15 DAYS (CHAPTER 81.0)
The planet Alastarus was only like Tatooine when it came to who ruled it; Bogpura the Hutt of the Besadii Clan, a member of the Desilijic Clan’s most bitter rivals. As it is on any Hutt controlled world the origin populace was too poor to dictate terms and thus carried with them an air of only caring about themselves; there were few exceptions, but even fewer who would be bold enough to say or doing anything about it. It was not far from Tatooine or the beaten paths of the smugglers, but whereas the smugglers populated the spaceports of Mos Eisley to hide from the law and the twin suns it were pirates that adored the perpetual darkness in the called Escipse Li. For most of the year Alastarus was covered in the shadows of an eclipse produced by a gas giant that existed between it and the star; the joke was when the bars and brothels closed up, when the music finally died, the citizens knew it was morning.
There were lots of reasons why pirates selected Alastarus as one of their many havens. The main reason was that Bogpura the Hutt hired a lot of them to raid his enemies’ many ships. He hired them, and more often than not he let them launch from the ports of Escipse Li to attack Yabbula’s/Jabba’s smugglers. The Besadii Clan did not officially acknowledge such activity against their rivals, yet they gladly approved of it and in fact encouraged it; any way to choke off the Desilijic Clan’s income, after all, was encouraged with enthusiasm. This rivalry was only personal because the Desilijic Clan was just better at Hutt business than the Besadii Clan ever was or would ever be.
Magus Prophet had such knowledge of the rivalry long before he landed in the Escipse Li, for the Vhinech had first approached the Besadii Clan to aide them in their survival against the Vhinphyc. The Besadii Clan had poorly supplied them with antique weapons. At the Battle of Z’parnes many of the Vhinphyc who sided with the Vhinech because their children were Vhinech-born died with those poor weapons still in their hands -- the winners never took the weapons because anyone armed with them were absolutely no threat. If not for the Desilijic Clan, and Jurivicious Pern’s approach of them, Prophet knew that continuing with the Besadii Clan would have guaranteed the Vhinphyc’s desired result.
But Prophet did not care about punishing the Besadii Clan. Like Jabba and Yabbula, it was just another band of Hutts that were going to be useful to his plans. With no fear, Prophet was confronted by the port author and said before the small alien, a Garn, could talk, “I am Overseer Magus Prophet of the Desilijic Clan, and I am here on Desilijic Clan business that is no concern of Bogpura’s.” 

The Vhinech left the port author behind and speechless, knowing full well that the imbecile was going to report it. The audacity of an underling of the Desilijic Clan to just walk on the surface of Alastarus was one thing; to have him acknowledge his existence and allegiance loudly and proudly, and then say that business on the world had nothing to do with Bogpura was outrageous! Of course it wasn’t pride that drove the three-eyed Garn to report this audacity to Bogpura. He was paid and paid very well to report such things to his employer, with the occasional death threat by his employer as the proper motivation to continue to do his job. Prophet did what he did to stir the pot in the Hutt Empire just a little more.
The streets were littered with beings in rags that barely could move out of Prophet’s way. Escipse Li was not a large space port, and it did not have a large population; it was just cramped and confined, thus pushing the inhabitants and visitors tight together. Escipse Li was constructed within the stretching upward realm of a mountain range; ships had to take off and land vertically, and since the natural battlements and ramparts of the mountains protected the city, in turn protected the Hutt, nothing was ever going to be done to change it. Thus whatever was built was built within confinement in mind. The only time the crowds made way for anyone was when the Hutt was on the move; not moving meant they would get run over by his traveling dais, which had shredding forks designed specifically to chop objects in the way quickly and messily. 
Prophet was annoyed by the hindrance, but the predator utilized the environment he was presented with. Tossing worthless peasants that stood no chance against a killer was enough to alert someone -- not that they cared for the peasants, but for their own miserable lives. Jango Fett was supposedly unaware of his presence or his mission to kill him; it was Prophet that did not know the truth.
The Meteor Shower Break was reached by Prophet in short time; he choose the first bar he saw simply because information of Fett’s whereabouts would be common knowledge on the planet if he did not leave; everyone was weary of the bounty hunter, afraid they were going to be in his crosshairs next. He entered the booze house and was greeted by the sight of aliens practically stuffed in a small, confined space, barely enjoying their intoxicants. Ironically even the bedriders looked put off by the contact of their flesh on others.
Not in a hurry, Prophet did have that advantage of being big, and entities did their best to move to avoid being crossed. The situation would be hilarious to Prophet if he did not take it seriously because how could one throw a punch at one being and not hit five entities on the rear back and five more entities on the throw before the punch reached it’s intended target?
Most of the bar’s problems were solved in not so unique ways. Drinks were to small load droids, perhaps the smallest load droids on the market. No bigger than Prophet’s mighty fist, the load droids had impossible long arms they had to raise to avoid hitting patrons that carried trays with the ordered drinks on them on their head/bodies. The bar itself was not for sitting at. Beings were in line and moved down it like a glorified feed line at a relief facility. One ordered their drink, got their drink, and continued to move on down the line until they were able to leave the bar. By most accounts their drink was finished by the time they reached the end to pay for it; if they wanted another one, they had to get back in line. One would have thought to know better, but some of them did, like the Sullustans that got in front of Prophet when he took to the line in order to talk to the bartender.
“Hey, there it is,” said one Sullustan, pointing towards the wall behind the bartender. Prophet did not care until he saw what was there: his hologram on a wanted doc, an image of him before he was horribly burned by Juna’s vengeful fire. It was a want and warrants broadcast from the Republic; the Republic transmitted such things into Hutt Space because they knew the bounty hunters would care. “Dead or alive for twenty-five million credits.”
“Hypocrites,” remarked the other Sullustan. “All that talk of civility, and there you go: a wanted poster for some loser.”

The first Sullustan remarked, “Yeah, but last year it was only for ten mill. He’s return has up that ante, and I know a bunch of us last year thought about taking it. You know: team up, split it up.”

“Why didn’t ya?”

“Well…we should have! I mean sure no one knew where the big idiot was, but with enough eyes looking for him.” The Sullustan pointed at the image. “You can’t miss him. He’s a Lurch, that’s for sure.”
“Yeah, Lurch,” chuckled the second Sullustan. “Big goof! Let’s face it: morons make the wanted posters.”

The first Sullustan chuckled and said, “You oughta know.”
“Shuddup,” said the other. “I’m proud of my posting. It’s not stupid.”

“Five grand for a lousy starship theft,” said the first with a head shake. “You got, what, a grand when you sold it? Might as well turn yourself in. You’ll come out on top.”

The second one chuckled. “You know, I just might. I might turn myself in to Jabba for the bigger payout.”
The first one shook his head. “Those are death bounties, you idiot! Don’t be a Prophet.”

“What you two idiots want?” asked the bartender.

“Beers,” they said collectively, and the bartender was back with their tall mugs in seconds.

The bartender turned to the ‘big goof’, the ‘moron’, the ‘Lurch’, the ‘loser’. “What’s your poison, mac daddy?”

Magus Prophet just glared at the bartender and repeated his space port message. “I am Overseer Magus Prophet of the Desilijic Clan, and I am here on Desilijic Clan business that is no concern of Bogpura’s.” 
The suddenness of it all was not lost on anyone in the crowd; some because they were with Bogpura; others due to the Republic bounty on Prophet’s head. The Sullustans both slowly turned and looked up, realizing that a giant was there; a giant that reportedly could use the Force; a declared monster for his butchery of an entire race. More importantly, it was the very same giant they were bad mouthing for the past five minutes. The bartender was not as pale as the Sullustans, but he was really in shock that even the likes of a walking, breathing, twenty-five million credit bounty showed up and admitted who he was. 
Prophet said, “I am looking for Jango Fett. He is on this planet. Where is he.”

The bartender, a Human, dropped the glass he had thought to use for Prophet’s order. To the bartender not only was Prophet crazy he was officially stupid. “Y-You’re l-looking for-for Fett?”
“I did not stutter,” said Prophet casually. The Sullustans both tried to rush the line ahead of them; Prophet held up the line behind him, but upon hearing who he was the others close to him sent a message down the line. “Where is Jango Fett.” Again, it was not a question, nor was it nicely done.
“I, uh, don’t really know.” The bartender was weighing his options; given the environment he was in, it was either he was going to get killed by Prophet, or he was going to get killed by Fett. He thought about his blaster carbine. He then remembered from the wanted hologram that the Republic recommended a power level for weapons that could ‘dent’ the Vhinech. Unfortunately, the carbine’s power rating never got that high.
Prophet hated stutters, and he hated people that knew; together the combination only made to agitate him. There was considerable distance between him and the bartender; the Human had taken about five steps back, creating enough space between him and the bar, putting him well beyond Prophet’s natural reach. There was many ways Prophet could have gone after him. He chose one, raised his only hand and gestured towards the Human. The Human floated slowly off the ground, causing him to shout and wiggle in useless protest. Numerous begins became aware of the situation quickly, but shock of the scene held their positions. The Human’s travels ended with his throat slowly landing in Prophet’s awaiting, large hand; it was so slow the Human was able to count all five of Prophet’s fingers, all five of his long claws on a hand so large two fingers was all that was needed to physically choke him. The added misery was the sight of badly healed, burned flesh that still smelled as if it were still burning.
Prophet pulled the struggling Human up to his face, very close to his face. The bartender smelled his terribly bad breath. It was nothing compared to what the bartender saw under the Bothan head and skin that covered most of Prophet’s face. It was not only the fanged mouth and burnt face. Up so close, the bartender saw something that was impossible…
“I am done playing,” said Prophet methodically. “Where is Jango Fett.”

The bartender was quick. “The Aft Station!” He gurgled loudly in the struggle for breath and in great, unimaginable fright. “Down…the street. Private bun…galoes…and broads!”

Prophet released the bartender, and the man passed out to the floor in a pile. He casually turned to face the way the line of patrons normally moved. Everyone in the line, the whole bar, was looking at him. He just crossed his good arm over his stump, looked to the two big mouth Sullustans, and said, “Do not let me rush you little mice.”
Though the Magus was in no honest hurry the Sullustans, the Varn, the Boggiti, the Serth, and the few other species in front of him thought otherwise and began pushing the others ahead of them out of the way. Prophet caught up with them in a few steps once it was clear to the register. He did nothing to them; they were, after all, nothing. A way was made for him by the once thought tough and proud crowd. He left the bar in no time, sensing the lot of them slowly coming out to follow him. The word had got around quickly in there, and so they figured better Jango Fett than them. On the other hand, and Prophet knew this all so well, if Fett was eliminated then the others who inspired to be the best bounty hunters in the galaxy would not have the best bounty hunter in the galaxy as competition anymore.
The Aft Section, a series of small and private buildings that lined up along the side of its main office, actually did nothing to advertise itself or the business it did. Being the only brothel on the planet because of Hutt controls there was no need -- the rogues knew where it was, or they eventually found it. Prophet’s nose began to pick up the familiar, natural and artificial smells of the feminine gender. He trained his Force senses towards the buildings and negated the idea of talking to the clerk inside. All ready too many knew he was here; it would not be long before the news reached Fett. Though the thought of battling a Mandalore was enticing there was a growing feeling in the Dark Side that Prophet had to take care of this matter quickly. It was too soon to tell what the danger was to him and Faith, but he rather learn of it sooner than when it was upon them. He feared no defeat; just delays in the Plan.
Based on what he heard of Jango Fett, Prophet knew what to sense for: amongst a legion of idiots, he would not miss Fett’s serious mind. The danger for Prophet was that in order to track such a focused mind a Force user must narrow their focus; it left them blind to other realities, other dangers. It was made worse when Prophet had no experiences with Fett; unlike with Sarch or with Juna, when he knew precisely where they were when they were close to him. A miscalculation on his behalf would not kill him, but what it would was make the fight longer. Worse, it would give Fett enough time to escape. The Vhinech doubted that Fett wanted a war; the too smart always avoided confrontation.
Prophet walked past a low lit bungalow, the third one he had passed, and stopped in front of the fourth. He turned his focus back to the third house. At best it was two rooms, essentially bedroom for the mess and a fresher for the clean up. It’s size and contents did not were not what drew his attention. It was first the faint smell of rocket fuel, followed by the presence of a closed mind. Fett was like the Mandalores of old, from armor to their mastery use of propellants in technology that was far outdated by Republic standards. Unless the other occupants in the other bungalows had a real rocket in their pants, the occupant in Bungalow Three was not in doubt.
Prophet was not subtle. He charged the door and kicked the sliding metal door down.

The door landed on a trigger.

The whole Aft Section blew up, and took the section across from it with it.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

15 DAYS (CHAPTER 81.1)

Jango Fett activated his jet pack just as he heard Magus Prophet kick the door. The explosive packs were set to detonate with no hang fire time -- with no quarter of a second delay between the trigger effect and the ignition of chemicals -- and to explode all at the same time. The explosion caught up with him, but by design it boosted him further upward and away from the actually damaging part of it; the debris. The shaped packs, doused in the same fueling agents at in his rocket pack, ensured absolute direction of heavy object debris but he couldn’t take a chance that it would hit him. Body parts from the other patrons of the Aft Section were also just as dangerous as a piece of duracrete when driven by high velocity physics. 

High above the chaos, Fett looked downward and with satisfaction watched the secondary explosions; the debris from the Aft Section struck the close together buildings around it and, importantly, across the narrow street. He didn’t need to set explosives for those places to explode. He didn’t care what he destroyed. He didn’t care if such an act was going to get him in trouble with the planet’s Hutt. He could care less how many people he murdered in order to take down one Magus Prophet; those other rooms could not be empty, or a wise warrior like Prophet would have known it was a trap. In fact he loved this kind of bounty, where no one cared that the prize was dead. That meant less problems for him. All he needed to do was rummage through the debris and collect his prize.
Twenty-five million credits. It was only business, all in a day’s work; though the hunt was made too easy with Ephant Mon blabbering about the Vhinech coming to Alastarus to look for Fett personally. Once again he found himself deep in Hutt personal business; he didn’t like that. The mistake here Yabbula the Hutt ordering Magus Prophet to kill him; the bounty hunter only swore loyalty to himself. Twenty-five million credits was going to relieve his anger. From there, Jango Fett was going to Nal Hutta, go see Yabbula to let the Hutt know he failed, and kill him. And when he killed him, Fett was going to tell him that he understood where Yabbula was coming from: it was only business. Therefore, Fett figured, Yabbula would understand that his death was just another business transaction, that it was nothing personal at all.
Fett carried himself towards the Meteor Shower Break and landed on a run. The crowds were all ready forming just in front of it, struck dumb by the means in which he took on one man. On the ready the bounty hunter had his heavy blaster rifle ready and just cradled it across his chest; he let them know he was not going to take any guff from anyone; especially when it came to twenty-five million credits. Fett could haul away a burnt out carcass just fine by himself.
The calamity ignored, Fett trained his helmet’s visor on the inferno and scanned for signs of life. Most of the fire was too hot for infrared; he switched to x-ray, which made the flames vanish into transparent ghosts. The debris hampered his search from afar, which meant either he entered the fire or he had to wait for it to burn out; the latter guaranteed because all the fire suppression droids were locked up in Bogpura the Hutt’s palace in the north side of town. The armor was fireproof to an extent; like all metals, eventually it would conduct heat and cook whatever, or whoever, was inside.
Satisfied with the results, Fett’s instincts told him not to dawdle. There were stories, and the bounty hunter knew how stories went in the Fringe, that Prophet was indestructible. The myth amongst the traders and gamblers was that the Vhinech ate creatures and had gained immortality; that Prophet had been killed at least thirty-seven straight times and he still walked. Such claims to Fett had as much validity as an old Hutt claiming to be a virgin. All that Fett knew to be true was that Prophet was a rare deal: a Force-using, crafty terrorist warlord; there had not been anything like him since the Sith. The knowledge lead Fett to this tactic, for more often than wise Force users felt too compelled to rely on the energy like a drunk relies on whiskey. Still, with no indication of life, the hunter was not completely certain of the results.
“Biometric scan,” said Jango Fett in the built in command microphone in his helmet. The entire visor went black. He turned back towards the crowd and they appeared as white, defined shapes with statistics identifying their races and genders. He turned back to the fires after the test of the scanner. He zoomed in and out of the scene. The visor did not pick out any living life. The dangers of the biometric scan were that anything not alive, breathing, and pumping blood did not show up; useless against inanimate objects, and especially machines like droids. He rarely used it because of the blinding problem, but curiosity just pushed him to do the check.

Nothing.

“Standard view,” he instructed his helmet. He shook his head. “So much for that.”

“Didja getim!” someone shouted from the crowd. No questions of whether or not people were alive. No objections -- yet -- that Fett destroyed the brothel. Bogpura’s henchmen were arriving; Fett knew them, he marked them upon his arrival; they marked him because he had done business with Jabba so much. Discretion overruled valor. He strode into the flames, walking towards the where the bungalow used to be.
Another explosion erupted, but to the surprise of many there was no concussion wave, no immediate rain of shrapnel. All there was in the dark of night above them was a fireball that angled towards the crowd. The hoodlums scattered as it came down, and then were confused when it seemed to land instead of crash.

A giant of fire uncurled himself and attacked whoever was around it, cutting them and setting ablaze when they were too slow to move away. It caused a violent commotion of fearful beings unsure what in the hell it was; old myths and wise tales entered drunk minds and caused unprocessed liquor to run freely down the pants of many. Some pulled blasters and fired, but they foolishly held their ground. Magus Prophet was upon them in seconds, ripping them apart, biting them, and joining him in fire.

The noise brought Jango Fett around and drove him quickly back to where he had come. The ‘explosion’ that had confused him was now explained; Prophet had leapt from the wreckage across from where he took the blunt of the attack. The hunter couldn’t even begin to think how the Vhinech lived, how he made that leap and was now alive and attack on fire. All he knew to do was aim and fire his blaster rifle at it, scoring shots to its back, watching some of the blaster bolts pass through and strike people and things beyond it. Prophet let out a shout and fell over, flames still dancing over his flesh.
Fett held his position for another few seconds. He ran up to Prophet with blaster rifle still trained on the fire covered body.

The fire suddenly snuffed out. It did not appear to have burned any more of Prophet’s burnt body, but it destroyed much of his animal hide clothing. The stench defeated the filters in Fett’s helmet the moment he stood over the vapor.
Prophet spun around on to his back with speed that caught Fett by surprise. Not so much by surprise; the bounty hunter fired five successive, close range blasts into Prophet’s chest, causing the giant to stop moving. In the faint glow of the fire light behind them, Fett took in what he saw. He examined the very still body with a biometric scan; Prophet was dead, no signs of life, but there was something odd.

Carefully Fett leaned towards Prophet’s head; the scan was picking up something that suggested life, but it was not; it was an unknown energy signature, barely beyond the known light spectrum. It pulsed, emitting electricity-like arcs during the pulses. Where the arcs ended lines of energy burned across the Vhinech’s hide; a fresh smell of burnt flesh chased after it. The energy pulsed some more…
Fett raised the blaster rifle to his shoulder but never got any shot off. He was grabbed in a Force Grip and tossed violently down the street. He rolled upon hitting the ground and rolled right up into a kneeling position. Rifle raised. Firing…
In Fett’s visor, still in biometric scanning mode, Prophet’s signature was not a silhouette of white; he appeared barely, a transparent gray. Fett’s shots scored enough on the monster to slow it; the bounty hunter switched back to real time visual scanning for better aiming purposes. As big as Prophet was, such a target was not hard to miss unless someone tried. Unlike before Fett’s well placed, lethal shots did not drop the Vhinech dead. Eventually, the high powered shots started to not slow Prophet down. With a feral growl, Prophet leapt at Fett…

Quickly Fett activated his booster pack and was in the air just as Prophet left his feet. He was down just as fast behind the rising brute. He lined up his dart launcher and fired a dart, reloaded, and fired another dart filled with the same toxicants that killed so many, including U’ger Faust. The darts barely penetrated the skin, but all the high-density, diamond-scaled points needed to do was break the skin anywhere; the toxin was incredibly potent Fett never handled the darts without glove protection.
Prophet turned towards Fett and roared. He began to charge.
Without panicking, Fett fired off a few more shots from his blaster rifle. He successfully struck Prophet’s bone joints at the knees, dropping the giant momentarily and causing the monster to bellow in pain. Fett waited for a full recharge while aiming for Prophet’s skull…
The animal sensed it. He gestured his large hand towards Fett and the rifle was torn away from the hunter’s grip. Prophet caught it and smashed it into the pavement in one blow. He pushed off the ground, and SNAP, and he was back on his powerful, healed legs and running towards his prey…
Fett drew both of his side arm blasters and right and left and right and left he fired them, allowing one to recharge for another volley while firing with the other. He backpedaled when Prophet just kept coming; his reverse motion could not outpace Prophet’s forward strides. In a flash Fett was airborne again and raining shots down at his foe; an act of sure suicide which he did it for another small amount of seconds before turning his attention to the skies. At the last possible moment he avoided hitting an arriving freighter of Bothan design.
Prophet tracked Fett easily, watching the flame trail of the jet pack. He was three steps quick to piece of fiery debris he could handle. With his rage, the Dark Side gave him more strength and guided his arm. The wall piece was now a blunt-force missile.

Fett avoided the missile barely. After that, he was just as impressed of Prophet as he was surprised by everything so far. Even with Prophet’s inability to die he never believed anything like that could happen. He really believed it when another projectile just missed him, followed only a second behind that inanimate object with an astromech droid. Fett attempted to climb higher, but he knew he made a mistake by going straight up. He was easily a hundred meters up when the screaming and flailing Sullustan struck his feet. 
The impact caused Fett to spin end over end, and when he righted himself he was going straight down. At the last possible second he turned upright after a flip roll. The rockets slowed him down enough from suffering terrible injury when he crashed through the old roof of an outdated home buried behind the bar. The pack shut off, and Fett sat there in the dark trying to get his nerves together.
The screaming outside told Fett his nerves had to be right, right now.

Prophet’s fist was through the front wall -- he avoided the door, he had enough of them. Fett dropped on all fours, armed his pack’s high explosive rocket, and let it auto-track for a large moving object. Once Prophet was in the ruins, the rocket launched and struck him dead center. The giant flew backwards just before the warhead detonated…

The blast was at close range, causing both target and source to be struck by shock; Prophet worse off than Jango Fett. The Mandalore’s head rattled inside the metal helmet and momentarily knocked him out. Prophet did not stop flying until he dented the heavy wall of the bar behind him, and what was left of him flopped to the ground.
A minute would pass before Fett came around. Everything moved slowly for him. He barely remembered what had happened until the blood from his forehead reached his lips. It was all real to him, and when he got his eyes focused he looked towards the large hole in the wall before him. He saw a lot more than he bargained for; the entire structure was in flames due to the rocket explosion.

“Emergency air,” Fett said in his built-in mic. When the oxygen flooded his helmet he became refreshed and alert. He found both of his pistols not far from where he crashed. Though thinking he never realized that his ring finger and smallest finger on his right hand were horribly disjointed. He snapped the fingers back in place. 
Pistols ready, he walked out of the inferno and mumbled gravely, “You better be dead, you ugly son of a bitch.” He was certain the brute was. He could accept everything that had happened up to this point. There were many creatures with incredible self-healing abilities. There were very strong aliens that could toss small aliens a dozen or so meters. There were beings that could do something no others could do, but in the end there was always an end. Fett was extremely confident that the rocket did the trick. He saw Prophet, he moved quickly towards the body. There didn’t appear to be much left of the giant…
Fett blinked his eyes, blinked them once, and Magus Prophet was no where in sight.

“You have got to be kidding!” Fett stopped right where Prophet was and looked all around him with pistols raised. “No one that big is that fast, no one!” He noticed a few stragglers looking at him from around the corner. “Hey! Where did he go! You see him!”

One of the aliens said something in its foreign tongue. Another spoke Basic. “Wasn’t he laying there?”

The other, the first that spoke, excitedly pointed upward and shouted, “Gemba banbozee!”

Fett leapt on the warning and on a feeling; looking up would have killed him. Like before when he jumped from the fire Prophet had just jumped straight into the air when he sensed Fett’s approach. He landed, and the ground shook from the impact; the bounty hunter was temporarily off his feet. The others ran away, wanting nothing from the war that had descended upon the city of Escipse Li.

Fett turned abruptly on his side to fire behind him, knowing he lost time on the ground; knowing the move was desperate and lousy. Upon the turn Prophet swatted one pistol away and put a large foot hard down on the right wrist, breaking it and forcing Fett to yell and let go of the other weapon. The beast rammed its fingers into the face plate of the helmet; Fett felt the flesh around his right eye open up and bleed profusely, stunned by Prophet’s ability to penetrate the armor. 
Prophet lifted him off the ground by the helmet; the guard strap that held the helmet on Fett’s head dug into his jaw as his weight and the weight of the armor was pulled downward by gravity; he couldn’t get loose, fall out of his helmet. His one hand was busy grasping at Prophet’s wrist; the other hung loosely off the broken wrist.
Jango Fett had many troubles; one of them was trying to see with his good eye trying to look through a blackened, inoperable tactical screen; the other eyes was slightly blinded by blood but Prophet’s attack had cut an opening to allow him to see. What he saw was a large, ugly mug getting closer. He wanted to wipe the blood from his eye, but the helmet was a curse that prevented it. He blinked between his chokes for air rapidly, desperately trying to think of some way to counter this. He told himself flatly he was not going to lose to this thing!
The crackle of light caught his attention; a purplish tendril, not necessarily bright but noticeable for one, horrifying reason. Fett paused in shock when he realized that the minor thunderstorm-like disturbance was emitting from within Magus Prophet. He could see the Force energy, crackling within the Vhinech’s skull, through the two openings where the eyes of the beast should have been. The scorched flesh formed the expressions and shapes to illustrate anger, but there was absolutely something very disquieting about the fact, even to the likes of the hardened young man, that the creature before him had no eyes, yet his victims could clearly see his evil soul just before their deaths.
“Boy,” Prophet growled into Fett’s face, “you will never be my death!”

There was finality to it that Fett couldn’t even explain. All he realized was that Prophet was correct, and that he had a way out of this situation. He activated his catch blades on his right forearm and ran them the whole length up Prophet’s right wrist. The Vhinech nearly tore the helmet in half trying to free his only hand away. Angry with the headwear, Fett tore it off to breathe and finally see his target with both eyes. He wished he hadn’t; Prophet’s slit wrist looked healed all ready.

Fighting the pain in his right wrist Fett aimed and manually fired his tow cable from the compartment housing along the forearm. He had aimed for Prophet’s good arm, but somehow managed to actually have the steel cable wrap around the beast’s large neck. He pulled quickly to lock it in, and before Prophet could slash at it Fett took the air; his jet pack had no problem handling such a large payload. Cable tight, Prophet was nearly decapitated by the sudden jerking motion and most of his air way was cut off.
Though getting the payload of Magus Prophet off the ground was no problem, an alarm on Fett’s wrist went off, warning him that the fuel supply to his jet pack was rapidly dwindling. Even in his state of rot Prophet weighed nearly five hundred pounds, was not aerodynamic in shape, and with his large body moving about it caused major course changes that Fett could not control. Jango’s earlier flight actions could not be discounted with what remained in the fuel tanks. He had to take actions quickly before Prophet’s big ass took them both down, though his plan required that he almost spend all that was left in the pack in terms of actions; he might not even have enough to land safety once finished. He had no other choice.
Fett aimed for a tall steeple that matched the wide turn he had to take with Prophet’s momentum dictating terms. It wasn’t hard to miss it, even with the wind of flight and the still bleeding bad cut around his eye partially blinding him. He only knew it was metal after he veered out of the way and Prophet struck it; Fett’s own arm was nearly ripped from its socket -- another drawback to his plan as his numbed broken wrist reminded him that it was broken.
Teeth gritted, Fett aimed for the city’s weather vain.

A roof.
Another roof.

Another roof, followed by a duracrete outcropping on the second level of houses.

Fett tried a suicide dive towards the pavement, not even sure he could pull out of it. He bent his body upward, and for a few heartbeats he kept going down. He could count the imperfections in the duracrete when he finally pulled up. Prophet struck the ground, jarring Fett, causing all sorts of new debris to break loose and strike shelters and beings not quick enough to move. Prophet, to Fett’s disgust, was not even knocked out; Fett knew this because he could feel the Vhinech attempting to use body to again dictate his flight via momentum. Fett wanted to laugh when the Vhinech only accomplished to wipe out three illumination posts, a party deck, and two land speeders that were parked. Unfortunately, the bounty hunter felt the rotator cuff in his right shoulder tear; the next jolt would either separate his shoulder from the joint, or separate his entire arm completely from his body. Another fuel low warning got his attention; a quick check of his readouts told him that there was no guarantee that he even had a minute left.
Fett eyed the high cliffs; the nearest opening was several hundred meters above. He fought down an agony scream and muttered, “Why…the…hell….not!” Fett aimed for it and ignored the low fuel warning. The jet pack began to sputter and lag in velocity. His ears popped as the air pressure changed in the higher elevations. He ignored it all; his incredible strength of will defeated any thought of failure, of doom, of death; if his will could, it would refuel his jet pack -- it was something even a Jedi could envy. His mind formulated the plan quickly. Once he passed through the minor opening in the tall wall Fett released the tow cable from it’s stow origin. Prophet continued to fly, striking the sides of the rocky opening all the way through, and finally falling miles downward.
Fett managed to sneak a peek at the dark spot that was his target before the darkness of the world covered Prophet’s descent. Before becoming too elated he began his descent…

The jet pack ran out of fuel right in the middle of the huge and deep crater that hugged up against the mountain range that protected Escipse Li.
“Oh boy,” muttered Fett. He pointed his feet straight down and fell for a few seconds. He checked his fuel gauge: a swallow full, not nearly enough to slow his fall. However Fett didn’t believe in luck; only in himself. It was going to hurt, but he was going to live. He fired the jet pack for five seconds, stopped, and repeated it over and over again. He couldn’t see the ground; he wanted a downhill slope to run down; flat or raising ground would kill him.
And then there was light.

Sunlight slowly but just as suddenly began to appear. The gas giant Ldar’me was allowing a true day to dawn on Alastarus. The rock right below Jango was smooth and downhill. He fired his jets over and over again; he slowed but he was still going too fast. There was to Fett’s betterment the appearance of a lake. He hit the jets one last time, began to pump his leg in a mock run, and finally he splashed down painfully hard. The lake was shallow and he was close to the edge upon landing, but he lived with little more damage.
Fett walked out of the lake and shrugged off his useless jet pack. His right arm hung uselessly as he pulled himself over the rocks to see where he was. He was far from the mountains; very far from his ship. He looked to his controls on his left wrist and saw damage to the unit that would have let him remote call Slave One to his location. He could fix it with what he had on hand, but even if it was working the mountains would block the transmission signal; he had to get up into the mountains to call the ship to him.
“Terrific,” Fett sighed. No one cared enough in the city to come looking for him. Bogpura would if the Hutt was not lazy, but undoubtedly it would be to make sure the participants that ruined his city were dead. It occurred to the bounty hunter that if someone in the city had at least half a brain they would come out to the wasteland to find his prey. The Republic would only pay if there was proof. He needed the body if Prophet was dead.

“If,” mused Jango. He let out another sigh, and then he began to jog towards the mountains. Prophet would be somewhere at the base of the mountain wall. He would locate the body, secure it somewhere, climb the mountain, get back to his ship, and pick up the body and head for the nearest Republic port.

The roar brought Fett to a stop. It was dead ahead of him, near the mountains. He pulled out the electrobinoculars from his emergency pack on his belt and looked through them; the scanners in his lost helmet were far better. A movement in the light caught his attention; a large object and it was emitting smoke; an odd creature to Fett, until he saw the black horns jutting the head.
“Klif me,” cursed Fett. The roar emitted again from Prophet just before he dropped down and out of his sight. “There’s just no killing this guy.” 
He packed the visual aides away and checked what he had left for viable, effective weaponry: ten short radius proton grenades, two remote high explosive mines, a spare pocket blaster, several knives, toxic darts, the small use flame thrower, and a cobalt continuous cutting laser with a one minute charge. The explosives were perhaps the only weapons that could cripple the giant; the Mandalore predator was beginning to believe he, or anyone on this world, could not kill Magus Prophet. He was not a real believer yet; he hadn’t lost, and he wasn’t going to lose this one. Fett made for the mountains, but he kept his eyes and ears open for Prophet.
After a long time, Fett began to smell burnt flesh. He took to the high ground and found the rock formations he had seen from miles away, where Prophet had disappeared. He found the earth and rock were scorched; from the point he could see where Prophet had fell, and Prophet had hit a lot of rocks that easily broke bones. Fett followed his nose and readied a proton grenade to throw. Before long there was a deep hole, and within the hole was another hole where no sunlight penetrated. Faint smoke came from the hole. Fett had an uneasy feeling that he was being watched from the hole.
Yet, Fett put the grenade away. Something told him that the grenade was a waste of ammo at this point. He thought Prophet would have attacked; the Dark Vhinech did not. Fett could hear his opponent’s heavy, pain-filled breathing.

Fett grabbed his injured arm as the feeling returned to it and said, “Hey!” There was no response. “Hey, buddy! Happen to forget your sun block on Tatooine!” He could feel Prophet damning him. “Jabba ate your tongue too!”
There was a long, throaty growl. Prophet’s voice boomed. “Jabba the Hutt will pay for this betrayal very, very severely once I am finished with you!”

“Figured it out,” Fett called back. There was no point in lying. It was too obvious even to an idiot that Prophet was given away. If not for Ephant Mon, Fett would not have been prepared enough to survive the encounter. “Nothing personal! In fact I got to thank you! If you hadn’t come, it would have meant taking out Jabba to get to you!” He chuckled in amusement. “He overpays on bounties! Killing him hurts my bottom line!”
Even Prophet did not doubt Fett’s sincerity before Fett’s remarks about not killing Jabba. “You are welcome!” He inhaled sickly before continuing. “Why do you not come on down and finish what you have started!”

Fett chuckled a little, grimaced in pain, and said, “If you wait right there, I will go back to my ship, restock, and we’ll pick up where we left off! Unless you want to give up! It’s a Republic bounty after all! The Republic treats fugitives and prisoners well! All Jabba wants is you dead! All I want is the reward!” There was a pause that was long, and then the Vhinech let loose with what had to be considered laughter for it. Fett just chagrinned and mused, “Am I asking for too much!”
“You are a fine warrior, Jango Fett,” answered Prophet, “fine for a Blank Slate only interested in money and reputation!” Fett wasn’t sure what that term blank slate meant, but he was sure the rest of it was an attempt at an insult. “Very few exist that could stand up against me! Very few! I admit with no humiliation that you have lasted longer than they had!”
“That’s because I’m the best,” boasted Fett.

Prophet retorted in a serious tone, “We shall soon see!”
Fett observed, “Well what are you waiting for!”

Just on the edge of the darkness within the hole Prophet appeared ghost like; he kept himself tight to the shadows. Fett eyeballed him quickly and locked stares. “You do not stand against me, Jango Fett. You cannot end me, for you are not the source of my curse. It will take more than fire, explosives and high speed physical impacts to finish me. You possess very little of that as we speak.”
“Any man can be beaten,” said Fett defiantly. “Any man can be killed.”

Prophet’s maws narrowed. “I am no man.”

Fett pulled out the proton grenade. He stopped himself from using it; an uneasy suspicion churned his insides, staying his hand, too curious and attention grabbing. “Looks like you’re allergic to sunlight. You’re a Force user; you should be able to drop a rock on my head or yank me into the hole with you. You’re up to something.”
“I am not, I assure you,” stressed Prophet, and this time Fett could see the Vhinech was smiling. “I am only waiting for Ldar’me.”

At first it made no sense to Fett. He looked towards the primary star whose name eluded him; it was over the western ridge far away. There was, in figurative turns, a small arc cut on the borders of the star’s outer halo; long, stretching, and fading away. It was the gas giant Ldar’me vanishing, and vanishing quickly.
A snarl brought Fett quickly around. Prophet was still close to the opening of the hole, only wanting his attention. “My Vhinphyckian physiology is suited for mountainous terrain of any kind, in any condition. I can conquer any….rock put before me. I can conquer the lowest point of this mountain range in three hours.”
Fett just shook his head. “Impressive.”
“With the Dark Side I can surely eclipse it in three minutes.” Prophet inhaled so deeply the sand around the hole kicked up. He blew out the air, kicking up a fuss of dirt. “A Human with the proper equipment could do it in ten hours. You with your damaged arm and lack of resources will require more time than that.”

“You don’t know me very well. I can do a lot if I set my mind to it.”

It did not impress Prophet. “In less than six hours, at noon, Ldar’me will eclipse the star and place this entire planet in darkness again for another month. Once the shadows fall, I will come out of this hole, track you down, and shape you into a club that I will use to beat Jabba to death with.”
Fett checked his chromo, revealing too much to his opponent as he noted the time. Having been on Alastarus for several days Fett knew the day-to-day routines involving the planet and its gas giant neighbor. Prophet was not stupid; he did his homework on the world, knowing when sunlight would hamper him in his search for the bounty hunter. Fett was unaware of Prophet’s slight weakness; if he had, he would have planned a better trap. Instead, Magus Prophet was going to sit in his hole and heal and wait for darkness to return.
“The lord of the wilderness is the one who always outsmarts and outlasts his prey,” said Prophet. Fett turned his attention back to him, and Fett couldn’t look at the Vhinech with confident stoicism. “In my many years I have learned patience.” Prophet snorted, and he snapped his jaws repeatedly; an annoyingly creepy sound to Fett’s ears. “It makes me appreciate the kill all the more. Savor it as I clamp my fangs around its neck and let it dangle from my mouth.”

A snarl, and snap movement from the hole made Fett jump back; Prophet was outside and back in after an attempt to snap at his prey. The large creature moved with a velocity Fett barely could see; the sound of Prophet’s teeth coming together a mere six inches in front of him startled him before he registered the Vhinech’s movement. A fresh smell of burning flesh stung Fett’s nostrils.

Back in the depths of the hole, Prophet said, “Make no mistake, hunter: you have smecked with the wrong game! I have killed hundreds of thousands of entities with two hands!” Fett watched the Vhinech stick out his lone hand; the large hand began to smolder and shake under the sun. “For you, all I need is one hand, and the time to do it that is on my side!”
Prophet’s hand withdrew from the sunlight, back into the hole. The Vhinech said menacingly quietly, “I would run if I were you.”

Jango Fett got angry only because he did smeck up. The whole set up was wrong, and he did the one thing no bounty hunter should ever do; let a lethal bounty live long enough to get angry. His instincts told him that his weapons were useless; they would only slow the Vhinech-Vhinphyc down, but when the supplies were wasted and the thing recovered…
There was no other option. For the first time in his career, in his very young life, Jango Fett ran away from a bounty.

