CHAPTER 62.0
The Jedi had landed in Mos Eisley, but after one long hot day they went south in their ship towards Mos Essa after Ros had done some reconnaissance and discovered that Jabba headed in that direction. Due to every creature who knew who Enothchild was and Casper being too Human, the Twi’lek was the only one out of the three that could mingle with the scum and villainy of the spaceport without trouble. Without a slave collar, Ros was considered a slave trader, a trader looking for Jabba to sell the Hutt new slaves. Ros did not focus on one subject; he got into longer, drawn out conversations with a select few. He discovered that a few of them had been in Jabba’s townhouse a few nights ago and were kicked out by the new overseer: a large biped, scarred, one arm, black daggers for horns.
Too well known, or rather not willing to risk being spotted so soon, the Jedi landed far from Mos Essa; Enothchild had them land in the very same spot the Ruby Heirloom landed at months earlier. At the first sunset they emerged from the ship and into cooler air, and Enothchild remarked dryly, “This is the third time in the last six months I’ve been to this planet. I should just buy property.”

The laugh was a good one to have, and even Casper joined in the giggles. No sooner was it done that all three felt a disturbance in the Force. It came from much further south, into the hard rocks of the polar region of Tatooine. They all agreed to move on foot for the disturbance was close and they did not want to alert their enemies.
They spent most of the time during the second sunset to find a good way through the rocks, but after a long walk they found a large valley and uncovered the path that Jabba’s sail barrage had made to reach the Lost Garrison of Tusken. The lower engines mounts and sail fins had grazed the hard dirt and desert sands that were wind drifted like snow. They immediately decided to hike over and around the rocks, walking parallel along the clear way. This was done for two reasons: one, to avoid detection from any left behind rear guards, and two to take out said rear guards they happened across before an alarm could be raised, as well as eliminate any concerns to running into trouble if they had to run away from trouble. 
In hours time of slow, careful walking they determined that no rear guards were left behind but they no less were careful, for the reasons were one of the same: there was a plethora of Tusken Raider tracks, old camps, and other signs of their existence; they didn’t need to stir up dangerous natives and give away their position, or worse have to fight them and fight Jabba, his minions, and Magus Prophet. The Jedi reminded themselves that this was a trap they were walking into; whatever it was, there was no need to compound it. 

Already the Jedi were going into a blind situation, becoming relevant when they crept to the edge of cliff and took note of the Lost Garrison of Tusken below them. Like the box homes in the towns all throughout Tatooine the garrison was made with the same sand-gravel-water concrete concoction, laid out at one large one floor building with several openings to allow for beings to fire their personal weapons from. After that they only knew that power provided to the old garrison was coming from the sail barrage parked next to it. This was the danger of no advanced scouting; always a problem the Jedi had to deal with too many times. All they knew was the garrison, Jabba, and Prophet was here and Force only knew how many enemies and weapons were inside.
Eyeballing the spread for quite a while, Enothchild pulled away from the edge first and crawled back and away from the cliff edge. He said, “The longer we stay out here, the sooner Prophet senses our presence.” He waited until both Ros and Casper was settled down in front of him before continuing. “Question is do we go in, or do we just let him come out here? It’s up to you two, really: I’m a civilian.” He smirked a little afterwards.
Ros looked at his Padawan and decided to push him. “Well, what do you think?”

Casper thought for a few moments, assessing both Ros and the slightly debilitated Vhinphyc in front of them. He looked back over his left shoulder. “We know nothing about the inside of the place. And we don’t know who or what they have inside. I would think a trap would need a form of enclosure.” He paused, and then said, “If we had time we could find a way to evaluate the situation a little better, wait for the other Jedi to come. But that will take too much time, and our supplies are currently limited.”

When it appeared the Enothchild was evaluating his progress, Casper pointed out, “Then again standing up, waving our hands in the air like idiots to get their notice wouldn’t be sound or sane either.”

Enothchild and Ros shared a look, chuckled, and Ros said, “Nah. All ready done that before.”
“B.T., D.T,” remarked Enothchild in jest.

“Been there, done that, eh?” questioned Casper.

Ros could see that Enothchild was wondering why Casper knew the ‘secret code’. “I told him after Nue gave him some icy flakes of reason.”

“What’d you do step on his feet?” asked Enothchild to Casper. “People don’t go looking to pick a debate with Nue Cadabel.”
“It was over a disagreement, that’s all.” Casper looked over his shoulder again. “Can we just stay on the issue at hand here, please?”

“Okay,” said Enothchild dryly. “Funny, if Naressa was here she would be out here right now.”

“Maybe she wants us to come inside.”

“She or he?”

“Both.” Casper threw a thumb over his shoulder to truly emphasize his next point. “You honestly believe for one second that she’s being held captive by Prophet in there?”
“Or worse.” Enothchild took a quick look at the garrison by standing up taller in his kneeled position. He lowered down his body position once finished. “I firmly believe that anything is possible. Naressa is powerful, but even she can be defeated by an unwavering will. In Prophet there is no unwavering.”
“I can think of at least one other more unwavering than he.” And Casper kept his eyes on Enothchild to implicate the Vhinphyc in that statement.
Ros held up his hands and said, “If this rooster fight keeps up the other Jedi will be here before we know it. Remember? We’re not even supposed to be here.” He looked back towards the garrison, expecting something to happen and when it didn’t he turned back towards the others. “How’s that leg of yours?”

“Terrible,” said Enothchild with blunt honesty. “Can’t do much with it.”

Casper expected more serious thought from Ros, but the Twi’lek just shrugged his shoulders and said, “Well…Casper don’t have any new ideas…so let’s go with the old standby.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Enothchild, and he joined Ros in standing up. “Coming, Casper?”

“Wait a minute.” Casper stood up and looked at the both of them with oddity. “What’s the ‘old standby’?”
Counting off the steps on his right hand with one-by-one raised fingers, Ros explained. “Walk down there. Knock on the door. Ask the owner to come out. Strike a meaningful and serious pose. Fight whoever comes out. That’s it.”
“That’s it? That’s our plan? Walk freely into a trap and strike a serious pose?”

“Meaningful and serious,” reminded Enothchild with a straight face. “I prefer crossing my arms over my chest. You…I would go with hands on hips, pushing robe back so they can see your lightsaber.”

The two Moranna Knights nodded towards one another and began to descend down into the gully that would lead them right directly to the garrison’s front entrance. Casper shook his head and stressed in a hissed breath, “You two can’t be serious!”

Reaching the road Ros asked Enothchild, “You think I should carry my weapon in my right hand, or my left hand?”

“Opposite of which hand you used the last time,” was the Vhinphyc’s casual response. Ros took out his weapon and cradled it in his left hand. “You sure it was your right hand?”

“Sure I’m sure.” When the conversation suddenly ended Casper thought something was wrong. Instead it only ended because his master switched hands and tried not to show Enothchild. The level of maturity was not befitting of any Jedi in his young opinion.

In reality both Jedi knew the situation too well. Enothchild was hurt, limping the whole time through the rocks, and they really didn’t know what to expect even when they thought they knew who it was they were going to confront; be it Prophet or Naressa, and it currently favored the Vhinech, the outcome of the fight was not a certainty, especially when there was still Jabba’s men to consider as well. But with all honesty there were no other options at this point save to go back. None of the three Jedi wanted to turn back; their reasons counted for and numerous. Even Casper began to understand that there really was no other way to approach the situation. Prophet wanted them there: Prophet was more than willing to fight.
It was no time at all, and the trio was within visual of the opening. There was a large sand shutter there, but it was no real door. The guards on the sail barrage spotted them and manned their weapons placements, but even before the Jedi took serious notice of them they not only stood down but backed away from their weapons; receiving orders not to engage them.
The shutter ratcheted up before the three could really go up to it to announce their coming with a knock. Casper noted that neither Enothchild nor Ros did what they had said they were going to do, and that gave him ease; in the face of danger, they knew it was time to be serious. Yet the older Jedi did not draw out their weapons; the Padawan did. Casper had done so when he sensed a familiar presence. There was something different about it, although he knew it was Magus Prophet.
Portable lights burned on from the edges of the door towards their direction. They were blinded a bit, but their senses told them a great deal in exchange of their sight. Enothchild and Ros sensed Magus Prophet’s approach before they heard his pained, graveling voice that lacked no power even when they sensed he had no threatening power to throw at them.
“If there is a compliment to be given,” began Prophet, “to the likes of you three warriors, it is your ability to respond. Still, you have not my respect for you blindly run straight into black walls in dark caves with eyes closed.”
They watched the Vhinech walk towards them and become more visible. The smell reached their noses first before Prophet’s burnt and skin-wearing appearance met their eyes. Size and voice and with no arm, there was no doubt it was him. Casper had to accept the fact that he was there, real as can be; all that did was prove his argument that Prophet and Rapier were working together; why she wasn’t gloating with the giant was obvious to him she was hiding.

“Looks like the more times you lose the more chatty you get,” remarked Enothchild with a twisted face. “Obviously you want to spare yourself another ass handed to you moment.”

“I would have thought the first statement from your mouth would be the questions. Where is the Black Rose? What have I done to her?” Prophet snorted contemptuously. “You are here for you did get my message?”

“We got it,” remarked Ros. “Obviously you wanted us to come. Well, we’re here, walking freely into your trap.”

Prophet lifted his head in surprise. “A trap?” He regarded all three of them with a craned head. “This is no trap that I laid for you. It is an invitation. I needed Jedi specifically to come to test my Faith.” He gestured behind him towards the darkness. “I will no longer bore you with idle talk.”
Prophet’s cryptic sentence was lost on the Jedi just as it was lost on others that had heard it. Footsteps upon the hard gravel of the desert world that came from the darkness of the garrison reached their ears. They barely saw the opposing visitor, opposing for the visitor wore black that was hard to see. The light from the garrison doorway touched the surfaces of the tall, slender form. Before them was a black horned, feminine creature. She wore Naressa’s stolen fedarok leather hide Sith robe. Her head and face, save for a small cut out opening at the bottom exposing her mouth and openings that allowed her Prophet horns to emerge from her skull, was covered by a highly polished black helmet; a mask with death features that bared not her eyes or her ears. Her mouth exposed her young adult youth and her emotional neutrality. What bothered the Jedi most was that they could not sense her, but unlike the ysalamiri worms of Myrkr the Force was not negated by her presence it just went through her like empty space.
“Faith,” said Prophet, turning to the female, “my daughter: these men mean to take me away from you.”

“Daughter!?!” Enothchild gauged Faith just as she turned her attention back to the Jedi. When she sneered, he suddenly saw a resemblance and a pit suddenly formed in his stomach. “No.” All of the sudden the matter went from bad and bizarre to unquestionably worse. “It can’t be.” He told himself that over and over again in his mind quickly, and he didn’t believe it any more than he believed the truth that was obvious in front of him.
Sneering, the young woman Faith spoke in a dark tongue. “Utnost gielt mo Papul!”

Casper brightened up in more shock. “Papul?” He noticed something the others also did not: the Sith language ball on his belt vibrated and buzzed worse than it had ever done for Naressa Rapier, and it had buzzed just a little more than it did when he had recently confronted Lady Angelleia. It was not only the language ball it was the language she spoke: it lent itself from the Slurve, not quite so but close enough.
“Papul!” The anger in Faith’s voice was immeasurable after Casper had spoke. She produced a lightsaber from under her robe, ignited it; its blade burning red, but even that red did not reflect her rage. She stepped in front of her father and let loose her version of a Prophet growl. Again the Jedi were unsettled; the Force within them vanished when she did it, and only reappeared after she was done; like a tide the Force rolled out and came back in.
Immediately all three Jedi ignited their weapons; Enothchild’s white blade shined the brightest; Ros’ orange light melted with his skin color; Casper’s green lightsaber was like a go signal, for when his lightsaber reached its full length Faith attacked, charging at them with reckless abandonment. Faith was that, but she managed in a short span to strike one blade at a time, one right after another, with the speed and the grace of a master; never once was she neglectful towards any of them, a firm believer of equal share of her time.

The beginning of the engagement ended, and right after it a new one began. Before the three Jedi could communicate with one another on a plan via body language Faith was after all three of them once more. 
Prophet held his ground and viewed the action with no elation, no anger, or really no thoughts on what was transpiring at all. He had shown her all that he could. Faith killing her three foes would mean she had truly understood him after all these years.
Faith conducted a heavily effective strike and dunk against all three Jedi, backed away, and Enothchild finally took the point and engaged her directly, initiating a step in and float; Ros and Casper were the floaters, and they would attack Faith from the outside while he kept her attention on him. The strategy was based on necessity, on the current momentum and profile of the fight. She was extremely quick and allowing her to engage them individually amounted to suicide at this point.
Enothchild drew Faith’s attention quickly by going to his passive aggressive style, using his lightsaber not as a sword but a staff, but he kept the blade short to lure her in. They batted about, and before she could leave him to go after Casper or Ros he would cut her off by sending the weapon to her leaving side to draw her back. Meanwhile Ros and Casper alternatively attempted to come in and take her out. The plan in theory worked when it was two working against one; three was excellent, and four was down right foolproof and undefeatable.

It stayed a theory. Faith continued to engage Enothchild, and when Ros went to strike her, her blade quickly went over her shoulder, blocked him, and with a twist of her body she made Ros run off balance past her; meanwhile, at the end of her spin she engaged Enothchild again. Casper attacked next. She spun again, but he rolled under the attack, stood up, and out of nowhere she gestured at him and sent him flying across the plateau; Casper landed hard and came to a stop, his wind momentarily knocked out of him.
Enothchild expected a break from her in order for her to regain her balance and poise, but Faith did not. He blocked her low in attacks, and then got a head butt to the nose. It stunned him, and suddenly she whipped her blade around…

Ros flew in and barely stopped the progress of her weapon. At the same time Ros was nearly sent flying by the strike itself; the female had incredible power in what was to be a finishing slash to Enothchild’s neck. The Twi’lek rolled again to his feet, and he found the Vhinech on him, blocking her high left, high right, low right, low left.

Enothchild collected himself, snorting blood from his nose, and caught Faith’s weapon when she turned away from Ros. She blocked him, and then went back to Ros, then him, then Ros, then Enothchild for two hits, and then delivered a kick to Ros’ stomach, making the Twi’lek fly backwards, folding like a lawn chair, causing him to collapse, drawing Faith towards him after she switched feet, struck Enothchild with her own foot to fold him…
Casper rushed to Ros’ aide, his blade caught by the enemy’s weapon before he could even think of attacking her. He expected her to prevent him from spreading away from Enothchild to do a duo one-eighty engage, but Faith did not; she acted as if she preferred such double teaming! And she took them on, not missing their weapons, not even trying to avoid them; she didn’t need to, her weapon found their weapons every time, for every strike! The young man became frustrated …
Foolish boy!
Within Casper’s skull, Reverend Onus Nightshade’s words of venom emerged past his focus….

Do you think you believe that you alone possess a power greater than your Savior? Every fool that has tried to outshine the glory of Presence has always lost!
Try as he could in the middle of the fight, Casper could not shut the thoughts of his grandfather out. Being within the presence of Faith was the cause; without trying, her presence drew out that plagues of the conscious.

“Casper, maintain focus!” shouted Enothchild and locked Faith’s blade against his to prevent her from removing Casper’s head…

Look no further than the Vhinphyc who turned their back on her divinity to slaughter innocent children. They took it upon themselves to be the executioners of destiny. It was not their place, and now they are all dead!

Faith batted Enothchild’s weapon back, gestured at him, causing Enothchild to stumble just enough to free herself and attack Casper…
Continue to believe you are that which can help all and bare witness to your doom!
After he had defended a few strikes from her weapon Casper suddenly collapsed, and a second later he favored the top of his right leg. Faith had cut him with a blind, overhand swing, the blade pointed downward. He rolled away after she backed a charging Enothchild back with a Force push and she began to violently chop at Casper…

Ros stopped her third and would have been successful attempt at killing Casper. He was upset that Faith had harmed Casper, and he became very determined to end the fight quickly. The idea of taking Prophet once his understudy was done was the furthest thought from his mind, but with her quick reflexes it made getting Casper away from harm the second thought. Just before a third thought of what to do mixed in Ros flipped in place to avoid Enothchild’s blade skewering him. 
Enothchild rolled up to his feet and did his best to get back into the fight after Ros landed, engaged Faith and then was discriminately smacked figuratively out of his boots. Enothchild didn’t like what he was seeing, his worse fears coming to light since the discovery of this Faith creature. But before he could think more she turned her attention back towards him and proceeded to force herself on him with two handed broad strokes; the whole attack was to exploit his weakness of a bad leg. He had to use it to prop himself in a back peddle, the pain cutting through his concentration in sharp, jab spikes with every, weighed step he took. He was in more trouble…

Ros let Faith have it with the Force, throwing a stone at her the size of her torso with his mind. It struck her, breaking upon her form, causing her to stumble and roll away, drawing Ros and Enothchild away from Prophet. Casper hobbled up and measured Prophet; the Vhinech had not moved since the fight had begun. Prophet had not need to move, for he controlled his daughter. Realizing that, Casper moved quickly towards the Magus of the Force, weapon on, and ready to end Prophet’s dark existence; for the benefit of all, Prophet had to die.

Enothchild and Ros barely got out their warning shouts. They tried to warn Casper about Faith, who vanished before them in a blur of speed…

Faith reappeared in front of Prophet and began to terrorize the Padawan Learner with death blows that were nearly successful. Each swipe was enraged, clipping him barely or severely; Casper had no time to react to the volume of pain he was under. His grip loosened on his weapon. Faith knocked it out of his hands with a broad lightsaber hit, and then followed it with several swipes of her right hand. Each finger bore long fingernails, but from those fingernails emerged natural needles that dug deep into Casper’s flesh and found every nerve along the way.

Casper finally cried out in pain and felt his strength leave his legs. He collapsed…

Enothchild grabbed Ros and threw him at Faith, and the Twi’lek scored both feet in her helmeted face. She stumbled back, and was left wide open. Ros landed and wasted no time, swinging his weapon to end her…

And against she stopped his assault, and with a simple toe leap she was far more the aggressor than he could ever hope to be in this fight. Ros blocked her, but that was all he could do. Worse Faith was going faster, and her blows were making his fingers buckle on his handle. The fight was still early, but there wasn’t a hint of fatigue or any wavering of concentration on her behalf compared to her Jedi opponents.
Enothchild noted Ros’ success and then failure and was quick to get to the fight. He remembered Casper, who laid not too far from the action. He gestured towards Casper, calling on the Force to pull him away from the engaged combatants getting too close to him. Casper’s body moved…

Enothchild fell to a knee, weakened by the simple effort. His leg was blistering with pain as well, and one look with his own eyes he noted that it was oozing blood, yet he knew nothing he did opened the scar, nothing Faith had done opened it either. Confused, he heard a grinding stop to the fight and looked, fearing the worse. Ros had finally managed to lock up with Faith with a hilt stop and was leaning towards her, trying to use his height advantage against her. She pushed him off easily.
Enothchild then was really confused; Ros moved with exceptional speed to his eyes, and so did Faith; it was hard to tell who was faster, but both were just moving at a pace that was hard to keep up with. Then, both noticeably slowed; at that moment Enothchild could feel the Force again, flowing around him and through him. And then they moved at a speed he couldn’t follow and the Force was gone. And then again the action slowed enough for him to comprehend. This time Enothchild could see Ros, and the Twi’lek looked very winded. It appeared he had fought for hours not minutes. Enothchild felt the same way; physically drained, after he had fought Prophet on Naboo a dozen years ago.
Unsure what it all meant, Enothchild only knew that it was not good at all. He got up and did his best to reach Casper. The young man was burnt by saber cuts all over his body, the pain making him seize up in a fetal ball. Enothchild grabbed him, picking him up and throwing the Padawan over his shoulder, and he finally collected Casper’s weapon. He yelled something he never thought to yell before in his life. “ROS! RETREAT!”

Ros locked up with Faith again and actually yelled back, “HOW!”

Faith rolled her head back and opened her mouth. Her mouth was normal in shape for a Human, but her teeth were jagged. The teeth became longer as the mouth grew open and less Human, and her canine crowns jutted longer than the rest of the teeth. Like her father Prophet her jaw became unhinged. Faith bit down and then through Ros’ forearm.

Ros let out a yell of pain and shock but still managed to kick her as hard as he could in her pelvis, backing her up. Ros turned to run, but Enothchild watched his former apprentice stagger and fall to his knees one right after the other, dropping his weapon in order to use his hands to keep him from completely falling flat on his face. Faith didn’t seem to be interested in him anymore, slowly walking past him and towards Enothchild and Casper.
Ros tried to grab Faith by her right leg with his stub of a left arm, but he could not use it after the movement. His body turned ice cold and caused him to shiver, and it got colder and colder feeling. He stared at his wound, and he pictured in his mind the crime scene of Duro, at the body of Hifubbae. A purplish fluid pumped out of him arm instead of his red, Twi’lek blood.

Ros lost control of his muscles and fell to the sandy ground. His mind raced with memories and thoughts, and all attempts to keep focus was lost on him. He thought of rocks, and the stones around him lifted off the ground in a feeble attempt to use the Force to stop Faith. He thought of channeling the energy throughout his body, and all that did was speed the process. The midi-chlorians burst in his body. He finally understood it, he finally understood everything…

To Enothchild’s sudden horror, he watched Ros breathe out his last breath. Ros Ofcheck, his friend, his apprentice, his son, was dead.
Faith was still coming.

Enothchild gathered all of his strength and said to a barely conscious Casper, “Once you land, run like hell and don’t look back.” He drew upon the Force to augment his strength, and he had Casper in a simultaneous Force grip. He pivoted on his good leg, reared back with Casper’s body on his one hand, and with a strong, hearty yell he threw the Human into the sky. With the augmented strength and the full use of his mental powers, Enothchild had made Casper literally a cannonball, and had chosen the particular angle of departure for its soft sand and hills, a place they passed on the way in only a few hundred yards back. It was an impressive throw.
Faith wasn’t impressed. In fact she didn’t fight Enothchild. She saw Casper’s departure, shut down her weapon, squatted, and like Enothchild and Prophet before her she lifted off in a Force enhanced jump after Casper! 

“NO!” yelled Enothchild, but his words did not stop her. Furious with himself, he too squatted down, fought the pain from the stress, filled himself with the Force again and leapt skyward, letting loose an agony-filled scream he couldn’t prevent. When he opened his eyes, he could see he was falling downward, and to his great relief Enothchild managed to cover the required, massive distance; he could see the sand valley, and he could sense Faith right below him.
Enothchild squared his feet up for a landing and instead found Faith’s body. Both tumbled hard end over end down the hill of white sand. Faith stopped first for she was smaller. Enothchild couldn’t stop until he reached the very bottom of the hill, tumbling at times head over feet. Dizzy and disoriented, both combatants took a good, long moment to get their feet under them.

“Cas-.” Enothchild began to talk, but instead he spat sand out of his throat. He coughed to clear his lungs, and with a cleansing breath he felt the Force touch him and fill him with strength. He tried to walk regularly; his left leg wouldn’t let him. He probed it quickly, detecting slight cracks in the leg bone around the area where the bone split before. The leg was more damaged than ever before, but he couldn’t allow Prophet’s Study to have her way with Casper. They both had to escape the fight, or at least Casper had to.
He shouted again. “Casper!” He looked upward; Faith found her lightsaber and began walking down towards him; he only knew this because of the sand dribbling down towards him from her hundreds of feet above with every step she took.
For a second, Enothchild forgot about her. He was sure Casper was here, and was still alive. In the dark of night he just could not see him. “Casper! If you can hear me run! If you can’t run call out! Force ping me!” He looked down and saw, for the first time, the handle of a lightsaber…

Faith growled and did a suicide dive from her position towards Enothchild…her lightsaber came on in mid-leap….
Enothchild caught her growl, not her presence, called for the weapon, and in one motion ignited it and stopped her lightsaber attack; he essentially batted Faith out of the air and drove her into the side of the sand mound, the impact causing a brief dust up. He followed it up with a punch that found Faith’s sternum and pact her hard into the hill. Enothchild was then distracted by his weapon; it wasn’t his lightsaber, but Casper’s weapon. He remembered that he took possession of the weapon before he tossed the young man away. His heart momentarily broke for now he really didn’t know where the boy was and if he perished Casper was doomed if he was not dead all ready.
Faith emerged from the hill and spat a cloud of sand out. She attempted to ignite her weapon again, and for a moment it wouldn’t come on. Enothchild noticed it and tried to strike; at the last second possible, Faith had her lightsaber ignited and deflected the blow. Sabers locked, Enothchild grabbed her by her free arm. He lifted her up and slammed her into the hill, and then a second time, and the third time he couldn’t hold her and create the momentum he wanted to; he was weak and tired again. He stumbled on his bad leg upon releasing her; Faith crashed and rolled down the hill, struggling to regain her wind and good footing. She sucked for whatever air she could get in her; when she did, at ever apex of intake, Enothchild felt more of himself leaving his body; when she exhaled the feeling subsided and the Vhinphyc would regain some resemblance of the Force he lost. 
Enothchild understood it quite clearly to his horror; she wasn’t just skilled and powerful, Faith had the ability to drain others of the Force. Similar to what Naressa could do, but Faith did not need contact just proximity; for such an instance of explanation, Faith was a black hole in the Force, drawing energy to her and not allowing it to escape. She had to have focus on her ability; otherwise she could not weaken her enemies.
The boulders above them allowed Enothchild to get creative. He gestured towards them, dislodged one, and three others began to violently tumble down the hill, bringing sand with it. Faith gestured at the nearest one, used her weapon on a second, but Enothchild grabbed the third one in a Force Grip. He made to strike Faith, drawing her attention, and when he backed away he let the boulder fall. Faith jumped straight up in the air high, coming down…

Rearing back, Enothchild waited for to come down so he could slash her in half…

Faith rolled, and with the Force she shot like a missile past Enothchild. Her intent was to land behind him and struck him down, and she anticipated either a spinning kick or a spinning blade attack…

Instead Enothchild dove to the ground, gestured to one of the boulders, and mentally chucked it at Faith, connecting with her and causing girl and boulder to roll as one. He wanted to run after her, but his leg hampered him and paused his attack. The boulder bounced, and then exploded, and in its place was Faith landing with spread out legs and arms. She landed…
Enothchild the next second was blocking a shadow with his lightsaber; the red of Faith’s lightsaber was extremely late, but it reappeared in Enothchild’s visual scanning when his weapon connected with it. The exchanged quickly inside with lightsaber strikes, locking stares with one another. Faith sneered at him, and Enothchild locked up with her again to give her a big dose of defiant glare…

And then he head butted her, hard, in the nose guard of her helmet. The impact pushed much of the armor of the helmet back in Faith’s face; blood shot out from the break at the bridge, and more importantly Faith’s draining of the Force went away. It was a hunch that since Faith was Prophet’s daughter she would have his sensitive nose. Enothchild had success in hurting and stunning Prophet before by breaking the Vhinech’s nose; female Vhinphycs had the same painful vulnerability, not only bringing tears to the eyes along with the pain but, strangely, it caused them to lose balance where normally the boxing of other creature’s ears had that effect.
Faith snorted and blew and moaned the whole time Enothchild pressed the first true offensive advantage he had the whole night. His strikes with Casper’s short sword style were all arms and shoulders, short and powerful and from outside angles; the bad leg negated any creative moves.
Yet with his best efforts with what he had over her Enothchild could not penetrate Faith’s defense. The mask she wore had no eye holes, they were not solar shade lenses: she was fighting with her eyes closed, using the dark side of the Force as her visual aide. She was not drawing power from him, but she truly did not need to; she had enough power, the power inherited from her parentage; the draining just gave her an unsuspecting edge. Faith’s commitment to defense defied her Magus: Prophet never had a defensive style; his defense was a relentless offense of rage and fury. It was for Enothchild odd to ever think Prophet would ever teach defense; then again Prophet, an unwilling Juna, and a poor unfortunate surrogate gave life to the abomination know as Faith: nothing should ever surprise Enothchild anymore!
In the moment of attempting to end the battle Enothchild realized another truth: Faith was going to have Prophet’s ability to heal. Sure enough he heard a snapping come from under her facial skin, she yelped, and then she gestured towards Enothchild. He left his feet and landed hard back first into the sand hill. She was all ready in the air with her lightsaber raised, poised to kill him…
Faith had jumped after Enothchild too closely. He stuck his good foot straight up and let her face fall into the flat of his boot. She cart wheeled and was nearly cut in half by her weapon when she impacted the hill just below him on her back, upside down; horned head facing towards the true flat ground, and nose once again broken. Faith was quick to stand but just continued to roll end over end from the lack of balance. Enothchild rolled up, used the Force, and like a drop bomb fell towards Faith head first and caught her square in the chest when she flipped up again. Both landed hard in the flats, kicking up rock and debris upon heavy impact.
Enothchild didn’t stop: his blade locked against Faith’s blade again, but with his free hand he drove a power fist into her face that would have collapsed a blast door; it would have made an ordinary female’s head into bug squish, something he would never do against a normal woman or any mere mortal; his knuckles cracked against her inherited thick skull, and that made Faith again different from softer, weaker fair.

It was enough to rattle the young warrior, but to Enothchild’s disappointment it did not knock her out. Instead Faith drove her free hand towards his necks to rip his throat out; she got his tucking chin, but the needle nails put a serious hurting on Enothchild that caused him to back up and away in pain. Faith slowly rolled back up, snorted her nose break out, and charged absentmindedly at Enothchild…

Enothchild did a classic side step and throw, gathering Faith’s arms in his, wrapped tightly, turned and pivoted on his good leg, and using her light weight against her whipped her into the nearest sand hill with enough force to cause an avalanche of sand from above. The Vhinphyc realized his goof and did his best to run away but the sand picked him off his feet and carried him a twenty meters before stopping.
Faith leapt out of the deep depths of the sand, landed, and just seethed at Enothchild without one scratch showing on her. She appeared to realize what he was doing and just focused once again on draining him of power to speed her all ready fast healing abilities. Between them suddenly was Faith’s weapon; her lightsaber laid sticking straight up from the surface of the sand.
Enothchild did not know how much more time he had left in the fight, but he was going to make every bit of it count. He backed up and began to formulate an attack plan. He said to Faith as she slowly approached him, “I think we definitely now know you can fight.” He began to whirl Casper’s weapon around slowly, daring her to go for the lightsaber. By all rights he had her, but the young woman had proved to be very cunning so far and recklessly charging at her was not a prudent course of action.
Faith appeared indifferent to him. In fact she appeared suddenly distracted. She was ignoring her weapon on the ground; her head continued to examine the ground, darting left and right and left and right in growing frantic realization. She let out little animalistic whimpers, young, girlish-like, and desperately sniffed the air.
Enothchild felt the Force flow through him continuously again, and he desperately focused on his only severe wound. It wouldn’t heal quickly, but shutting off the pain receptors would prevent the fired nerves from cutting into his concentration. The problem was shutting off pain took a great deal of constant focus, using a significant amount of mental concentration and thus limiting what a Jedi could use in the Force outside of what they were using it for. Enothchild was not going to run or jump, but he still need the Force for speed and endurance, to just barely keep pace with his much insanely quicker opponent.

And suddenly Faith dove into the sand hill! 
Like a digging missile Faith buried her whole, tall body into the tan powder and vanished. Unlike said missile she did not explode, or at least not explode out to attack.

Not expecting it, Enothchild took a few more steps back with Casper’s weapon still in hand. His ears barely heard her movements in the sand, and using the Force to detect her did not work; it was like she never existed, and that made fighting her like fighting a seeker remote: no one could anticipate her movements.
Enothchild kept his eyes on the sand dune Faith jumped into. Weapon ahead of him, he sidestepped to his left and moved that way. He did this for a few meters, stopping when his foot kicked up his own lightsaber. He grabbed it, igniting it in his left hand, extending its overall length to full staff-like. In essence Enothchild had Casper’s lightsaber for short sword striking and his weapon for a shield; a style that he was not proficient in, but he needed strategy and essentials more than physical power and frustrating defense. Enothchild kept himself at ready, most of his focus on his leg but his eyes wide open on the sand hill, and what little awareness he had left he spared on the search for Casper.
The temporary halt to action was long, but it was temporary. Enothchild covered quite a distance before Faith emerged from the hill; she erupted out, and the surrounding area was filled with a cloud of blinding, choking sand. She emerged, and her lightsaber was lit even before it reached her hands.
Faith struck Enothchild’s white blade and the fight was continued. Enothchild found himself immediately and overly defensive; blocking and using Casper’s weapon generally to force Faith back more than trying to kill her. She was too powerful, too dangerous to let live, and unfortunately she was too fast to kill. His attempts at clutching and grabbing her were impossible without full hands to begin with; having both hands occupied negated the tactic altogether, and her kinetic flow was just overwhelming; she was born to fight; anything else was against nature. 
Enothchild blocked high, stabbed right, blocked out, stabbed hard right, blocked high, slashed, and then a whirling twirl slash with both weapons; Faith avoided the only offensive attack he unleashed after three minutes of engagement by flipping in place and continued where she left off; everything, including her target, in front of her. Both barely moved they just circled one another in one place for a very long time.
Again, the pain was trying to bother Enothchild, and Faith appeared to be stronger and faster: she was draining Enothchild of his strength again. Whether she knew she could drain the Force from her opponents was not certain but one had to consider her aggression tactics: it went from the all out, bet everything in every swing when there were three Jedi to a full speed creative sparring session when it was solely one Jedi Master. If she knew, then all Faith had to do was continue the blister pace and wear Enothchild down enough to where she could end him easily.

Enothchild, thou weakening with every second counted, willed himself to go on. He would not be so easily defeated by lost resolve, even when he began to not keep up with her, even when it was still a young fight and it felt like days had passed since it had begun. Faith was skilled in analysis, but not overly skilled or close to perfection; there was a few times she missed opportunities to end the fight by either using the Force or her weapon in conjunction with the energy; inexperience was her weakness. Her strengths were obvious and they covered the weakness too well; a Force entity that grew stronger and faster and smarter and, worse yet, wasn’t injured or plagued by distraction could get by in a lightsaber fight with simple feints if they maintained focus and the pressure. 
Somehow, in the tumult, Enothchild imagined the entire Jedi Council having a terrible time with this woman; she was this powerful draining three Jedi of their power, she would be virtually unstoppable as she drained the strongest Jedi of the Order.
It was that thought that forced Enothchild to gamble. He suddenly ducked, spun, and used his bad leg to trip his opponent in a simple leg sweep. Faith toppled over the big leg and nearly fell on his lightsaber. Quickly Enothchild swung Casper’s blade down towards her neck…
Faith reacted naturally but ill-advised: she reached for the blade with her left hand. The triumph Enothchild thought he had ended just as quickly as Faith clasped her fingers over the green light of the weapon. The lightsaber did not cut her: the lightsaber flickered and died from power loss, and from the hand the light came back out and towards Enothchild’s face….

Enothchild felt the burning of flesh first, followed by the blinding of the light. He found himself rolling backwards trying to get as far away as he could from Faith. He opened his eyes after rolling to a stop, and all he could see was green spots in his field of vision. His left check was on fire, both in pain and literally the flesh was just beginning to uncharacteristically burn -- burn where the Mark of the Flames was. He slapped at his face with both hands, dropping his lightsaber, and then he rolled his face in the sand as quickly as he could…
Faith kipped up from her lying position and shook her left, smoldering hand briefly. She then noted Enothchild’s plight and hesitated no longer. Her red lightsaber in hand, Faith charged as swiftly as she could, causing wind to crack like thunder, and with a throaty yell she sent her weapon home…
Enothchild fell to the ground in surprise, and his eyes finally cleared up enough for him to see Faith practically laying on top of him; her teeth baring, her mouth drawing in as much air as possible. The fire had stopped on Enothchild’s cheek, and the pain and the bleeding stopped from his leg. He became comfortably numb, even as the smell of burning flesh reached his nose. He looked down wearily to see Faith’s hilt pushed against the center of his chest.

Faith began to smile at Enothchild a little, leaving her lightsaber in him and feeling him die, proud that she was able to prevent the Jedi from taking her father away from her. The moment became curious to even her when he said, “Juna.” She carefully watched his right hand, and she watched it grabbed the ring on the chain around his neck. “I’m sorry.”

Try as he might, Enothchild couldn’t sit up, couldn’t do much of anything. His breath shortened, and it was too much to keep his eyes open. 
“E’fergeti,” cursed Faith at her opponent. She shut off her lightsaber, slowly withdrawing it his chest. “G’edi tifuf loneve caspoi Mamul! Nula ei Mamul! Nuvla! NUVLA! ” Angry, she opened her mouth and her teeth extended. She readied herself to have a victory meal, to relish and enjoy what she had worked so hard to kill.
“I…” said Enothchild silently, quietly, “forgive you.”

Faith came to a stop and slowly closed her mouth. She curiously eyed him, her anger suddenly ebbing…

“You do not know…what you do…” The last of his breath came from his mouth, expelled from his great lungs.
The lack of action on Faith’s behalf was just as telling as the quiet silence that also followed. She did not bite into her prey like the first and she did not care for the youngest of the three.
Or rather, Faith was confused and distracted by what the Vhinphyc had said, causing a stir within her that she could not explain. No longer was she vengeful or hungry. She stroked her foe’s head in suddenly symphony, distraught, feeling that she had done something far worse than terrible, puzzled on what to do next because of it. She sniffed him: yes, he was dead. There really was nothing more Faith could have done, yet her emotions did not change.
Nonetheless on this dark day Faith and Magus Prophet and Darth Rune had all collectively won.

