11 DAYS (CHAPTER 99.0)

Finding his feet, Enothchild was up and walking over towards Juna’s alone form near the wall farthest from him. No Magus Prophet in sight. The danger however had not diminished. Jabba and his minions could come in at any time and deal with them. Enothchild was no longer in the mood to play with the Hutts; Jabba had to pay for his crimes some other time. His concern first and foremost was his and Juna’s safety.

Nearly there, Juna made Enothchild jump when she spun on her back and leapt to her feet flawlessly just using her stomach muscles. There was some concern on his part about her, about what she had to do. He had a hunch based on some of the many things Naressa had told him over the years and recently the past few months when they were looking for Juna. Much of what Naressa had said had made Enothchild think since his resurrection; on that, he rubbed his left cheek, his fingers touching the Mark of the Flames bruise that still remained.

Juna tore off the remains of her service top and only sported a black under top that had kept her feminine assets from running free. Her black hair was longer and a bit more wilder in style. All of her muscles were ripped and rippled with anticipation. Her black nails were much longer and thicker. The Darkness that radiated off of her stopped Enothchild in his tracks.

Inhaling and exhaling heavily, Juna Rapier took a moment to center herself and get used to the power that coursed through her. She barely controlled it, and it barely controlled her: both wanted to do something with such power. Her nose analyzed every scent detail and filled her mind with what it was she was smelling, where it was, and her intuition heightened by the Force mapped out all of Tatooine. She desired to unleash evil, rain hell, and relish in the pain of others, and she so hoped to be the one that did it. She licked her black lips at the thought, her tongue rolling over some of her new, fanged teeth in the process that could not wait to tear into flesh.

Juna opened her Sith Maiden eyes for the first time since awakening and rising to her feet, and she saw a ring. The ring gave her clarity as it laid on the ground, doing absolutely nothing remarkable other than transfixing her gaze upon it. She was reminded of who the ring belong to when she felt the very bright Light presence behind her.

She got herself in better control and said, “Enothchild?”

“Yes?” asked Enothchild, nearly glad she called out for him.

The sigh of relief from Juna was tremendous. She called Enothchild’s ring from the ground and caught the ring just as it reached her at the very last moment. She held the ring and asked, “Would you please hold me for just a second?”

Enothchild did not hesitate. It was the way Juna had said it, with both begging and confidence. He reached around her body with both his massive arms and drew her towards him, her bare back against his bare chest. There was briefly a stinging feeling between them, but it subsided, went away. Enothchild shuttered uncontrollably with relief and buried his face in her black hair. He said quietly, “Thank the Force.”

As powerful as she felt, Juna figuratively melted into liquid right there as Enothchild could hold her and it did not hurt. The power came with great anger, with great need to quench a blood thirsty mantra, with a desire to butcher and dominate and own. But it was all for nothing if she could not love Enothchild Sarch. The reality of what had occurred did dawn on her, and Juna quietly sobbed as she realized she had avenged her father Bendian Rapier, that she had killed his murderer and her greatest tormentor. The satisfaction of the kill was tremendous, and it was before the Dark Side had its say and way with the act. Like on the Orpheus last year when she had believed she had killed him, Juna softly chuckled at that thought amidst her soft letting of tears.

“We,” said Enothchild, and he relaxed his hold on Juna, which immediately made her frown; a frown she held when she turned around to face him. “We need to get moving. As much as I…” He let the thought trail away when she nodded.

But then she held up her hand and showed him his lost ring. “You lost this.”

Enothchild smiled just a little. He grabbed the small ring in his large fingers and looked it over. “I’m sorry, I won’t lose it again.”

She drew his attention towards her and she said, “I won’t lose you again.” 

Juna did not need any of her new strength to pull Enothchild down so she could kiss him. Both quickly forgotten the situation at hand and spent a moment enjoying the passion both had thought lost forever. It was easier than before, easier to kiss; easier than it was when they married and had lived with each other as husband and wife. There was in them both a profound change, apprehensions that lingered in the shadows that were the light of their love. Apprehensions that had lost definition, but they were old curses, old worries no longer required for them to have. Much more passion was shared in the kiss, much more fire and such intimacy. There was no shackles seemingly that could hold them back now.

Juna was suddenly bombarded by so much information from Magus Prophet’s absorbed spirit. Somewhere in the swirl she saw the entire layout of Jabba’s townhouse, from blueprint form to Prophet’s experience exploring the home. She saw in her mind a corridor, then stairs, and then a dark hall to a room…

“Not yet.” Juna pulled away and ran right down the corridor she saw in her mind. She felt Enothchild bringing up the rear the best he could. As he gave chase, Enothchild called Juna’s dropped lightsaber to him.

Running, Juna leapt the entire length of the stairwell and never broke stride; gifted with Prophet’s strength and agility, such a sudden land, run, and turn hard to the left was not all difficult. She reached the door and used the Dark Side to open it. In her mind she saw a terminal that Prophet and Faith both worked Prophet’s plan from. In reality, in the computer terminal’s place, was melted metal slag long ago cooled.
The growl of frustration from Juna was more animalistic than Human. “Shit!” Faith had melted the terminal on Faradi’s behest. She concluded it even before the Winds of the Force whispered it so in her ears.

“Juna!” Enothchild’s concern voice came the foot of the stairwell. He reached the open door to the room to find her touching the melted terminal; to him, it looked like a bad floor patching job. “What is, or actually what was it?”

“The terminal Prophet had my Faith using to place together the Legacy Virus,” said Juna. She didn’t know how much Enothchild knew what was happening, so she only surmised that for now he did know. “Remnants of it. It’s what got Hifubbae murdered on Duro.”

Enothchild nodded in immediate understand; now the murder had pure motive. Juna then said, “I was hoping it was still active. Maybe stop the collecting from here, or see what they had collected so far.”

“Faith’s doing?” Enothchild pointed at the cooled slag.

“On Faradi’s orders, not Prophet’s.” Juna reflexively sniffed the air. Having Prophet’s sense of smell gave her some greater advantages once she began to understand how the nose worked. “No more than two days old.”

“But why?”

“Why in what context?”

Enothchild regarded Juna as she stood up and brushed her hands. She shook her head and said, “Prophet had plans to play Jabba and Yabbula against each other. The outcome was not important; what was imperative was that Yabbula’s castle on Nal Hutta was abandoned.”

“Why?”

“Prophet’s plan was to use the rebuilt Legacy Virus. There’s an ultra powerful transceiver that has been built there by outside Republic business interests. I only heard whispers about the project, I don’t know what its main purpose is, but Prophet knew the transceiver connected with the HoloNet and NavGain Networks.” Juna then said, “He was going to transmit the Legacy through it.”

Enothchild nodded, but Juna then shook her head. “Enothchild, I’ve spent days trying to rebuild the Legacy with Rapier computers and I hadn’t found enough of it to make it an immediate threat. Although Prophet…” she tailed off as she let her mind focus on him. Her demeanor became edgier, meaner; she looked at Enothchild, and there was a brief desire to rip the Jedi Master’s throat out with her fanged teeth. The desire went away when she seethed, “Although Prophet was certain there was enough of it, I know by searching his memories in me he doesn’t have enough.”

Enothchild put aside Juna’s feral-like posture and focused on the problem. “The computer was destroyed two days ago. Then why was Prophet here and Faith not here?”

“Jabba tried to double cross him,” said Juna. The whole battle between Prophet and Jango Fett played in the back of her mind. “He came back here out of revenge. Meanwhile” she looked around “my Faith destroyed the terminal. Clearly she and Faradi did not want us to see what they have found. I could have decrypted the deleted portions of the computer core.”

“Would they use Jabba’s computer nexus here?” hoped Enothchild.

Juna shook her head. “Something this dangerous to handle, with Jabba’s curiosity and the forty-two individual spies that in this place and given the Legacy’s volatile nature? I wouldn’t do it. My Faith wouldn’t do it.”

Though he knew Faith was Juna’s daughter, he could not help to notice how she spoke of Faith. It was in that same possessive way Naressa had spoken about Juna when he first met her years ago, when Enothchild was considered a threat by the Sith Maiden Matriarch, when Naressa was still furious with Bendian. Enothchild reminded himself to tread in this area lightly.

“But what bothers me is why the Legacy?” Juna shook her head vehemently. “Prophet only had what he remembered, what he could ascertain. He was banking on my Faith discovering more of the code within her.”

“Then that’s it, then,” said Enothchild. “She left because she uncovered all of the code within her and on the HoloNet.”

“No, no!” Juna rubbed her forehead. She said, “If she could uncover the entire code from within, then she wouldn’t have needed to search for remnants of it. Your father had a sample of her DNA and it was terribly unstable. There is a good chance what knowledge of the Legacy there was never made the transfer.”

“Then she’s still looking.” Before Juna could tell him no, Enothchild looked up. Juna was all ready in the process of sensing trouble. “Disturbance.”

“Jabba and his men, fully armed, surveying the damage.” A great desire to kill them all filled every crevice of her body. Juna said with dreamily, “I will go kill them. It will not take long.” She moved for the open door.

“No, Juna, focus!” Enothchild stopped her, and it was tough stopping her. She finally locked her hard eyes on him. “Focus! We only need to leave here. No more blood needs to be spilled today.” He rubbed her shoulders. “For me, Juna, please there is much more at stake and we’re running out of time.”

Juna weighed his plea and again by his touch she obeyed him. She nodded and said gently, “Okay.” She embraced him in a deep hug…

Enothchild was blinded by the sunlight of Tatooine’s moons. Juna had teleported them out of the Jabba’s townhouse. They were mere yards from the Ruby Heirloom, and their abrupt appearance scared the starship thieves that had failed to open the hatch. The first thing both did was look down; they still had their clothes on, or what was left of them after their fight with Magus Prophet.

“Oh shavit, my light-. Oh.” Juna was going to curse further until Enothchild gave her lightsaber to her.

“You lost this,” he said as Juna received the weapon, repeating what she had said to him about his ring.

“I’m sorry, I won’t lose it again,” Juna mused again, grasping Enothchild’s hand thoughtfully.

Enothchild then said uppity, “Good, because I can’t baby sit your weapon.” He only smiled at her afterwards as Juna shook his head by grabbing his left horn.
At that moment the Millennium Falcon buzzed overhead unharmed and undaunted. Juna’s comlink was abuzz with Dizzy’s cries. She got it and said, “Dizzy, we’re all right, Prophet’s dead!”

“YYYYEEEEEEESSSS!” Just over the docking bays of Mos Eisley Dizzy put the Millennium Falcon in a series of barrel rolls. “Cool! What now!”

“We go home,” said Enothchild, just before Juna could make any suggestion. Juna had not really considered what was next, whether or not killing Jabba had played into the decision.

“Naboo, Dizzy, we’re right behind you,” said Juna. Then she shut off the comlink and said, “But Mama? She turned herself in to the authorities on Dantooine. She had pleaded guilty to those crimes the Republic has charged her with.”

Enothchild put some thought into it. He said, “If she’s done that, then the Jedi Council has made a decision on her fate.”

Juna knew that. She grabbed him hard by his arms. “We can’t let her die!”

“We won’t, Juna, but we have time on our side. It’s going to take time for members of the Council to reach Dantooine. If we leave here, they’ll still beat us by a day.”

“But-.”

“Juna we can only save Naressa with evidence, and I do believe the key to her freedom is somewhere in that Hapes evidence. I know why she turned herself in to protect you, but she did it in order to buy you time to save the galaxy.” Enothchild gripped her shoulders. “We’ll figure something out on the way to Naboo.”

Shaking her head, Juna said, “We go to Dantooine, or I’m not going with you anywhere!” 
Juna pulled away and paced before Enothchild, drawing concern from him; honestly, she couldn’t believe she had said it herself. She said, “We have eleven days to save the galaxy, and from here it’s nearly five days to Dantooine; three if I really push it, which I will. Whatever needs to be solved in the riddles regarding the galaxy, about Mama, about Faith and Faradi, they can be done on the way to Dantooine!”

Juna stopped and confronted Enothchild on this. “I am going to Dantooine. I will use diplomacy and the law to free her. If it fails, then I will use bribery and treachery. And if none of that works then, as a last resort, I will bail her out the wrong way. You can be against me on this, Enothchild, but I will not condemn my Mama to death! I would rather let the galaxy got to hell! Please, come with me, help me!”

She calmed down and laid her hands on his chest. “Please, we can’t let her die. They’ll kill her, you know that.” She looked up at him. “I have done enough for the galaxy, by killing Prophet, for now. Please, help me.”

Enothchild gave it some more thought, and always the priorities of his training took precedent first. He leaned his large head and laid it on her head, sighed, and said, “We rescue her, but no one gets hurt.”

Juna looked up at him in teary surprise. “You….you would break the law?”

“No one will know if you go and teleport her out because I’m certain she won’t free herself. Once we’re away, then we can take care of the matters at hand.” He took her face in his hands and said, “I cannot let her die. I care for her, but more importantly you care for her and I will not stand by and let her be taken away from you.” His face saddened on the idea that Juna no longer hated both he and Naressa for what they had done. “I could not live if you always hated her. I couldn’t live if you two couldn’t hold each other in apology and love.”

Enothchild guided her towards the Ruby Heirloom and unlocked the hatch. The ramp came down. “Push it, but be careful. If memory serves we have some navigational hazards to overcome.”

“If I skirt them,” said a teary but very determined Juna, “we’ll be there in two.” Enothchild followed her all the way to the cockpit, and considered the super lethal edge that came and went from his Wife’s demeanor. “We’ll send a text type home; tell them not to wait up.”

The ship was up and climbing well before Enothchild could ever think twice about this action. He was torn, but Juna was right; much could be corrected in transit. There was no need to go to Naboo. Dantooine and Naressa were calling them.

Once the jump to hyperspace was complete, Enothchild had thought to find anything that resembled clothing for the both of them. If his memory served him still, they had clothing still on board. Before he could move Juna’s hand fell on his left forearm, stopping his rise from the copilot chair.

Juna rubbed the arm affectionately and said, “Hold me.” She found herself emotionally swooning, desiring to be held by Enothchild in spite of their disheveled states. “Take me somewhere, and just hold me.”

Enothchild understood the request, and with his other hand he guided Juna to her feet. He drew her in, locking her body close to his. Comforting each other, the two headed for the galley to replenish their spent bodies and of course hold each other; somewhere in there, they were going to talk about the important issues.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

11 DAYS (CHAPTER 99.1)

After getting messages from Dizzy, and then shortly after Enothchild, Muriel’s relief echoed all over Rapier Manor has she ran from Medical Ward to the Grand Library. She had been checking on Alluetia when the messages were relayed to her once she left the Medical Ward. She reached the Grand Library in galactic record time, where everyone else was busing over subjects related to the situation.

“PROPHET’S DEAD! PROPHET’S DEAD!” Muriel almost blew the heavy doors to the Grand Library. Everyone lifted eyes from terminals on the news. “JUNA SAVED ENOTHCHILD, THEN SHE KILLED PROPHET!”

Everyone smiled at the news, and it was great news indeed, but only Muriel was hyper-excited and jumped around like a girl. She could think of Juna, of how much that animal had tormented her, haunted her, and that she had slain the beast. She threw herself past Destiny and Nowen and Casper and landed in Nach’s large arms and practically made him dance around in place. He smiled a little, and Nach’s was more happy that she took the time to celebrate with him. He figured that trust was going to be difficult with them after Enothchild’s scolding of him, but everyone seemed keen to forgive him, and took whatever advice he offered.

Destiny, whose hangover from the previous night was finally gone, said loudly and joyfully, “That is great news! Praise Presence for their safety!”

“Yes,” said Nach, and he accepted such praise without question. 

After Enothchild had left much was told to all, including Destiny who did not believe Enothchild had came back until she looked in the Morgue; from there, she did not believe they would pull such a horrible trick as hiding the Keeper of Sanctuary’s body as a joke on her. She, like the others, could barely accept what was said by Nach. But Nach had told them all, and he told them that it did not make their beliefs any less genuine. To Nach’s relief Destiny and Mathaniel did not hate him for the sacrilege he had honestly done.

Mathaniel took the news of Prophet’s death with mixed emotions. He hated Prophet, he hated the Vhinech for what he had done and what he had done to his Mother. Magus Prophet, his Pathfather, did protect his family but he did it in return for Parable’s goodness. Once Prophet had control over Parable, he did not care for the Jarvis family. He was dead, and it was Mathaniel’s hope that the last of his people’s many evils died with him. Somehow he saw that, as to why his people would still think evilly and act in wickedness because Prophet had lived, Prophet had existed. For as long as Prophet existed, the Vhinech were always swayed by his sins to commit sins. With his death, Mathaniel had hope for his people if no cure could be found for the Vhinphyc birth problem.

Nowen had taken it upon himself to help however he can. That brought Destiny and Mathaniel into the mix. Though the Vhinech could only offer so much in input, they had a ‘controlled perspective’; they hadn’t had to deal with the likes of Prophet, the Legacy Virus, or other galactic events and thus they a near clean slate mind when approached with complex subjects. Otherwise, the two just hung around to keep everyone else company.

Casper was glad that such evil was destroyed, but he always had to be the joy killer. He said to Muriel, “Did they find anything about the Legacy? What Prophet had?”

Muriel pulled away from Nach and said, “Juna’s certain they don’t have enough of the Legacy Virus. She said contact the Jedi Order; tell them that Faith is on Nal Hutta.”

“Nal Hutta?”

“I don’t know why, but she said Faith’s there.”

Casper sat down and looked at his terminal with a frown; he had not contacted the Jedi Order, too preoccupied by Juna’s work. On it was everything Juna’s bot had gathered from the HoloNet and everywhere else. Nach had gone over the matter with him several times while Muriel was away. He said, “That doesn’t make sense. Why Nal Hutta, when she doesn’t have enough of the Legacy Virus?”

Muriel looked around for an explanation. Nowen, who had been helping and listening in, said, “According to Casper and big guy here there isn’t enough code.”

“Then that’s good news!” Muriel looked around to elicit smiles. “If Faith doesn’t have it then the attack is stopped.”

“Perhaps,” said Nach. He looked at his wrist computer, at his chromo. It continued to receive that unknown signal, and the clock on it continued to count down. “Eleven days and counting.”

“But you said,” began Muriel, but she stopped as Nowen gave her a look. She remembered what her fellow Guardian had said before about changes to plans and designs. She recalled one of the conversations from the previous night. “Has the probe reached Cofka?”

“Six hours ago,” said Casper. He pointed at the terminal linked to the dedicated receivership at Rapier Technologies. “It’s had to navigate through some dense stuff and it’s doing its comprehensive scan. It detected the signal, but it hasn’t located the source of it yet.”

Nowen suggested, “It’s possible that the previous Legacy infections had started the countdown, or there is a new Legacy infection we are not aware of.”

Muriel looked to Nach and asked, “Another Elite Aggressor?”

“It is probable,” conceded Nach. “The government had sent so many of them out, or should have unless they recalled them all.”

“Save Helle.”

“It is very difficult to say,” said Nach with a head shake. “Only that if it is another Legacy infection, we are all ready doomed.”

“Then,” started Casper, looking at the screen with Juna’s captured Legacy code, “Prophet would have known that. The search for the Legacy code would have been a waste of time.”

“Not if he needed it to help him remember,” said Muriel. “Or maybe he didn’t know the countdown transmission was commencing.”

“He would have known of Helle’s transmission from her ship,” stressed Casper.

Has the others debated, Nowen had crept over to the terminal and did a search of relative links about Nal Hutta in Republic news, and he found several thousand. He busied himself over several articles more recently released. He interrupted, “Come over here, take a look at this.” Destiny, Mathaniel, Casper, and Muriel managed to fit around him while Nach had to peer over them, which was easy for the Vhinphyc to do.

Nowen read the article. “’Dated two days ago - In thirteen days, a significant improvement in hyperspace travel and communications will come on line thanks to the most unusual partnerships of all time. The Adamant Consortium, a private group of investors most of whom are in the shipping trade, had over six months ago struck a deal with the Hutt Empire to place two hyperspace telecommunications and navigational beacon relays on the Hutt home world of Nal Hutta, central to the trade line nexus. Now, six months later, the system is about to go on line...’”

“I’ve heard of this,” remarked Muriel in recognition. “A real sticking point in the Senate because the arrays will have access to the HoloNet to relay it, but given the Republic’s current navigational problems…”

“This can’t be a coincidence,” Casper stated obviously. “An array on Nal Hutta, Prophet aligned with the Hutts, Faith now on Nal Hutta: no coincidence.”

“The Bothans run the array,” stated Nowen after reading the article further.

“Meaning what exactly?” asked Destiny.

Nowen exchanged a look with Muriel. Muriel explained, “That means the Bothan spies are running the operations on the array. Si’ing won’t let the Hutts touch the thing unless they want them to.”

“Can they stop a Dark Prophet-spawn?” Nach said. His sarcasm was not taken lightly.

“Can’t warn the Bothans, they won’t believe us,” stated Muriel matter-of-factly. “They’ll pretend Si’ing isn’t there.”

“They’ll believe Master Yoda,” said Casper confidently. Muriel nodded and Casper called up a separate comm screen. He sent a hail message to Coruscant, and then noted the time differential. “This may take a little time.”

“We have time,” said Muriel. She crossed her arms. “Naressa would be up though.”

“What’s that?”

“Naressa,” repeated Muriel. “If we could just talk to her, and if they could let her talk to the Bothans, I’m sure it’ll go faster. The Bothans love Naressa!”

“Try it,” said Casper. Muriel went to another terminal and proceeded to back track the comm call Naressa had made to them two days ago. “Wait, couldn’t Juna talk to the Bothans?”

To that Muriel made a face. “Oh, I forgot to mention that. See, Juna and Enothchild decided to make a little detour to Dantooine…”

“With what is about to transpire!” Nach was pissed, shaking his head. He did not need much thinking to know why the two were going to Dantooine. “Where are their priorities?!?”

“Send hails to Juna,” said Casper to Muriel just as frustrated with both Enothchild and Juna as Nach was. Particularly with Enothchild, who was damned determined to set things right and save the universe and had lectured everyone to get their collective behinds in gear. “Tell her to drop out of hyperspace and contact the Bothans immediately.”

“That’s asking for a miracle,” said Muriel, doing as Casper asked on a different comm channel.

“I don’t give a shit,” said Casper, who couldn’t be more flippant if he attempted to be. “They should be getting home! Here! They want to save Juna’s mother, they should come here to start!” That really put Muriel back on her heels in surprise given Casper’s normal demeanor.

“I concur,” said Nach adamantly. “This is not a moment of ignorance.” He looked to Nowen and his friends. “What more have you discovered?”

Nowen lifted his eyes off the screen. “The southern array goes on line soon; they’re still working on the north. It connects to everything, but it’s more a private set up than a public set up. Pay to use it.”

Nach crossed his arms and asked, “It would suggest, by those reasons, that although the broadcasting signals are exclusive the signals still must run through the rest of the HoloNet system in order to transmit in pure time.”

“Well, yeah,” said Nowen with a shrug, “otherwise it defeats the purpose.”

“Then that means they can still deliver this computer virus to others?” asked Destiny. Since she and Mathaniel had been told of the happenings that they were not supposed to involve them the two could not help to be intrigued and asked questions.

“I am afraid it does,” said Nach to her, calming for Destiny because she was a female and because she was late to the fiasco that was unfolding around them.

Casper sighed and stressed, “But there was not enough of the virus to put back together.” Then he gave it some thought. “Unless the Trade Federation had a significant portion of it, and gave it to Prophet.” He shook his head even before the others booed the idea out of the Grand Library.

“No Vhinech would ever side with the Trade Federation,” stated Mathaniel flatly.

“Like Jedi and Light Magus would never side with a Dark Sider?” questioned Muriel, cocking her eyebrow in amusement.

“Exactly my po-.” Then Mathaniel realized what she was saying, and promptly closed his mouth and looked over Nowen’s shoulder. Nowen could only snicker. Quietly the Vhinech jokingly told his friend, “Shut up, you.”

Casper said suddenly, “The best we can hope for is the Council to contact us as soon as possible.” He looked to Muriel. “If neither Juna nor Naressa is available, I know Yoda could get the Supreme Chancellor to make contact with the Bothans.”

“At least we’re covering every hole,” said Mathaniel, offering encouragement with an old Vhanba saying.

The time ticked away, and for all of them it was at best tedious, and worse torturous. As everyone waited on their appointed tasks they would look at other things or talk quietly with each other on a variety of subjects. It was Destiny that broke the monotony, but she made a loud sound and stopped herself.

“What is it, Destiny?” asked Mathaniel.

“It is nothing,” she said politely.

“If it has anything to do with what’s going on, then it’s nothing,” said Casper, sitting back down in his chair to rest his ankle. “It may not be so trivial to us.”

Shying a bit, Destiny said, “Suppose,” but then she stopped. She sighed when she noted everyone looking at her. “I guess I do not comprehend why it is that a large vehicle containing such powerful adversaries would need something or someone to launch a preemptive attack.”

She thought no one understood her, so Destiny clarified, “If this Device is so large and filled with many Magus Prophets, and it Vhinphyc technology, then why would one need a computer virus?” She held up her hands. “I know you have mentioned the Sleeping Vhinech earlier; I remember that, however you have mentioned that such a problem had been cured in the Republic. I assume Coruscant would have been cured first?”

“Big understatement,” mused Muriel. When a method was uncovered to eliminate the dormant Sleeping Vhinech genes in people, the Republic did a massive detection and cure protocol in which, like in all federally controlled bureaucracies, Coruscant was importantly first.

“I think Destiny’s saying,” Nowen cut it, “it doesn’t make sense to use the Legacy Virus if the Device is so overwhelming.”

And suddenly, everyone else stood there and pondered the statement, including Nowen. Somehow the idea of just the Device attacking without Legacy intervention emerged from hiding in their minds. They rationalized to themselves for a few moments in silence why the statement now uttered made the whole idea of the attack odd.

“Well,” Muriel began, become as polite as she could be, “Coruscant’s defenses are very formidable. There are numerous layers of defenses, including the combined Republic Navy, and then there’s Coruscant itself. The shields and weapons there were tremendous before the upgrades brought on by Vhinech War. The Legacy Virus would knock these defenses out, break ships down, and kill all communications if it strikes all at once.”

“Pardon me from ending,” cut in Destiny, “a landing force will not be stopped by a planetary shield. That I do know.” She looked around. “It is as big as Nach’cht’musik states, then there is no collection of ships and weapons in existence that could destroy it. Be it also possible to see it, also a point of contention” she looked at Nach “yourself has raised.”

She then shrugged her shoulders. “Perhaps I am in error. It just appears to me that the need for this Legacy Virus is just wrong. As you say, the Device is counting down, and perhaps it is targeting Coruscant. All that is considered, then I would believe the need for a computer virus to strike first would be worst than redundant.”

There was some silence again, but there was a noticeable suggestion that wheels were turning in everyone’s minds. Muriel looked at Nowen; Nowen looked at Nach; Nach to Casper; Casper stared at the screen that showed what Juna’s bot had found and continued to find. Under the circumstances Destiny’s point was not necessarily a trivial one. Delays in anyone responded to them only allowed them more time to think about it.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Once again Juna Rapier had to control herself and this time it was very difficult. It was the most torturous undertaken of her entire young life, worse than having her shoulder dislocated as a little girl, worse than Magus Prophet rearranging her body last year. It was the most enjoyable time she had ever had, the price of winning, the pinnacle of savoring glory she could ever have.

How she hated this and loved this!

Time was irrelevant, but some of it had passed since the Ruby Heirloom began its long, hurried trip to Dantooine. But there was time to do a great many things in Juna’s opinion. There was time to save the galaxy. There was time to save Naressa. There was time to talk about all that she knew to Enothchild. There was time to touch Enothchild, toy with him, smell him, clean him, hug him, Kiss Him, KISS HIM, LOVE HIM, MAKE LOVE TO HIM…..
Once again, Juna Rapier had to control herself, and this time it was very difficult…

They were in the lounge, the two on the long clone leather bench seat, and Juna was sitting across his lap, being held by him except when she served him. Juna had taken it upon herself to serve Enothchild with health replenishing fluids to re-hydrate him; when he drank he listened to her talk about all she knew about Prophet’s Plan, and his father Nach, and Faradi’s power plays. He listened intently and did not speak. It did not matter to Juna if he was listening, or if had a question because this was all the more enjoyable for her than it was for Enothchild. She was lost in her need to control herself. Whereas before she had to keep herself from draining and murdering other people she now fought to keep herself from tearing off every lone remaining inch of his clothing of his body, And Kiss Every Boo-Boo, AND MAKE IT ALL BETTER, AND MAKE THEM BOTH FEEL REALLY, REALLY, REALLY-!!!!!
Once again, Juna had to control herself, and this time it was very difficult….

Juna laid her head against his bare, hard, nipple-less chest when she had not been taking care of Enothchild’s drinking needs and when she talked. She really was not sure if she spoke coherently, or if she the words just flowed out of her mouth like an uninterrupted, shallow stream of Nubian water from a natural spring. Her focus, her attention, was caught between Enothchild and what she thought, what she felt, and what was the required method of body posturing that could make him drag her by the hair to the nearest available quarters Because He Was SUCH A STUD! AND HE WAS HER STUD!!!
Once again, Juna had to control herself, and this time it was very difficult…

It was the combination of Juna’s love for Enothchild, her lust for Enothchild, and her very sensitive nose. The inherited traits of Magus Prophet still lingered in her being even though she really didn’t apply what she had taken from him. With her head against him, Juna could not direct her nose away from his body without taking her ear off his chest and away from his magnificent, pure heart. His sweaty, dirty, Vhinphyckian male odor was indescribably intoxicating, heightening his allure, producing a very hot fire that burned throughout her body that caused distractions in her storytelling. When she became ‘distracted’, Juna sighed her way through the explanation, and forced herself to remain at least calm if not focused.

But it was very difficult….

Juna, however, had hoped for some form of response from Enothchild in return in terms of affection, or perhaps in bodily response; she would have known the latter because her butt was right on top of his lap. He held on to her in one arm for support, rubbed and gripped her shoulder, but nothing beyond that. She would have panicked and pulled out her own black hair if she didn’t remind herself that Enothchild read people except when it came to flirtation. Unless both her hands were down his pants and had ‘hard dock’ the gentlemanly Vhinphyc overlooked plutty hints.

After finishing another long dissertation on current events which Juna did avoid what she had done at Mos Essa after he had died, she proceeded to kiss his wounded chest quickly again. Enothchild was healing on his own well, but Juna liked to believe that her kisses, her touching, her love, her devotion, and her care for him was speeding it up. It occurred to her that it was helping him heal, and she believed it just the support from her for him alone that did it. She had read so much about the power of healing through love, of how emotional comfort could affect one’s mind to trigger a psychosomatic response to help one heal. A child always sought a mother to kiss the boo-boo, and once kissed even if the wound still bleed and still hurt the child found comfort and sometimes calm. She could only imagine what full flesh on flesh would do. Connecting With Enothchild On A More Provocative Level. KISSING EVERY INJURY, EVERY BRUISE, EVERY-!

The crackle of energy that entered Juna’s lips numbed them after her yelp of pain. Enothchild began soothing her the best he could under the circumstances. “You all right?”

It wasn’t the first time since Juna had taken Prophet that a static-like shock had struck her from where she made contact with any part of Enothchild’s masculine, hard body. The shocks were small, but so random and unpredictable they always surprised her. She had been shocked quite a few times, each time numbing her, making her jump, and drawing Enothchild’s concerns every time. The other effect was the little but noticeable loss of power; each shocked whittled away some of the great Force energy she had taken from Prophet. The shocks were of an unknown type of Force energy, which was why she could not sense their coming ahead of time. Even if she could, Juna had to admit to herself that she couldn’t anticipate the shocks with her smitten focus solely on her Man if she had tried. The shocks, however, made her forget her lusting for him until the numbness went away.

“Mye blifs arf nuff,” said Juna cryptically, rubbing her lips in an attempt to massage the feeling back into them. “Iife doef unfertstanf tisf.” She covered her mouth as spittle shot out. Some hit Enothchild in the face. Both laughed a little, but Juna felt so stupid; her cheeks graying in embarrassment.

“This ability to drain a life form’s Force essence is unprecedented,” said Enothchild, pushing back some of her ravenous, thick hair so he could see her more clearly. “However given the Sith Maiden’s ability to touch objects and read them through the Force, it appears that this Force Absorption is just a more evolved version of just simple touch and read.”

“A Darf Sife vefion,” said Juna, her mouth working better around words. The reality of what she was no longer haunted her personally, but she did worry how it would haunt Enothchild. Her Husband had fought for her soul endlessly, had sacrificed much of himself to save her. She was corrupt with Darkness now, and though he showed no signs of disapproval it could change at any time.

“It would be, yes,” said Enothchild. She felt him tug her back to his chest to hug her. Apparently he had felt her unspoken uneasiness and he was assuring her. “The taking of one’s Force to gain power is a Dark Side trait.” He put down his drink and wrapped both his large arms around her much smaller body; Juna began to melt again. “It’s so strange.”

“Hmm, what?” Juna actually smelled doubt come off of Enothchild’s body.

Enothchild said, “Like all Jedi I have believed there were only different philosophical views of the Force, that in spite of light and darkness they were all the same Force.” She looked up at him, and to her growing satisfaction he was looking right in her Sith Maiden eyes. “Since my resurrection, I know there is more than that. I believe it. I accept it. Before then I had a hard time accepting that there was more than just the acceptable differences between Jedi and Sith. You and your mother, and life after death, have all convinced me otherwise.”

“I…know,” began Juna, thinking through the fog of lust, “I know so many things I know I did not learn from any book, or from you, or from anyone else. But now I can name those sources of information. I feel I can call them to me, and no matter how dead they are they will come, and they must answer to me.” Such a thing would have scared her before, but being Pure in Darkness made such fears disappear.

The question of herself did scare her, and she changed questions. Juna reached up and touched his face. Enothchild closed his eyes to her touch, a loving touch that he appreciated and made him smile. Her fears seeped away a little, but nonetheless she asked the new question. “How? How did you come back to me, Son of Presence?”

Enothchild did not appear uncomfortable with the proper title Juna had just spoken. She knew the arguments could be made against such a proclamation, but the debate was not one sided. There had been so much more to Enothchild, and being the son of a deity explained it. Perhaps it was an excuse to explain the unexplainable that was his kindness, but she accepted it.

“It was not my miracle,” he said. “I died, and then I was in the morgue. My first thoughts were of you.”

She smiled and said, “Really?”

Nodding, Enothchild then said, “To obey you. To go to you and await your commands. To serve you without condition.”

“What?” Juna sat up, forgetting everything else for the moment. “No. I-I wouldn’t wish that of you!”

“It’s all right.” Enothchild calmed her so easily, so quickly, with a few words, with a hand, with a smile. “After touching you, I became more of myself.” He then said, “But you did wish.”

Juna thought the idea terrible and childish. She shook her head and said, “I wished you back to life? That’s crazy! Tell me it was divine intervention, but don’t tell me I just wished and you came back to me.”

“Juna, your mother told me of such ability within the Sith Maiden kind,” said Enothchild, “and like you I didn’t quite believe it either. I didn’t believe much of everything she told me in her new form.” He reached up with his left hand and touched the Mark of the Flames still on his cheek. “I won’t deny those words ever again.”

Juna saw that bruise of her hand still on his face and felt her stomach churn. From deep inside, she knew the bruise was the sign of a curse she had placed on him. No matter how she tried to rationalize against it, she could not deny it. If such a curse did not exist, then Sith Maidens could not exist.

“Naressa,” continued Enothchild, “had wished to bare me a child, and that wish was granted. I’m certain it required great energy from herself to create the possibility of the wish. It was why she could not perceive Uiennar so far ahead of time; the wish had weakened her.”

“But…” Juna stopped herself as she understood that she felt less powerful when she awoke yesterday. “But wishes….then that isn’t necessarily wishes. Its energy applied to desire, and thought.”

“Desired thought, yes,” said Enothchild. “But Juna, how often are we taught that those things we desire are only achieved when we apply energy and effort to the task that leads to them? What is a wish, anyways? Is it merely a desire we will never have? Is it a self-imposed limit we place upon ourselves? Most wish for money, and yet all they need to do is to take one, maybe two steps, in order to achieve it and they don’t. People who fail to do it don’t call it failure, the conveniently call it wishful thinking.”

Juna smirked with her inherited smirk. “Now I know why you’re such a deep thinker preacher, given your parentage.”

Enothchild only smirked back at her. “I picture moving objects in my mind before I actually apply the Force to them.” And like so many times before when it came to teaching explanations, Enothchild used the Force to open the refrigerator, take out another health drink in a recyclable tankard, and then close the door once the tankard floated across the room and into his awaiting hand. “Wishing is no different an exercise practice.”

Juna had thought she had long ago outgrown such teaching exercises; only a few months ago she had admonished him to never do it again. She frowned at him, but as always he was oblivious to her disapproval. That was Enothchild, and she loved him for that: when it came to the truth, to the obvious, no one could disapprove of it, and he wasn’t ashamed to show it. She didn’t care anymore if she taught him two plus two, however: he was alive, whole, and here.

She frowned more at herself. She said, “But…I don’t….remember Wishing you back to life.” Juna shook her head, racking her brain trying to remember. “I…remember Mama ending the transmission from Dantooine…and….and that’s it, I woke up and felt that you were alive.”

Enothchild nodded, pondered, and then said, “Then it’s likely that the wish took much out of you. Perhaps more than just strength. Perhaps your very existence. But we can’t say for certain, because you absorbed Prophet.”

Speaking Prophet’s name made Juna remember she had taken Prophet into her soul, and all of Prophet’s abilities returned. She felt a flash of nervousness from Enothchild as he shifted his legs. She looked at him to apologize, but her tone was so bitterly cold. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s all right,” Enothchild assured. “Though your mother did not specifically go into details about this ability you and her share, I’m certain of some aspects of it.” He caressed her head. “I can sense him as if he were still alive.”

Nodding, Juna said, “He feels alive in me. With him, I have learned control over these spirits I now possess.” She shuddered though, and fell into Enothchild’s chest for comfort. Smelling Enothchild added to the comfort. “His knowledge is vast and incredible, but I hate it. I hate having him inside of me.”

“It did worry me,” said Enothchild.

With that, Juna slowly became aware of matters. The sequence of events from her awakening to the death of Magus Prophet repeated themselves in her mind. She pulled away and sat up straight to look at Enothchild with some contempt slowly crossing her face. She said, “You…you planned this? You went to Tatooine because you knew I would follow, and….” She couldn’t quite believe it. “Did…you knew what I could do, and it was….”

Enothchild collected her face in his hands. He said, “You would have never truly find peace until you confronted the evil that will always be with you. You had always feared him the first time he touched you when you were a child. You lost to him last year out of fear brought on by incompetence, and that incompetence lead to further fear. I do admit to many things. I had showed you the wrong way to peace, and I had tricked you: yes, Juna, I went to Tatooine to draw you there and face the fear that lead to your greatest fear. The first time you went to Tatooine to save me you failed; the fear of Prophet lead to the greatest fear of losing me, and in your fear it became anger, and you fell. This time you succeeded, you did everything right. The only way to defeat Prophet was to, ironically, accept him into your life. For lack of a better term, a better way to explain it, you absorbed his existence into you.

“It is all difficult to explain, to express, but upon learning that he was alive again, I came to conclusion that it was not my destiny to slay him. It was your destiny, Juna, to slay him. It was your destiny to take him into your life. The destiny has come to pass.”

Juna hugged herself, understanding it even when the explanation did not do it justice. “I don’t want him in my life.”

“Like all destiny, we have little choice in the affair,” stated Enothchild matter-of-factly.

“Destiny is what we make of it!” Juna gripped him by his face. “You taught me that!”

“It is,” he said with a head nod. “But don’t you see; your actions, my actions: we have made our destiny, and this was it.” She let go of him upon realizing how right he was. “You had cursed Prophet, and you made it your destiny to kill him. You have done so, and done so to cure yourself of him.”

“By absorbing him?”

“Juna, you control him now!” That suddenly sat her deep in Enothchild’s lap. “We all wish we could control our monsters, our bad dreams, and now you can. You own him, you possess him, and the only way you could have done it that was take him, confront him, defeat him and defeat your fear of him. You fear yourself now than you fear him: that’s healthy!” She looked at him with a weird face. “Worrying about your own evil actions instead another’s will give you focus, it will give you control. And that, Juna, my Love, has always been my goal with you. I wanted you to have control over yourself.” He sighed a bit. “Of course it required me to be alive. Don’t you see the irony? You brought me back to face your greatest fear again. If I was not alive, I am willing to say you would not have faced Prophet no matter how strong you felt.”

Confronted by this, it began to make sense to Juna, and suddenly she felt very ashamed of herself. She looked down at her lap, at her hands, and upon review of herself the last few days she found Enothchild to be absolutely right. She conveniently could have blamed the Dark Side, but what did the Dark Side really do: emphasized what was in her, what she felt. Her actions, her attitude, her logic for how she acted towards others: they were symptoms of her fears, of her failure, and the failure was what really made her always angry. And Enothchild alive really did not change that. Enothchild being alive again, telling her these things: that was what really changed her. As much as he told her it was about her going about this alone, Juna would be the first to say that she still needed Enothchild Sarch to help her, save her, and point the way. He did, of course, do all those things by going to Tatooine. She had accomplished the rest on her own, and that was the important thing.

At what cost was these actions she taken before hand? She mumbled, “I…did terrible things.”

“I know,” said Enothchild, petting her head. “I know you did.”

“I did such horrible things.” Juna wiped her nose. “To Dizzy, to Muriel, to Mos Essa….I did such horrible things because I couldn’t face anything without you!”

To her surprise she found Enothchild drawing her near him again. He put her head against his heart, and his heart felt so good to her soul. She whispered, “Why would you still love me, after all I have done?”

Enothchild buried his face in her hair. He said, “Because you feel regret for what you have done.”

That suddenly made her tears and sadness go quickly away. But she added, “I was going to let the galaxy die.”

“You regret it now,” said Enothchild soothingly. “Just as you regret hating your mother. You are taking steps in correcting those wrongs, and that is regret.”

Juna sat very quietly in Enothchild’s lap for a while and just let him comfort her. She told herself, though, that without Enothchild she would not have felt regret. On cue, Enothchild said, “You did need me to show you the way. I recklessly did things wrong with you. I regret that I did not show you the dark side sooner.” She looked at him to complain, but he covered her mouth with his fingers. “I have shown you the way now. You can be a creature of darkness, Juna, but live in peace. It is possible” he smiled “and I will show you the way, I promise.”

There was another sting in her lips from his fingers. Juna jumped a mile and flubbed, “Damf if!” After a few moments, Juna asked, “Why is it that I can’t touch you! When I touched you….when you were dead….it burned like hell? Even alive you smart.”

“I know.” Enothchild looked to her face, but the red marks that he left on Juna’s face had long faded away, had longed healed. She could see him really thinking, so he asked, “Any ideas?”

“I…well, I can touch anyone else. I can touch Muriel, touch Casper, touch Nach: nothing like that happens with them. When I touched my Faith, I was struck by my own energies to absorb her. I guess I can’t absorb my Daughter, against the rules. I am in control of it; I know so in my heart unlike before.” Juna looked at him and asked sincerely, “But why couldn’t I touch you before, but I can now with some fuss?”

“Perhaps Prophet’s absorbed energy is insulating you from me somewhat.” Enothchild regarded her entirely, thought, and suggested, “The effect must not last forever, even if he is with you forever. I do believe the shocks are coming more and more. Eventually, this insulation will no longer shield you from my touch.”

Sighing, Juna asked the most logical question that came to mind. “When it’s gone, does that mean you and I will never be able to touch each other again?”

“There’s a way.” Enothchild lifted her by her chin with a delicate hand. “Because of you, I know there is.” He smiled and said, “You can make it all possible, Juna.”

When he kissed her, Juna savored it and promised on that kiss to cherish every moment she had just touching him; she never knew when it would be the last time. His positive outlook was infectious and undeniable, and soon the Sith Maiden believed the Jedi Master. There was a way for them, for Dark and Light to love one another, and coexist. They would find it together once this nightmare was finally over. Still, she made every kiss, every touch, every caress and ever rub memorable to her. How she wanted this. How she wanted him! DAMN IT!
“Phew!” Enothchild broke away from her and said, “I really, really stink.”

Juna said her every thought in controlled desperation. “No. No, you don’t stink. You don’t stink at all to me.” She knew how self-conscious he was about his body odor. It was as an extension of him never wanting to offend anyone; Vhinphycs could be down right stinky if they didn’t mate with soap and water after a day; Nach was absolutely no bundle of rotten flowers good enough the day she left to save Enothchild. It meant he was going to get cleaned up, just as Juna’s sexual innuendoes were starting to affect him.

She inhaled deeply, tapping into that Prophet magnetism to alter her thinking, and when she inhaled him Juna felt her body become very warm. The satisfaction of his smell registered clearly on her face, but if she had smelled him without Prophet’s tapped abilities she probably would have threw up. “You smell so powerful to me.”

Enothchild smiled a little, and then he leaned down and smelled her. He frowned, shook his head, and said, “Yeah, so ‘powerful’ I’m making you smell.” He sat her aside off his lap just as the cockpit signaled back to them that it was time for a tiny course correction. “Better get that. I’ll go clean up.”

“But, but, ba-….DOH!” Juna couldn’t believe her luck! She ran to the cockpit, signaled for Enothchild to be ready for the drop out. She emerged in real space, made the slight calculation around the asteroid field, and re-entered hyperspace. But in the entire space of time she growled in pure frustration, on every exhale as she slowed her rapidly beating heart and tried and failed to tame her loins.

Juna had a little time to kill to make sure the new course change held so she remained seated. She knew she was not alone. Her guest waited for her to say something. She couldn’t ignore him any longer, not with his presence filling her senses at the moment. She said, “What are you staring at?”

In the copilot seat was Magus Prophet. He appeared to her in spirit, as she remembered him the first time they met. The trademark eyes and claws and teeth were there. His large body, healthy and reddish in hue, was protected by more civilized gray Vhinphyc attire, covered by a dark blue robe. Very little of him appeared feral unless he wanted others to see the animal, the monster, the beast that he truly was. This was Magus Prophet before Juna had entered her life, a Magus Prophet who had lived the life of lie, believing in the Path and the most loyal of servants of Jurivicious Pern. A Magus Prophet who loved so many other females that crossed his path; those who threw themselves at him and those thrown at them by their husbands in hopes for luck before and after a battle. A Magus Prophet who was not obsessed with Juna, but no less deadly and unpredictable and cruel and wrong.

“I stare at the victor,” said Prophet in his deep bass, as if he were really there, as if she had not really killed him. “The one I have finally lost to. The one I shall always honor.”

“As if you got a choice,” answered Juna smugly. “Spare me; I’m out of pity until the end of the month.”

There were times he smiled, and on his clean uninjured face Prophet slowly grinned; a Prophet grin was just a slight upturn of the lips; he couldn’t do much of anything about his permanent scowl. “I do not desire your pity. All that I…ask” Juna let her eyebrows rise in genuine amusement “is that you consider all that you have taken from me.”

Juna puckered her lips at that. “I hate you. I hate everything you stand for because I have embraced it. Now, because I fell, I must live with you inside of me, and it’s more than just some psychological bullshit, it’s the fact that your tainted, spoiled, evil, twisted, putrefied soul is stuck in me forever.” She snorted and growled. “Some victory!”

“There are always dirty realities in clean victories,” said Prophet, militarily philosophically. “The Enemy must end. The Innocent are all nearly sacrificed. The Victor writes the history with their scars. There are no clean and clear victories, Juna. There is only reality, and the reality is the truth.”

She scoffed again. “Why in the hell am I even bothering with you?”

Prophet just said straightly, “Because you can never escape the truth, Juna.” The uneasiness immediately filled her. “When you think of me you know I am, and you know I bring, and you know I always speak, the truth.”

Juna was quick to execute a set of sniffing exercises to catch the remnants of Enothchild’s scent, but she realized by doing so, she was keeping the gloating Magus Prophet around. But she needed Enothchild to calm her, and she didn’t want to hear what the Dark Spirit inside of her had to say. Creeping from the depths of her stomach, like a nest of freshly hatched twelve legged corset weavers scurrying for the safety of water before Gungans lying in wait snatched them with their tongues, was all those questions Prophet had proposed to her last year, everything he had ever said to her, his feeling and emotions he once held for her, and so much more; things, matters, and circumstances about her that Prophet knew about her but she did not.

Unlike before, Prophet was now inside of her. Unlike before, he truly knew what was on her mind, and in her heart. Juna felt even more cursed. He snorted shortly and said, “It is so interesting that it required my death to get inside of you.”

“It’s called irony,” barked Juna back. She said it with very little bite.

“It is called living the lie, Girl,” Prophet growled. “You have lived the lie the Black Rose had created for you, and even at this moment you are still living it.” He inched closer, and in reality the chair next to Juna turned towards her even though in reality there was no one in it.

“I hold so many truths about you, and you know that now.” Prophet glared evenly at her with his blood red eyes. “Would you like to hear them all?”

She didn’t, and Juna turned to him in the seat and said, “How do you enjoy being a puppet? Not my puppet, but when you were alive? When my Grandmother used our Daughter to do her bidding, and used your Plan for her convenience?”

Prophet was less smug. Juna smiled and fought the corset weavers back down. The sharing of information went both ways, and if Prophet knew what she was thinking and feeling, he also knew what she knew about Faradi Nimh, about her Grandmother, about what she was doing and had been doing with Faith.  She filled the facts of Faradi in her mind from when Juna first met her in the Dark Forest of Sabbath on Alderaan up to that critical moment last year when she nearly gave her life away to her; including the part where Faradi decided to ‘jump ship’. She could tell that he did not like the presentation, but she was thoroughly enjoying it.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” she cooed to the Spirit of Prophet, “did I bruise your ego?” She shook her head at him in disgust. “I give you credit you are smarter than most would ever believe you to be, but you were not smart enough to figure this little facet out were you?” She gave him a full dose of Solo smirk. “Join the club, Smarty, we’ve been all played!”

“This,” he began, “is a product of your lack of control, the lack of your acceptance of the truth!”

“Truth?” Juna finally had enough of that word coming out of Prophet’s maw. “Truth? Truth? Talk about the Dark Prophet calling the Sith Maiden evil, you are in no position whatsoever to dictate to me the truth! I, on the other hand, can! Truth is Enothchild’s right, he should have showed me the Dark way, but only he and not you, not Pern, and not my Mother! Truth is Faith is my Daughter and my Daughter alone, now! She’s a victim of you and Faradi and even me, so my hope is I can get to her and save her from Faradi and more importantly herself!

“Truth is I know and embrace what I am.” Juna hesitated, but she breathed in and breathed it out. “I am a Sith! I am a Sith Maiden! I am the Dark Hope! It…it no longer twists my insides saying that! Truth is, and truth is irony, as an evil entity I have never felt this good in my entire life! Good in health, and Good in spirit! I choose to use Evil for the benefit of Good! Destiny is what I make of it, and I choose to serve Good by doing only what Evil can do!

“I will no longer subject myself to the whims of societal acceptance! What needs to be done to save the day will be done, by me! My reach will be long, and my touch will be merciless to those who wrong and betray and dishonor! I will no longer limit myself for the sake of other’s comfort! I will no longer let my friends limit themselves! And no longer will I most definitely limit my passion for my Husband!”

It was long past time to leave, but Juna had to have this confrontation with Prophet. Enothchild was correct; she had to face her fear to conquer it. The battlefield was simple enough, but internally, and eternally, that fight was still long from over. At least she won this critical battle this time. Prophet’s animalistic passions slowly began to take over Juna’s body, but she still held firm control over herself. She could tell Prophet did not like this servitude, and there was another reason to hate his place when she stood to ‘leave him’. The last sentence was very foretelling, and she intended that.

“Bare witness, my captive slave for as long as I shall live I will enjoy torturing,” Juna sneered and growled, adlibbing and mimicking Prophet’s proclamation to Enothchild before she killed him, “to the fruits of your failure!”

Juna quickly yanked off her high boots, and then tore off the rest of her ruined top. By the time she began unbuckling her gun belt, she felt Prophet’s spiritual rage; his clean image filtered through the different visual versions from young to his burnt dead form. The only constant was his evil scowl and the rabid foam that came from his mouth, and his infuriating postures.

“What are you doing!” Prophet demanded, but Juna was done talking to him. She knew that he knew what she was doing. His demands rattled her bones, but it only made her more determined to unbutton her pants. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING!”

Juna only smirked like her Mother would do in amusement, hesitated for just five full seconds to torment her one time tormentor, and finally pulled it all off. She stood there before Prophet as if he were real, held out her hands, inviting him, daring him, to touch her bare naked body. She watched his visual, and felt him, go through the emotions of desire and repulse; the desire to touch what he always believed to be greatness that had to be conquered, and repulsed by recalling what had figuratively and literally had killed him, and the reality was he really couldn’t touch her if he wanted to. He couldn’t escape her either. He couldn’t escape from what she was about to do.

In all the time she had known him, Juna had never seen Prophet this furious; he was more furious than last year when he tore her apart, and he projected that desire with every fiber of his existence within Juna. Even if she had not embraced the Dark Side, she felt she would have done this if she could anyways because what it was doing to the Demon that had murdered Bendian Rapier, that had so spiritually mutilated Naressa Rapier, that had hurt and used her close friends, and had made much of her life the very example of a living, breathing Hell, was give back all that he had given. Like the wrong gift giver he didn’t like it but he had no choice but to accept it.

Another irony was Juna had become that Dark Side creature Magus Prophet desired. He didn’t like her because of it, and clearly because she became the creature he could not control, and another reason he said the obvious, “YOU HAVE BECOME YOUR MOTHER!” That was the best he could do to stop her.
In her opinion that was no longer a bad thing. She was still Juna Rapier, the Daughter of Naressa Rapier. She chose to be her own woman, with her own values, and her own way to exist: just like her Mama. Her core beliefs were still different from Naressa’s, but Juna was now open to new experiences and, because of the Dark Side, new exploitations.

The last remaining irony had dawned on Juna moments before she undressed herself. She held that irony, that thought, as she left the cockpit and her clothes behind. Upon passing through areas and corridors Prophet would appear to demonstrate his displeasure and disgust. That thought, that idea, was very comprehensive and yet a part of it was simple. It was an idea that merged with the idea that she was about to execute when she found the room Enothchild was using. Of course, because he no longer had a choice, Magus Prophet was ‘all ready there’.

The last remaining irony was the wedge Prophet had used on Juna to pit her against Enothchild and her Mother in his attempts to sway her to his side, and to his lustful heart. In her mind, for the last time, flashed the absorbed memory of the intimate encounter between Enothchild and Naressa. Juna was going to replace that memory with a very naughty, lust driven passion play the moment she purposely entered the bathroom and literally yanked Enothchild out of the shower and shoved him to the bed.

Before a soaking, soapy wet Enothchild could ask what the smeck was going on Juna was on him just like the soap and water, gagging him into silence with deep, passionate kisses. It did not take him long to go along with her excitability. Who was he to denounce what she was doing?

But what Enothchild did not know, and Juna did, and Magus Prophet hated, was that the act of love had another purpose. Juna let her attention slip away from her Husband to look over her left shoulder. There he stood, the spiritual representation of Magus Prophet, unable to not look, unable to leave, unable to stop what was his worst nightmare: Juna giving herself to Enothchild! Just as Juna had to bare witness to the memory of Enothchild and Naressa having sex, it was Magus Prophet’s turn to ‘see’ Juna engage in the act of intimate love and reproduction. He could ‘see’ it, and worse he felt everything.

Everything.

Every little detail.

Every big detail.

Now that was irony!

Once the preliminaries were completed, Juna Rapier trained her whole focus on Enothchild Sarch….

To the victor go the spoils….

