12 DAYS (CHAPTER 95.0)
Far, far away, Faith fretted for many hours over Juna’s distressed emotions. She paced herself during the time, always looking hard at the ship controls. She wanted so much to drop the late Yabbula the Hutt’s vessel out of hyperspace and change course for Naboo. She wanted to be with her mother, beg for her forgiveness. She also wanted to be held by Juna and have that unending relationship between mother and daughter.

Faith was alone a considerable amount of time to think about changing plans. Darth Rune appeared shortly after Faith had felt a tremendous stirring from Naboo and nearly changed course. The Sith Mistress, to Faith, did not appear so confident like before. The Dark Spirit barely held a straight face.

“Don’t you dare!” barked Rune, nastily but with a hint of considerable concern. “Hold course for our destination, but go faster. Pull all that you can from the reactor!” She then noted Faith’s observing hesitation. “DO IT NOW!”

The command rattled Faith; it hurt, painfully hurt, to have Rune yell at her from within. The Vhinphyc-Vhinech-Sith Maiden went to the engine controls and adjusted the fuel input to the reactors. She got ninety-nine percent out of the reactor, and the estimated time of arrival had significantly changed on the readouts. Any more and the ship would be crippled.

Rune was not satisfied. She took over Faith’s body without permission, which now was so easy it startled Faith into submission. Rune pumped the rates to the operational maximum, and then squeezed a few more percentage points from other systems. One hundred and seven percent was achieved, and the estimated time of arrival shrunk considerably again. It still did not satisfy the Sith Maiden.

“A day and a half!” Rune punched the angled hull above the pilot’s chair and with Faith’s strength behind her it crunched. “A DAY AND A HALF! THAT’S NOT GOOD ENOUGH, DAMN IT!”

The little girl that was Faith in Faith’s mind when Rune was in control huddled in the corner and just stared at her antagonist with all accumulated bravery gone. She could not understand why Rune was so beside herself, but when the Spirit went on such rampages she wisely stayed away. The fact that Rune took over her body without permission like before did not escape Faith’s notice. Faith, though, felt so powerless to stop it.

Rune just muttered over and over “A day and a half!” She went back to where the slaves were that were barely alive. She then, very controlled, gave little Chewie a boot to scurry the varmint away from the traumatized little Human girl. “A day and a half! A day in a fricking half!”

Faith covered her little eyes in horror as Rune used the Force to slowly break the bones of the slaves and tear them limb from limb. The slaves barely registered the brutality in the open, but both Faith and Rune could feel their unspoken suffering. The covering her eyes did nothing to prevent Faith from baring witness to the horror. She was not above such evil for the sake of survival, to eat, but Rune was doing this out of spite, out of anger, out of an unspoken fear. Faith could cover her ‘little eyes’, but in her mind she could only watch Rune hold a hand over the little girl’s face and used the Darkest of powers to melt her tender flesh.

Rune’s lips continuously curled and sneered as she enjoyed disfiguring the girl. Faith had no heart to eat the little girl even though the girl was essentially dead, just mentally not there. Rune used as much of her power to make certain that the little girl did feel the torture, feel every second of it before she expired.

Finished, Rune then stood up and stomped viciously down on the girl’s head, crushing it. She barked, “JUNA! JUNA!!!!!!!!” She imaged the little girl was her Granddaughter and continued to move her crushing boot back and forth to grind the gore into the deck metal. “JUNA I WILL WIN! I WILL KILL YOU!!!!!!!!”

Rune walked away from the broken and barely-alive remaining slaves and sneered over and over again, “A day and a half.” She saw Muffin -- Faith -- and yelled, “Don’t you….Don’t you look at me! Don’t you dare look at me, Slave!” Faith buried her little face in her little arms. That wasn’t enough. “STOP LOOKING AT ME YOU LITTLE BITCH!”

Faith whimpered and incomprehensibly begged Rune to stop. She was too scared to attempt taking back her body. Faith had never seen such a thing in her life, terrifying her, making her beg for her parents.

“This is your fault: you should have killed her!” Rune kicked, punched, stomped, and cursed everything within her line of sight. “We don’t have a day and a half! Don’t you get it! Don’t you understand! This is all your fault! You should have killed Juna! You should have obliterated the Jedi! Damn you, damn you straight to Hell you whore!”

Rune never gave her companion, the true ruler of the body she occupied, another look and no apology. She looked out at the hyperspace tunnel, fuming for a great, long time. She said again, “A day and a half.”

Inhaling and exhaling spittle, Rune coldly said, “I can still win. My time table is screwed up, but so what? What can the Republic do! They have no response for what I have planned.” She then, with great regret and hatred, remarked, “But now I must concede to certain realities that I wanted to avoid.” 

She went off on Faith again. “Again, your fault! I never should be doing it! Not at this point! Because of you, I have to make…” Rune struggled to get the word out calmly, or even coherently. But what came out sounded like, “peace” and after many heartbeats where the Spirit relentless kept swallowing down vomit if it were possible, she whispered out “with my lessers!”
She snorted in contempt, “I’m going away for a little while. When I get back, I expect us to be where we want to be. You know what to do when we arrive. Murder, butcher, shred, burn: I don’t care in what order, but there better be very dead bodies! When I return, I want to be in front of a terminal! You get me: right in front of a terminal!”
To Faith’s great relief, she found herself standing upright where Darth Rune had positioned her body. She was alone, utterly alone, and liked it! Quickly she found Chewie, snuggled the varmint, and wished nothing but the best for her little friend. Chewie could have easily been destroyed by Rune like the slaves had been.

Faith looked to the ruined remains of the little girl, and found no peace in what she saw. The blood enticed her stomach but she craved not for the victim. She did not quite understand why she took pity on something so nearly dead and so very weak with no chance of recovery. Still, she wanted the little girl…for some reason, she just wanted the little girl to live and pet Chewie.

Faith wished that the little girl would forgive her as Enothchild Sarch had.

And then it occurred to her. Many things occurred to her. The smile on her face was lasting as she prepared. Rune would not like it, but Rune was not there to scorn her. Faith meditated and focused deep inside of herself before she began.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 95.1)

Another mechanic employed by Jabba the Hutt entered the underground storage facility just as night came, upset by the Hutt’s insistence that Jango Fett’s ship be repaired as much as possible before the arrival of new parts. He was part of a crew of starshipwrights that were once under the rule of Yabbula the Hutt, and though the Waeveli was glad that Jabba was in charge now he still hated to miss out on the celebration in the town house. They all hated it, but what the Hutts wanted, the Hutts got. Life was more important than livelihood.
The others began working on the ship above without any concern for the tossed shield emitter on the floor. The Waeveli down below attempted to turn on the illuminators, but they did not come on. Sighing, knowing that diagnostic equipment for medium size ships was always stored, supposedly, here, he went about feeling his way around in the dark.
Standing perfectly still as the Waeveli blindly approached him in the darkness was Magus Prophet. The Vhinech stood there and let his power trick the tiny creature’s useless mind. The Waeveli felt all around Prophet, but never did he get close to touching Prophet. In time, the Waeveli was past Prophet and finally he felt found the diagnostic machine.
Prophet watched the alien even absentmindedly walk in the pool of blood that was the previous Waeveli he had eaten, and left. He trailed bloody foot prints all the way up the stairs and to the flight deck. Prophet’s time of hiding was going to come to an abrupt end.
Before he moved, Prophet felt a disturbance in the Dark Side. It was multiple; one close to Tatooine, the other too far to comprehend the source. The close one felt like Juna. Juna’s presence had suddenly overshadowed all shadows in this part of the galaxy, but like a supernova the explosion only lasted seconds, and then her existence faded into disquiet.

“Juna,” Prophet whispered to himself, suddenly overwhelmed by its significance. So many questions entered his mind, confusing him, making him hesitate. Had Faith went to Naboo and destroyed Juna? Where was his Faith? What had happened to his Juna?
The Waeveli above noted the bloody footprints that one of their own was trailing behind him that was the lime green color of their blood. They wasted no time, one of them running to go warn the Hutt. The others did not know of the threat downstairs, so it was natural to them to draw out their blasters and just go down to deal with it.
Prophet snorted his compassionate feelings for Juna immediately, snarling at the thought that he still felt something for her. She was not dead, but he wished her dead. Whatever happened it was not enough! In his snapping and snarling at the thoughts that threatened to ruin him, he failed to register the sounds of small footsteps that echoed from the stairwell.
The Waeveli still did not see Prophet in the dark but the heard his shuffling feet. The just pointed their blasters and fired. The idea was simple: shoot enough times in one general direction, and surely one shot was going to hit a humanoid object, living or droid. They did not count on Magus Prophet, something beyond anything anyone had ever dealt with.
Prophet did not give them notice as a few shots struck him. He was too busy wondering why his left arm was burning. The sensation became progressively worse, and when it became too much Prophet howled and thrashed violently all around him. Parts and shelves and adobe mortar flew and shattered under his thrashing. The whole sensation was overwhelming; even the Waeveli stopped firing, not believing in the amount of intense anguish that they had thought they caused.
The popping sound was the weapon strap that was around Magus Prophet’s remaining arm snapping off an enlarging bicep. Prophet turned his focus towards his left side and watched pink flesh stretch of his rotted wound, forming into a forearm, then a hand, and finally at the end of it forming four fingers and a thumb. The form became thicker with muscle and imposing with mere breaths. 

Prophet did not understand what was going on. For years he had attempted to regenerate his missing limb with no success, just as he tried to re-grow his eyes and replace his ruin, burnt flesh. He had given up, for even with his great power within there seemingly was not enough to replace what was taken away from him. The Force Fire consumed the Force within entities, and once it was burned out there would be no return -- that is if practical theory was Magus Prophet’s life. With the removal of his left arm, it separated what chance he had to save it. This happenstance was beyond even him, but once the new arm completed form he began to feel the reality of it with a flexing of his fingers. It was a new, healthy, unhindered, and very powerful arm that, save for color and appearance, it complimented his right arm powerfully well.
Once the wave of pain and uncertainty cleared, Prophet sensed the dumbstruck Waeveli that just stood there with jaws hanging low. They had never seen the likes of Magus Prophet before, but never had they ever seen an arm just come out of nowhere, re-growing.

Not that their stillness bothered Prophet. He just assumed they held still because they had knowingly resigned themselves to their impending doom as he charged at them.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 95.2)

The efforts taxed Faith again, but once the Sith Maiden-Vhinech completed them she knew she had respite from such expenditures. The wishing was her powerful ability to command, and under the circumstances she felt the time was right to use it. To her at least these multiple wishes had value -- Rune would undoubtedly think not, but since Rune was not there Faith knew she was in charge. For the next day or so Rune was never going to be happy, so to Faith there was no harm.

The first priority was to give her Papul back his arm. It was not difficult for Faith to picture what the arm had looked like; she had Prophet’s memories deep inside of her as well as her Mamul’s memories. The difficultly was the wish and the wish being granted over an ever increasingly vast distance. The cost was substantial, and in fact Faith thought she was losing her very own left arm because it burned the worst, and it seemed to disappear before her very eyes. However it had not, but her arm was just as weak as she was overall from the experience.
The importance of getting back her Papul’s arm could not be spelled more clearly. There was a war coming, one that even frightened the invincible Darth Rune. Spirits fled from this approaching storm to avoid being absolutely erased from all known existence; Faith could feel those creatures like Darth Rune desperately clawing their way out of the galaxy, getting as far as they could from what was to come. Somehow Faith knew it was not going to be far enough for anyone or anything. Ghosts and powers had foresight, so it made sense to supply her Papul with an arm, to give him a fighting chance in whatever war he engages in. Faith only hoped, as she licked up her own spilled blood from the Wish, that her Papul did not use the arm against her Mamul.
After consuming a stale, bad tasting meal of drug-laden, wasted slave, Faith focused again and concentrated on the little, headless body before her. She recited all that she knew and cried out in sheer agony as she felt her body, and particular her head, explode. Though closer, it was harder to Wish this time than previously any other time. Meals gave her a false sense of energy replenishment, but Faith was never wise enough to understand even after Rune had explained how Wishing worked. 
Faith had more midichlorians than any living being in the galaxy, and they were unique with their Vhinech structuring, but even in her supply of midichlorians were finite. The midichlorians, dictated by her crossed-bred make up, were unstable to begin with, but the Dark Side had always been there to keep them together. Those cells that remained in her body were slowly breaking down every time she used the Force since she first had Wished Chewie back to life. By losing midichlorians, she was losing the ability to use Force energy to augment the structural molecular integrity of her cells. There was only one real way for a Sith Maiden to gain midichlorians, but Faith had not partaken in the Fading Light.
Faith did not remembering saying the words or applying the energies. She did not remember much of anything until she opened her eyes. Before her on the deck was the little girl, but she had her head again. She had more than that; she had her natural blonde locks that had been shaved off, and her face wasn’t scared, and she appeared to be healthy and more importantly she was alive. The little girl was staring at Faith, recognizing her, and holding very still, not once showing fear or curiosity. What drew Faith’s attention most was the little girl’s eyes. She recalled she had lakes-of-blue eyes, now she possessed Dark Jedi-like blood and yellow orbs.
Faith swallowed down a considerable amount of blood that was in her mouth that had come up through her throat; the taste of her own blood was awful and terrible to digest. She staggered to her feet, barely able to feel her own body. She fought down the urge to throw up as she very slowly regained some of her strength and most of her wits and bearings. She turned her attention to the little girl, who was frowning down at the skin tight outfit that no little girl was supposed to wear, tugging at it in sadness and frustration. 

It then escalated into a hissy fit that grew more intense the longer she fought to work the lock on the collar on her neck that kept it on her. She thrashed and clawed like a vicious, trapped little animal, to the point where she was no longer Human. Faith was momentarily flummoxed by the outburst, but she basked in the radiance of pure, cold anger that came from such a tiny life form.
“[Still],” barked Faith, and suddenly the little girl calmed very quickly, looking at her. Faith dropped to a knee easily and said, “[Come].”

The Human girl understood and walked over without hesitation, fully compliant and understanding of the Sith’s alien language commands. She showed no fear of the strange being she had never seen in all the years of her young life. Beside the uncontrolled, ravaging outburst of a moment ago the little girl was now officially blank emotionally. 
Faith never understood how the little one knew the Sithian tongue she spoke, but she was glad the youngling did understand. Faith reached up and squeezed the complicated, cruel locking collar off the girl’s tiny neck. The teeth on it deterred rational attempts at removing the collar, but Faith’s toughened hands and many foot-pound grip defeated it quite easily.
“[There],” said Faith. The girl was so still, stoic, and quiet; even her panicked breathing had slowed to normal. She stood patiently in front of Faith, staring at her, waiting. Seemingly waiting like the automations Faith had heard called droids. She had been around such tiny, young creatures before, knew that their emotions were often running along with their curious minds. None of both existed in the mind as the little girl stared at her with those Sith-inspired irises, lacking the sparkle of childhood, of individual free life.
Confused, Faith caressed the little girl’s head and asked, “[What are you called]?”

The little girl did not hesitate; shrugging her shoulders like children do when faced with a question they could not answer. She only said, “I don’t know.”
“[You have no name]?”
The little girl only nodded her head. The nod was the correct answer to the question, that yes she had no name. Again, it did not illicit a response of fear or puzzlement on the little girl’s behalf.
Faith tried to think what it meant. She did her best to remember how she wished the little girl back to life, wondering if she screwed up. She couldn’t quite remember the exact wording; all she Wished was for the little girl to live again. She wondered privately to herself if knowing the little girl’s name was important. Maybe she did not do it right. Perhaps she misspoke, or was not focused enough after an exhausting round of Wishing before. The last entity Faith wanted around to help her was Darth Rune, but as the time ticked away and the little girl just stood there with the emotions and movements like a flat piece of fiberboard, the more confused the Sith Maiden-Vhinech became and the more she wanted someone to give her answers.
It was Faith’s limits in experience that harmed her. She could have called upon any other Sith Maiden Matriarch, and they would come to help her, but her whole universe had been always Rune in dealing with the Spiritual Force. She applied Wishing to an ancient form of resurrection that had long ago perished with the many Ancient Sith dynasties that Xulm himself had wiped out merely out of spite. Resurrection was a very difficult practice to attempt let alone master; failure came in many forms. The little girl was one of those examples of failure that many Sith in the past actually welcomed with sinister, dominating grins when it benefited them.
As always when thinking was a chore Faith called upon instinct. She leaned in and smelled the little girl. There was the awful stench of Yabbula, the Hutt and his many vices, all over her, but there was a rather underling scent that the little girl should not possess. The smell was of rich roses, blooming under the night dominated by a spring moon, or at least that was how the Sith Maiden-Vhinech imagined the scent.

“[Your name is Rose],” decided Faith.
“Rose,” the newly named girl Rose said. Her acceptance of it was not brought by a smile or by any emotional reaction. Absolute slavery prevented such expressions of gratitude after all.
“[You are my friend],” said Faith. When she smiled Rose smiled equally back. Faith struggled to stand, but Rose was there immediately to help her stand. The child put real effort in using her small body to prop the much heavier Faith up, but when Faith got her bearings she relieved Rose of her burden. “[Thank you].”

“You’re welcome, Friend,” said Rose nonchalantly. The term ‘friend’ was not used in endearment. ‘Friend’ just replaced the word ‘master’ in Rose’s newly limited vocabulary.
Faith took Rose’s hand and said, “[You need better clothing].” Rose smiled brightly without much input from Faith for a change. Though quite the absolute slave, Rose still retained some memories. The idea of her predicament was what caused her to thrash about like an animal before. “[And then, you will hold Chewie. He is your friend, too].”

“Chewie!” the girl exclaimed happily, recognizing the significance of the name, and with her other hand she seemingly pet the empty air over her chest.

Faith again never considered the realities of what she had done as she lead her new ‘friend’ around the Hutt’s ship, putting together something that look like girl’s clothing. She did not have a friend; all she brought back to life was a pawn. But even if she knew she did not care. Being alone was the last thing Faith wanted to be in the day and half trip that remained to Nal Hutta, just as the last thing she wanted her Father to be was at a slight disadvantage.

But where Faith thought she had gained, she still lost.

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

12 DAYS (CHAPTER 95.3)

Jango Fett had a pretty bad argument with Jabba, but in the end the Hutt could not afford to lose the bounty hunter, and Fett needed his ship fixed. They parted ways early, and Jango spent his time getting slightly unwound at a local, but unmarked bedrider’s bungalow. It was located pretty close to the in ground docking bays in the ‘uptown’ section of Mos Eisley, far enough away from Jabba’s downtown townhouse. The further away Fett was away from the stink of Hutt politics the better.
Fett emerged from the private home adjusting the breast plate cinches on his Mandalore armor. Recycled cooling air at night on Tatooine was somehow nastier than the daytime stench of the Mos Eisley during the day. Outside the night air was cooler, calmer, and more refreshing. It was far better company to Fett than the soft flesh inside. Sure, she was warm and had all of her teeth and appendages, but during more calmer moments she kept wanting to talk about futures. He wasn’t looking for any partners.
The streets of Mos Eisley were dangerous at night. Only those who were brave and stupid, and often it was those who did make the night dangerous, dared walk the streets. The brave and stupid encountered something the size of a bantha and got a gundark response from it. That was when Fett noticed something was not right in Mos Eisley on this night, and it wasn’t the speeder thieves stripping the nearby ride while he was just a few feet away.

Waeveli had ran by prior to the problem. They were followed by considerable amounts of aliens screaming. Finally, to really get Fett interested, the head of a wayward Jawa landed from the sky right in front of his feet. Its head was removed by impact force, not cut off its body.
Fett stepped back and the speeder thieves, Jawas themselves, huddled near the head and recognized their own in both species and partnership. They glared at Fett. Then they all collectively heard the sound of a landspeeder gunning its engines and looked towards the alleyway down from them.
The landspeeder was the first mistake its driver, a Sullustan, made. The second was the Sullustan tried to use it against the likes of Magus Prophet, who since leaving Fett’s docking bay had been making a straight line for Jabba’s townhouse. The Sullustan was in the mist of stealing the vehicle to begin with when Prophet clubbed his way through a home, stomping right through it, walking right into the general direction of the speeder. The Sullustan gunned the engines in their cooled state; never getting to top speed, but fast and deadly it went.
Prophet took the impact, holding fast, and the landspeeder nearly flipped on top of him. With both hands he grabbed the crumpled in front and just pushed the speeder down the alley. The Sullustan behind the wheel took one look and in a panic continued his folly, doing everything he could to get more out of the engines.
The engines blew once Prophet overworked them by pushing the speeder out in the street. Growling, he gripped the speeder in a way that allowed him to repeatedly smash it into the ground. Pieces and large parts flew after every striking blow with the solid earth, raining metal and the occasional body part from the driver that could not get out fast enough from the landspeeder.
Jango Fett did not need the moonlight to see who it was. “You got to be shitting me?” 
As the others all around fled, or those in nearby homes looked outside to see the horror that was unfolding, Fett wisely pulled out his new blaster rifle and fired choice shots at the speeder. The leaking fuel ignited, and the explosion rocked Prophet and everyone.
The louder the commotion, the more frightened the permanent and recreational residence of Mos Eisley became. For the few that could proudly say they had whole families who had to suffer the waiting game of their males being forced to serve Jabba the Hutt the sounds of battle only shattered their nerves. None of the males were released from service as Jabba continued his tight security; none of their kinder knew if they were still alive. The once hopes of their loved one’s survival, what little was left, were quickly vanished by the inhuman, loud, challenging bloodlust roar of Magus Prophet. Everyone with a brain went on flight mode.
Fett kept his own opinion of himself to himself for the moment as he watched Prophet ripped through the speeder wreckage with two….TWO hands! Two hands!
Two Fricking Hands!

“Two Fricking Hands!” Fett cried out. Prophet slowly turned his head towards the bounty hunter’s direction.

Fett raised his weapon and fired repeatedly, score two heavy hits against Prophet’s massive chest, but the charge life was long so every shot was weaker than the next when firing quicker than the recharge time. He remembered the futility of one shot trying to kill Prophet when he ducked under the burning speeder wreckage thrown at him. This time the fight was totally against Fett; he had no helmet or jet pack, and not all his weapons had been restocked, and he was still a physical wreck from their previous war; Prophet had two arms now. Fett’s broken wrist was still eight hours away from bone knitters.
Prophet took one step towards a tactically aware Fett who had taken refuge behind the recently thrown landspeeder. Some of the first line defenders Jabba had impressed into servitude arrived with Jabba loyalist hot on their heels. They saw the monster, stopped, and then their fearful leader shouted, “Ready weapons and fire you fools!”
The new ‘threat’ was not unknown to Prophet. He snapped his eyeless gaze at the arriving group at great speed; that and his size and appearance froze the non-fighters alone. He snarled at them, turned on his lightsaber, and rampaged into the group. The loyal henchmen of Jabba managed to take three, four, or seven steps before some part of Magus Prophet caught up with them. The tip of his lightsaber. A tip of his horns. The tips of his claws. The tips of his teeth. No one had time long enough to cry in agony as Prophet tore through, remembering Jabba the Hutt.

Meanwhile, Jango Fett cursed the guards and the pathetic troops and ran down a parallel street. At best they made for a good distraction, but Jabba blew resources that combined may had a chance against the Vhinech. But Fett would not swear to it! The definition of an immortal was now outrunning the lighter, younger bounty hunter; both were trying to get to Jabba for totally different reasons.
The next militia group never knew what hell hit them. The buzzing sound of a lightsaber just was not an effective tip off to them. The first three beings’ heads flying back at their comrades after Prophet swung his bright red light weapon awoke them too late. Prophet used little of his lightsaber against mere mortals unlike in the past, unless it was to instill more fear and more dread than it could ever be comprehended. In the horrors of the massacre, the beast looked on those he let lived for a few more seconds, standing there in their feces soaked clothing with useless weapons they did not know how to use, and let the smile creep across his undead features.
He knew.

Prophet knew that when others thought they had reached their limits of frustration, when they had reached their limits of despair, when they had believed they reached their limits in feeling pain, he knew it was only their minds tricking them, making them delusional to one simply reality. That one simply reality was that Magus Prophet was real. He promised every kill that when it came to their suffering there would be no limits.

Prophet was down and drove his horns -- one sharp the other blunted -- through a Human, lifting and holding him up, similar to the death of Bendian Rapier. The weight of thrashing, dying man did not slow Prophet down as he battled through the rest of them and the stupid reinforcements that blindly ran into his blitzkrieg. Prophet skewered two together with his lightsaber before locking his over wide mouth on the top of a Gamerron’s skull; the squeals from the snout creature horrified the fighters, but like the rest of the battle Prophet doubled his efforts upon hearing the first note of protest. His new fingers tore open a throat. His old fingers tightened around the small intestines of a bleating Garn. If he had eyes, they would be rolling back in pleasure.
Three more poorly put together civilian militias that were lead by Jabba’s minions were sacrificed for Prophet’s pleasure in the next three minutes. A more sizable force of rag tags and makeshifts emerged from Jabba’s townhouse in force, this time lead by Ephant Mon. By this time, Jango Fett made it to the entrance and caught Mon by the arm. The two glared angrily at each other, but Fett was in no mood.
“Forget it, Mon,” proclaimed Fett. “It’s Prophet, and so far he’s way ahead on points!”
“Prophet?” Mon shook his whole body in mirth. “You’re a big fail-.”

“You don’t get it!” Fett grabbed the much stronger Mon by his large ears and literally shook him. “We must have more than this! There are not enough men! None of these weapons will work!”
“You speak as a coward,” dared Mon, but the alien was shaken. He did not like Fett, but he had dared speak a lie. The bounty hunter was not a coward. A failure perhaps, but never did the edgy Mandalore have yellow painted on his sterling silver shell, nor did he have yellow hide under that armor.
“I can’t kill him,” said Fett with death in his hard eyes, “but I can kill you.” 
Then he just let Mon go, as if he was ready to do just that. But the roof of a street level apartment sailed through the air four blocks over, chased by screams of innocent people. Even in the night everyone saw it coming and crashing down, but not Fett; Fett was busy still looking at Mon as Mon gawked at the flipping end over end structure crushed another street apartment row. Fett had seen enough; whenever a sound was made this night, Magus Prophet was to blame. 
The noises were getting closer.
Fett continued. “Don’t worry; I’ll let him kill you, instead. I wouldn’t want to waste what power I have left in my blasters.”

Ephant Mon looked Fett over, and then he motioned Fett to follow him. They entered the townhouse and Mon ordered the guards, “Close it. Seal it, and then close the blast doors. Activate the force field too! No one comes in, no one leaves.”
Looking back to Fett, Mon said, “We got some hard core stuff we haven’t used it. Stuff that will kill him.”

“Stop him,” corrected Fett.

“Nah, it’ll kill him,” assured Mon. “Me and Jabba have watched some of this get tested successfully on many civilized worlds.”
Once again, Fett stopped the larger alien with a firm, certain grip on his massive arm. Fett was never so damn clear and so damn correct in his short, damned life. “You’ll stop him, slow down, but whatever you have it will not kill him.” In his astute mind no one gave him credit for and in his hardened gut that had steered him wrong just the day before but not now there was no question: nothing and no one currently on Tatooine could kill Magus Prophet.
Once again, the message got to Ephant Mon. “Once we slow him down, then what?”

“Use a ship,” Fett was quick to put together, and both rivals began walking for Jabba’s central room. Most of the plan was hatched during the walk. Mon ignored most of the commotion from his comlink as it pertained to outside; it was not going good. They would tell Jabba the plan, and Jabba approved of it just as word was sent that one of the cantinas was on fire.
The contents of the cantina were set ablaze in the old, obscure cantina when the occupants fired weapons at the intruding Magus Prophet. The Vhinech had punched his way through the wall and through the hard liquor shelves, prompting the handful of locals not impressed into Jabba’s service with weapons to take exception and open fire. They were not fast enough to clear out of Prophet’s lethal way. Fired shots reached the fermenting tanks. The fermenting bomb detonated and took out an entire row of housing that surrounded the cantina, killing all except one very large and very angry monster inside.

Prophet emerged from the chaos with the smugness of chagrins. Sometimes in panic, it was best to let the fearful destroy each other. During such crisis, that was all the fearful were best at. It was this example all around him that gave him confidence in his Plan, for Mos Eisley was just a scaled down version of the Republic. The inhabitants and visitors followed the examples laid best by their leader and his leadership: obey only for the sake of survival; individualism the official religion, though individualism preached as a method of survival, not tempered with true survival, primitive instincts; the woman only feels safer in any man’s arms, to which the any man can only thank the woman for her willingness to ‘share’ by leaving her and never seeing her again at dawn. Mos Eisley, like the Republic, lacked conviction, lacked character, lacked all sense of whole purpose. A stiff wind could knock the Republic over, and the Republic, without leadership and with too many people with too many ideas, could not do anything about it.
In Mos Eisley, Magus Prophet was the wind.
The Wind tore through Bum’s Row, a collection of garbage housing, and killed everything large and small. Claws, horns, lightsaber, and mind: like death Prophet never discriminated, even after the tiniest of childish cries were silenced. Bum’s Row was just in the Wind’s way for it lead to Jabba the Hutt’s front door. The largest, most organized group of indentured soldiers began to open fire when the Wind blew a rotted wood shelter full of screaming Shistavanen with spreading wide arms.
Prophet took a few heavy shots but rolled away before the concentrations became too overwhelming. In his animalistic rage he still had the mind of a thinker, a mind no one gave him any credit for having save for the likes of Juna, of the late Enothchild Sarch, and the Black Rose. Like all animals, his pure rage and his intellect were one and the same, so unlike overly angry Sith Prophet never absolutely lost control most of the time. By intelligence and by instinct, he knew this group was part of a much larger plan based on their sudden desire to be an organized fighting unit.
The end of his roll, Prophet found no relief as he took and deflected heavy blaster fire. His size made him too big of a target that could not be missed unless someone made the effort to do so; fear did affect some of their efforts, or they would have gotten to Prophet sooner. Prophet did not rest and did not forget his training, sweeping a hand towards the bulk of the crowd and knocking them into the rest of them with the Force.
From the parted crowd, a group of Shistavanen aimed and unleashed a halo gun. The gun was so called for its large bore caliber and the ring-like discharge that came from it. Three rings came out on every shot, the rings expanding slightly as the shot progresses, making it difficult for intended targets to dodge the shot expecting a tight, coherent beam of light firing at them. The gun had a terrible recharge time because of the powerful nexus unleashed. That was why Jabba had three more ready to fire, one right after the other.
Prophet was struck when the second shot was fired; the third spun him, but the forth completely missed. The first gun fired again and it tore the rest of the animal-skin tunic off of his torso. The second fired again and all three heavy rings struck Prophet’s entire body and dropped him to the ground. One of the henchmen was on a comlink and yelled, “He’s down! He’s down!! Lock on transmission!”
The henchman, a Bimm, ran past the group in front of him and tossed the comlink at a slowly rising Magus Prophet. The henchman was killed before he could duck as the crowd opened fire again. The shots dropped Prophet back on his back again. A small Sullustan Rock Streaker crested Jabba’s townhouse as planned. Rock Streakers were a poor male’s ship, the size model stuck between a stunt fighter and a long range fighter but neither quick or destructive as either. Their purpose was for deep asteroid float mining, which the ship slipped into small holes or cracks to find rich, ‘floating’ ore deposits in interior gravity wells and snatch them with nypreen grab nets, dragging them out. Nypreen was a very thin, but very strong filament line that could sustain unruly loads within its grasp.
The Fett idea was as simple as it was. The Rock Streaker could not approach Prophet with the grab net from its position as Fett had hoped, but the pilot made a wide turn to approach Prophet’s rising form from behind. The small ship, nimble and quick, was over the street in a hurry and dropped the shutting flower, web-like net. Premise wise it was brilliant: once the ‘unruly load’ of Magus Prophet was plucked off the street, the Rock Streaker would quickly ascend into space. Fett had guessed that Prophet stowed away inside Slave One, and so he still doubted very much that the Vhinech could survive direct exposure to space travel.
It was a great plan that worked!

But Magus Prophet was missing from it. 
Magus Prophet, sensing danger, just flipped over the net. The net continued and the stupid people that held Prophet at bay with blaster fire had not moved, and could not move as fast as Prophet, and by far was not as faster than a ship at full atmospheric flight speed. A considerably many of them, including all four halo gun groups, were snatched up, nearly cut to pieces by the unforgiving net. The next half second most of them were killed when the dragged net struck the reinforced side of Jabba’s townhouse. The net rolled around the building on the recoiling snag line before the ship took to the sky in a rush. No one told the pilot to stop.
Prophet landed from his high altitude getaway. The others most tore up by the passing net tried to respond but it was too late for them. On landing, however, a new, suddenly improvised trick was unleashed. From the other entrance, from the other side, a landspeeder streaked by the scene and an old Hutt trick that had worked on so many Jedi in the past before was unleashed. The unmarked canisters, heavy drums one right after the other, unleashed gray clouds of gas once they struck the ground, their fragile seals breaking open by mere impact. Very wisely, the driver of the landspeeder continued upwind, not looking back.
The ragtag bunch outside worried for five seconds before the nerve gas got to them. The convulsion hit the collection of aliens at different rates, and most of them showed signs of damage differently, changing skin colors dramatically or very slowly as gas, asphyxiation and suffocation took hold. Gases were often a bane for Jedi and Sith alike for their wild, molecular moving nature was difficult to control with the Force to push it away. The more lethal the gas, the less of a chance a Force user could get away because one molecule of it inhaled or absorbed by the skin was enough. Sometimes the Jedi could escape it with a held breath, but Jabba was wise to carry the all purpose kind of chemical weapon that flesh soaked in.
Such was a brilliant tactic against the typical, against a Jedi. Neither criterion applied to the likes of the Vhinphyc-Vhinech who possessed a Vhinphyc disposition. Prophet walked around naturally as the clouds formed and farmed out all around, grabbing his weapon and casually waited some few meters from the front door. The acidic additive to the nerve gas designed to eat through gas protection gear burned his nose, and parts of his exposed brain through his empty eye sockets, but Prophet just blew the blood out his nose in a contemptuous snort.
The gas filled the whole section of Mos Eisley, murdering everyone that had not been killed by Prophet and Jabba’s men. In the cut off, bloody screams and groans, the gas also darkened the night like a sickly thick port fog. The dying could not see and neither could the occupants inside Jabba’s townhouse with their standard visual sensors.
Prophet took some steps back away from the door, crushing a head and two of shaking, dying souls struggling on the ground, sizing the situation. He kept walking backwards, walking until he lost the blast door. He was eager to wait the Hutt out, although like he had shown so many times before he could take the door with his strength and his lightsaber. The block-radius tactical gas could linger in the air for eight hours, but Tatooine’s suns would nullify the affects of the gas as soon as the second sunrise broke the horizon. First sunrise was still six hours away.
As much as he desired to kill Jabba and everyone inside, Magus Prophet did not want the gas to kill any of them if he could help it; there was no satisfaction in letting others or something else killing what was meant for him to kill. There was no fun, no sport, and no appreciation in the kill when not done by his own hands. Opening the doors would allow particles of the gas to get in. When the levels were lower, then he was going to knock on the door and let himself in. If Jabba wanted to accept death honorable he would face him. If not, there was always the nerve gas that was powerful enough to even kill Hutts.

Sometimes in panic, it was best to let the fearful destroy each other. Sometimes out of self-preservation the selfish guaranteed their death.

Inside, Fett bit back all the curses he could come up with. He stood just behind Jabba as the Hutt and his remaining loyal minions watched what was happening outside on a large screen, seething at the results of Jabba’s blunder. The nerve gas was never going to work on Prophet; even Fett knew that given that his toxic darts contained a more concentrated form of the same nerve agent. Worse such a gas tactic was more of a last resort weapon, but in his want to rid of Prophet Jabba unleashed not only an ineffective weapon, but one that entrapped them all in the townhouse.
Fett asked the first stupid question aloud, “Is there another way out of here?”

Jabba was too furious to answer. Mon looked at Fett with a look that suggested that Mon thought as Fett. The look went so far to suggest that like Fett Mon wanted to take a club to Jabba and beat the life out of him. There were no secret passageways, no other means to leave the compound. One gas canister had enough nerve gas to cover one block; they unleashed ten. The nerve fog just covered everything and filled every void, all the way to Jabba’s private hanger. It was a long way to run with a held breath, and besides the fact that Jabba and his men had very little to no running ability -- particularly Jabba -- casual skin exposure to the gas killed just as easily as inhaling it. Wounds, like the ones Jabba still had on his body from his fight with Yabbula, compromised him further.
“The gas will come in,” shouted a panicked Twi’lek. “I know it will come in here!”

“This place is wrapped bubbled!” barked Mon; Jabba was too incensed to respond. “Walls thick and seals energized, and we have our own air system. Nothing gets in.”
The deadly bounty hunter in Mandalore never doubted the first part of the statement, but he sure did the last. Prophet chewed up space hull metal with his hands alone and his strength behind his lightsaber carved up Slave One’s nose like a festive bird. If Prophet wanted to get into Jabba’s townhouse, be it the door, or the much thicker walls and ceiling, he was going to do. The big question then was when, not if.
Fett took a quick look at Jabba’s dais at the rear of the main chamber, leaving the others to gawk at the lack of anything on screen. He took note of the shield emitters, thus making him look at the field generators. His hopes ended; the shields were ray and particle rated, but was not air exempt; air exemption meant the shield generated was air tight; air, including any gas compound, could pass freely through the energy field. Still, unlike the rest glued to the security screen, Fett kept thinking and kept looking. He had to; if he didn’t he would start cursing himself into defeatism like the others were slowly starting to do.
Much of Fett’s need to survive was based, unfortunately, on the premise that he had to help everyone else. Fett hated that, but he had no choice. If he had found a way for himself to escape the others would fight for the right to join in or fight him to take it away from him. In such panic-inspired conflict the opportunity of escape, freedom, and safety was almost always compromised. The solution is defeated before or, worse, during its enactment, guaranteeing death in this case. Strategically, the best course was to think big, to save as many as possible; with a majority of beings on his side, then Jango Fett could have the advantage over those left out of survival.
But there was still Prophet out there, waiting for them to come out. That was the only reason why the door was not compromised yet. That was why they were not dead. Fett understood Prophet, understood the need and the desire to take care of things personally. This, again, was why Fett was kicking himself occasionally for ever getting involved in Jabba the Hutt’s personal matters. Because of such ignorance, Fett was now in a situation he could not control. He hated that.
He hated that, for now and perhaps for good, Magus Prophet controlled all the cards.

