16 DAYS (CHAPTER 76.0)
The rest of the return trip to Mos Eisley was uneventful after Faith had torn through the side hatch to go after Juna. The actions of the Prophet-born Sith Maiden did alert the occupants -- Jabba especially -- that they did not leave their overseer behind. To a living breathing being, the hope that Magus Prophet had left their group or that they had left him behind was shattered not only with Faith’s mad dash for Juna, but when one of them carelessly got too close to Prophet in the dark. Everyone else left Prophet alone; cursing fate for he was still with them, hoping the Vhinech would be satisfied with the Garn snack. Jabba held on to the idea that perhaps the warrior would choke on the eye stock all the way back.
No sooner than the sail barrage arrived back at the docks the word had finally reached the party. Something really, really bad happened in Mos Essa. The town was dead, or so claimed half a dozen of its remaining survivors who told the story to whoever listened. Whoever listened retold the story over and over. In such states of storytelling on the Outer Rim, Jabba sent Backu to investigate to uncover the truth. The cyborg left Jabba’s side and began the process of hunting down whoever was left from Mos Essa. Rumor, part of the story, was that the survivors appeared to have been affected by a plague based on their described appearance; the fine citizens of Mos Eisley had much to deal with in normal life, so the last thing they wanted on a Force-forsaken desert planet like Tatooine was people spreading a contagious disease.
“[If they were not killed],” Jabba had pointed out to Backu, “[they are in hiding to avoid being killed].” Worse they did not who it was, and therefore could not check the spaceport flight logs to see who came and went; to see if the survivors left Tatooine alive. Then again the flight logs of Mos Eisley Spaceport were treated with the same respect as refresher wipes, no matter who was in charge of the planet. It bothered many that a major source of decadence like Mos Essa was gone; especially when it was less than a day after three Jedi Knights had bought the preverbal moisture farm. So soon after a victory came its consequences, one of which was the departure of the unsavory who owned ships; such things hurt Hutt commerce, and with Jabba’s limited income it hurt badly.
The return to the town house was a quiet, subdue affair. There was no Magus Prophet around for Jabba to question the entire time. Jabba wanted to yell at the Vhinech for the damage he had done to the sail barrage. Prophet had intentionally remained behind to wait for Faith, sensing her nearing presence as time ticked away. The town house came alive and so did the party out crowd when the power was activated. Jabba let the fools continue the party even though it was not a time for celebration; the others needed something to keep their minds off of current events coming from what was once Mos Essa; some in fact did not care because it did not happen to them. Despite their continuous use of Jabba’s limited supplies, the Hutt wanted as much company and blasters around that he could. He could not trust Prophet to protect him, and though the idiots were not the best shots in the galaxy when they were sober the law of averages suggested that out of enough blaster bolts fired at a single target at least more than one bold would find the bulls eye.

Backu emerged from behind the crowds and strolled around them in the shadows. Jabba saw him at once and kept his ruby eyes on the cyborg. A thought had occurred to Jabba that Mos Essa was perhaps not the victim of Jedi vengeance. It was, perhaps, a little closer to business than personal. There were only five beings capable of destroying Mos Essa on their own if the story of the town’s destruction was true: three of them were dead, Prophet, and finally the one creature that was unaccounted for Faith. If not the Vhinech’s daughter, and without looking at the chaos, it could be assumed that the town was squashed by a couple of bulk freighters with heavy weapons, like the ones Yabbula had under his control. He had his suspicions, and for a moment Jabba regretted telling Ephant Mon, his only friend in the universe, to go find Jango Fett.

Backu was at Jabba’s left side and spoke in normal voice; the music and yelling kept their conversations unheard -- difficult with the Hutt’s volume of voice, but not impossible. “[I found three of them].”
“[Three survivors],” asked Jabba for clarification.

“[No, my Lord],” said Backu regretfully; he found three, but they were not survivors anymore. “[It appears they died of exposure].”
“[Exposed to what]?”

“[The suns based on their surface damage].”

Jabba turned a little towards Backu; the action drew some notice; some thought the Hutt was going to execute the cyborg. “[They died from sunburn]?”

“[On the surface it appears so. They were blistered and skin loosed].” Backu added, “[I do not have medical diagnostic capability, but I do know of the evidence of known chemical and biological agents. Their appearances suggest no chemical exposure or infectious disease].”

“[They rode across the planet during daylight, all day],” said Jabba with disbelief. “[Smugglers, pirates, armed hoods, but beings that knew better].”
“[They did, Vast One, there is no other explanation].”

“[Someone, or something, had to be chasing them].” There was no other explanation to Jabba. Even foreigners knew better than to let themselves be exposed to Tatooine’s twin suns for long periods of time. No sooner than he spoke the words did he noticed Magus Prophet entering the chamber, walking it’s perimeter to avoid the party crowd. He was sure he saw another pair of black horns bringing up the rear. The anger in the Hutt overruled his common sense, stoking his paranoia. “[Someone. Who was not on the barge when we arrived home]?”
Backu saw what Jabba saw, figuratively and literally. He remembered one more being. “[And Ephant Mon? Prophet will ask].”

“[And he will not get an answer from me],” declared Jabba coldly. The two watched the other two vanish from sight, down into the recess that lead to Prophet’s lair. If Jabba had his way, he would have bombed the corridor out and sealed the two Vhinech in a ready made crypt. Faith had shown her advantages, and whether it was a simple magic trick or not Jabba could only keep the idea in the back of his mind.
No sooner had Prophet and Faith disappeared that Faith had emerged from a crowd just left of Jabba. The crowd reacted with faces of surprise and unexpectedness. Her all black form was before Jabba, and when she stopped walking everyone around her stopped partying. There was a sudden silence, and expectation increased the tension levels in the room. Her Force presence was unneeded as her mere, in-person presence was enough to chill the room and raise uncertainty. Jabba hated the feeling of fear, and therefore hated Faith, hated her through his eyes. All this did was fuel her, strength the dark side, and continue the vicious cycle of power replenishment.

“[Do you want something],” spoke Jabba harshly; it came out rude and loud; the others expected something from it. What they got was only Faith pointing towards Jabba, a turn of the stretched out hand, and the repeated curling of her fore finger: the universal gesture for one to follow one who beckons. She did not wait for him; she continued to gesture to Jabba, her eyes locked on him, and walking through the crowd.

“[Come with me],” ordered Jabba to Backu, and the two moved off his dais and through the crowd. No sooner that he passed them that the fools began to party again. The moochers felt they were entitled. For all they knew this was going to be the last party Jabba the Hutt would ever provide alive.
The walk was a short one. Faith lead the two into a room Jabba could not remember having ever been in -- the excesses of a Hutt life did eventually catch up. There was nothing in the room; Prophet had chosen it because of that. It appeared to be just a short meeting, and it was going to be just that.
Before this meeting Prophet had consulted with his daughter the best he could; much what she had showed him through a mental link made no sense. It was best to wait until the meeting was done to sort it out. What prompted the meeting was a recorded transmission that had been waiting for Prophet’s return. A message from Yabbula, complete with orders and a long list of names. 

The Vhinech did not wait for Jabba to exchange a pleasantry, nor did he wait for his Faith to take her place by his side. “I have received a message from our lord, Yabbula.” Jabba thought that was rich, especially considering who just said what was said. “The enemies of the Desilijic Clan are now clearly defined. Their end has been certified by the Huteta.”
“[I am sure that makes you happy],” mocked Jabba. “[Killing those we need to run our commerce. Yabbula makes no sense in this]!”

Prophet just ignored Jabba, holding his way like he always had done; still, non-moving, leaving that feeling that he was a predator always ready to strike after a long and difficult stalk of his prey. It was not just Prophet’s size or appearance or reputation that instilled a worry in entities. “We do what he commands. That is our life.” This time Jabba made a noise to that. “I must see to this list personally. My Faith will remain in command of this planet upon my departure.”
Jabba stole a quick glance at Backu. “[You are leaving]?”

“Unless the cowardly enemies of Yabbula stupidly find their way to this Lore hole, how else am I to carry out Yabbula’s will,” stressed Prophet. He showed the Hutt a data pad, tossing it towards Backu. “Tell me, Jabba, where will I find the bounty hunter called Jango Fett.”
This time Jabba forced his head towards Backu; the cyborg looked back at his master with what represented surprise in his normally unflustered face. Any idea of discussing about what happened at Mos Essa or since then had followed right out the air lock with the Hutt’s plan to have his favorite bounty hunter confront Prophet.
“[What is this! Fett is my best hunter]!” Jabba was boiling, charging his whole town house with his angry vibes. “[YABBULA CANNOT BE SERIOUS]!”

“He has not sworn allegiance to the Huteta of the Desilijic Clan. Therefore he must die.” Prophet did not care for Jabba’s outburst or his position in this. Because of not caring, Prophet did not bother to dwell any further into Jabba’s outburst to see why the Hutt was so clearly distraught; if he had, Prophet would have discovered Jabba’s plan and realized that Ephant Mon was missing. “Do you or do you not know where the Mandalorian is.” It was not a question.
Jabba could not answer; he was so pissed. Backu stepped forward, bowed a little to Prophet. “Magus, please, though Jango Fett was one of our hunters, he was not our hunter per se. He had completed our most diligent and delinquent contracts as an independent. The Huteta surely knows of Jango Fett’s exploits.”
Prophet eyed the cyborg clearly in contempt. “What the Clan Lord knows of Jango Fett is that Jango Fett has not sworn his allegiance to the Desilijic Clan. Those who have not sworn their allegiance to Yabbula the Hutt must die. Do we know where he was last seen?”
“Alastarus,” said Backu. Jabba had not informed Backu that Ephant Mon was going there to get Jango Fett. Backu, Yabbula’s spy, was not to know about the plan to eliminate Prophet. With one word, Jabba’s plan was vaporized. 

In anger he could no longer control, the Hutt whipped his entire large body around with a speed very few expected the large slug to have. Jabba’s body-tail bashed into Backu’s main body, lifting the unsuspecting cyborg off his feet, the attack stopping when both cyborg and Hutt’s tail connected with the solid steel wall that bent in with the force of impact. There was just enough room for Jabba to do the bone crushing attack. Neither Prophet nor Faith flinched as the tip of his tail missed them by mere inches. His intended target was clear; Yabbula’s spy was crushed by both tail and wall. A yellowish coolant spurted out of Backu’s mouth, nose, eyes, and ears. The computer implants shot out of his skull. He attempted to walk when Jabba pulled his bulk away, but the half man could not operate anymore because the half machine was broken. Backu collapsed, staring forever at something that was simply not there, part of his metallic spine sticking out his back.
Jabba huffed and puffed and glared angrily at what was left of the struggling Backu. He thundered, “[Fool! Busted and broken fool! You have stabbed me in the back for the last time]!” He turned his attention back towards Prophet and Faith; both appeared no more interested in what had occurred. Jabba turned on them and wanted so very much to attack the both of them next. He could not hide his feelings, so clear in his eyes.
All the Hutt’s anger did was fuel the dark side entities in the room. Jabba would have never stood a chance against two powerful warriors; the Hutt stood a better chance against a one-armed Prophet than a younger and stronger Faith. Jabba’s attack had satisfied a great deal of his feelings; intelligence replaced misplaced anger slowly, but convincingly. Backu was no loss to Jabba save the loss of a good translator; any protocol droid could replace him; he was lost when Jabba figured out that Backu was Yabbula’s spy. What Jabba could not afford to lose was his existence, and he was damned if he did it here, now.
The stench of Backu caused the Vhinech to collectively crinkle their noses. They treated what had happened as something that came and went. What Jabba did meant something to Prophet, but not in the way Jabba could have ever expected. Backu’s deactivation was expected; how was irrelevant, but the when could not have been more perfect than right now. Prophet hid his feelings well just as Jabba had done before the outburst; he ignored what just happened.

“I will take one of your ships,” said Prophet after he let Jabba breath in anger for ten seconds after his attack on Backu. “From Alastarus, the bounty hunter will not be difficult to trail.” He looked to Faith. “There are matters we must attend to before my departure. Let us retreat to our domicile below.” He stormed past a still seething Jabba. “We are done here, Jabba.”
Once the Vhinech left, Jabba swatted at Backu’s quivering body again, crashing it against the far wall. “[I will dump your worthless pile in the Sarlacc if it will take you]!” He slithered towards the door and noted the large control station there; it featured a holographic transmission system. He keyed in a channel frequency, waited, and before long a small holo of Ephant Mon floated before Jabba. “[Where are you]!”

Ephant Mon could see and hear Jabba; he didn’t need to ask, he knew something was wrong, but not wrong enough to hurry him back to Tatooine. “Just left Alastarus. Fett was there. I told him about Prophet. He’s interested. Not in so many words, but the dude wants the bounty.”
“[Send a message back to him: Prophet’s coming for him on Alastarus].”

This time, Mon looked worried. “Does Prophet know?”

“[No, Yabbula has finally decided to murder off our best men].” Jabba flared his slimly nostrils at the thought. Why in the hell the other Hutt Lords could not see the problem in this was beyond him now. “[It is best for Jango to just remain on Alastarus. The sooner Prophet finds him, the sooner Prophet will be dealt with].”
“What about the other one?”

“[She is to remain here],” Jabba said with slight amusement. “[She will be difficult to take down].” He thought for a few moments, and then said, “[Take what I have left in the accounts I have given you and hire as many bad asses as you can afford. They are to come to Mos Eisley at once. It’s time to take out this Vhinech trash].”

“About fricking time,” said Ephant Mon.

Jabba ended the transmission, looked at Yabbula’s near dead spy, and said, “[And afterwards, we shall go to Nal Hutta, and remove some more trash].”

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

16 DAYS (CHAPTER 76.1)
In the bowels of the dungeons of Jabba the Hutt, Magus Prophet lead his heir back to their room, and there he said to Faith, “The timing of fools is always impeccable. The Hutts will move against one another as planned.” The large metal door sealing shut with a wave of his hand, he turned back to Faith who stood close by him. “If I am not mistaken, the time for assault is nearing.”
Faith nodded, and wordlessly she went to the lone computer terminal that was connected with everything in Jabba’s town house and linked to the galaxy at large. Prophet stood behind her, watching her every move, taking pride for her inherited abilities. She had won battles, and she had learned much from her mother Juna; the latter apparent with the keystrokes Faith utilized on the keyboard. There would be a time for more debriefing of the battle she obviously had with Juna. He needed her mind and focus on the terminal before them. Faith’s focus was a wandering one except in battle, except when confronted with a curiosity, except when she strived to seek her father’s affections and approval, and except when a task such as the one she was reviewing was one she could understand and undertake; especially when such a task was connected with all the formers, particular the one dealing with her father. Faith was more than a perfect Daughter to Prophet; she was so obedient to him in order to gain his love. Though she showed signs recently of defying him, Faith could never live without him. He put it to the test by putting a proud hand on her shoulder. The emotions from Faith overwhelmed his senses, distracting her.

“Forgive me,” said Prophet softly to her. He then removed her helmet so she could use her own eyes, and also examine the damage on it as she worked. There were lightsaber flash burns upon it that were not there after her engagement with the Jedi. He had smelled her blood before her arrival back at the sail barge; he saw the big tears of clothing and robe where something large, sharp, and with multiple teeth had struck. He knew of such a weapon making such damage before; still, he held off on speaking about it until Faith was done.
It was not a long wait. Numbers in Vhinphyckian scrolled on the screen from the top on down, accumulating to an ongoing countdown. Prophet read it aloud. “A little over sixteen of the Republic’s days left until Invasion.” Faith nodded in agreement. “Show me the progress that has been made.”
Faith typed in the commands, the screen went black for a second. In that second Prophet saw Juna’s reflection in the black glass and not Faith’s. He stood there for that moment trying not to plant his fist in the screen, telling himself over and again that whatever he and Juna could possibly have was never going to pass. What was done was done and gone. Still, with Faith, there was always that open door for opportunity. Still, he did not quite understand what he saw through Faith’s mind upon her return. Again, it had to wait until this was done.

The progress appeared before them both; the assembled coding they had both hunted down and collected to re-create the Legacy Virus. Prophet watched the symbolic codes appear one by one on the many pages of code that Faith scrolled through. It was a slow process, a tedious one the tested the patience of any. How Faith was able to discover the codes and reassemble them now was owed to Juna’s part of the parental equation. Prophet knew Juna had inherited the Black Rose’s own unrivaled skills with electronic data, and with that knowledge and experience Faith was if not equals to the Rapier females she was better. Even with Faith’s short comings, it appeared Faith had a little more going on than it could be perceived. That had to do with Prophet’s own part of the parental equation, and the Vhinphyc Sleeper Helle as well.
“On schedule,” noted Prophet, understanding what he was seeing. “We do not want it to go slower or faster. We do not want the process stopped. That is why you must stay here and monitor the situation.” Faith looked at him with her bright, brown eyes. He said to her, “We must continue the ruse that we are loyal servants to the Hutts, my Faith. Judging Jabba by his outburst, the death of Jango Fett will affect more than him. Therefore, I will only need to kill the bounty hunter to prove my loyalty to Yabbula. It will be a short trip.
“I do surmise that, before my return here, that Yabbula will undoubtedly pay a visit. If he is here before my return, do not reveal yourself. Let the Hutts battle. Stay hidden until my return, and do not let anything happen to our work.”
“Miogo e’sul, Papul,” peeped Faith.
“Unless,” started Prophet, getting back around to the main subject he was confronted with upon Faith’s return, “your mother comes here to see you.” Faith’s emotions shifted, and she shrunk down from her proud posture. “I must see what you have seen again.”

Faith said or did nothing. Prophet placed his large hand on her head, only this time she did not coo to his touch; she was trying not to, he could sense it. In her constant pursuit of seeking his approval, Faith often did what Prophet told her to do. What she lacked most of the time was the adult maturity she was old enough to possess; to take non-combative initiatives seriously; to maintain perspective focus. In matters like these she tried very, very hard, but it always ended with a break away from attention. No matter how hard Faith would try eventually her focus would shift. It was to Prophet why it matter so much to get another look at what Faith had done against her mother, and then determine whether or not what he saw the first time was actually what Faith saw, or if it was what Faith wanted him to see.
Though Prophet accepted Faith, and though he knew she would do anything to gain his favor, the recent times of her life had clearly illustrated that independent streak he was concerned about. A weaker mind than his, Faith still had a mind, and any mind could produce memory and imagery within that was convincingly realistic. Prophet had no doubts that Faith had fought Juna. What he saw the first time had set him back, making him wonder if some of what was originally ‘seen’ was manufactured; a falsehood, a -- unintentional -- lie. 
The drawbacks to reading minds, for a Force user or for an alien with natural telepathic/empathic abilities, were that the lone source material of the subject in question was solely found in the confines of one’s head. Without others sources to confirm if what one saw was in fact the truth then realistically what one saw was more an opinion than a fact. A perspective that was colored to fit what one knew or believed to be true -- it was why, though the Republic had its share of telepathic species, the use of memory extraction or reading was denounced as a creditable way to achieve the truth; much like witness testimony, what one remembers versus what another one remembers about the subject could be so radically different it was as if they witnessed two completely different things.
Prophet dove into Faith’s mind to figure out what he perceived to be a mess the first time he had rummaged through her mind. She remained still and quiet in body and voice, but her mind was like all other minds. Unlike the other Vhinech, unlike Prophet himself, Faith was born with just one brain -- large and Human like, a product of her mother Juna. The one mind made it only a tad easier for him to focus, but it was still an actively violent swarm of knowledge, feelings, and sensory inputs. Another trouble that made it difficult was the animalistic nature of Faith’s mental functions -- a product of her father. Prophet had difficulties sorting through the layers of beastly rationale; however since he was the same and had his own experiences with such reasoning he would have a much easier time deciphering them than a regular thinking mind reader. Through the clouds of doubt and fog of past memory, he found what he was looking for; it was held together in Faith’s mind because Faith never wanted to let the memory go, the only real memory of real mother Juna; the only one of her own natural existence, and not one from some cell in her body.
It was just like the first glance into Faith’s mind, even though longer and more detailed. There was the arrival of Juna, and Juna was not disfigured or beautiful as Prophet remembered. Upon ‘seeing’ then and now, he thought he was looking at the Black Rose. When Juna had matured there was no real physical difference between her and her mother; it was clear that the dark metamorphosis had not changed that. It was Juna; he could ‘smell’ her, ‘smell’ her unique and inviting scent; the scent to Faith, though, invited the daughter to love her mother. Juna had changed, fallen: she had destroyed Mos Essa, no question.

The memory sharp and clearer, Prophet saw more that he did not like; he did not like how Faith handled the fight. Juna had showed very clear signs of being very weak and unable to keep up with their Daughter; though she showed great examples of her anger there was clearly times Juna should have done more and just could not. He counted quietly to himself all the occasions in which Faith should have ended the fight, and once he passed two dozen he was having more trouble maintaining his focus than Faith was at that moment. His anger was more than a father’s anger. It was the anger of a displeased Magus, of watching his Study choosing to fail.
The memory violently stopped just after Faith had Juna in her clutches…and…

….It was a nice, beautiful day on Kantetaras. The mountains held no shadow upon the summer scene. The grass smelled fresh and alive and the trees held the promise of life. As the local star held position above the make shift home, tiny little Faith moved about on all fours to sniff the local flowers so close to the edge of the camp. She enjoyed these days more than the cold days, and the smells were more pleasing to her tiny nose. On this day, in her young life on the unknown world, her nose caught wind of something else. A noise from the scent producer caught her bitty ears, drawing her brown eyes upon a small bush no taller than she was in the overgrowth. A feeling overtook her as feelings of knowing something was there reached her. Curiosity committed her to the shrub, and without thinking her body slowly slipped silently into the overgrowth. Her baby body was consumed by tension and adrenaline, by the pounding of her girl heart.
Then it happened: something dark brown -- not as dark brown as Faith’s hair but close -- darted frantically from out of the bush. Faith panicked and scampered after it, her desire -- a Dark Side desire -- to catch it giving her speed and agility that no normal child possessed. She got tiny hands on its fuzzy, awkward body, but it bounded away. Yelping, she leapt quickly at again, missed, and let out a cry in the failed hopes of freezing it in fright. When it did not work, she pushed herself and upon inserting her needle-like black fingernails into its thick flesh she rolled it in a tackle and had finally caught it. It the planet’s local varmint, a meal her father had caught for her many times since she was old enough to eat solids. Only this time Faith had caught it; it was Faith’s first hunt, and first catch, and perhaps her first solo kill.
Except Faith did not kill the varmint; she let it go, chased it down and caught it again; this time she did not claw it. The wounds she inflicted on it before were very small and minor, but that little fact just gave it more distress, and more reason to run like hell whenever Faith let it go. In spite of the creature’s best efforts Faith was too good of a predator. She stumbled and some of the chases were longer, but in the end Faith always caught the creature. After a while both the critter’s impulse to scream after being caught and Faith’s desire to hunt it down faded down to non-existence. Both were exhausted, the varmint resigned to its fate and Faith just elated that she had not only caught her first catch, but had found a friend. She decided to show her father.
Faith put her new friend’s neck in her tiny mouth, causing it to flutter and whine again, but it was not as bad as before. She kept her small hands on its rear and walked into the ship that was home. Her father hated the sunlight, so Faith felt sad that he could not enjoy the day. But when he saw what she caught….

……

Magus Prophet drew his energies back within him and took his hand off of adult Faith’s head. He saw in her hands the very small animal she had captured so many years ago. A creature they should had eaten, bones and all, when she first showed him it. Instead she had insisted on keeping it as a pet. Prophet then had feared she was soft, but she killed her pet’s brothers and sisters and had killed other animals to consume with no hesitation; she tried sharing the meat with it constantly, but the herbivore always rejected her. Still, Faith kept him and loved him so, even after he had died of natural causes -- natural meaning age, not by nature itself. But that attachment she had with it nearly destroyed her when it passed on. He tried passing off another as her pet, but she promptly killed that ruse. Prophet saw one choice, and with his knowledge of taxidermy he saved as much as he could. It was not alive still, but what he did apparently meant so much to Faith he had not been so drenched in love and respect. The process of taxidermy was like the stars; an extended existence of the subject, but it could not last forever. Faith, however, took it upon herself to save whatever was left of it.
Her obsession with it bothered Prophet at different rates, depending on circumstances. It bugged the Lore out of him now; her attention was not on her work, and not on trying to understand why she had failed. He snatched the stuffed animal from Faith’s clutches, prompting her to whimper loudly and look at him with quickly sad eyes. He wanted her to see his displeasure even when she felt it.
“You must maintain your focus, my Faith,” admonished Prophet sternly, gesturing with his full hand as he spoke. She tried not to reach for the stuffed animal; the fight was tremendous, causing her to flinch and shake. “Retreating to childish providences will only aide you in remaining a child.”

“No, Chewie!” Faith cried to him. “Fega renda, Papul, no Chewie!”

Remembering what he had seen and heard from her memories, Prophet asked Faith directly, “How is it that your mother can understand you?” Faith understood the question, and realistically Prophet knew he would not understand her answer. Even with mind linking he had not been able to translate her unique language. Yet Juna -- and it was indeed Juna, not the Black Rose -- understood Faith and they had only met. “Word for word, she understood you. Why.”
“Chewie,” was all Faith would say, her eyes darting back and forth between his face and her precious treasure.
As much as he wanted an answer from her, Prophet knew this was a waste of his time. He shoved the stuffed animal back in her hands and did all he could to push his distaste for her down. He had to be stern and mad at her, but not to the extent where he should be. He did not want to drive Faith into seeking her own identity; not yet.
“You let your mother go,” said Prophet, pacing away from her consoling form. “You let her and the Study of Ofcheck leave, alive. I am most certain that the boy is not dead. You have now let our enemies be aware of us; particularly you, our strongest advantage. The Study of Ofcheck will notify his brethren. The questions will be when he will do so, and how soon will they send a response to counter us.”
Prophet turned to Faith and continued, even as she stroked her Chewie with affection. “The best immediate Jedi or Republic response is five days. Longer if the Republic goes through the normal channels. That will be a chilled day in the Bowels of Lore; the Hutts loathe the Republic and will not allow them entry into their controlled properties. Therefore the Republic’s leader will send a Jedi response in secret if the Jedi do not act on their own accord.”
Faith, as always, provided no input or expressed any equal concerns her father felt. Her view on life was always a stroke of her toy away; Prophet’s was always predicated on his ability to survive, which was his entire life. Sometimes he wondered if it were best to place her in a situation where her life was in jeopardy; the fight with three Jedi was not enough; the fight against a weak Juna was not enough either. From such reasoning, an opportunity rose from the ashes of his dwelled upon concerns. There was no need to alter the plans at all. Matters were going to be settled long before his return from doing the fool Yabbula’s will. The schedule would be met. It would go on without them. His confidence was not shaken. Faith would do what must be done.

“We will deal with such matters later,” remarked Prophet. “Tend and safe guard this world from our enemies. Do whatever necessary to protect our plans.”
Prophet walked to Faith and brought her eyes up by lifting her head up by her chin. He knew she had heard him, but sometimes he just needed to see if she got the message by reading her brown eyes; her mother’s eyes, those cursed dark windows to his Daughter’s soul. “Do not fail me, my Faith.”

“Dano e’me fi’om, Papul,” she responded in kind with a truthfully sincere smile.
Prophet was certain she said something loving and respectful, and that she understood his orders. He gave her no more of a thought, turning and leaving the room. His mind did focus on what had seen in Faith’s mind. Seeing Juna in the state that she was in, in her new Dark form, should have caused him great apprehension. The Jedi that survived should have put him in higher state of worry. Everything that had happened was a concern, but his Dark Instincts told him otherwise. There was nothing to fear. All was going as planned, and no matter what was going to happen he would have victory.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

16 DAYS (CHAPTER 76.2)

It was not long after Magus Prophet had left that someone touched the chime button outside the door to announce the arrival of food. Faith had spent her share of time alone just stroking and reassuring her stuffed animal it had ‘lived’ to be hugged another day. Hearing the chime and sensing the nervous arrival outside the door brought her back to real time.
“I got this.” Faith looked behind her, and in her mind she saw Darth Rune walking casually to the door. In reality, Rune encouraged Faith to physically move her body, had her lay the toy on the seat, and opened the sliding upward door. Much of her black cloth body and Faith’s black horns were drenched in the darkness of shadows of the room, but her uncovered face was visible to the Faun that stood before the door cowering behind a service cart. No one in Jabba’s palace had seen Faith’s face, a near resemblance to Faradi Nimh. Such beauty, then, disarmed the smaller creature from his fear until she spoke coldly again. “Food. Good. Bring it in, slave!”

The Faun pushed the hovering cart with his single digit appendages, using his cloven hoofs to help him push it. He stuttered in great fear, especially when he saw Faith/Rune speak to him and he could see the deadly fangs that such a beautiful humanoid face had concealed. “Da-Da-Da-Da The O-Ova-Ova-Overseer th-th….”
“Thought I would like something to eat: Yes, I get the message,” completed Rune. The pathetic life form nodded his head quickly and repeatedly, almost making Rune whip out Faith’s lightsaber to cut it off. In a way she could not blame him for his fear and not because of her per se. The last few slaves that were supposed to ‘deliver food’ to this location when it was occupied by Magus Prophet and Faith realized they were themselves the delivered food when the giant was busy gnawing on their bones; the food they brought with them was consumed by them later. Jabba had never bothered to ask what had happened to them. Perhaps Jabba had enough slaves and did not care, or perhaps Jabba saw that look of hunger Magus Prophet always showed whoever confronted him and drew his own conclusions. The Faun did not waste any more time, running once he parked the cart, beating the fast closing door.
Rune just chuckled to herself and mused, “Cowardly fool.” She lifted a lid on the cart, picked up the hot roasted bantha slice and took a bite. She chewed and swallowed, but it was totally unsatisfying to her; it was as if the food was not there. She sniffed the meat and could not smell it and the rest of the food she uncovered one by one on the tray. She grabbed another slice of meat, pinching it between her thumb and finger as hard as she could. She could see it was moist with juices, could see it dribble over her nailed fingers. She did not feel the juices wet Faith’s fingers.
Rune looked at the computer terminal and saw little Muffin sitting there in her plain Sithian girlishness with her toy still held firmly in her hands. Of course Faith was not really in the chair; only in Faith’s mind was she still in the chair, right where Rune had ‘left her’. 
“Annoying as hell,” started Rune, “being nothing more than you are. As much as I savor victory, I never appreciated the necessities of life until I stopped needing them: food being one of them.”

Jamming the meat into the fanged mouth, Rune chewed it up quickly with Faith’s sharp teeth. The action did not illicit anything. “As much as I have enjoyed a far more powerful existence, I do miss what I have sacrificed. Of course I would enjoy this all the more if you went asleep.” That was when Faith guaranteed Rune more control over the body, control with no interruption until the child stirred awake. Rune could smell, and touch, and taste, and feel, and see with natural eyes. Rune had wished Faith was asleep hours before; so close was Rune to killing Juna…
“No tired,” said little Muffin quietly, stroking her pet. Like Prophet Faith rarely slept when she reached maturity, but unlike him her awake times and rest times were much shorter. Tapping into the Dark Side circumvented the genetic programming instilled in either one of them, providing them with energy to continue to function. The drawback was longer rest periods, and in these rest periods they were dead to the universe unable to awake even to the loudest of sounds or the greatest disturbances in the Force.
Rune smiled just a little, with all the warmth and gentleness of ice. “Because you are more hungry than tired, I know. That is why I’m feeding your body these, I hope, passable for foods. But you have had a tiring few days for certain. Mentally and emotionally you could not have prepared yourself enough for your mother’s reaction to you, or your father’s reaction I dare say.”

Faith looked up at Rune with her doe eyes. “He hates her.”

“Yes, loves does that to people, Muffin.” Rune ate another slice of roast bantha. “The principal of sharing, which is what love is. To submit your strength to whom you believe to be your equal and an equal sharer. To gain from losing: the ultimate form of unforgivable lust.” She helped herself to some frosted fruit, and quickly finished she continued. “Your father attempted love with your mother: A foolish attempt by your father if I dare say so. Your mother would not share, and he knew so.” Faith looked at Rune with some contempt. “Your father is a conqueror, not a lover. The Vhinphyc Overlord, an ancestor of yours, made the same mistake, believing at first he had conquered his Presence, and then he loved her, and that she would share in love. All that she gave him was an end.”
Confused, Faith turned her head a little and asked, “No love?”

“Unless it is truly shared, then no love,” said Rune. “That is why it is best to conquer than love, Muffin. Take what you believe to be yours and do as you will to it, or to them. What you love may not be shared by few or one, but it is still what you want. It’s for the best.”
“Why do you hate love?”

Rune was genuinely surprised that her Muffin had asked, but not so surprised she didn’t have the answer. “As I said before, it means you have to give up something. I had done that, and it cost me my original life. Took away” she eyed the meat she picked up again, eating it after saying “the things we don’t think we will miss the most. Above all else, love is like death. Do you know what they have in common, my little Muffin morsel? Hmm.” Faith shook her head. “The loss of freedom.”
Faith looked more puzzled than ever before. Rune walked over and picked her up, holding her like a mother would a child. “Freedom is much more important than love. As an individual you can do so much more than if you were part of, say, a couple, or a family. You are limited because you have an obligation to others first. You can’t do the things you want to do…because you, again as before, share your life, your liberties, and so much more. In a way, you lose the life you had; you essentially die. When real death happens, believe me for I know, you cannot do what you want. You cannot freely breathe or hold your breath. You cannot open and close your eyes at will. You cannot think, and therefore you cannot choose. Love is like that: love doesn’t allow you to breathe the free air.”
Rune walked with Faith towards the bed in the room. “Muffin, though strong in the Dark Side I may be, I would give anything to be alive again. Using your body is not living.”

“But…you conquer?” puzzled Faith.

“Conquer you? Muffin….Faith, you are far more powerful than I, it should be you that conquers me, the restless spirit.” Rune set Faith down on the bed and encouraged the girl to dive under the blanket. Once she settled in, Rune said, “You only allow me these controls, but ask yourself, honestly, do you enjoy letting me control your body even when you allow me to? Even if it means you don’t have to experience your womanly contrives, do you worry what I may do in your place?”
Little Faith thought a little bit, and then shook her head no. She mumbled, “What can be done?”

“Done?”

“For your freedom?”

Rune rolled her dark brown eyes, sighed, and said, “Well…I’ve heard stories…when I was alive of course. I don’t put much belief in them; ancient wives tales that make no sense. I could research it if I had some time alone.” She grimaced, and then sighed at Faith. “See what I mean. I can’t be alone unless you’re asleep and you let me run things.”

Hearing Rune talk about something that could separate them stirred Faith to say, “I’ll go to sleep. You can research.”

“Are you sure?” Faith nodded at Rune. “Quite sure? I mean, again, this is your body, Muffin.” Faith nodded again, and Rune smiled warmly. “Too very nice of you. I’ll wake you if I discover anything, or if there is any trouble, all right? Thank you so very much.”

Faith smiled back happily, and Rune got up and walked around the bed. Just as she reached the end of it, she felt a lot more than she did a few seconds ago. She rubbed her fingers together and actually felt them; not just pressure, but every line in the skin. She turned, and seeing through the young woman’s eyes she could see no sign of Muffin, no Faith; or rather no sign of the mental version of Faith, who was all in the mind of the body. It was a trick Rune had used many times before with her, using real life objects such as a bed as a metaphor for sleep.
“Pleasant dreams, stupid girl,” remarked Rune with an uncaring face. “When I live again, I won’t sleep until I’m dead.”

Dismissing Faith as an afterthought, Darth Rune went to the terminal and stared at the work Faith had left open; Prophet’s little dream of reinventing the Legacy Virus. Having taken what she had inherited from Juna, Faith had reconstructed the leftovers that were floating about the HoloNet and other digital institutions that Sarch’s little anti-virus program had apparently missed. Faith was able to identify what was usable and what was not, what was what she was looking for since much of the Legacy Virus’ existence had been imbedded in her via Magus Prophet. The Vhinphyc-Vhinech’s creators had a copy of the Legacy Virus applied to his genes not just to control him. It was curious as to why a copy of the Legacy Virus was applied within the genetic code to begin with. It was as if to say someone had forgot their data card so they might as well dig into carnivorous giant’s DNA for another copy. The concept of hiding computer data instructions within the genetic strands of life forms was not new, but at best Republic science had gone only as far as doing it with simple forms of life. This wasn’t traditional genetic programming -- literally, it was hiding something that only worked for one purpose in plain sight. Smartly, unlike the other memory caps that were in placed, Magus Prophet did not have access to them. Faith, as a Sith Maiden on the other hand, did.

“So far along in reconstruction,” said Rune with an approving nod. “But not as far along as I hoped.” She sat down, let the Dark Side fill her, and without Faith around to know what was going on she accessed the inherited traits passed to Faith that came from Juna and Naressa Rapier. Then she used Darth Sidious’ access code to open GRS 45293482039202. Cracking her fingers, she mused, “This will help.”
Using the resources she opened, Darth Rune began by creating what appeared to be broken Legacy Virus code; using what Faith had in her own memories, she just created a small but significant amount of line code so it could be recognized. She took the broken code, accessed one the trillions upon trillions of Republic data cores Naressa’s slicer program had immediate access to and placed the artificial code in a discreet area. She repeated the process, but with a different complete line of fake code and placing it somewhere else. A run-stop loop line: the Library of Coruscant. The page link: the Offices of Turns, Koughs, and Ezeens, Corellia. A proto-header: Sinclair Underwriters on the planet Mistarf near the Trade Federation border. She did this a hundred more times over the course of two hours, a process she had time and again repeated whenever she had a chance to access a computer. 
The truth was this: there was no Legacy Virus to put back together.

Either by design or default or because the injection of non-Sithian heritage in Faith’s makeup, Faith did not receive all of what was embedded in Magus Prophet, including the Legacy Virus codes. Although not all knowledge past from one Sith Maiden to the next, the Faith version of the Sith Maiden software, if one were to compare the Sith Maidens to computer operating programs, was a powerful program with more holes than any previous version. 
Prophet had only realized that Faith could read the codes when she had came across them during his data searches once they had left their planetary prison. What they saw was indeed the remnants of the Legacy Virus, but the program had been overwritten by Enothchild Sarch’s SON disk so badly there was no way the program could be revived. Within Faith -- again it had to be because of her messed up heritage -- were fragments of the embedded code. Faith, however, did not have the intellectual capacity or the time to understand it. It would be as if to ask someone to write out every second of their lives in great detail, and not one detail could be ignored; a harder task when asked to write out the detailed life of another.
Faith without her Vhinphyckian heritage would have had difficulty still trying to decipher who was who within her when it came to her Sithian heritage. With Rune’s help Faith was able to narrow the focus down to the computer experts from the Rapier Clan, who Faith would be ‘familiar’ and be comfortable with. By doing this, Rune could access those two Sith Maidens that had come after her. Rune was an older version of the Sith Maiden operating software getting upgrades from two newer versions. Because of this, all Faith was doing was finding Rune’s dirty work, putting it together, in turn pleasing Prophet and giving the Vhinech the hope of a weapon ahead of what was undoubtedly the most interesting part of his plan. It was that part of the Prophet’s plan that Rune thought to be ingenious, highly successful, and for her to rightfully steal.
After all, she was doing all the damn dirty work.

When Rune completed her latest series of false hopes that Faith would find for Magus Prophet, she turned her focus on a less pressing, but perhaps a far more entertaining matter. Indeed, true to form, the Republic never looked deeper than the surface of what they perceived to be a senseless attack on ‘innocent’ beings and the hunt for Naressa Rapier was on. Using Naressa’s own slicing program, Rune got herself up to speed on her whereabouts; to Rune’s delight, Naressa was right where she had to be.

“As if you wanted to confront me there, sweat child of mine,” cooed Rune. She remembered that she had to plant a memo in the Trade Federation main frame and did so using Naressa’s own expertise -- though she couldn’t use the slicing program, it was clear that it was only a tool that automatically did Naressa’s will: Naressa was the best, the perfect warrior who ruled a digital land. The Trade Federation had its fronts and defenses, but Naressa had been looking at peons, and peons always left their ‘hatches’ open. Memo put in peon hatch, hatch closed, and Rune moved back to Dantooine and Naressa specifically.

“As I figured, you wouldn’t close the link between you and the Vesgevis,” she said plainly. It was about this time that she crafted the message that Surmon Vesgevi was supposed to get, but never did -- an event happens soon that changes everything. The true contents of the message was far more important than what was actually written in it; a little surprise for Naressa, when the time came to pass. Oh, it would not be the Jedi who destroy Naressa. The Jedi could only chase her; it would be Rune’s ingenuity that does it. She would kill Naressa herself, but the time constraints were against her. “But don’t think I haven’t forgotten you, even if I don’t show up.”

She was happy to finish until an alert sounded off on her terminal. Rune stopped herself from disconnecting from the slicing program. It asked her if she would allow dual access on the same code. Tantalizing to say the least, Rune allowed it, sat back, and let her arms cross in front of her chest. In this mode, the user access the slicer program did not know that someone else was all ready on having used the same access code. That could have meant only one thing.
“What is this? Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, you got to be kidding me,” chuckled Rune softly after realizing what was happening. She watched the processes go on as the new user was checking on the money transfers between Rapier Technologies to the Vesgevis. 
It was not Naressa. 
Rune smiled just a fraction. “This…this…”

Rune watched on as the new old user accessed the accounts of one Maroki Renvarient and transfer funds to a personal credit chit. The transaction was being done in the Kolitus System, some few days away from Dantooine to be exact. It was completed, and then the new user used the slicing program to check on the whereabouts of a handful of beings: Diegel Rounch, Pertic Ifanland, Imn’oud Cervey, and Juna Rapier Angelleia.

“This,” began Rune again, and this time her smile could have outshined Tatooine’s twin suns, “is too perfect! Oh dear Naressa you are about to have familiar company.”
There was more to the new development: Juna had done what was thought to be virtually impossible to Sith Lords! As a Sith Maiden, Darth Rune knew it could be done. Had she been a mere wish by her Mother Nebula Nimh Ryder? Had Rune herself wished for the power to heal baby Naressa when she was mortally wounded? And was not Naressa’s unborn child more than a prayer? What the previous versions lacked was the power to do, and the willingness to sacrifice that gained power, to loose it forever in exchange for their heart’s desires. Juna was destined to have no such limits. When exactly and why it was done was unimportant, but if Juna did it then Faith would have no problem.

This was a Dark Force-send the likes in which rivaled the day Faradi Nimh had dared walked into the Sith Maiden Holy Resting Grounds at a young age and dared the spirits to smite her. It was on that day she knew she was destined for a much grander destiny. “Congratulations, Juna, you have given me more to work with!”
Darth Rune waited until the new user was done. She then brought back up the message she had sent to Surmon Vesgevi, deleted it, and retyped a new message. Sent, she finally shut down the slicer program and the computer system entirely. She let out a happy sigh and mused, “This cannot get any better. How is it every single one I hate does exactly what I want before even I want them to? It’s incredible! It shouldn’t be this easy!”
It was that easy. With some thought afterwards, Rune decided when it was the right time to use Faith for this all too real new advantage.
