CHAPTER 67.0
The sail barrage of Jabba the Hutt spent it’s times navigating the trenches of the ancient artic, and the supermajority of its occupants that were not busy worrying over crashing into the rocks in navigation were busy enjoying and relishing the defeat of three Jedi Knights and finding the quickest way to dulling their senses and killing whatever brain cells they had remaining. Even Jabba allowed himself the comforts of vice; the smell and fog that was golalush defeated what passed for clean air onboard the craft, drifting through every other body to intoxicate all who had not been doped up yet and finding its way throughout the vessel through every opening and crack.
Such noise and smells and the timing of such celebration would had normally irritated Magus Prophet enough to bring it all to a bloody end. Especially when he was so close to it, brooding in the dark one level below the party in the cargo hold; the golalush from Jabba’s hookah had an irritable odor to it, burning the interior of the Vhinech’s nose, but like everything else that was bad for living entities he was unaffected by the narcotic. He ignored it, snorting his exhales every few minutes to allow his nasal passages to heal over. It was not hard to ignore the surrounding universe; not hard for him to have his attention transfixed on the ring he had taken from the impromptu grave of Sarch; not hard to be captured by its significance.
He was too late. He knew so, he had felt he had known for a while, but it still did not limit the impact of seeing the evidence. And this was punishment for being too late, a furthering of punishment from his raised hands having struck down and tore apart who he had loved above all else.
His Juna had married the Vhinphyc.

She had bonded her heart to his. 
In vow. 
In spirit. 
Perhaps, and it should be so, in body.

Prophet could not see beyond the ring, and so he could not see why such a powerful dark entity the likes of Juna could ever share herself with a weak fool like Enothchild Sarch. It was perhaps that Sarch was weak that Juna found herself safe from him, that since she was stronger than he was in the Force he dared not raise war against her; that she could enslave him, control him, and dictate their lives in combination. She did not desire war just as Sarch did not; their reasoning then together was to get far away from it as possible, a lazy way of achieving peace that was worse than a cease fire between mutual foes. 

But the marriage, the exchange of vows and rings, was a devastating attack that had rattled Prophet down to his cold, black heart. Juna’s intentions were clear: she would marry whoever she wanted and live a life she alone desired deeply to live in. It may not look it to the hopelessly romantic but it was another example of what was the Dark Side of the Force: to live and exist in the selfishness of one’s desires. She had made the universe she had dreamed and made it real: her universe which features herself as the wife and mate of Enothchild Sarch. That was how Prophet viewed it by looking at the ring.
Yet Prophet did not blame Juna for doing what she had done.

Again, Prophet had created the situation that pushed the Dark Hope into the arms of Sarch. He had hurt her so many times, and one of those many alone was enough to justify her desire to steer away from what Prophet had to offer her. And Prophet felt he had so much to give her; she would have only chose where to begin. He would have gladly shown her the way to the Dark secrets within her, and guide them out from the hidden depths within her. She was already a warrior and held the mentality of a military realist much as he did.

He would have shown Juna true passion and love. He would have shown her so many ways how he could have made her tremble before him and none of it out of fear. A caress, a mere touch in the right places, a compliment of words spoken at the proper time, and an expression of strength that assured her womanly nerves and heart nearly had her siding with him. He had shown her a sample that was the promise of lust when he had her in his hands on the Orpheus. Prophet doubted that Juna revealed to her Jedi husband how bad she wanted what the Dark Vhinech nearly gave her. There was in her eyes a lust that begged for any Dark Side entity to come to her, worship her, and unleash what she possessed!

Prophet still could not understand why, to this day, she was so afraid of his strength and not so afraid of Sarch’s weakness; he could not understand why the Heir of Palpatine scourged the gain of power. Only he could protect her and love her properly; all Sarch could do was gloat and hope. Now that Sarch was dead, the weakness that was in Juna’s life was now gone.
However, Prophet still gazed at the ring and understood it was over. He had slain so many widows who had challenged him after he had defeated their ended mates in combat on Vhanba to know better. He understood that it wasn’t that simple. He knew that even before he understood that Juna and Sarch had married. He had wronged Juna before this night, and he had wronged her again. It was why he created his and Juna’s daughter for old plans to make her see the way was not going to work.

Juna would have to die. The only one powerful enough to do it whimpered in the night dark.

The shadows never betrayed Faith’s location, but Prophet could smell his daughter being close by. She had been in the cargo hold long before he arrived in it, hiding from him; perhaps crying -- she was female, and she had much of her Sithian mother in her. She stayed silent, watching him, doing her best to understand the universe that was too complex for her; the lack of her true mother was the reason why she was lost in more ways than one.
But all the negatives were overpowered by Faith’s power in the Force. Faith was immeasurable strong, stronger than her parentage. All she lacked was the key to unlock it all. Juna was that key, just as the Black Rose -- Naressa Rapier -- was Juna’s key. It was there where Prophet had formulated his plans to win Juna back, one last attempt at gaining her favor by having something in common they were both deeply connected to. The Sith Maidens had a peculiarly strong bond of love that acted as a control: it appeared that the mother kept the daughter’s stronger power in check, and by doing so it kept the mother from doing what was expected of Dark Side entities: control, exploit, and own that power! Ultimately it was love that controlled the Sith Maidens from tearing each other apart. They knew each other, and they could feel the connection with one another, and they could share so much with one another.
In that, in the love between a mother and a daughter that could only be created with the aide of a father, Prophet was going to show Juna what their combined strength produced. Faith was created out of their darkness, and even if Juna did not give birth to the girl she was going to feel the connection between them all. Juna was going to understand finally the true meaning of power and why she must walk the Dark Path.
It still was not going to be simple, even with Faith on his side. To date Prophet had constantly kept up the illusion that he wanted Juna back to give Faith a purpose to continue with him and his plan. 
“Papul,” she quietly whispered from the shadows. Prophet did not truly ignore her, but he knew his lack of acknowledgement would prompt her to come to him. Faith had always sought his approval if not his attention. She loved him so much it always made her cry when she disappointed him. She crept from her situated hiding place, approached him on hands and knees very carefully, barely touching him with her hands when she reached him. She could sense his anger, but she could not understand all of it.

Prophet did not turn to her as he held the ring up by its necklace chain and spoke. “I am no longer mad at you, my Faith. Disappointment only lasts when one you love dies because of ignorance. I am upset now because your mother has betrayed us.”
“Mamul?” Faith crawled around to confront him. “Ugette il, Mamul?”

Faith had her helmet off, and in the gloom Prophet could almost see Juna staring back at him; Faith looked so much like her, like her when he had not tore her face apart back on the Orpheus. His daughter’s face was beautiful and chilling at the same time, for her face and her Vhinech features reminded him of a sketch he had done depicting Juna in the same visual circumstances; perhaps he had actually drawn out the future.

Knowing Faith’s face being similar to Juna’s only caused his heart to burn despite what he desired. Prophet forced himself to caress Faith’s check and jaw in order to keep himself from ripping her throat out; Faith was totally indifferent to his struggles as she swayed into his touch and was filled with relief that he did not hate her.

“She has betrayed us both.” Prophet showed her the ring again. “This from the Vhinphyc has a mate, and it is on your mother’s finger.” Faith craned her head in confusion, lifting her head from his hand. “The horned man that threatened to take me away from you, the one you felt you had to honor with a burial, has taken your mother and my mate away from us. She agreed to love him over the both of us.” 
He began to see that she could feel what he was implying more than what he was implying through spoken word. “She does not love us, my Faith. She does not love you.”
Faith leaned into Prophet; her hopes of laying her head against his chest were dashed because of her horns; the more the horns had grown has she grown, the further away she had gotten from his heart. She had always forgotten until she tried; sometimes it saddened her so that she would whimper loudly.
Prophet prevented Faith’s cries by grasping her shoulder and taking her off of him. He gazed at her in hardness, and then he held up the ring between them to make her see it. “She had pledged her heart and her loyalty to him! She will never give us a chance!” 
Faith put a delicate hand to Prophet’s mouth and shook her head. He gently took the hand away and said to her coldly, “He had taken her away, and she allowed it to happen! All would be different” he forced her to look at the ring again “if she had not swore her love to him!”
With sad confusion Faith looked between the ring and her father; confused because she understood what he was saying but now she was unsure on what to do. She had no experience in such matters except what she felt in her heart, and even that was in conflict. Inexperience was a power that was greater than the power she possessed in the Force, and it hampered her enough to prevent her from realizing the full and unmatched potential within. Because of the lack of full maturity Faith’s reasoning was severely flawed; because of her lack of average communication speaking skills she truly could not explain herself enough, and therefore there was no proper response to her inquiries and observations that allowed her to grow from them.
Faith ripped the ring from the chain necklace with ease. Illustrating her idea with body language, she presented the ring before her father. She tried to speak, but her mind could not work out the Basic words or any other language she knew in her head. She gave up on speaking and just continued to express her idea to Prophet.

In turn Prophet patiently watched his daughter and her gesturing. She held both her hands out to him, the ring laid between them like a connector. He said, “You believe that you have freed her from her bondage?” When she made no indication, he pondered, “Or do you believe you have won her for me?”
All Faith continued to do was present the ring to Prophet, gesturing with both hands towards him over and over; the gesturing intensifying after every repetition.

Prophet closed her hands around the ring by using his lone right hand to grip Faith’s fingers down. He admonished her like a mountain to a pebble. “I once believed as you did that Juna was brainwashed and deceived by the Jedi just as she was brainwashed and deceived by her birth heritage.” 
He was careful what to say next for he had not told her the whole truth, not the whole story between him and Juna. The Sith Maidens had possessed the ability to remember memories from their ancestors from mother to further, but often it required something to trigger the memory if they were not focused on recalling the memory. He had used that ability against Juna to show her the parallels that existed between their lives; how they were merely weapons that others thought they could use; how they were meant to be slaves to those weaker than they were. He could not do that with Faith or she would learn more than the truth.
“Your mother is not weak, my Faith. Your mother is strong. If she were not, I would have never loved her. Tricked and deceived she may have been she is still intelligent enough to see through the ruses. She chose, my Faith, she chose to live the life of the ruse even after I had revealed the ruse to her. She chose to be a fool. She lives now for the lie. It is so easy to live the life of a life.” 

Prophet’s large fingers worked around her fingers to take the ring from his Daughter. It was easy for him to do since Faith clearly understood what he was implying and did not have the strength to defend the mother she had never met. “She will have the foolish notion to avenge her husband’s death. She will not hesitate to attack us. She will once again choose and chose badly.” He shook his massive head. “I will never forgive her for her choices.”
“Noooooooooo,” cried Faith out loud to him. She put her hands on his chest, over his heart. “Mefa! Sezsu Mamul Mefa!”

Prophet guessed what Faith was trying to say to him. “She does not love me, my Faith. In turn, she does not love you. She will come for us and she will attempt to take our lives.” Faith shook her head and pleaded with him with her big, watering brown eyes. “Oh, it will not be I who destroys her.”

It was why Faith shook her head the first time, and it was why she shook her head no after what he had said. She had begun to cry, bowing her head down in shame before him because she did not want him to see.

Prophet raised her head up with a firm hand on her quivering chin. He said to her, “We are past forgiveness. I would have very much loved her to be a member of our family and what we have to do to. She has made the choice to be against us. She is our enemy. She must die.”
Faith frowned at him slightly and stood up, walking away from him in a huff. Prophet was not going to stand for it, not now; defiance from Faith, even an ounce, worked against him. He stood up and yelled, “STOP!” She suddenly let out a whelp and came to a halt, turning back to him. “You will not disrespect me, my Study! You dare deny your Magus! YOU DARE DENY YOUR FATHER! COME!!!”

Faith’s glare dropped and the Sith Maiden dropped to her left knee, bowed her head to him. Prophet walked to her and said, “It is always my bidding you will do! You will hate it! Nonetheless you will bare the burden of completing my will! My Study! My Child!”
Prophet put his hand on her head and said, “I will not loose you as I lost your mother! You are all that I have left!” He reached down to lift her head up again to have her look at him. Her face, tear smeared, once again reminded him of Juna so much that it nearly killed him. Indeed it still angered him and kept him focused on what had to be done. “She will end us if you are not strong. She will end us if you do not end her first.”
Faith had always sought his approval and only nodded her head. When she retreated from him, Prophet was unconvinced of her sincerity; it was a first time that he was aware of that she was deceiving him. He watched her put her helmet back on, thinking deeply about what had occurred. He desired for her to be a being with self worth, even allowing her to go on her sabbaticals every few months to give her a taste of the galaxy by her lonesome to form her own opinions. At the same time he had slanted Faith’s view in order to keep control over her upon her return, using her mental disability and her undying love for him against her. There would be a time and place for her to rule, and this was not the time and not the place. 

Her ability to use the Force to move from once place to another, demonstrated in front of him and Jabba, disturbed Prophet for it was a trick of the Black Rose that he had seen before. She may have simply come across the ability in her meditations, but it would have meant she had gained the knowledge from the Black Rose within her -- since he had never seen Juna do it. Perhaps she had come across the knowledge herself, meaning she was gaining some resemblance of self-government; that she had been able to find the stored memories of her grandmother, and in turn had used the knowledge to begin to unlock the memories from her mother and began to discover the truth about the ‘relationship’ between Prophet and Juna. Or perhaps her quests to separate herself from his side are taking her to places and to people that were showing her more than what he could offer; she could never tell him where she went or how she got there, but in every case she went far and away from him enough to escape the range of his Force senses. In either case she had received instruction that could prove to be counter to him; he had to control her more, rein her in, before someone else used her against him.
And very suddenly, Tatooine was engulfed by a familiar Darkness.
The cry for help resonated in Prophet’s mind, drawing his attention towards a direction that had him facing the interior hull of the sail barrage; beyond the wall and many miles away a being had embraced the Dark Side of the Force. It was Juna, and has planned she had come to Tatooine although it was sooner than expected, and as he envisioned she would not be pleased with the death of her light side lover.
And suddenly, Juna vanished! 
In her wake was a growing power. The Dark Side of the Force filled Prophet and Faith as it never had done before. The energies were a cold awakening to those keen towards evil. So much power, too much power, and for a few moments Magus Prophet was overwhelmed by the infusion of energy, which caused him to be off balanced and moved his attention away from his seemingly unaffected Daughter.
“Mamul!” Faith had felt her mother too, and she had felt her vanish. “MAMUL!” Without anymore hesitation, Faith jumped towards and tore through an elongated booby hatch; the hatch lid was tore off its hinges. Faith landed on one foot, and with another step she was running. The third step kicked ancient sand several feet high; after unaccounted steps in passing seconds she was half a kilometer away tearing nearly through a sand dune.
“FAITH!” Prophet unleashed a Force-enhanced shout in an attempt to stop his Daughter. He stopped when he approached the exposed hatch when the sunlight touched his burnt and decrepit flesh. 
A thin but dark smoke began to come from his body, forcing him back far and deep into the belly of the barrage, snarling at the light of the suns, of all suns, that was a bane to his once proud and powerful body; the Dark Side growth was not enough to correct the problems that plagued him. Though the light would not kill him it hurt like hell; he needed a clear mind, not one filled with any new agony. Pain was his life every since he had wronged his Juna. New pain would come from her anger if Faith did not stop her.
Prophet could ‘see’ his Faith running full stride now in the bright light towards the night side of the planet that was many, many leagues away. The cry of Juna had obviously disturbed Faith so much that she did not consider using her new found ability to teleport to the location of Juna’s plight; she was running, and with every step she took Faith was running faster and faster as fear gripped her heart; she kept going faster, so fast Prophet could barely sense her presence not because of the distance she had traveled nor was it really the speed she had reached but the level of power she had suddenly ascertained. The power was beyond what she introduced to the Jedi to earlier.
Prophet was smiling.

Long ago he had nearly accepted the fact that Juna would never love him; there was a small part of him that held out the possibility that she would reconsider, especially when she saw what the combined strength of their love did look like in the form of Faith. Before Faith he understood that he needed Juna in order to initiate any plans of conquest against the Republic; to have her as his weapon, or to prevent others from using her as their weapon such as the likes of Palpatine and the Black Rose; above all else love her like no other could, and produce not only an empire of conquest but a dynasty of rule.
The Hope was gone.

In Hope’s place was Faith.

Contingent to his plans, Faith had more power than the collection of the most powerful in the galaxy. This was her test -- to destroy her creator, her source of power. Undoubtedly Faith will not strike first, but Prophet was confident that the former love of his life would. Like her father, Faith would respond and fight back and she would win; she was driven more by her instincts than by her emotions. It would not bother the likes of Magus Prophet anymore if Juna Rapier died!!!! He had gotten all that he could get from her; time to throw out the trash!!!!
It was just another tactical move to eliminate that whom could destroy them. If Juna was not on his side, then Juna would not live long enough to be on anyone’s side. It meant his plans were going on schedule. He couldn’t, and he wouldn’t, count on a last second change in Juna’s mind.

It was time to end his misery and bid farewell to the last of his weakness.

Faith would end his misery. Prophet smiled the brightest at that very thought.
