CHAPTER 7.0

“Sir, we have a signal,” said a Gungan-Vhinech, looking at his monitors and speaking to his superior officer, a Human-Vhinech named Magus Servant, who after reading the findings gave Admiral Hooley a look. The MerCon leader strolled across the bridge of the Sufficient, his personal Oblivious-class destroyer to the tech stations that were monitoring many interesting things other than things related to the war. He ignored the glare of Hoth’s white surface reflecting in his eyes through glare and reached Servant’s side. There was an assumption that a Vhinphyc sleeper agent was responsible for many things in regards to the Vhinech Order deaths, and Magus Prophet felt that this agent was monitoring certain transmissions in order to complete the task. Given that they had some of the Vhinphyckian technology held over from the left over flightships from 10 years ago, the systems could detect and trace Vhinphyckian based algorithms in transmission frequencies no matter how encrypted. That is if the sleeper transmits long enough. 

If anything the trace would give them a target. But Prophet ensured them all without explanation that such an attack of revenge was not warranted. In fact, he ordered death if anyone attempted it. Why drew a blank on everyone’s mind; the minds of the MerCons that is.

“Interesting. Can you locate the source,” asked Hooley.

“An approximate value only, Admiral Hooley,” said Servant. The tech brought up a rim inward view of the galaxy, scaled down to a small size, and a probability cone projected from the galaxy and ended a distance away from the universal body. The base of the cone was some 30,000 light years from the galaxy, and the area of transmission was some 5,000 light years in diameter. “The transmission was too short for a pure trace. And we could not intercept the transmission’s message.”

Hooley grimaced and said, “Do we have a location to where they were transmitting to?”

“Yes.” Following his commander’s hand motion, the tech zoomed in on the exact point where the probability cone started. “Here.”

Hooley and his advisors looked at the location and frowned. One of the commanders said, “There? That makes no sense.”

“And it was the same type of transmission before?” asked Hooley.

“Yes,” noted Servant with some disdain in his voice. He acted as if Hooley and the rest of the ‘blank slates’ were nothing more than annoying gnats.

Magus Prophet suddenly appeared from the lift elevator, wearing his dark blue Vhinech Order robe and proceeded to the group. Obviously summoned by his people through the Force the others thought. He said, “You found something?”

“Yes, My Magus,” said Magus Servant, suddenly very more respectable giving in his tone. Hooley had this feeling it wasn’t because Servant was once Prophet’s Study either. “The Vhinphyc sleeper has sent another E-web message. Timed exactly to your current message interception from Coruscant.”

Prophet smiled and muttered, “Excellent.” He looked at a comm officer and ordered, “Send advancing word to all ships and warriors. We are heading out in 24 hours to the Vergus System. We will continue the war coordination from my ship.”

Hooley looked at Prophet in surprise. “We’re meeting up with the Orpheus? Isn’t that too much firepower for just one Vhinphyc vessel?”

“My intentions are still the same. The Vhinphyc sleeper is not to be attacked.” Prophet looked at the comm officer again. “Contact our agents holding Pirus Krendel. Tell them to bring the Human to me at the Vergus System. And tell them to have Pirus Krendel there upon my arrival.” The last part he emphasized with cold thunder, making it silent threat of death if they do not comply with his orders. He turned to Hooley. “What is the status of our ‘shields’.”

Hooley had to fight back his smile when he heard ‘shields’. In a way it was a pretty accurate term for it. “We are currently at full coverage. Reports from the Orpheus indicate that the rail system is in place and ‘shield’ build up is underway. Although we still could have used the shipment that was destroyed at Obroa-skia.”

“That shipment is no longer a concern, we have enough. Send word to them. I want everything in place within the week. They better triple their efforts.” 

Magus Prophet turned and headed for the lift, and Hooley was right on his six trying to catch up with the longer stride Vhinech. He asked respectively, “My Magus, would it be forward of me to ask you what our tactical plan is here? So far you have kept us all in the dark?”

The lift doors opened and Prophet just walked in, turned around, and said, “Yes, Cade Hooley, it would be forward if you asked me. In fact, I find it insulting. And if you don’t like the dark, then I suggest you don’t continue to insult me, or the next time you insult me I will gorge out your eyes.” He stood back away from the doors as Hooley took a few steps back in the event he had to run. “I will tell you in due time. When Krendel is brought to me MAY be the earliest.” 

With that the doors closed, and Prophet was on his way to his private sanctuary.

CHAPTER 7.1

A few days later the MerCon fleet, comprising of six Oblivion- class and three Oblivious- class, arrived in the Vergus System and sought out the gas giant Vergus 18, located in a remote section of the Mid Rim territories. The system was a dead system; no planets here that could sustain life, nothing of mineral or gas value existed in the system, and it wasn’t near the trade routes. It was an ideal location for a forward point strike position if the Vhinech Order wanted to attack several dozen systems. 

Including Naboo.

With a thinner appearance and lousy clothes, the Vhinech Order escorted Pirus Krendel to the Orpheus’ Promenade after having spent several wonderful months sweating bullets in the Junland Waste of Tatooine. Nothing but rations and water and constantly avoiding even the notorious Tusken Raiders, the Nubian was at his wit’s end with everything. At least on Ord Mantell he didn’t starve, didn’t dehydrate, wasn’t attacked nearly everyday, and smelled a whole lot better than he did now; in his opinion even a month-old catch of tuna fish lying on a dock didn’t smell this bad. It was just the same old story for him; the Vhinech grabbed him, dragged him, and made him.

Krendel just kept thinking to himself that this was going to pay off. All this was going to be for the better, to his advantage in the long run and for his son’s future; the minimal frostbite scaring from Hoth, the sunburn and blisters from Tatooine, the starvation, the lack of sleep it will be all worth it. His son, something he always reinforced in thoughts daily since Tomas’ birth, was destined for greatness in his view. The boy, though, did need guidance and Krendel thought he would be that guidance if his son lets him. Sometimes Tomas was like his mother, Krendel’s ex-wife; impossible, untrustworthy, and not caring enough to the greatness they can achieve.

He saw Cade Hooley waiting for him at a corridor junction and upon arriving he noted the man’s face wrinkle, his nose bunching up for a brief moment of disgust; it was the smell. Krendel couldn’t hide his sigh. “Nice to see you again too, Cade.”

“Sorry Pirus,” said Hooley. “It’s like a Wookiee used you for toilet paper.”

“Yeah and he kept missing too,” noted Krendel. “I hope there’s a shower and a meal in this.”

“There will be, I assure you.” Hooley took another look at Krendel’s face again and said, “Still have frost scarring on your nose.”

Krendel rubbed his nose in a reflexive matter to the comment. The long walk back to the hangers in the Hoth blizzard darkness was an uneventful one. He had some frostbite damage, but not too serious. Minor surgery corrected some of the problem and bacta solutions were applied, but there were still hints of the damage on Krendel’s face. He had these little raw spots that seemed pore-less to the naked eye and they were always slightly redder in tint compared to the rest of his skin tone. “Yeah, the anti-frost solutions didn’t do the trick like they should have.”

“I’ll try to have a reconstructive surgeon droid rustled up to take a look at you, but first things first.” He moved to where Krendel could walk beside them, and the Vhinech guards backed off, taking a guard stance. “Magus Prophet would like a word with you.”

Krendel nodded stoically and noted, “Hopefully he’s not eating.”

Hooley chuckled. “I ate with him a few times. It isn’t always raw and alive if you know what I mean. Not to worry, though, he’s not eating. He had three small children earlier today so he’s full.” He noted Krendel’s shocked look. “Just joking.”

Krendel didn’t laugh; Hooley in his estimation never witnessed a being actually ripped another being’s beating heart out of its chest like Prophet did to that ice creature. Worse eat it. Even worse actually holding the extracted, once living organ in his hands. Tasting the blood on his mouth. Krendel still had trouble sleeping sometimes when he thought of it, which ironically under the circumstances it was almost every night. If anyone tells him that Prophet eats school rooms of Nubian children Krendel was inclined to believe it without hesitation. 

The two men found a secluded area and saw Magus Prophet staring out the window. Before they said anything, Prophet spoke to Krendel. “Recognize anything, Pirus Krendel.”

It was not a question. Prophet does not ask him questions. It was clearly a demand. Of course it didn’t help that he didn’t say what he was referring to. Unless, “Out there? In space, Sir?” 

Prophet’s massive form heaved in disgust. He still didn’t turn around. “Yes.” His massive hand with naturally sharp fingernails rose and made one closing hand gesture, ordering Krendel to come forward. He didn’t hesitate to obey; he knew those hands could palm his head too. “What do you see out there? Do you see something familiar?”

Krendel took one look and extended the look: honestly in space, based on orientation, you couldn’t tell the difference between interstellar bodies. Finally he said, “What am I seeing?”

“Naboo Rae.” Prophet pointed a stern finger out. Krendel did his best to follow the point and saw a twinkling, bright star among the others in a few arc seconds of universe. “Your home star.”

“Oh.”

“Soon you will become familiar with it again, but in order to do so, I suggest you stop lying to me and thinking I am just some mindless beast as you keep thinking that I am.” Prophet finally looked at him and said rudely. “Tell me the real reason why you hated Bendian Rapier.”

“What?”

“Tell me about Bendian Rapier and your wife.”

Krendel found himself taken aback a bit, and then he looked at Hooley and said, “What in the hell did you tell him?”

Prophet grabbed Krendel with one hand by his jumpsuit top and lifted him up off the ground with ease. Slowly he turned his head towards the stunned stiff Human. “You answer to me, not him. Did he demand the information?” Krendel shook his head. “No, he did not. I did. You talk to me. Not him.” He lowered Krendel down until the short Nubian’s feet finally found purchase and let him go. “Besides the point I did not have to ask Cade Hooley anything because I all ready know. But you will tell me anyways, starting now.”

Krendel adjusted himself, looked at Hooley for a second, then turned back to Prophet and said, “The bastard had sex my wife.” Prophet snorted in amusement. “That’s not funny.”

“It is to me.” Prophet just smiled a little. “Apparently you did not motivate her to singing praises of you. You did not pray and worship her Temple of Life like you should have. You did not lavish her with words of musing and made her feel complete.”

Krendel was confused; what in the hell did that mean? “What are you talking about?”

“Women are to be worshipped, pleasured and loved and praised as you Humans call it, always where it meets and exceeds their expectations, Pirus Krendel. Especially if she is your soul mate; if she strays, it is because you failed to do what is required of you to do as her mate.” 

He put it together finally, understanding what he meant with all the previous gibberish. Face growing red, he said, “How dare you…speak of it that way! How in the hell do you know this?”

“What’s more,” said Prophet without missing a beat or caring if Krendel was mad at him, “You thought your son was not your son for awhile I am willing to wager in a game of chance. Your son is a year older than Her Royal Highness after all, prior to then Senator Bendian Rapier stepping down.” He let his eyes drift down on Krendel. “Explain to all of us why that is imperative to the conversation at hand.”

Krendel was so upset now he didn’t know if he wanted to throw a punch, yell, or even cry. “That son of a bitch, Rapier-.” He looked down in shame and disgust. “I…was dogging him on Coruscant…me and my wife had an argument…he had to do this to one up me, you know. He had to say to me that I was nothing and he was power. That he had the Senate, he controlled the Queen, that nothing he does wrong sticks to him and that with a drop of a hat he can just take any woman…” 

He stopped after he realized that his lower lip was bleeding; for a time he had unknowingly bit it in rage. “If I could I would have killed him. My wife and I never really got along after marriage and we constantly fought, leading up to our divorce after my son’s birth. She blurted out that she had slept with Rapier and that it was his baby, not mine, that she was carrying. I spent months agonizing over that even after she told me that the baby part was not true. When Tomas finally saw daylight…I continued the doubt even after the test came back that proved he was my boy.”

He watched Prophet shake his head. Krendel wiped his mouth and said, “Did you enjoy my pain?” Prophet turned back to him. “Does it make you feel good that I just told you? Do you like it when you humiliate me?”

“Yes, but only because your motives of revenge are now clearer and fresh in your mind again.” He pulled out a data pad and tossed it to Krendel, who caught it. He then ordered, “Read that once, and only once.”

Krendel did all he could to calm down to read it. Failing he turned on the data pad and looked at it’s contents…and calmed down very quickly. In fact he kept he couldn’t help to gawk as he continued to read the report, and finally he let out a loud, audibly, “Frak!” He looked up at Prophet and in bewilderment asked, “Is this…is this true? Is this really true?”

“Am I not a beast of my word? When have you known me to lie? Have I not kept you safe from Her Royal Highness? Did you not survive the night on Hoth with my guidance?” 

“I don’t doubt your sincerity, but this…” He let out a little laugh. “And all these years I thought ‘Juna’ was just a cleaver way of saying Junior.”

“She was named by her mother after the ancient Corellian goddess of love.” Prophet pointed out to him before he stuck his hand out. The data pad flew out of Krendel’s numb hands; the Human was still stunned by what he saw. He pulled out the data card and inserted a new one and tossed the device back at him. “You will be cleaned and feed, and then after a days rest you will be taken to the Uiennar, where you will convince your Trade Federation friends to give you media coverage time to give the very speech I prepared for you that’s on that data card. Memorize it to the very last letter and do not, I repeat, do not you put your own words in it.” Prophet turned away. “All you do is remember what Bendian Rapier had done to you, and remember what I had just showed you, and you will find that remembering is not so hard and make the speech far more compelling.” 

“Once you have given the speech, you will have one more service to do for the Vhinech Order, in which the date and time will be determined later. Afterwards you’re services to the Vhinech Order will no longer be required. And Pirus Krendel, you will say absolutely nothing about this, not even as a passing thought of amusement. Ever.” He turned to him and said darkly, “Is that clear?”

Krendel looked up from the data pad and looked at Prophet, still with shock on his face and hopes of using what he just saw going out the window. But honestly with the way Prophet had crafted everything it was enough. “Yes, My Magus.”

“I mean it, Pirus Krendel. Disobey me, and I swear I will hunt down you and your son.” Prophet turned away one last time to dismiss him. “The end result you can easily surmise. Leave me.” 

Krendel turned away and Hooley lead him away from the area. Hooley asked, “What was it?”

Krendel snapped out of it and said, “You don’t know?”

The admiral pointed back towards where they came from. “You think he tells me everything?”

Krendel finally smiled, the first smile he has ever had in years. “You heard him. I can’t tell anyone.” There was actually a tear in his eye, and he wiped it clean. “You are going to have to wait and see like everyone else.”

CHAPTER 7.2

Magus Prophet stood still on the Promenade, eyes closed in meditation, as Hooley came back in. The wind from the environmental systems was blowing just right and he smelled the Human coming before he honestly sensed him with the Force. Hooley had learned a long time ago not to disturb him, and like a Study, a Vhinech Order apprentice, he stood silent and awaited for him to speak. “What is it?”

“I’m curious, Magus Prophet,” said Hooley, always careful with his words. “What was it that you gave Hooley? I’ve never seen the man so happy in all the years I have known him.”

“I gave him a means to an end to his purgatory.” Prophet kept his eyes close, but cracked his neck by turning his head left and right. He could sense Hooley take a step back from the movement; he was afraid of some type of attack for asking. Prophet just drank the fear to empower him. “Anyone saved from damnation will gladly do the bidding of his savior. And indeed I am his Savior.”

“That compelling, eh?” said Hooley. Prophet felt him walk up beside him, and then felt his thoughts go into high gear. “Have a renewed interest in Naboo, I see?”

Prophet opened his eyes; he knew this was coming. The MerCons would ask before his own people would. “What of it.”

“Nothing, other than I hope this is not some plan to abduct Queen Angelleia. Wasting resources on one person, in the past, has shown to be our failure. Especially involving Miss Rapier. It seems to me rather coincidental that her family name had come up a lot lately, especially with Krendel.”

Prophet’s hands clenched behind his back. “I assure you it is not.”

“Then show some faith here, Prophet. Let me in on the secret here.” Prophet looked down at the Human, who held up his right hand to show a forefinger and thumb coming together and said, “Just a little. Remember, you said you would tell me.”

After some thought, Prophet said, “Very well. Little.” He continued to look out as he spoke. “I showed Pirus Krendel a Republic Guard report made out several years ago. I am going to lure out Enothchild Sarch and have him reveal to me where Sanctuary is. And as early as three months the Republic will be no more.” After that, there was silence.

 “And?”

Prophet looked at him. “That is what constitutes as little by my book of definitions, Cade Hooley.” He watched the military leader skulking around. “The rest is on a need to know basis. The less people know, the better the secret is kept and the plans are executed with precision.”

“This is Pern all over again. Cripes, Prophet!” Hooley threw his arms up, about ready to tear off his dull green Mersader Conglomerate coat in frustration. “We can’t afford tight thinking like this. Do you realize how thin we are? We have no support here!”

“Once my people on Sanctuary are located, we will.”

“I’m not talking about them. I’m talking about material resources based on strategic planning. We can’t gamble wildly anymore! If our ships go, that’s it! We don’t have anyone to supply us with new ones, let alone the people to operate them. Let me in here, Prophet, what in the hell are you doing? I’m tired of this war. If we are going to take down the Republic, fine, but I want an idea how we are going to do it!”

He looked at the Human, and expressed the anger he was restraining in his eyes. He held fast though to Hooley’s surprise. For the time being, Prophet quoted lines he heard a Vhinech who was a Path preacher said to him as a child. “We are the damned, for we are from and found in the depths of Vhinphyckian damnation. For we represent the angels from heaven that had once stared down at them as minions of hell. They hate us so, for we were born from their own flesh and reminded them of all the good that represented the universe around them. They hate us because we are righteous. They fear us because they have no real control over us. They will fall to us because we are blessed with gifts. They will lose for they are a group disagreement and we are a unified many. More so than they can ever possibly imagine. We will prevail, for we are the seen, and the unseen.”

Hooley cocked an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”

Prophet smiled and said, “If I were you, I would pay attention to the planet Sullust and see for yourself.”

“Sullust?” That was where the Vhinphyc sleeper’s transmission was sent. “Why?”

Prophet smiled. “Stealing what Pirus Krendel said to you when you two left, wait and see. Wait and see.” He turned to Hooley. “And once you do, and even as a Forceless being that you are, you will feel the Republic’s fear. It will be so catastrophic in size not even a Jedi Knight can fight it. It will be the omen of their end. All their end.”

 CHAPTER 7.3

After leaving Hooley to think about what he said, Magus Prophet left word with Magus Servant that he was not to be disturbed for the rest of the day so he may retreat to his specially designed private quarters to meditate. He did so to inspect the room and to get as far away from Hooley and the others as his tolerance threshold towards anyone had been pushed to the breaking point. The Mersader Conglomerate Leader’s obsessive need to know every little detail on top of Pirus Krendel’s existence alone made him want to kill Hooley, Krendel, and in fact just about everyone within his sight range. He couldn’t though, he needs all of them in his plans, and that just aggravated his frustration over the fact even more. In truth, his only controls over those he lead was through fear, limited knowledge of the plans, and misdirection of the facts. Without Hooley, the non-Vhinech personnel will not follow the Vhinech’s lead. Without Krendel, he could not put his plans into motion. 

For now all were excused from his wraith, guaranteeing it so by isolating himself in his large, private quarters, located in the most remote location on the Orpheus. Prophet was thankful for having such a large ship that guaranteed, with its size, solitude via physical construction size and design, orders through command structure, and the marked off areas outside establishing a perimeter alerting others that when he was in his room and wants peace they better not even just ‘stroll by’. 

The Orpheus was the last Vhinech flightship in existence thanks to common sense planning of Jurivicious Pern; probably the last common sense thought the fallen Jedi ever had. When the rogue Jedi, the Savior of the Vhinech people so long ago now, ordered all Vhinech to evacuate the other flightships to be on one so the journey to Evramora would be ‘smoother’, he ordered a skeleton crew to stay behind on one of the abandoned flightships in the event the Vhinech did have to flee Evramora and needed a fall back haven. 

When Prophet had reached the remnants of his people after his loss on Naboo, he contacted the crew on the supervessel and ordered them to head for the Outer Rim where everyone rendezvous past the charted territories on the Corellian Run trade route. Since then with what resources the Mersader Conglomerate had available went into completing the partially operations flightship. Before only capable of barbaric space travel it was now a traveling space station with battery emplacements nearing the thousands. Originally of Vhinphyc design and technology the integration of alien, modern Republic, technology made the process slower even with the small crews that worked on it. They could not bring all of the flightships capabilities, like the aggressor shield they used effectively at Evramora against the Republic, but it could hold it’s own and could take on any fleet.

It only needed a full crew. Prophet knew he could get one. 

For now he had other things to consider, and if all goes well he will be sharing his isolating solitude soon with the woman he loved. It was an adjustment that he was looking for to with great interest.

Prophet looked around his living quarters with examining eyes; too spacious even for him. More or less he had the space equivalent to 30,000 square feet of house, and he barely missed the ceiling at certain points with his horns. Then again he reminded himself that this was not a place to train or fight in. This was a home; a home meant to be shared with by two beings who will eventually have more beings to fill the space all thanks to their Union of Harmonious Glory. 

He smiled; he was getting a little too ahead of himself. Prophet could not allow himself to be caught looking too far ahead, not with the present right in front of him ready to stab him with reality when he was not paying attention to it. Juna was not going to be too willing to accept what he had to offer her in the way of love and understanding. Conditions, more or less, had to be created to where she has no choice but to accept them as the truth. 

Prophet did not really like that. 

More or less such methods were right down Pern’s failed path to a dead end. Unless he came up with a more viable, psychological solution once he has Juna safely in his grasp it will have to do; all be it unnatural but he will have his mate more or less. He knew in his heart they were meant to be together, he could feel it there and in the Force. There was a connection there, but thanks to all who surround Juna she cannot feel it. They were pulling her away from him, lying to her, telling her that her fears about him were more than valid. 

However, Prophet thought as he inspected inside an open panel and tested the rails embedded in the walls by giving them a shake with his hand, he was the very icon of truth in Juna’s life. He loves her, he cares about her, and he will be very forthcoming to her unlike the many who lie to her now. Once she comes to him, and he separates her from all those who treat her as a child, she will feel their destiny together. Juna will find life with him will be a fully enjoyable existence. He will make it so; make her the happiest woman in the galaxy.

The first step towards such prosperity occurred many, many years ago on Coruscant. 

Prophet had actually managed to sneak on the most heavily secured planet, in the Jedi Order’s preverbal back yard as some would say, in the Republic after receiving word that someone was willing to talk to him high up in the chain of command. The channels taken to have such message relayed made it imperative for Prophet to take the chance. He glad he did, for it was not just any link in the chain of command, it was a Jedi Master. Prophet found that the Jedi Master, too, shared an interest in Juna as well, but for different reasons entirely. 

In words the Jedi Master indicated were shared by many in his brotherhood, the Jedi Order wanted Juna Rapier dead.

Both agreed to a very thin promise of data sharing; more or less it was a one way exchange; Prophet offered very little in return other than his promise to destroy Juna painlessly and quickly. After all he was a Dark Side entity that was hurt by her, and thus was so mindless in the Force with anger that revenge was just a clear as any motive to end the Dark Hope. Tragedy that such a life would have to end, said the Jedi Master, but the galaxy as a whole is honestly better off with anyone else, even you, than her as a ruler.

Prophet shook his head; and he thought he was ruthless. 

Accepting such conditions as a fact of life long ago, Prophet took everything the Jedi Master gave him in information at face value. A very interesting piece of information was given to him shortly there afterwards, and at first Prophet thought it was a bad attempt at humor. That is until it was tested; the results did all the speaking to the Jedi Master’s willingness to aide Prophet in ‘killing’ Juna. And it was the very reason why they were so close to Naboo now. He did not fear Juna sensing him; actually if circumstances were different he would like her to. However this was more for the Black Rose than anything else; the woman had a name, Naressa Rapier, but Prophet had a hell of time thinking of her in that way; she broadcasted Black Rose more than she did her real name it seemed through her aura. Having confronted her briefly, he knew where Juna’s compassion as well as her power came from. 

And now with Juna grown to adulthood, he knew where she had gotten her beauty. The Black Rose was indeed an exotic creature, and she did have that same kind of dark, alluring charisma Juna had but it was different; unlike Juna the Black Rose expressed it, and it wasn’t as powerful as a lure as Juna’s was. Then again Juna was a mere child when he sensed her the last time 10 years ago. He couldn’t help to shiver with curiosity at the thought of what she might broadcast now as a grown woman.

Perhaps with the Black Rose in custody along with Juna he will find out why that it was so. It would help in finding out why he was so much in a trance in regards to Juna. The plans were flexible enough to accommodate having both women in his possession. He thought up a redundancy plan; if needed and the circumstances are favorable he will use her mother to lure Juna to him, and then have the mother eliminated without Juna’s knowledge. 

More importantly, as he went to the window and looked out, he had a way to engage the Jedi more forcibly, and perhaps the most troubling factor working against the whole plan as well as aiding in it; Enothchild Sarch. 

Just thinking his name made Prophet’s blood literally boil; his body heat began to rise and it caused him to sweat. The Vhinphyc was the Jedi’s x-factor; with him they have a solidified front and a being versed in the Vhinech culture and the Vhinphyckian technology they use; without him the Jedi will be weak and made dumb.

Thanks to the Jedi Master that is giving him information, Prophet knew why Sarch knows so much. A Vhinphyc who has lived his entire life off Vhanba but has intimate knowledge of it means he was given something to learn about it in reference, and that meant data forms of literature.

Judging by the notes Prophet found in regards to himself and the Vhinech, the Vhinphyc sleeper must think the same way too. Sarch was going to be eliminated, but Prophet had a use for him first. Or rather Sarch had something useful on him.

More importantly he knew Juna was strongly infatuated with Sarch; misguided flirtation in Prophet’s opinion. His existence, if continued, would be an unwarranted distraction; the Vhinphyc was a tireless preacher of light and good. He would pursue him with Juna in his embrace without relent. Worse Juna’s emotions were such that with his continued existence she may have an incentive not to accept what Prophet had to offer her. Killing him was the viable solution when he was done with him, but even that had a curse. Damn the Vhinphyc Sarch for being in Juna’s life. The son of a bitch did not deserve to live and be in his mate’s life. When the time was right the bastard was going to die a slow, agonizing death complete with all the pain Prophet could inflict.

He closed his eyes and let Juna enter his mind to calm him. He needed calm, for soon Pirus Krendel will be in action. Thinking about Juna didn’t lower his blood pressure at all, but it did divert flow to a more reasonable location. It was nice, but it pained him deeply; such reactions were more suited for when Juna was around in real life and not just a figment of his imagination. His nose began to bleed again; he could feel his purplish blood trickle down to his lips and add a bitter taste to his troubled feelings.

“Soon, my Juna. Very soon you and I will be together. And together we will rewrite the very definition of love.”

