14 DAYS (CHAPTER 84.0)
Jango Fett had no idea how much time had passed. He was not sure how high he had climbed up the mountain wall in that lost time. From his resting position, tight to the wall with a small ledge no bigger than a hold out blaster under his ass holding him up, it appeared that he had days to go before he reached the top. The mountain was a discouraging site to behold before one considered injury and time constraint; the discouraging got worse when Fett reached the base of the mountain, and his disposition did not approve as he climbed it.

Fett held his shaking and broken arm with his left hand while he took his forth breather since he had started what felt like countless hours ago - it had only been two hours. He was thirsty, and he had water that he could siphon from the imbedded shoulder pack. He didn’t drink because he felt if he started he would not stop. He had another fear; if he drank any fluid the bad cut around his eye would start bleeding again; the blood would blind him, handicapping him worse. The cut around his eye had stopped bleeding sometime before the second breather. Fett mused to himself that perhaps it stopped because he had little blood left to bleed out. The wound was filled with its own irony as well as bruising fluid; his eye had swollen shut, and yet his skin felt tight and taunt against the bone as if stretched.
During the climb Fett was overwhelmed by throbbing headaches that would cease his climbing and rest; the headaches were so bad his eyes would lose focus, and he felt no pain from his broken arm. On the last rest stop he removed his gloves and probed his scalp and discovered only one of the four puncture wounds that had broke through his scalp and scratched his skull bone. Prophet’s fingers as well as his ultra dense, jagged fingernails had penetrated Fett’s helmet enough to cause the wounds; the Mandalore’s battle helmet had done its job, saved his young life.
Fett checked his scalp again and discovered a second wound. It added to his frustration. His frustration, though doubled his anger, and it tripled his determination, chasing away the feelings of helplessness that threatened to defeat him. He had never lost, and he would be damned to the icy frosts of the Cambro Valleys if he let some freak of fricking nature did him in! The game had changed, he would admit that: no longer was the objective to take Prophet. Surviving this, not giving in and not giving up to his mark, was the goal!
Spitting whatever he had left in his gullet, Fett murdered, “Nothing can beat me.” He gave the climb a frown and then he trained his gaze where Prophet was hiding. “You are not going to beat me” 
Fett growled primitively, worked his good limbs around, and forced himself to the ledge above him. He managed, and then without thinking and grunting through gritted teeth he jumped up, his mind went black, and when his sight returned he had miraculously pulled himself one handed up and over the edge of an impossible ledge. His goal flashed in his mind vividly; it was not to reach the very top and go over the mountain. There appeared to be from his position a fissure divide; a tight, V-shaped split in the rock that began at a point some hundreds of feet above Fett and scaled upward all the way to the top. It was there that Fett believed he could fix the controls on his arm band in order to summon Slave One. He was no fool warrior of honor. Once he was on board, he was going to level the damn crater with every weapon the ship had!

During the climb Fett did not look at the star. He would have witnessed the slow, super large disk eclipsing the star. At the bounty hunter’s last breather, a eighth of the yellow-white star was blackened by a partial, visible disk. Two hours passed, Fett only had four more hours of safety.
Meanwhile in the prison of the hole in the ground with the sunlight the ever diligent guard waiting outside, Magus Prophet did not just sit and wait and watch the light fade. The bounty hunter had damaged him, and not all the damage had been repaired. He found his hole in the ground allowed him some wiggle room, and in position he meditated. It was a matter of focusing his perceptions on the dark side of the Force, and there he no longer saw the world through the energy field that replaced his burnt out optical organs. There was only darkness for the Vhinech; a darkness only a few knew of, and knew well -- Palpatine, Maul, the former love of his life Juna Rapier, and the Black Rose.
The recuperation was not solely from his own body or the Force, or at least not from where even the modern Sith drew from. There were much greater powers in the Force, powers the ever-want Jedi choose to ignore and lack the desire to seek. The Sith were aware of such abilities; Sidious -- Palpatine -- experimented in the crafts of the ancient Sith but only that: too much of it dwelled too closely to the peaceful E’oqerst, and peace did not appeal to the Sith Master. There were many versions of these extensions of the Force that were more dark in nature than light. Every culture had their version. Vhanba was no different.
Magus Prophet, though created mostly by bastard science, was the son of Cexpoian the Overlord. The Overlord was not a figure of history who just happened to come to his position of power by election or mere chance. He had done what the Force expected of those of destiny he took the initiative and took his rightful place of conqueror. The Overlord absorbed the power of the dark side and used it without restraint. The Overlord created his own rules in the use of the craft, and from his ancient lands of Lore he learned of ways to achieve the deeper evils of his very soul. Murder only ended life; murder as sacrifice transformed such power and gave it to the willer of the evil deed. With every conquest, with every death blow struck, the Overlord praised himself in the ultimate selfishness, and once the blood dried on his massive body he gave the slain dark names and penned those names through the gore into his flesh.
Until Juna had struck him on the Tower Maze at Rapier Manor over a decade a go, Prophet could not understand why he had the desire to tattoo the names of his bested in his flesh. The idea just came to him shortly after Jurivicious Pern began to train him in the Force. In spite of his body’s ability to heal he inked himself, and others would apply ink to his body, and none of it would fade away. He never knew the Vhanbadian magic behind such craft, to where his heritage truly lied until the Dark Hope of the Sith lifted the last bond that was holding him back. Juna had freed Magus Prophet; he had become more terrible after that release. Without thinking it, the names of those he had killed over the vast years of his life would burn out of his flesh to give him new life. It was not just the Force fires from touching Juna on the Orpheus that had burned him. As Fett barely saw in the town Prophet meditated and a name upon his flesh burned with white hot fire that only ruined his skin and meat. So many names still existed upon his remains. It would take a great effort to burn them all.
The hours passed to the torture of both men. Fett was never so animalistic in his life, growling and snarling, practically no longer Human with every effort he made to scale the mountain. Every time he had looked up, the fissure he desired to reach was never closer. Somewhere in Fett’s mind his only voice said, “I’m not giving up!” He spoke it out loud, but in his mind he thought it came from within.
Prophet was left in his hole, compelled again to retrieve the ring he had taken from the slain Enothchild Sarch from what was left of his pant pocket. There was on its face nothing special about the ring. He never truly understood why he kept it. It would not bring luck or pity to him. Faith had presented it to him at one time as to claim she had won her mother back for him. The idea of Juna returning to him in love was still an idea Prophet did not believe, though in the deeper recesses of a well written about body organ the hope always remained. Prophet saw Juna too differently, and he desired and feared to see her again. Sarch had changed her once she committed to the Vhinphyc fully as a mate; his death changed her again.

There was no beginning thought to be rid of that which would remind Prophet of failure. There was no end to his desire to keep it. Prophet could not come to terms with the ring, and he stuffed the trinket back in the protective folds of his clothing. Prophet was cursed by destiny; there was a reason, a why, to his holding of the ring. As with all lost trinkets, the owners always want to find them, get them back.
The waiting now tested the last of Prophet’s patience. He did not want to think of Juna, nor the ring, nor the unfolding of his plans. The light outside was beginning to shadow. The eclipse was slowly coming. Once dark, he was going to leave the cramped hole and digest himself some young Mandalorian flesh. The bounty hunter was not going to live long enough to see another sunrise in his estimation. Prophet thought to break Jango Fett enough to where Fett barely lived in order to feel every nuance of his flesh, muscle, and bone slowly being torn and filleted. Prophet sharpened his nails against each other in hungry anticipation.
On the mountain, Jango Fett had no read of Prophet’s emotions. He was not thinking at all as he ascended, pushing himself far beyond his capabilities. All he knew was that he was well short of the fissure that promised him nothing and he was running out of precious light. The wind picked up as the light of the world began to vanish. The star was half gone.
Prophet made his way to the beginning of his hole. He exited, and his skin did not burn under the shadows. The star was not yet eclipsed, but it was enough for him on the crater floor. He turned his attention to the mountain. Fett climbed in an area where daylight was still bright and relevant. The shadows of the orbital phenomenon were crawling up the mountain, slowly and surely nipping at the armored man’s heels. Once the light died, the Vhinech would strike.

Prophet inhaled deeply to build up his lust, and let loose a roar of challenge. Fett heard it so high on the mountain side, stopped, and he could see the giant very clearly below. Fett spat what he could and pushed for the fissure.
Prophet filled himself with the dark side and walked towards the mountain, his attention in sake of his missing eyes never leaving the tiny speck of Fett on the rock. The line of light crept over Prophet’s prey, and the Vhinech began to jog. Fett was a mere fifty feet from the fissure, but it might as well been fifty miles once the shadows reached the tops of the mountain range.

Once the shadows eclipsed the mountain, the eclipse was complete over the star. In an instant it was a beautiful, star-filled night. Prophet ran at enhanced speed. He hoped from one foot, covered twice the distance of the first hop with his second, tripled it with the third, and with both feet he jumped with all of his natural and dark power. Gravity could not deny the dark entity. For the time being Magus Prophet flew without wings, and his aim was true as he arced towards a spot just above his intended target.
Without warning Fett slapped both of his remote mines on the mountain just before he slid down it; the catch claws on both arms only slowed his fall, but for the first time in his life Fett was betting on luck. There was an outing that could accommodate a man of Fett’s size lying down nearly fifty feet below him. Fett had just thought of it just as he thought to put the slap the remote mines with its grappling back side on the mountain. The weight of his body facilitated the pull of the detonation cords attached to the pin trips.
The explosion rocked the mountain, sending sizeable debris outward. The suddenness of it caught Magus Prophet by surprise. Prophet was a missile, and Fett had just unleashed sizeable, burning countermeasures against him. The shock wave caught Prophet first, and the explosion, the fire, and finally several chunks of rock distracted him. Prophet hit the mountain and proceeded to bounce off of it during the fall.

Fett collapsed on the outcropping, rolled over, rolled to his side, and fell over the edge. At the last moment, even with his broken wrist, the hunter managed to produce two of his big knives and drilled them into the little plateau; miraculously, the blades penetrated the rock, allowing Fett to dangle from them.
It was not Fett’s intention to dangle from the side of the rock formation. It proved to be good fortune when much of the rock the explosion caused rained down. Without the abbreviated protection the plateau offered with Fett hanging off the side of it Fett would have been crushed or knocked off the side of it by debris. After the countless seconds of rumbling ceased Fett ascended and passed out in exhaustion on his rocky salvation.

Fett awoke slowly. He could smell burnt rock and knew he was only out for a few moments. He dared not look over the side to see where Prophet was. He went right to work fixing the remote control for his ship. Based on what he had experienced against Prophet so far, Fett estimated that Prophet would recover from the attack in the same amount of time it would take him to fix the control and ascend to the fissure. There was still no guarantee that the fissure promised good fortune to Fett.
The arm band came alive with light. The signal tester activated, but there was no rebound from Slave One. Fett blew out a sigh, but gritted his teeth and looked up to the rocks. Suddenly things looked better to him than prior to the explosion. Gone were the smooth sides and unremorseful crevices for hand and foot holds. The major explosion and minor avalanche had created a vast series of means to climb the mountain all the way to the fissure opening. Fett climbed, and it was an easy climb, and in a fraction of time he had reached the fissure.

With no light, the fissure was completely dark. It betrayed no clear end or if it went to the other side of the mountain. At the altitude Fett was presently at the mountain was thin, no more than a hundred meters thick. It left him with two choices; continue to climb, where it was still difficult and another two hundred feet before the parts of the fissure separated widely or travel through the fissure and hope there was opening on the other side.

Fett did not look back down for Prophet. He made his choice. He traveled the fissure at the behest of his broken wrist.

The fissure was not easy to travel through. There were times Fett had to shuffle sideways between jutting rocks. He almost fell into a hole the diameter of his right leg, a trap fall that would only kill him slowly of starvation once stuck. He took a moment to finally drink all of the water he had on him to finally quench the thirst that nearly killed him outside the mountain. Fett figured that if the fissure dead ended, then water was no use to him on the way back through, where Prophet would undoubtedly be waiting.
The ladder was a surprise to Fett once he bumped into it and felt it. He gave it shake for he could not clearly see it or where it went up or down; it held to the rock strongly. It had been left there, ages ago, when miners once prospected the planet. To Fett’s good fortune he climbed up and ran into no ceiling. 
After five minutes of climbing, a climb that was easier than the climb on the mountain but no less painful for his broken wrist, Fett was greeted by the stars of the night sky above him. Further up, a strong wind nearly blew him off the ladder. Another five minutes, and Fett was freely walking around a look out platform. From the platform he saw the valley he crashed in and Escipse Li where he had come from. It was not big enough for Slave One to land on, but it station keep just to side of it and allow him to board once he initiated the override on the ramp.
“Finally!” barked Fett. He activated the homing beacon, and Slave One answered his call. It was in cold stand by shut down, meaning that the engine core needed a mandatory ten minute warm up before flight. He had been gone too long, but if he knew then what he knew now, and if he could trust that the starship thieves were taking a few days off, he would have left the ship in warm mode.

“I have ten minutes,” he muttered with resolve. Fett turned his attention back to the valley. He figured Prophet was still alive, and he figured the Vhinech was getting out of whatever fell on him. With that thought, Fett took a look over the side.

No more than ten feet below the platform, Magus Prophet looked up at Fett just as Fett looked down. The Vhinech, cut practically to shreds from the attack, growled angrily at the sight of the hunter’s eye locking on to him. It was at this moment, out of all of the previous moments, that Jango Fett knew for certain one thing: he did not have ten minutes.
“Ah shit!” Fett followed his exclamation with rapid firing of his pocket blaster. The hits scored on Prophet’s massive shoulders. The Vhinech just easily found footholds that no mortal could see and scratched his claws against the rock with his only hand to find the next hand hold. The pocket blaster did not have enough power to do any real damage to Prophet.
Wisdom struck Fett and he fired at Prophet’s fingers. The Vhinech reacted to the shots and fell. The Force was with Prophet; he fell many meters, but with the power of the Force as an ally his hand buried into the hard stone and his feet found unexpected purchase. He only growled, and slowly crawled upward towards the platform.

Fett never took his eyes off of Prophet. Fett swore that no being could ever be this relentless as well as lucky; he believed such a creature would never exist again -- a fact he would discover years from this point to be wrong. 

Fett tossed the blaster, it was just useless. He went to the cobalt laser on his left wrist, aimed for Prophet’s front neck, and fired. The continuous, concentrated beam of green light was normally used for simple cutting through actions like minor armor plating on doors. The beam was concentrated, though, and coherent enough in short distances to cut through many steel plates and the always softer skin tissue. The beam had a one minute charge; Fett figured it was worth the shot.
The beam struck Prophet at the base of neck, just above the meeting point of his collar bones. It irritated him, bringing a deadlier scowl to his face as he fought to climb up. Fett steadied the beam the best he could at that single spot. Prophet’s relentlessness was unforgiving; it did not allow him to move away from the energy beam. Fett betted on Prophet’s drive, but he was pushing the limits of his own luck. The beam had enough energy for one minute of continuous use. There was no extra energy supply, and once spent Fett had less else than his knives, the useless toxic darts, and his life.
Fifteen seconds ticked away.
Prophet covered twenty feet in that time.

Thirty seconds passed, and the water Fett had consumed was now coming out of him in the form of cold sweat.

Prophet wiggled his neck, snarled, and had covered more distance than the previous distance in fifteen seconds.

The warning chime doubled in intensity after forty-five seconds. The green beam slowly began to lose its bright luster. Fett suddenly realized a new obvious; the terrain under him curled under the platform; in short time, Prophet’s body was going to angle under the platform, and no longer there would be a clear shot.
Green fire erupted at the targeted point of Prophet’s neck. The Vhinech bellowed in shock, and the fire spewed out of his open mouth and his eyeless sockets. The laser light exited out of his spine, out the back of his neck. As the power ran out and the laser faded, the monster slumped against the mountain.

Fett celebration stopped once he realized that Prophet was not falling. The Vhinech was stopped, and he appeared quite dead to the hunter. What kept the stopped Vhinech in his place was that his fingers were deeply imbedded in the rock. The fingers, lead by the ultra sharp, ultra tough nails, were hooked in and anchored to the unmoving mountain.
“Okay, I give up,” spat Fett in disgust, not believing in the luck of Prophet as well as his own. He continued his sarcastic point, using a combination of just about all the made-up children’s and other galactic myths he had ever heard of illustrating his point. “I do believe in treasure trolls, Snappy the Wonder-Mouse, and honest legal representation!”

Fett looked around for anything that could pry the monster loose from the platform. He saw the pocket blaster and retrieved it. He was bending over the side and aiming for Prophet’s hand. He stopped when he barely saw a white fire dance across Prophet’s flesh. Shortly after the fire, Prophet began to groan.

Fett fired repeated at Prophet’s hand, but what he was really doing was what he was trying to do before; before he was actually trying to blow pieces of the mountain away around the beast’s fingers. Without the mountain, or at least the safety of the rock before him, Prophet would have no hand hold. Prophet was in the position Fett was in, climbing the mountain with only one good hand available. In spite of the differences in their climbing prowess the disadvantages were all the same.
The rock finally shattered, unable to hold Prophet’s weight. The giant fell, and tumbled, and it appeared prior to him striking a twisted-looking rock spire that Prophet had awaken to Fett. The bounty hunter felt a smile sweep his face when the darkness of the world consumed Prophet’s falling form. He checked his chromo. Slave One was coming to get him in five minutes.
The fall Prophet endured ended when Prophet used the dark side and the free space around him to right himself. He found rock before him and slammed his fingers into it. The rock tore his hand apart momentarily, but his fall began to slow. His hand suddenly could take the damage. Five jagged lines appeared down the side of a jutting spire as Prophet slowed in descent. He slammed his feet against the side, pushed, pressed, and finally he stopped. His hand stopped bleeding, the flesh mending before he began his ascent. His neck healed, and he let a low growl leave his repaired gullet. Even with half an arm on the other side it managed to help him scale the spire quickly. His senses found every secret to the spire all the way to its top.

Prophet sensed the location of Fett and the platform; three hundred meters above him and to his right. Instinctively he went to a crouch to ready a leap. The dark side directed him to another spire that was far and high from his current position. Locked in, Prophet jumped and the impossibility of such a creature able to cover the height and distance was once again felled. He landed, and without stopping he was jumping again, the Force leading him to the next location of ascent; part of the mountain wall. He landed with planted claws, but it began to crumble; a large section of it tipped out and away from the mountain.
The slab of mountain was meant to break off. Before the slab could tumble end over end, Prophet moved with impossible speed. He was top of the slab when it was parallel to the floor of the crater and leapt to an outcropping that was not clear to leap to from his previous landing. The rumbling of the rock Prophet pulled out from the mountain got Fett’s attention.

Fett ran back to the railing and looked. He saw nothing solid, but he sensed stirrings down in the dark. He cursed, and once again he looked around for a solution. All alone, on the top of the world, there was nothing except himself -- the irony of it all was not lost on Jango Fett, the best bounty hunter in the galaxy.
Prophet’s last leap put him through the rust metal railings on the platform’s west side, landing on his knees. Spurred on by survival, Fett charged in and dropped kicked the Vhinech dead in the face with both feet. Prophet’s nose made a popping sound. What surprised Fett more in the exchange was several things that happened all at once. First, Fett didn’t fall after he dropped kicked, he bounced right back from where he started. Second he thought he shattered both his ankles and knees after he heard the POP sound that came from Prophet’s nose; the joints in his legs throbbed horribly and for a few seconds the bounty hunter couldn’t walk.
Those seconds Fett spent struggling to stand Prophet took time to recover. Fett’s attack was quite effective. Of all his natural senses Prophet’s sense of smell was the best. The drawback of having a sensitive sensory organ such as the nose was its sensitivity. Fett’s feet connected with every nerve in Prophet’s giant snout and shattered the cartilage. Prophet had prepared for the blow, but never had the warrior ever used the Force to shut down pain receptors.
Fett used the railing on the other side to climb to his feet. Prophet groaned and stood, but stumbled; the effect of the nose break to Prophet was akin to eardrums being popped, he had no sense of balance; or in this case forward-backward stability. Prophet took two steps back to charge and nearly fell off the platform.
Fett did not want to gamble on pushing Prophet over the edge. He rolled across the platform to snatch the pocket blaster he had lost hold of during the drop kick. He fired at a loose rail caused by Prophet’s impact with it. The long, round rail fell behind Prophet. Prophet’s stumbling left foot stepped on it wrong, causing the giant to fall backwards. Prophet rolled but lost his place, and he found himself hanging over the edge of the platform.
Picking up the rail, Fett swung it down on Prophet, connecting with the top of the brute’s head. From within Fett found strength reserves he thought he never had. After a couple of whacks Fett reared back and rammed the end of the pipe repeatedly against Prophet. He tried for the face again, but kept getting the Vhinech’s chest. The end was jagged, but the jags bent inward with every impact. Fett was tiring, the adrenaline surge spent, and his broken wrist complained again. He cried out with every strike.

Fett took too long on a strike, and with only his one hand and the dark side Prophet launched skyward up and over Fett. Nose fixed and senses cleared, Prophet landed and immediately caught the very late back swing attack Fett poorly initiated, caught the rail in his right hand. The Vhinech pulled the rail, Fett left his feet soaring towards Prophet, and the giant floored the Mandalore with a vicious, clubbing clothesline. Even if he had his helmet on Fett would have still been nearly knocked out cold. Fett had no clue that he was spinning out of the way of Prophet’s stomping feet; not until after a half a dozen attempts, when Prophet finally found Fett’s chest with a large foot.
Before Prophet could strike Fett dead with his raised, clawed hand, Slave One crested over the mountain and homed in on its owner’s position. Distracted, Prophet took his foot off of Fett and eyed the ship in challenge; he did not know it was flying remotely; he thought someone was coming to Fett’s aid.
Fett rolled and rolled away from Prophet. Prophet took note of Fett’s flight and went to grab him. Slave One, every diligent to the beacon call, moved as Fett moved, for Fett betted on it. There was a preset instruction in the ship to always be at a certain distance from the beacon call once it arrived to the call’s source; thruster fire, impulse wakes, and sound wash, even with advanced technology that refined propulsion and ship movement in air and gravity, could still kill idiots that did not heed common sense. The vessel tipped itself into landing mode and moved towards its master. Prophet, caught in between Fett and Slave One, was suddenly the idiot. Prophet turned on his heels and caught the landing run of the ship in his chest. He tried to push, but even Prophet had his limits.
Fett was standing on the edge of the platform; when he stopped rolling, Slave One stopped moving. Prophet pounded the hull of the ship once and threw half his attention towards Fett. Prophet measured Fett, and then the ship, and then Fett again.
“You’re not leaving me with a whole hell of a lot of options, pal,” chided Fett. One move off the platform, and the ship would scrape Prophet off of it. He went to his controls on his wrist, preparing to bluff Prophet. He did not realize how easy it was: Prophet had too much experience with entities and their wrist computers/controls. Prophet assumed Fett was going to order the ship to fire its heavy weapon placements instead of piloting him off the platform. Reality was the beacon call had only one purpose.

The dilemma for Fett was unknown to Prophet as well. In order to move the ship from its stationary position, Fett had to move. To have it attack Prophet, Fett had to keep moving over the edge of the platform. Unfortunately Fett had no more walkway beyond the drop that awaited him. Worse, if Fett fell, the ship would match his descent angle. Slave One would rip through the platform, cause it to crash on Fett if, somehow, Fett survived the fall below.

Prophet’s facial gesturing suggested that he was eyeing Fett, measuring him. The Vhinech could not get a read on the tightly focused mind of the bounty hunter. He could only go by Fett’s actions and words. Prophet said loudly over the sound of the repulsor generators behind him, “Your plan is to kill me with your ship! Such an act will kill you!”

“After all the time we have spent together,” remarked Fett sarcastically, “and you still don’t know me very well. I don’t lose!”
“We all lose bounty hunter!” Prophet craned his head. “The only difference between you and I is that I will live to tell about it!” He slowly stomped his way towards Fett, daring him to attack.

“Frak!” spat Fett. He took a quick look over the side, and then he pulled out a grappling hook with no line on it. He said to Prophet, “True! You’re going to live, but first you’re going have to count your broken bones!”

Fett ran quick to his left. Prophet went after him, followed by Slave One. Fett slid on his belly and purposely fell over the side of the platform. The grappling hook was in his good hand, and it caught part of the grating that made up the platform; he hung over the side. Prophet did not realize what Fett did until Slave One’s size and momentum knocked him over Fett. Though the ship was advanced it still required some space to slow before coming to a complete stop. The little extra one meter of stopping was what Fett needed to send Prophet tumbling back down the mountain. Better yet, Fett’s short fall only caused Slave One to dip slightly in altitude. The gamble caused the ship to scrap and bend the platform, and then it resumed a proper height above the platform. Fett scrambled back up on the platform, and with no control over his exhausted body any longer he threw up. The rotten taste in his mouth and the sight of vomit sent him into survival awakening. Before Fett knew he overrode the ramp, ascended the ship, and was in the cockpit.
Never in his wildest, young dream did Jango Fett ever imagine having an epic battle such as the one he just had been in. He was so drained he was too mentally tired to feel the pain in his broken wrist or assess the rest of the injuries he had suffered. Some of the ideas he had before were not in his conscious. He just wanted to get away, regroup, and try to approach the problem some other way.
Under Fett’s control, the Kuat Systems Engineering Firespray-class ship began to tilt forward into its true flight condition.

Magus Prophet landed on the nose of Slave One and shook it, and Fett, like a violent missile. Prophet slid down the ship’s snout for a few meters, but stopped when the blood glow of his lightsaber emerged from his arm stump. Rather an intricate strap was around the bicep of the arm, holding the lightsaber. After he had crashed into the mountain and barely recovered, Prophet turned the weapon on, locked it, and made his leap. His awesome strength, enhanced further by his rage and the dark side, forced the blade through the hull plate and immediately stopped his descent. His good hand found handholds that should not existed. He whipped his stub out, drawing out his lightsaber, and as fast as he could the Vhinech ascended the nose of the ship. His attention solely focused on the cockpit.
Meanwhile Fett cursed and piloted the ship straightaway. Sensors on the hull told him of Prophet; a computer-generated visual on his display screen showed how the Vhinech was performing the impossible, and doing so too effectively. Systems within the nose began to redline due to Prophet’s lightsaber cutting into them.

Gritting teeth, Fett cursed, “Get off my ship!” He put the ship in a series of crazy atmospheric maneuvers, twisting and turning and hurling and cutting dives and turns short. Prophet growled and held on, going with the movements, anticipated them, but more important to Fett it made Prophet stopped his progress. Unfortunately, Prophet held on and waited for the bounty hunter to stop.

Fett did not stop the maneuvers. Determined, he continued the shake and bake tactics while diving hard towards planet. The atmosphere tore into Prophet’s flesh relentlessly; heat began to torch his back. One of the ideas Fett had in turning down was to cause Prophet to fall. Unfortunately the flaw was apparent; air pushed Prophet into the hull of the ship, plastering him.
“Okay, here’s where it gets fun.” Fett pulled back on the handle to pull up. He kept the handle pulled back and began to head straight up. “Can you hold your breath, big boy?”
For a few precious seconds, Slave One was parallel to the planet. Prophet took full advantage. He turned off his lightsaber, but was quick to wedge his leg in one of the many holes he had created, ignoring the burning metal that tortured his thigh. His good hand removed the lightsaber from its strapped place. He ignited it, fought the turbulence of wind pushing him from all directions, and proceeded to chop the ship with brute force never experienced by anyone. The bounty hunter had pushed the animal too far. The animal’s strikes never tired; they only became more brutal. If the ship were alive it would have been seriously wounded; Fett was alerted to a host of dangers, including the soon to be compromised hull. The top of Prophet’s blade was visibly seen from the cockpit.
Prophet began to feel labored. The turbulence began to lessen. The cold bit his body. In his lust for victory, in his animalistic rage, he had forgotten that he was on the hull of a starship. The upward flight, unlike the downward spiral, was not finite. Space was nearly upon Prophet. He gained sanity, and he knew he had only fifteen seconds before Slave One’s ion drive became operational. Magus Prophet could survive much, but Magus Prophet could not survive the vacuum of space or the coming possibility of hyperspace travel. Prophet struck the ship repeatedly, over and again with his weapon with whatever air and energy he had left in him. Ice formed all over him. His weapon began to falter from the cold…

From the cockpit Jango Fett knew where Prophet was with the glow of the lightsaber. He kept another eye on the altitude. Once the screens went green, the ion drive pulled Fett into his seat. He looked to the screen and saw nothing on the damaged nose of the ship. The sensors, badly damaged, showed little but there was nothing as big as Prophet stuck frozen on the hull. The force fields were holding on the holes in the hull; Prophet had not damaged those in the attack.
“Thankfully,” said Fett to that. He assessed the situation and knew one thing; Prophet fell off the hull and had to be burning up in the atmosphere, or perhaps the body was in a low orbit. Long range sensors were badly damaged by Prophet’s assault. In any event, there was no proof of Prophet’s death.

Still, there was the agreement with Jabba the Hutt.

“For all this mess,” remarked Fett when he set the coordinates for Tatooine, “I should get a million easy.” After a diagnostic all was good, and Slave One made the jump into hyperspace.

