let me go?”
Prophet murmured unseen. “Where would you go? Would you go back to the jailers? That is what awaits you. The truth is, Juna, is that you don’t know how to proceed now.” He sighed, and there was a few seconds pause. “Perhaps…I should let you leave. I would be bitter, but you will know not of reprisal.”

Suddenly something wet touched her exposed leg and Juna let out a startled squeak, unsure what the hell it was at first. There was a second, a warm liquid that seeped through her stockings and legs in a long line. She didn’t think, after some thought, that it was drool after she felt another dribble of warmth touch her bare lower stomach. She didn’t think it was his tongue either because he spoke. “But why go back to the lies when the truth is right here. Why deny it? Our lives are the same, Juna; we were both trapped within the bounds of an elaborate lie and why. Why were we?”
Prophet shifted again; head still down and thus causing some of the leather padding Juna was sitting against to tear as his horns poked the hard material with a very loud pop. “I speak from experience as both a weapon of war and as a Dark Side entity. Such lies serve only one great purpose as it reflects our destiny; to control us, to prevent us from exploring, to stop you and I from finding one another. Why else is it so we come together at the heights and valleys of our lives, Juna? You believe in fate just as much as I. This is our destiny coming together as one. You must embrace it. You must. You MUST!”
Finally, Juna reached under his large head to look at him, and just as his eyes came into view she let out a tiny gasp of surprise. She lifted Prophet’s head more as he stared at her in confusion, and with a free hand she wiped at the left side of his face. Her fingers were covered with droplets of purple; his blood.

Thinking it was his nose bleeding again Prophet rubbed his fingers over his nostrils and found nothing upon inspection. He glanced at her tiny belly and noted the fresh stains being absorbed by her skin, and touched the side of his face where Juna had. 

“Vhinphyckian blood tears,” Juna whispered delicately.

Prophet wiped at his face repeatedly, sitting up in the process. He didn’t look to happy. “I should not cry. I never cry.” He stopped, actually looking and expressing feelings of great hurt. “Curse them for making me this way. This is some joke those blasted Vhinphyc written in my genes.”

“No.” Juna leaned forward and actually put a hand to his face, a welcomed hand of affection and admiration. “It-It makes you normal…to me. Tears don’t make us weak; its how honestly we feel.” She withdrew, smiling at him just a little as she sat back. “I feel you. I understand.” She looked off with disappointment. “I…I just don’t know about everything else.”
Prophet rose just enough to sit beside Juna, very close to her body, his right hand unapologetically falling on her bare leg. “Perhaps…you need more proof.”

She was speechless at first, her blood heating when he touched her so…provocatively. Her mind was clear, though, although what she wanted wasn’t; such a mode of existence did exist she was finding out tonight. She finally breathed out, “Y-Yes.”
Prophet’s hand moved up her leg, but quickly it hopped over her pelvis to her stomach. There his nails barely touched her stomach as it continued upward. As this occurred, he leaned slowly forward towards her still form. “Use the Force, Juna. That is why its there for us to use. To discover the truth.” She made a tiny peep on her exhale when his hand bumped the bottom of her half exposed breasts. “Close your eyes, my Love. Feel it.”

Juna slowly, but not out of reluctance, closed her eyes and her pulse increased, blood pounding unabashed as she only felt Prophet’s feelings, his emotions, his needs…

“Do I speak the truth when I say I love you?”

She licked her lips and said, “Yes.”

When he spoke next, his warm breath blew into her face, and his hand very carefully ‘smoothed out’ between her feminine endowments, causing her to whimper. “Do you trust me?’

“Yes,” she whispered out as if in pain and did not want anyone else to know such a truth. She felt his other arm wrap around her shoulders, his hard body pressing against hers with heated contact, and his roaming hand grasping her jaw to tilt her head back. Gasping, she mumbled, “Please.”

“Please what? What would you have me do?”
Eyes still closed, she pleaded, “Please don’t tease me.”

Prophet smiled and said, “This isn’t teasing. This is what I promised I would do to you.” His nose bumped her lightly, playfully, and she shrunk back a little. “To love you like no other has. To pleasure you as no one else will.” He bumped it again, but this time Juna kept her head still. “I have prayed at your Temple, and I have found forgiveness within your heart for me. I must reward you the only way I know how.”
“P-Please,” she moaned softly when he bumped her nose a third time. She didn’t know what else to say; her mind was filled with enough thoughts as it was. A quiet chuckled slipped from his mouth and it made her shutter as the decadence swirled in her head; all the while, the Force fueled the fantasy. “P-P-please.”

“No need to beg, my Love,” Prophet said quietly, and quickly his long tongue licked her upper lip, causing her to part them. “No need to plead.” This time his lips just brushed her quivering lower lip. “Just feel it all, and your prayers will be answered. Feel it. Embrace it. Embrace…me.”

Juna finally dropped the last of her inhabitations, and there was a rush of energy that filled her, first freezing her and then increasing the fire of passion within. Her skin itched where she touched Prophet, and she could only imagine the magnitude of it all when they really became closer than they were now.

It was erotic.

It was all so too great to miss.

She had to have it! A man who loved her, that was going to show her the true meaning of love; love she never really had.

Nearly mute with the power of the moment, Juna exhaled, “yes.”

“As you wish, my Juna.” 

Prophet very carefully, gently, pressed his lips against hers, and Juna inhaled, her eyes closed water trickling shut with strain, and in one movement her arms locked around his waist. 
As one, they both began to put more emphasis with the kissing of the lips, and their hands began to detailed exploration of the other’s body. Both were timid, but the results spoke for themselves at it only pushed them more and more into the realm of Darkest Passion.

The seduction was on its way towards completion.
CHAPTER 96.3

Prophet relented with his lips but not with his hands, remembering that Juna, a Human, had only so much air to breathe in with so little a body and tiny lungs, and the exertion would most certainly deplete such a supply very quickly. As Prophet expected Juna was indeed the virgin novice, unsure what to do next as her flushed body and quick breaths betrayed her overwhelmed feelings at the moment; it made her reluctant, but submissive to his wishes; a willing participant who would follow the more experienced lover’s lead. 
Prophet held on to her as he stood up, keeping her upright but off the ground as he pressed against her back with his hand to bring their lips together again, his other arm cradling her under her bottom. His lips moved all the time, testing the theory he dreamed about constantly and discovering that he was right, that her lips were succulent fruits. Juna, the novice, only held on with a tight grip that was hard and accepted what was offered her with pulse pounding gratefulness. He didn’t care that he did most of the work; the end results were in his grasp, and what a vibrant end result she was; a combination of repressed sexual energy and growing erotic instincts. With his guidance, indeed, she was going to become a fantastic lover. 
But he was going to make her more than a lover; Juna was more than just a one night stand. He loved her, he was going to grant her all her wishes, make her dreams come true.

Juna was lost until she felt herself flop down onto a familiar surface that made her coo; the furry surface of their bed. As Prophet moved about her, eyeing her, teasing her, Juna grabbed at the wampa skins, rubbing her bare back into the comfort and warmth of the snow white hairs, enjoying the comfort, reveling in the fact that he killed so many dangerous creatures of predator status to make this blanket for her. 

She loved it. 

It turned her on.

So did his stare, those eyes glaring at her in worship. Juna couldn’t help it; it was…so empowering to be looked upon with an unrelenting desire. She wasn’t too sure how to do this, but in letting Prophet call the shots she found herself still in control of her passions, of what she wanted. They could feel one another through the Force, a heated fire of lust and want, and thus their primitive form of higher communication hinted and showed what the other should do, what needed to be done.
Kicking off the primitive sandals, Prophet walked across the sunk in bed towards his love, kneeled beside her, and conducted yet another inventory of her form, deciding what to do first. Juna could only watch on and breathe hard, the anticipation nearly driving her insane until he simply leaned over her and gave her a deep kiss that included his tongue parting her mouth open. This was a harder kiss, one that made her shutter and one that made him growl.

Soon, Prophet’s hands were upon her again. This time it was not innocent. The exploration went beyond simple feelings of flesh and all the time assurances. It started innocently enough with his right hand smoothing over her forehead as they continued to kiss to remove her crown, and once accomplished his hand slid down her neck, caressed it once, and then found the rest of her body in the most sensitive of areas.
Juna whimpered in response to his new advances, and Prophet relented only in his kissing. He whispered to her gently, “My Juna.” He kissed her forehead, and the side of her face, repeating the saying over again and again until he reached her lips again. He was intoxicated by the sensation of it all, never had he felt this way with any other woman. He was bewitched, spurned more now by his instincts than by his emotions, but as the time went by Juna embraced that more and more. He kissed her neck, lapped it…

Juna let out a gasp and opened her eyes when she felt Prophet’s mouth practically wrap around half her neck, or so it seemed to her. She could feel his mouth suckle her vulnerable neck after he had removed the breasted necklace, his teeth poking her throat and the back of her neck, his tongue licking her jugular vein. 

“Ah…oh…nah,” she pleaded out, both frightened and exhilarated at the same time, unable to comprehend it.

Prophet pulled up and stopped what he was doing, taking a moment to stare into her unsure eyes, calming himself down. Juna was a fledging; he had to remember that there were just certain things she wasn’t going to be able to tolerate. His hands held her face now and he calmed himself enough to say, “I am sorry. Please, forgive me.”
In response, Juna let her hands fall to the side and she closed her eyes. With her eyes closed, everything to Juna seemed easier to accept and the infectious moments of sexuality seemed enhanced as well as less scary. She laid there, all the while feeling Prophet’s desire for her, and feeling the intimate progress he was making. His hands were rough, very rough, but they treated her with pure respect. His voice melted into her conscious. “Just relax, and just live in the moment.”

So she laid there with eyes close, energized by what she felt in what seemed to be an eternity. Her other senses seemed more open and more sensitive, giving her a much clearer picture of what was transpiring; Prophet’s hands probing her body delicately. The sound of fabric near her ears to signify the removal of her dress, the upper part being pulled down off her shoulders. His feral, happy sound as he bore witness to what he saw, and that made Juna just as equally happy. She could feel him in the Force, in the moment, and could see his smile because it was her. She made him happy. 

Juna felt brave enough to open her eyes, gasping for air as she only saw his horns out of vision line as she stared upward. When he kissed her Prayer Stone, she let herself look down at him with a large smile on her face, thinking that she had never been so happy…

She blinked a few times.

In that moment she stopped breathing.

She blinked some more, and at first it made no sense what she saw. Magus Prophet picked his face up from her belly button, and his face was covered in a scarlet mask of Human blood. He had this smile on his face as he went downward…
Juna didn’t understand, time not just slowing down but stopping. All she had on her mind was Prophet. She closed her eyes to clear her thoughts…

“MAMA! ENOTHCHILD!”

“JUNA! COME BACK HERE! IT’S NOT SAFE!”…

He rose from the rubble quietly, and realized that He was first to achieve consciousness; and if the Jedi Master was dead, all the better. His lobes detected the sounds of survivors, but His nose clarified who they were. He paced around the debris mound and saw for Himself what He all ready knew. 

There she was!

Juna! Little Juna, picking up debris with her hands and the Force.

And a weak fool of a man, pleading with her. “Sweetheart, they're alive, but if the structure collapses we can be trapped as well. Or worse dead. Your Mother would kill me if you get hurt because I didn't take you away from danger.”

Little Juna wouldn’t stop. The fire in her eyes was profound, and clearly the pathetic could see that he could not stop her. She was just that powerful with her determination as she was with her abilities in the Force. “I…can’t stop.”

He wanted that. He wanted that Little Juna. There was no one going to stop Him! Alas there was this Human, this Bendian Rapier that stood in His way. The greatest glory was only a mere three to four strides away. This worthless fool could see her potential, and he understood why she was so loved by so many.

No way in Hell was he going to deny Him! Rapier was not going to take away what was rightfully His! He did not deserve her! She was mine! She is mine! MINE! MINE!!!!
“Juna…”

He began to growl…

“…please…”

He lowered his head…

“Ju-…”

Magus Prophet’s vision blackened as he rammed his horns right through Bendian’s body. In a lurch, he raised the weaker male above him, and to demonstrate his power he tore into his flesh proudly with both hands and ripped him apart before his future mate’s young, crying eyes. The blood cascaded like a shower, soaking him with quenching enlightenment that made him shutter. The smell of his internal biology, the mixture of innards and bile and sweaty flesh mixed with the salty taste of blood drove him insane. As it dripped down his face, he relished in his victory as he looked upon his prize. He was satisfied. He was thrilled. It didn’t matter that the man was not a warrior, not even a threat, he conquered and he won nonetheless and he LOVED IT!
In the next breath, over and over again and it seemed like from different angles, the scene replayed again and again in Juna’s mind; the black horns of death ripping through her Father’s flesh. Again the blood, his blood, hitting her back. Again her reaction. The look on his face. THE LOOK ON HIS FACE!

“I love you, Papa.” The scene changed again, only this time it wasn’t the nightmare. It wasn’t the death, the blood, the happiness of the moment that Prophet felt. There she was, Juna Rapier, all three years old, cuddled in a hug that featured her smiling face resting upon Bendian Rapier’s right shoulder, mumbling those very words in her sleep. At first he only nonchalantly held her; her Papa was always so slow to show affection because of his aristocratic upbringing; men cuddled women, not children; but when he did held her it was always so worth it to the both of them.
Bendian made sure her blanket was on her body, and he wrapped his arms around her. She fell asleep, but the vision didn’t stop with the closing of her eyes and the lack of awakened conscious. He would look at her repeatedly, just the top of her head. At times he looked bore, and at times he looked uncomfortable. But as time passed there was no hiding how much he cared for her. 
Carefully he laid his balding head against hers and said, “You’re growing on me, you know that? You’re a rather persistent little banshee. All this hugging and squeezing, and-and falling asleep on me. You don’t do it all the time, but Oceans you eat away at my private time.” Bendian pulled on her body a little, just to create a fraction of space between their bodies. In response Juna mumbled and her arms coiled around his neck like a choking serpent. 

Sighing, he gave up on trying to remove her and just stared at the burning fire in the living room. He looked at her again, sighed again, and said, “I don’t know what you really see in me to love me so much, but I hope it isn’t my Father that you’re latching on to. He wasn’t the best Dad to have, your Grandfather was. I think…I think you may encounter that from me from time to time and all I want to say before hand is I’m sorry.” 
Bendian gripped her tighter and put a hand on the back of her sleeping head to pat it. “You’re not a banshee. You’re just a little girl.” He leaned his head against hers, causing her to stir a little. He didn’t continue speaking until she stopped. “Someday you will be a young lady. Not just any young lady, but a Rapier woman; so powerful you will be you will have men dropping to their knees to beg of your hand. Let me give you some advice, although you’re asleep and probably won’t remember but…Well, anyways, it’s this: any man can ask for forgiveness and admit his faults, but such heart felt sermons and confessions have no merit if he kisses you. A man that bleeds his feelings to you, honestly, isn’t doing it because he wants you to understand him if it goes beyond a hug. He wants something else and he wants you to forget.”
The vision flashed, and for a moment it was Prophet impaling Bendian again…

“Trust me,” said Bendian, again with little Juna sleeping in his arms in the living room. “I know what I am talking about. A guy like that…he wants to shape your life. And I know; I was that guy until you came into my life.”

Again, Prophet impaled him; this time from Prophet’s prospective…

“You have goals, Juna,” said Bendian, “achieve them first.” He patted her back again, shrugged his shoulders, and said, “Make me proud.”

One more time, Prophet rammed his horns through Bendian. This time in the vision it was 17-year old Juna Rapier who felt her Father’s blood hitting her back, it was her who turned around, it was her who bared witness to her Father’s execution, and it was her who had to look upon the face of her Father’s murderer.

“Stop,” she whispered in hoarse breaths.

The blood that soaked his face…

“Stop it,” she said after a strong, inhaled breath.

The entrails…

“Please, stop!” Juna opened her eyes and began moving her hands towards Prophet’s head.

The flash of happiness upon his face, his blood covered face, his evil, evil face…

“STOP! STOP! STOP!!” Juna slapped at Prophet’s head and frantically kicked away with her legs. Prophet didn’t respond right away to her request. “STOP IT! STOP!!! STOP!!!!!!!” 

Prophet lifted his head up from her pelvis, confused, taking a slap to the face for his troubles and appeared unaffected. Juna let out a rage filled, Human version of a bloody roar, the Force channeled through her body, focusing on her strength, and managed to deliver a well-thrown right hook that hit nothing but Prophet’s nose. The CRACK of cartilage propped Prophet up just enough for Juna to ram her Force strength enhanced knee right into his massive, obviously swollen groan; she didn’t care how invulnerable he was, he was still a man. The desire effect played out as Prophet fell to his right to recover from the low blow, which Juna took her cue and peeled away from him, crawling frantically across the bed. She stopped, and quickly she pulled her dress back up after she realized the state of her undress, and her head began to spin, forcing her to stay put or risk running into the walls at full speed.

Prophet grunted, and then a moaning sentence escaped his mouth. “Wh-Why in the hell did you do that?”
Juna wrapped her arms around herself and closed her eyes again to focus; the focus was coming back, all of it was coming back. As she heard Prophet stand up, she said, “I…I can’t betray my Papa.”

“What!” Prophet grunted when he tried to stand up straighter to shout, but his hand fell back onto his malehood quickly. His pain echoed clearly with the hiss that escaped his teeth; obviously he didn’t like the feeling in his pants now, and wished the swelling would go away.
“I can’t love you, Prophet. I just can’t. If I do, I betray the only man I had ever loved unconditionally.” Juna shook her head as the thought of what she almost did came over her. “I can’t love my Papa’s murderer!” She turned to look at him with a great frown on her face; Prophet looked back at her with some contempt, a small dribble of blood just under his minutely swollen nose. Juna did all she could not to cry, not to come out as emotionally weak, when she said, “What did my Papa ever do to you?”
Prophet blew out some blood from his nose, moaned from his crotch again, and said, “He was in my way.”

She shook her head again. “He was in your way? That’s it! You son of a bitch, he was no match for you, and you killed him, my Papa! So what you’re saying is that anyone that stands in your way of love is going to die?”

The Beast just said, “He was in OUR WAY! This is OUR DESTINY!”

Juna stood up and pointed a stern finger towards his direction. “NO! It’s your obsession! If anything, my Papa was like you and I; a victim of an elaborate lie according to you! To you!!! Like he always told me: to shut off the power consider the source and the way will be shown.” She covered herself up again, to reduce her exposure to him. “I am on to you! If you want me it’s going to be by force because I’m not bending over to take it!”

“I wouldn’t do that!” shouted Prophet. “Juna, I love you!”


“Love?” Juna gestured around her. “I’m imprisoned here, by you! That’s love? You use ysalamiri to hinder my use of the Force, and then you pull a Pern on me! That’s love? You lobotomized my friends and made them slaves! That’s love?” She glared at him. “And you wanted me to forget what you did to my Papa. That is most certainly not love.” She shook her head. “I won’t be your whore. I won’t sell my soul to you.”
Frustration on his face, Prophet actually put more distance between he and Juna, fidgeting with his clawed hands, limping. “You don’t have to do those things! Ugh, damn it! Just be with me!!”

“You think the dark side will let that slide?” Juna shook her head. “Buddy, I’m been down that road and I know all the bumps. You couldn’t keep a promise if it were a scheduled crap! It won’t let you just let me slip by!”

“Juna,” he put his hands together, and they were shaking with rage. Juna didn’t need to know that because she could feel it from him. The rage was bubbling within him, trying to match the fury that was trying to burst out of her form, but as she said she had learned the bumps; she wasn’t going to take that road. “I…I will give you anything you want. I will end the war, now! Right now! It can end here and billions of lives can be saved. All you have to do is stay with me.”

“No, I played this game before; my home, the Tower Maze, you made a promise then not to hurt Enothchild. Remember!”

“And I have paid the price for that!” He acted as if he could still feel that pain, which wasn’t too hard because he still had a hand over his privates. “I have suffered for 10 years without you!”

“I HAVE SUFFERED! DAMN YOU, THIS ISN’T ABOUT YOU!” She dropped her arms to emphasize it, and if Prophet admired the view he wasn’t showing it. “You killed the only person in my life that had been the most honest and open. Ever since you did that my life has been hellish. I’m not going to forget that!”
Prophet stood up straighter, recovered from the blow to his groan. “You know I don’t lie, Juna.”

“You best stop calling me by my name,” she said with a frown, pointing at him. “Only the people I love are allowed to call me by my name. You don’t count. As I said if you want me, you’re going to have to rape me.” Juna boldly turned her back to him, daring him. “You’ve raped everything else in my life, so do it! Get it over with! You don’t want to see me in pain anymore? Then take my body; stop making me wait for the inevitable to happen!!!”
After a while, Prophet said, “I cannot. I will not do that to you. All I would be having is your body. But I would not have you.”

Juna turned around and bravely frowned at him. “You’re a coward. You are nothing more than a boy who can’t find himself, and an animal who can’t be a man.”

Suddenly his complacent expression fell back on that dark, shaded, born with evil. “I am no coward! If there is one in this room, it is you!” Juna snapped her body around to face him. “Yes, you! You who just continue to accept the lies of those ‘friends’ you so cherish! The ‘family’ that cannot look you in the eye, and yet you seek their solace!”
“Jealous?” Prophet stopped, actually discovering that Juna was using his argument against him. “Or as you eloquently put it, do you fear it? The fact that I could always fall back to them, especially when you needed me to conveniently forget. So you can seduce me.” 
She thumbed towards herself. “I least I had a REAL family. And even if you had one it wouldn’t had mattered. You’re evil. An innocent woman, your mother was cloned from an innocent woman who fell into the embrace of the dark side.” A cloud entered her mind, and for a moment she had to close her eyes as she spoke. “Once she started the journey down the dark path, forever her destiny was to be dominated by it.” 
She waved off the Yoda cloud, but continued the point. “You were born evil. You have no redeeming qualities because the Vhinphyc had taken them from you. That’s why the clones of Presence rebelled against the machine; they were giving birth to soulless children.” With a deep scowl, she said, “And in your twisted, sick, dark pasteurized mind, you want me to be part of that machine. In case you haven’t noticed there’s no way I can give you any of that. I won’t even try.”
Juna moved around the bed, arms dropped in an aggressive posture as she approached Prophet, who looked at her with that look she had always feared before. She still did, but no longer was it such a terrible thing to look at to her. And why not: she knew he wouldn’t hurt her. He didn’t dare. He was so lost on his ‘love’ for her it has become what he truly proclaimed to be a truth: Juna was his only weakness. 
She stopped just out of his arm reach and said, “Now if you want to prove me wrong about the doubts of your bravery I will offer a few options to prove to me otherwise. You can let me go, with Cessa and Deannta and with Enothchild’s disk, and leave me alone. You can surrender all your forces to me and face justice. There are several things you can do to prove how brave you are. And if you truly love me, and if what you say is true about doing anything I ask, then you will do either of these things.

“Now.”

Prophet glared at her with full disapproval now, angered over her return volley of righteousness; he could sense Sarch in her tones. He said, “You said you believed me.”
“I’ve been fooled by the dark side before,” said Juna, and her curled up fists uncoiled and she took a clean breath. “From my Mother to you, I have learned better. Pathological liars believe in the lie, and therefore to the Force users around them they think it’s the truth just as much as the source.” She shook her head again. “Now I know better. And now you will decide on my offers, for these terms are non-negotiable and the clock is ticking.”

He let out a loud exhale, closed his eyes, and spoke softly, “If I surrender to you, would you love me?”

Juna shifted from foot to foot, betraying the movement as the heels of her shoes scraped the rug. “I can’t love you at all. Not for what you did to my Papa. Now decide!” When he looked around, suddenly she lifted her hand, stuck out her finger on a downward angle, and said in time with it moving left to right, “Tick…tock. Tick…tock.”
Prophet’s response was a loud snort through his nose like a frustrated bull in rut. He raised his hands, glaring at her, and for just a few seconds Juna’s brave front waned; her worst fear appeared to be coming true. Instead he turned away from her, stomped around for a few moments, and suddenly…he began to slowly laugh; that deep throaty sound was sickening to hear as it seeped through his clenched together teeth. Whatever she said still irked him, but he wasn’t as angry with her. 
“This…is…just too…grand,” Prophet slurred out happily. “Thank you once again, Juna, for reminding me why we are here.” He gestured widely, a very Human like behavior. “You were mine, but thanks to your ‘papa’ his ghost haunted you enough to make you remember the life you enjoy, the life filled with lies, the life you prefer to live when you live in contradiction to it.” He dropped his hands, and the animal was back. “You are willing to fight for a man that isn’t even your father.”
When she heard that, the memories of a few weeks ago swarmed right back into Juna’s head like a scream, setting her teeth together and her hands balling into fists again. The memory of Pirus Krendel and his involvement in tricking her to Uiennar; this all began centered around a false accusation, which two known liars pushed and pushed. He heard once her Father said that Krendel didn’t ‘have the deku nuts’ to do anything on his own if it were huge, thus why the fishing guilds never gained real power in the modern times, and thus why he needed Sele Nevere to carry out the failed plot to unseat her; he wasn’t brave or smart enough to do it. Thus why Krendel needed Prophet to show him the way. In her view, regardless of his legend, Juna didn’t think Prophet had balls either; despite the claims otherwise that he had demonstrated. Those who didn’t have them always seemed to come together for opportunity, or as Dizzy as would put it in proper perspective come together to make at least half a ball.
“Bendian Rapier IS my Father,” she threw back at him. “How dare you! He was my Father, you killed him! Do you really think I would believe you!?! I would be stupid to buy that bullshit from you! You are a stone liar. You’re right, I do know you: you would stoop so low to win. This is nothing more than a battle you are fighting, to win my heart. But it won’t work! You can’t tell me otherwise! He was…IS My FATHER!!!!!!”

“You know I speak the truth, Juna. Feel it!”

“I’m not feeling anything from you ever again! If you want me to feel, it’s going to have to be by force.”

“You want force?” Prophet said with a smile. “You want force! I will give you force!!!” He stomped away, leaving the bedroom with Juna on his trail for a short period of time, knocking candles away with his arm and destroying the image he had worked so hard to create tonight. She stopped when his figure vanished in the darkness.

When he left, Juna still felt the Force and began to scan her surroundings more thoroughly, taking in the geography and determining where things were; where was furniture, where was the quickest way out, where were Cessa and Deannta. Just as she turned to her right, Faradi stood there with her large arms crossing in front of her. The spirit shook her head in full disapproval and said, “Do you realize what you have done?”
“Yes, I do,” said Juna unapologetically. “I’m making my own decisions. That’s what a woman does.”

Faradi pointed a stern finger towards Prophet’s wake. “Listen to me, I want you to go after him and apologize.”

“No.”

“No! What is this no! You will listen to me, Juna, if you want to get out of here alive.”

Juna strolled over towards one of the downed bulkheads and used the Force to move the candles. She said, “I am getting out of here alive, Faradi. But it won’t be because I use…” She stopped walking, looked around, and finished her altered thought; she was going to say the dark side, but instead... “The Force.” 

The Force is energy, and the laws of quantum physics state that all energy, like matter, exists either on all the dimensional planes, or on one as a unique energy signature that can’t exist in the other dimensions.
Faradi’s own words bleed in Juna’s memories, and when she looked back at the Spirit Faradi seemed to clamp her mouth shut, looking like the Gungan that swallowed the goldfish. The memory came; Faradi’s reaction was so, because she had realized a brand new truth in the universe when she walked towards the bulkhead keeping her from the rest of the ship.
Juna was nestled deep within the ysalamiri field, and with a wave of her hand the candle flames before her were snuffed out. Things felt differently within her and around her, but it was there; it was the Force. Faradi was right: the Force did exist in different energy forms, and she had found one of those energies that existed even when surrounded by ysalamiri. The ysalamiri shield was now useless.

But the revelation didn’t stop there. Juna took a few steps back towards Faradi’s mute form and said, “You knew. You knew I could…feel and use the other energies.” Another memory flashed in her mind; when she got angry and shouted at Deannta, and Deannta’s nose bleed because she was using the Force against her. “You didn’t tell me.”

“And if I did, what good would it have done?”

Juna’s eyes widened and she nearly yelled, “When he was gone, I could have gotten myself, Cessa and Deannta out of here light years ago!” She projected her senses about, and she said, “There’s no Vhinech on board! None! Enothchild was right, I was right; Prophet screwed them! It would have been me against normal Humans.” 
Juna strolled past Faradi and yelled, “Cessa! Deannta! I need you!”

“Just exactly what are you doing?” questioned Faradi.

“I’m going to get them out of here,” said Juna without looking at them. “I’m retreating.”

“You’re blowing it!”

“I can’t fight Prophet this way!” Juna then turned around and looked at Faradi with a long stare of knowing. “Unless I fall.” She shook her head just a little. “I will not give in to the dark side, Faradi. That was your whole plan all along. Well count me out.”

Faradi looked past Juna and said, “You have no choice, my dear.”

Juna followed her eyes, and with her enhanced reflexes caught the object Prophet threw at her; a data card. Two things directed Juna to focus on it with strong interest; first of all was the case; the symbol of the Jedi Order was embedded in the shell of the data card, along with the matching holographic seal that made it authentic. For where it came from was further proven with the Force impressions she read from it; there were three: Prophet, Krendel some time ago, and an all too familiar one that hadn’t touched the card in years.
The late Jedi Master Qualeggoes.

“Now,” said Prophet, holding up and then throwing a portable data pad towards her. She caught it with ease. “Read that, and then call me a liar! Call me a coward! I dare you!”

An uneasy feeling came over her, and Juna hesitated. To cover her apprehension, she said, “So this is what you showed Krendel? A lie?”

“You know who gave it to me,” said Prophet. “You doubt a Jedi’s sincerity?”

“Anything digital can be altered, regardless of the encryption. I did it to get some rest on board the dreadnaughts and fly down to Sanctuary, and that was with a Supreme Chancellor’s encoding that I broke. You had plenty of time from when you got this to do whatever you wanted to it.”

“Then if you believe that, then looking at it will not affect you.” Prophet confidently gestured to it. “Read it. Go on. Don’t be a coward.”

Juna noted that Cessa and Deannta finally arrived and stood off to her left, awaiting instruction. Suddenly the situation became very uneasy; although she could sense that Prophet wasn’t in full control of her two friends, the Yaltmas nonetheless had weakened wills, watered down minds that could be manipulated by Prophet very easily. At that point Juna felt she wasn’t going to be just fighting Prophet at that point. It could become a three on one.

Stall she thought. “Pray tell, since this has the Jedi Order seal on it, why was the contents of this disk never brought up to my attention? The reason why I was on Coruscant was to become a Jedi, and I went through several days of tests and questions.”
Prophet snorted. “Do you honestly believe they would tell the Dark Hope of the Sith anything they had on you?”

Juna…suddenly found herself a bit flustered by it and her confidence waned. The Jedi Council was an overly suspicious bunch with her; she had that feeling when she walked into the room their mood changed; however they had every right to be even if she weren’t the Dark Hope, she was asking them to break the rules in order for her to become a Jedi. Master Yoda was the most obvious and most contradictory; from what she absorbed from him she had only a feeling that he knew something about her, knew quite a bit more than anyone else, knew things that others will never see until Juna herself saw them. Yet despite what Yoda probably knew and who she was he was fully sympathetic to her, compassionate towards her well being. Unlike Qualeggoes Yoda saw no need to kill her just because.
“No,” said Juna finally, “but they have their reasons. I believe them more than I believe you.”

“Then read the file, it is from one of their most respected members of all time,” said Prophet, again not affected by her delays or her bravado. “Go on, Juna. Read it if you trust them.”

Juna held up the data card and said, “This is from a guy that thought I was going to kill billions of people in the future. An unstable mind. A guy one Jawa short of a Sandcrawler.”

“You know that isn’t true.” Prophet craned his head and said, “You, my dear, are stalling.”

She felt it; the dark side was suddenly filling the room, moving towards her, and then past her, but then the energies split to move the ysalamiri back into their negation position around Juna. Prophet didn’t know Juna could still feel the Force as the ysalamiri field past over her; she felt an instinctive shift within her, and she felt the Force, and by all accounts Prophet was none the wiser. Confident, Prophet redirected his energies towards the Yaltmas…
“Read it, Juna,” he said with a little more force.

“No,” she said, dropping the pad and card on the floor. “I won’t buy the lie. Bendian is my Father!”

“Read it!”

“NO!”

He inhaled, and she felt the cobras rushing towards her friends. “Then I will make you read it.”

A brief moment past, then both Yaltmas sprung into action and they each grabbed Juna by her arms to hold her. Juna struggled a little with them, but she gave up when she realized she would have to hurt them to let go. Of course that was what Prophet was counting on; she wouldn’t hurt the innocent. Juna spat at him and spat out, “I knew it! With the ysalamiri, by using my friends, you are a coward! You lying bastard! I hate you!”

“You brought this all on yourself, my Love,” he said. “When you see the truth of your parentage, you will then understand.” Prophet bent at the waist to pick up the data pad and card…
“NOW!” yelled Juna. The Yaltmas let go of her arms in restraint and instead held onto her body. Prophet raised his head in too late realization, and Juna leapt up and drove her spiked heeled shoe foot right into his throat, her Force enhanced strength providing enough force behind the spike – practically its name sake, a stiletto – and found his Adam’s apple. The point penetrated the flesh, not deep but enough to stun the giant.
Just as Prophet was about to take control of his slaves, Juna had wrapped them within a shield of Force protection, and let her will take them over; crude, perhaps wrong, but she wasn’t going to hurt her friends by allowing him to use them against her. 

The shock didn’t last long; he coughed, but looked capable of killing all three of them with his sneer alone. Juna pulled her energies in, focused as hard as she could on directing them in a concentrated burst with control, and the shock returned to his face. He put his hand up in a worthless attempt at stopping her. His reward was a violent telekinetic blast that hit his entire body, rippling the air as he flew unbelievably fast backwards, going through the sea of candles, hitting the far wall…
Going through the wall!

Going through the second thick, steel wall…

Finally Prophet hit a third and final wall and laid in the dent his body made in it. He slumped down, slow to recover from the force of the attack, the metal jags having ripped most of his flimsy clothing to shreds and lacerating his body at different points.
“Magus,” Cessa squeaked out. Deannta shared in the worry. She looked at Juna. “Why?”

“Tell you later.” Juna looked at the bulkhead, and the large metal plate rose up in a rush. She quickly walked towards the lighted opening, peered out, and for the first time in days saw a different world. She looked back at Cessa and Deannta, who stood there in their masked forms in total disbelief. “Right now I’m keeping my promise. Two of them to be exact.” She held out her hand towards them, metaphorically begging for them to take it, begging more with her eyes. “Please. Come on.”
Both their gold masked faces looked back towards the wall…

“He’s going to be angry at me, but I guarantee you he will take it out on the both of you.” Juna smirked at them. “Do you want to stay now?”
“Well,” began Deannta, gaining some courage. “Perhaps our Mistress has a point.”

Cessa looked at Juna. “You…will need our services. With all the running we may do…I would hate to think you would mess up your hair.”

Juna smiled and said, “Okay, then, I can’t keep this thing up. Come on.”
