12 DAYS (CHAPTER 98.0)

After a few more hours of high and low searching, Jango Fett went back into the main chamber and found everyone in Jabba’s townhouse right where he had left them. On the monitor the once blackish clouds of nerve gas in the night looked purple, indicating the hint of first daybreak. In the soup that was sticking thick and had been damaging the sensors from long term exposure was an ever present large, slightly moving about figure that could only be Magus Prophet. The chemical fog and the worsening condition of the sensors made it difficult for them to affirm that it was Prophet in front of the doors, but by far there were no creatures as big and as shaped as him as the smudge suggested.

“Bombardment,” said Fett boldly. His pronouncement made several jump awake. Jabba and Ephant Mon considered the arriving bounty hunter. “You have those ships up there. Do an orbital bombardment, sub-orbital, or even a stiffing run.”

“[As much as I would like to believe I have my people loyal to me],” began a growing paranoid by the parsecond Jabba, “[I have just as much faith in their aim as I do in their loyalty].”

“Which means dick!” Every by the minute stuck inside the townhouse Mon was becoming more and more a realist. Fett wondered if Mon would soon be tested by Jabba in the loyalty department. “Those idiots up there were hired for their ability not to crash and their ability to pull a trigger. They’re not soldiers.”

“Land them!” Fett pointed at the screen, trying to indicate the outskirts of Mos Eisley. “Have them wait out the cloud. You must have, what, four or five hundred idiots in the entire collection of ships up there. They could distract Prophet, and from there we’ll think of something.”

“[Some of those ships had left to pursue Yabbula’s fleeing vessel],” scorned Jabba. “[Including the Battlelord].”

Fett admonished, “Well whoever you got, land them and get them ready. When the second sunrise comes that cloud won’t last. Don’t you get it! Prophet wants us dead, but he doesn’t want fricking nerve gas to do it! That’s why he isn’t in here!” He pointed at the still foggy, breaking up scene on the screen. “He’s waiting because he wants a piece of you!”

Jabba stewed, and then turned towards Fett and thundered, “[You failed me] Fett! [Your failure to finish Prophet is on you! You are no hunter! What kind of a hunter lets his prey live to kill him? Obviously one that believes he is bigger than his own press!]”

Even without his helmet to create the illusions and thoughts of doubt whether he was Human, no one in the room bravely gave Fett an ugly look. Fett was just as cold and unemotional without the helmet than he was with it. He just said without a hint of fear to Jabba, “Pretty soon I’m really not going to like you.”

Ephant Mon got between the two even though Fett and Jabba didn’t make a move against one another. “This only helps him!” The large alien pointed at the screen. “Fine, Jango has an idea, Boss, land the ships. Sounds like a good damn plan to me.” He looked at Jabba and said, “Right!”

Jabba regarded Mon and said nothing. Mon nodded and pulled out his comlink. Keying in the frequency, he said, “All ships, this is Mon. Land on the outskirts of Mos Eisley and await orders. Do not approach the townhouse; we’re surrounded by poison gas.”

Fett spat on the floor, turned his back and found refuge leaning against the wall next to the slave girls that were huddling together and sobbing in fear. Jabba turned his attention back to the screen and once again stared at the endless visual of a black smudge in the ever changing color of nerve gas fog. The shade of purple got lighter and lighter. The waiting, though, was agonizing. It amazed them all that Prophet moved very little, just stood there without needing some sort of fresh air, and waited for the doors to open.

After another half hour, the fog was white with first sunrise. Mon called out from his location in the tunnel to the front door, “All ships have landed! Personnel are standing by! Temperature outside is twenty-eight centigrade and climbing!”

Fett said to himself, “Should start to dissipate. Clear up at thirty.” That he, he conceded privately, if the chemicals were not superiorly mixed up with something that made the air even more heavier.

“Not moved,” mewed one of the frightened Twi’lek dancing girls by Fett’s feet. He looked down to see her staring at the screen like everyone else. In broken, terrible Basic, she said to her fellow enslaved, “No move.”

Impressed, Fett looked back at the screen and could barely tell anything on it. The snow was getting worse as the condition of the sensors outside continued to melt. He carefully tapped her on the lekku and said, “Good eyes.”

The bright blue Twi’lek female looked up at him, shook her head, and said, “No move. No move!” She started to flick her left hand at the wrist at Fett. “No move. No move!”

“[What is that noise]!” Jabba’s bellow made the Twi’lek squeak and freeze. He turned and pointed at the slaves. “[SILENCE]!”

The girls huddled together and quietly wept again. The Twi’lek girl looked up at Jango, and all Jango did was shrug his shoulders. It wasn’t his business, even during this time. All she did was then turned her eyes down and collect her imprisoned lekku in her arms for comfort.

“Second sunrise in ten minutes!” barked Ephant Mon. “Twenty-eight centigrade and climbing!”

“[Come on, come on!]” Jabba began to shake with anger as the waiting ate at him. That irritated Fett more than what was on the screen.

In truth, Fett found his guts knotting and he hated it. He was afraid of dying like everyone else: no was not afraid of death. Still, he wasn’t going to be a Hutt slave girl and cower in a corner. He was going to fight his way out of this. Prophet could still be slowed down if not killed outright. If his forefathers could help him, he would have them show him the very exact way to kill Prophet.

His instincts made him stare at the screen. The lousy reception hurt his eyes even from afar, but something kept telling him to really look at it. Not just at the screen, but the context of the subject matter on it. He could barely make out Prophet moving even as the fog slowly began to lift. Over a little of time, Fett did not like it at all.

Squatting down, Fett got the Twi’lek’s attention. He spoke to her easy, using his fingers to illustrate his question. “What…do you….mean by…. ‘no move’?”

Timid, she flicked her left hand again at the wrist. “No move.” She reached out and then stopped, looking at him for approval.

“It’s okay,” he assured her. He offered his left hand. 

Very carefully, afraid to touch him to begin with, afraid to offend him the whole time, the slave gingerly moved his left hand. “No move.”

Fett let her repeat the motion while thinking. He looked back at the screen. He could see Prophet move again in the fog. He looked the best he could, eyeing the left side. Indeed, after quite some time the only part that didn’t move was Prophet’s left hand. Other parts did, such as the head, or the opposite hand, and at times it appeared he had shifted his weight.

Sighing, Fett said, “Wait, wait.” She coward away from him for a moment, but he got her attention with his hands peacefully out before him. He held up his left hand for emphasis. “Do you….know?” He quickly traced in the air two horns on each side of his head, and then re-emphasized his left hand. “That he has a left hand now?”

She looked at him repeat everything for a few moments, and then she looked at the other alien slaves in frustration. Fett just kept it up, keeping his eye on the screen.

“No.”

Fett turned his attention back to the Twi’lek slave. “No,” she said again. She hid her left arm behind her body and made a little motion with her right hand, the fingers clawing at the air. She made small growling sounds, and then she fingered out horns from her own head. “No move.”

Frustrated himself, Fett felt there was something about her point. She only knew Twi’lek, and she only knew Prophet had one hand….

“Thirty!” exclaimed Mon. “Second sunrise.” He opened his comlink to the ground forces outside. “All groups, are you ready?” He got back nothing. “All groups, report! I’m on delta, come in!” He knew the gas was not blocking the transmission, and the power bot was back inside the townhouse. He sent a hail, but no one was answering. “Report, all groups!”

Sighing, Mon stomped back to the main room and said, “Something’s up!” Jabba and the rest looked at him. “I can’t get a hold of anyone!”

“[The fools]!” Jabba threw up his hands in disgust. “[Did you tell them not to approach the fog]!”

Fett looked at the screen and said, “The fog didn’t kill them.” Everyone turned towards Fett as he finally understood the slave’s point. “That’s not Prophet!”

Through the distortion, the group could collectively see the nerve gas evaporating as the second Tatooine sun finally broke the horizon. The suns rose left of the townhouse, so their beams of light cascaded across the front of the building. The heat would grow and slowly melt the gas away. The gas rolled back from the door, and it revealed a twisted up landspeeder shaped into a caricature of Prophet. The movements were dictated by the winds and loose, severed body parts attached to the mass, all save for the left hand.

“Son of a bitch!” Fett mentally kicked himself. Realistically, only Jango Fett lived long enough to know that Prophet had regained his left arm from the elbow joint on down. Prophet had slipped in the caricature during the dark of night, when the ruse could not be so easily seen, knowing also the acid in the gas having an affect on the sensors outside.

Fett stepped up towards the large screen monitor, and then he looked to the others. “None of those idiots had a way in here, did they?”

“None,” assured Mon. “They’re regulars from the Clan Palace. They won’t have any access to this place.”

“Then he just killed them all so he wouldn’t have to worry about his back,” said Jango Fett.

“[Or he needed a ship]!” Jabba’s eyes grew wide on the prospect upon his own admission. There were doubts that the vessels in the Mos Eisley spaceport were capable of cracking the townhouse, but his ships could.

“It isn’t his style,” said Fett. “He killed those idiots to cover his back side. Besides, if he wanted a ship he could have had his choice of ships stuck on the ground in the docking bays.” He then motioned with his head at the image on screen. “Now he wants us to open the door and look. Meanwhile…”

The bounty hunter shook his head and demanded, “There is some other way in here. There must be because he knows it. A weak spot. Somewhere where it won’t take him long to get in. Where!”

“Walls are thicker than the door,” said Mon. “Ceilings energized with power coils, so he would have to fry himself in order to get in.”

“Back ways to the ships?”

“Locked down, six guards on the door, six at the beginning of the hall.”

“Service doors, windows, sewers, anything else?”

“Everything’s got guards and energy fields.”

Fett then asked, “The controls. Who controls them?”

“The controls?”

“To the energy fields. Do you have override here, are they controlled at the source?”

“At the-.”

“[ZOUNDS],” spat Jabba. “[He can use the Force]!” And with that, Jabba became extremely paranoid. He looked all around him, and realized that there were at least a hundred -- close to it -- weak minded fools, nearly each one of them carrying a high powered blaster rifle. With Affect Mind, Prophet could order any one, or a group of them, or in Jabba’s ever growing in fear mind all of them to fire on him.

And then there were the guards at the points of entry that could let Prophet in.

And what if the men outside were not dead; suppose Prophet had control of them and was marching them towards the door….

“[Spread out]!” Jabba ordered. “[Teams of six to keep an eye on-].”

The counsel under the monitors began to scream a warning. Ephant Mon ran the best he could to it, read it, and said, “North access hatch is being opened!” He went to talk in his comlink, “Come in, North-.”

“[Send guards]!” Jabba’s thunderous voice was nearly followed by the lightening snap of his tail. “[TAKE THEM! KILL THOSE GUARDS]!”

Mon grabbed a group and sent them down the corridor to the north. Another alarm went off. This time Jabba read it and barked, “[He’s on the roof, west side! Impossible]!”

“Trust me,” said Fett, raising a blaster rifle, “he can make that jump.” He ran for the stairs with several males behind him.

Another alarm went off just as the echoes of blaster fire went off in the deep north corridor, where the first alarm had gone off. The guards from the main chamber were engaging the other guards as ordered, but the firefight forced neither side to reflect the conditions of their surroundings. The guards on the door had momentarily felt compelled to shut down the energy field, but then they realized what they were doing and turned it back on just as the main chamber guards came in and opened fire.

Upstairs, Fett rolled under a barrage of fire from the upstairs guards that here covering the entrance he was interested in. The guards did not know what they were doing, and it became too late to do anything or say anything as Fett killed them with skilled shots and the rest behind Fett followed up.

The new alarm was for the east end service hatch. Jabba ordered his men to go there and engage. The southern main entrance was suddenly tested, and Jabba ordered more to the end and prepare for another attack.

Another alarm went off on top of the other. “[THE BASEMENT]!” Jabba got Fett’s attention. “[THE BASEMENT! PROPHET AND HIS LITTLE BITCH OF A GIRL HAD LIVED DOWN THERE]!”

Fett sailed down three steps at a time and was on the ground floor many yards ahead of everyone else. There were no guards in the basement, and Fett could have sworn he heard noises down there.

“[He must have dug underground],” mused Jabba, wide eyed. Then it occurred to him, “[HIS UNDERSTUDY CAN VANISH AND APPEAR ELSEWHERE AT WILL]!” He looked at the remaining guards. “Turn your backs! Form a circle around me!”

The males did as they were ordered to do. Meanwhile, upstairs, Ephant Mon and his team engaged the gaggle of guards dealing with the west door. There proved to be too many guards there, but Mon and his men had position. It would take time for them to win.

Fett and his crew were going room to room, still hearing strange noises. Different sounds echoed throughout the underground corridors, such as steel being scraped and tapping on pipes. Wisely he had the others go ahead of him. They gave him looks, but one glare from him told them they had to obey him. Again, his instincts told him that this was wrong…

“[Eyes sharp],” said Jabba from his position near the controls. The others tightened their grips on their weapons. “[That is it, my minions. Do not disappoint me. The Dark Prophet cannot reach me when you are so close, surrounding me].”

The males licked their lips, checked their weapons, checked each other, or did anything one could think of to feign nervousness. But all around them there was exchanges of weapons fire. There were shouts, and the smoke of battle was intense and beginning to fill the air. The place became perfectly claustrophobic.

The slave girls still kept to one side, praying for some sign of peace and salvation. There frightened selves became confused when Jabba the Hutt suddenly roared and uncoiled a devastating spin of his many ton body in a whirlwind circle that crippled or killed every single guard that was around him. The momentum of strike knocked the Hutt’s body into the controls. They all screamed and clawed at the wall behind them, looking for some help and some sense of what happened.

Jabba himself did not even know. The Hutt blinked a few times in shock as the impact with the control counsel took a lot out of him. He took a few moments to consider what just happened, and tried as he might he couldn’t remember why his ranks had got so thin. He asked, “Jango! Mon! [Where is everybody]!”

Jabba forced himself up, and his eyes came in line with the monitor that showed the door outside. From behind the make-do sculpture Magus Prophet erected to fool them emerged Magus Prophet. The Hutt saw the eyeless Vhinech look right at him; it did not matter that he did not have eyes, or the fact he was looking into the scanner. Jabba knew in his heart the Vhinech was looking him eye to eye.

Busy came Prophet’s voice in Jabba’s mind. The horror dawned on Jabba; all this time he had worried about the others, but in fact the Vhinech had used him. No entity is immune from me!
Prophet’s lightsaber flickered to life, and the Vhinphyc-Vhinech rammed it into the blast door. Without the energy field up the blast door was nothing to him; he was not a Jedi, or any other being. Prophet cut a hole big enough for him in ten seconds, and then used the Dark Side to send the thick, blast door plug down the long corridor, taking out several guards in the narrow entrance. 

All fools saw was always the mindless animal, the uninhibited and unbound monster of Magus Prophet. Never did they see the master of the guerilla warfare campaign that had kept the Vhinech alive before the arrival of Jurivicious Pern. Never did they believe he had more intelligent thought than the ability to speak. He was a beast if not just a simple hunter, a large lumbering creature who’s presence got under the skin of his enemies, never once did they think he could psychologically deceive them. His approach to Jabba was complex for others but all too simple to him. They did not expect it; all they expected was the obvious, and in that Prophet used it against them. Through time he measured their defenses and determined nothing had really changed. He knew where everything was, and with time and the Force he knew where exactly everyone was. He had dealt with the late arrivals just after they had landed and returned in time before the second sunrise. Most of the men in the townhouse were so confused the majority of them were now dead and the rest were woefully out of position. They were all going to die, but before that he wanted to show how pathetic mentally Jabba the Hutt was.

After ten seconds of lightsaber swipes, Prophet ran for the main corridor, stepping on beings too slow in dying. Shutting down his lightsaber and stowing it on the flat run, Prophet felt like showing Jabba how pathetic he was physically as well. He entered the chamber, causing slave girls to scream and scurry, and unfortunately get unceremoniously yanked from behind thanks to the chains still attached to their collars and no thanks for Jabba’s body laying on the chains.

“Did you truly believe,” growled Prophet from the entrance at Jabba “your little grain ant of a bounty hunter and the rest of the carcasses outside could ever end me?” He bent at the knees and looked ready to pounce. “I am so full of joy that you survived Yabbula’s attempt on your life.”

Jabba glared at Prophet in slight curiosity but was still weary. By his own admission, Magus Prophet sounded as if he banked on Yabbula being in the townhouse while he was away going after Jango Fett. It was too coincidental for the Hutt…

Prophet pulled out his lightsaber and had it on long before he cleared it from his side. He blocked a heavy bolt back to the stairwell, nearly catching Ephant Mon.

Jabba rolled over the platform and attempted to get to a blaster. He managed it after the others on the stairwell opened fired towards him because Prophet decided to go after him. Mon shouted to hold their fire…

Up and aiming, Jabba was suddenly met by a flying blue Twi’lek slave girl Prophet just snagged by the arm. He pitched her overhand and went into a roll. Jabba stunned, the Vhinech javelin threw his lightsaber through the stairwell wall and through several henchmen. Mon barely escaped the impaling, but he took the opportunity to aim and fire…

The heavy blaster rifle was out of Mon’s hands and in Prophet’s before Mon realized what happened. Mon dove down the stairs…

Prophet spun about with the rifle, catching some of the returning group that was with Jango Fett by surprise, and managed to kill two. A third got wounded. The other ten scattered for some kind of cover. It left Fett momentarily vulnerable….

Sneaking up on a Force user and a fully aware warrior the likes of Prophet was a noose that hung the Rodian group that charged. Prophet spun in a circle with his right hand spread out, his claws raking the entire group across the chest. The same hand called upon his weapon. The lightsaber zipped back towards him, but unexpectedly clipped the back of the head of a rising fool. It hung in the air flipping end over end…

Fett’s fire from the floor shots struck Prophet good in the face…

But Mon bull charged Prophet. Fett was going to try and take Prophet’s head off at the neck, but the large alien’s furious thunder roll screwed up the shot.

Ephant Mon’s kind was no slouch in the power department, and once his great weight knocked Prophet off balance he let loose with some heavy punches to Prophet’s ribs. The first blow, as always, broke the ribs, and the second as always did the same….

Prophet found his feet, grabbed Mon and pushed him away. Mon found himself rolling end over end twice before he stopped. The others took shots at Prophet again, but the giant just took the shots and called for his weapon again….

At the last moment, Fett ran across the room, aimed with is pistol, and the bolt merely deflected the lightsaber away from Prophet’s fingertips. Fett knew fighting Prophet was no-win as it got. When the Vhinech got possession of the lightsaber again, the fight was going to be very over. In that moment, landing and sliding behind Jabba because of momentum, Fett began to weigh his options for his own survival…

Jabba, meanwhile, prepared himself to launch again, coiling his aching and bruised body as the others continued to shoot at Prophet. It amazed the Hutt how the Vhinech could simply take the shots, only to remember what was at stake when Prophet merely walked over to the offenders and began spiking them with hands and horns. He saw Mon was ready to steamroll right into Prophet again. Jabba launched, beating his friend to the offensive…

Prophet turned and realized how far Jabba had to cover. For a second he was impressed the Hutt was attempting to leap such a distance. In the next second, he used the Force to wrap the slave chains around Jabba’s body. In one swoop, before Jabba’s weight snapped the links, Prophet forced all of it down, and then used the Force to roll Jabba into the chains some more….

Mon rumbled and cracked Prophet’s lower back, breaking his own large nose in the process. Prophet stumbled but did not fall. Mon used Prophet to keep himself from running past the brute. But Mon did not realize what his actions were doing; by attacking Prophet, the henchmen did not dare fire.

Mon got in four good body blows on Prophet’s kidneys. He tried a leg sweep…

Prophet’s leg did not budge. Very slowly, Prophet turned on that stubby leg and delivered a hellacious head butt to the top of Mon’s super large skull…

Mon shook it off. He grabbed Prophet by the horns and gave him a head butt…

Prophet bounced up, and then came right back down…

Mon staggered, clubbed Prophet with a counter right, and drove his large head into Prophet’s chin…

Prophet’s head snapped back, and then twice as fast it came down, striking the top of Mon’s crown.

Mon collapsed on one knee…

Prophet stumbled backwards dazed, and shaking his head….

Yelling to will himself back into the brawl, Mon was up and running. He lowered his head just as Prophet showed some sign of recovery…

Prophet reared back and delivered a straight left from over his shoulder. The blow ushered in a horrible CRACK, and to the shock of the others still on their feet they watched an eight hundred pound Ephant Mon become a missile. The large alien disappeared in a cloud of adobe dust, striking the wall.

Jabba managed during the time to unchain himself. Just as he unwrapped the last coil of metal from around his neck, a blaster bolt struck Prophet’s upper back. The impact caught Jabba’s attention, alerting the Hutt to Prophet’s closeness to him. Jabba managed to swing his whole body around and caught Prophet square. The Vhinech crashed and collapsed the stairs on top of him.

Not resting, he yelled at whoever was not fighting one another in other places in the townhouse. “[MELT THAT PILE INTO GLASS]!”

Thirty henchmen found bravery and ran towards the shifting pile. At close range they turned up the power in their weapons and unleashed bolt after bolt into anything that was not stone, duracrete, or any other non-moving substance. It was loud, smoky, and terribly blinding with impact flashes. It did not last long. At the power ratings they were using the blasters were overheating and energy packs were quickly spent. When the blasters went dead, the horde began to fiddle with them.

Fett had been three steps away from the tunnel that lead to the open door when the barrage began. When it ceased, the bounty hunter began yelling, “You idiots! Get away from there, run!”

Jabba only ordered, “[Keep firing! Do not let him up]!”

Fett had enough, and when he made that decision it became easy for him to run when he saw Prophet’s lightsaber skip across the floor towards Jabba. The bounty hunter hated to run, but Prophet was too much for any of them to take on. They needed a Jedi, and unfortunately none were on the Hutt’s payroll.

The debris exploded and Prophet flipped over the bunch that did not get crushed by the debris. The lightsaber clanked off of Jabba’s head before landing in Prophet’s hand, before Prophet landed between Jabba and the hoods that had fired on him. Red light blazing, the Vhinech quickly dispatched ten of them with four swipes. He tore the throat out of a Chandra-Fan and punched it into the maul of a Weequay. A backhand move took the head off a Devaronian male, and then he proceeded to punt the head right into a charging Bith, splitting both skulls. Eight more slashes and Prophet and Jabba, save for the slave girls still alive in a corner, were both alone.

Prophet shut down his lightsaber, belted it, and charged….

Jabba slapped his body around to catch Prophet again, but the Vhinech just leapt over the tail body. Prophet landed and was quick to wrap his powerful arms around Jabba’s neck, just below Jabba’s mouth, and squeezed. Jabba’s eyes immediately exploded into shock at the pure power that was now crushing his throat. He never felt such strength before, not even from Yabbula in their fight. The idea of Prophet chipping up Jango Fett’s ship’s hull was no longer farfetched. In desperation, as Jabba felt his very sight going, he spat vile in Prophet’s skull holes. The Vhinech backed away, let go, and acted as if blinded from the act. In truth the vile stench burned at his nose terribly, burned worse than the nerve gas that was once outside. It also didn’t feel all that comfortable the vile now dripped off his exposed brain.

Gulping for air, Jabba welcomed the break in the action. His body had never quite recovered from his brawl with his Yabbula. It was spent now after being choked. He had to flee, and the urge to do so overrode any passion he had in continuing his fight with Prophet. As he moved very slowly for the exit the other men appeared from their respected fights and Ephant Mon pulled himself out of hole in the wall. Mon staggered, fell, and staggered some more before he realized what was going on.

Prophet noted Jabba’s attempt at escape. He would not let it happen. He stomped down extremely hard near the tip of Jabba’s tail. Jabba’s bellow was cut short by the feeling that the blood down there had raced up to his stomach, causing him to wretch.

Then Prophet was quick and grabbed a considerably amount of Jabba’s tail until it threatened to break his grip. He squeezed tightly and proceeded to pull Jabba back. Jabba in response tried to shake the Vhinech off, but Prophet had him properly to where Jabba could not wither and thrash his way free. Jabba could only go forward on his own, or backward by Prophet’s command. The best he could physically, Jabba did all he could to go ahead. As every second passed, Prophet just got stronger and Jabba got weaker. In panting desperation, Jabba bent on his haunch and tried to use his arms to pull himself away. After moments of time passed measured in heartbeats, Jabba began to claw at the floor for any purchase.

Mon yelled at everyone, “AIM CAREFULLY AND FIRE!”

A few shots nicked and struck Prophet, but the giant only continued to growl, and more of the souls he had taken fueled him. The Dark Side filled with tremendous power. He dragged Jabba, pulling him to his left.

And the pulling began to move in a rush. Jabba felt his body easily dragged across the floor. He struck some solid objects that slowed Prophet down, but every pull, drag, and pass the slow downs became less prevalent.

And Jabba’s body was suddenly off the floor. Jabba was being spun around by the tail. Prophet continued to whirl him, using Jabba’s mass against the others, swinging the Hutt like a club to take them out. He moved a step here and a step there to alter Jabba’s course to catch the aliens that tried to flee. Finally, Prophet released him towards a charging Ephant Mon, and both Mon and Jabba crashed hard on the floor and skidded into unconsciousness.

Prophet huffed and puffed, but the beast just reared his head back and roared triumphantly. Finished, he snapped his jaws viciously as he approached the squirming, unconscious Hutt; Mon laid under him. There were a few henchmen alive, a few more unhurt, but they had enough; they ran for the door. Prophet paid no heed to them.

Instead he made it to Jabba’s head, found the Hutt’s ear hold, and said, “I have never had Hutt before.” His tongue came out, forked and longer than it was expected of a near looking Human, to lick the Hutt’s flesh. He tasted much, from the sour foods to the pleasures Hutts enjoyed and the secretions in lieu with wasting.

A throaty chuckle escaped Prophet. “I have had worse.” He opened his mouth, and then he unhinged his jaw and let his teeth grow longer. At that very moment Jabba barely got his eye open, and slowly Jabba recognized with groggy terror what was about to happen, and what very little he could do about it.

Prophet stopped when he sensed someone familiar. He snapped his mouth shut, stood up and glared at the hall that led to the main door outside. The familiar presence was outside. The familiar presence was supposed to be dead. To Jabba’s body shuttering relief, Prophet left him and walked for the entrance.

To some degree, Prophet was not completely surprised by this new turn of events, but still when he gazed with his Force senses towards the front, he could clearly see Enothchild Sarch standing outside with his mind. It was rudimentary now. Prophet unclipped his lightsaber and headed for the door.

Meanwhile, Jabba rolled off of Ephant Mon. His friend, his fellow gunrunner on so many missions, was the only ally he had left in the whole townhouse; the slave girls, still alive, did not count. “[You alive]?”

Mon groaned through a broken nose, “If not, then that makes you dead.”

“[We should be dead],” said Jabba, a tone that made the term unquestionable. He looked from his laying position to the remains of the still operating big screen monitor. On it, even with the snow, he saw a ghost. “[No way]!”

“What?”

“Sarch!” Jabba didn’t know what to think now. But then realized why Prophet let them live…

…for now.

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

11 DAYS (CHAPTER 98.1)

Despite the late hour of night, the guards were too well paid by their master Yabbula -- soon to be Jabba -- to be asleep on the job. Word would have reached them from the Desilijic Clan hierarchy that the Son of Zorba Desilijic Tiure was their new master now by the first rays of light. Their days of high pay were perhaps over.

Word would have reached them if they lived.

The Hutt ship’s sudden appearance put them on alert until the clan signal from the beacon identified it as a Desilijic Clan vessel. They lowered the deflector shield that covered the entire private port, and the ship immediately landed without a peep in communications. Its unannounced arrival did startle them, but it wasn’t rare. Often with Hutts the fear born from distrust amongst themselves demanded that paranoia be taken seriously, and that discretion was indeed the better part of valor.

The ramp came down and dutifully the guards, twenty of them, normally forty patrolled the area at any given time during the day, rushed and presented themselves in the honored position. Their confusion grew when one of the many soldiers Yabbula had taken along did not appear immediately to secure the way.

They all took a moment to look up the ramp. When one did, another would. When they all did…

The blur passed by them trailing a red light, and when Faith stopped one half of the honor guard was beheaded, and the other half began to scramble for cover. They were not fast enough, but no one truly was against Faith even though she was much slower than before. The act of Wishing had taken much for her, lowering her levels of power and fitness, altering her appearance a bit more. Her skin was a mixture of tan and white with burning red boarding the two; more white than red, but none of the snow white flesh had Naressa’s and Juna’s Force Stealing property. In truth, Dark Purity was not Faith’s to achieve; her condition was the clear sign that her genetic makeup was terribly unstable to begin with, and now she was in a irreversible condition.

Once she sliced the last guard partially in half, Faith took quick measure of her surroundings; though much weaker, her power to sense danger was still very accurate and long in range; focus, however, was still a troubling issue. Much like one who tries to read text type on a data pad that is placed a small distance away, Faith had to do a considerable amount to ‘staring’ in the Dark Side to ‘see’ almost everything in the Hutt lair she was about to enter. Her perceptions grew worse as she stretched, ego she decided to just take the Palace of the Desilijic Clan one room at a time. There were many sentient life forms in the place, and not all of them were slaves or guards or hired goons.

Attention shifted when Faith sensed the pursuing fleet from Tatooine emerging from hyperspace. Drawing on every erg from her being to reach the distance needed, she changed the minds of every ‘captain’ very easily. They had lost the ship. They turned and headed back to Tatooine.

Faith ran quickly back up the ramp, and her presence elicited her little slave Rose to her; the girl had hid in a cubbyhole while Faith took care of the guards. She came obediently like all Sith slaves do, holding cuddly Chewie more out of duty than out of comfort. Still, Faith did not understand what she had done.

Bending to a knee, Faith patted Rose’s hair back and said, “[You must stay here with Chewie. I will return for you when it is all safe].” She stroked her hair again. “[Understand]?”

“Yes Friend,” said the little girl Rose, smiling at the thought that her ‘friend’ would take good care of her, and return for her when what was done was done.

“[You have nothing to fear],” assured Faith, even though the slave showed no fear. “[I shall return].”

Faith moved swiftly from the ship and had not closed the hatch, confident that nothing would happen to Rose since all that was in the Palace of the Desilijic Clan was going to die today. She took a high route to better survey the surrounding area to see if there were any changes since she was here the last time.

Finally she found an access port, and through it she looked out and saw as much of Nal Hutta as the horizon and the artificial topography allowed. The Courts of Zen'uarbarak and Jesenesus, the monument dedicated to the two founders of the Hutt Empire and the meeting place of the Council of Lord, the hundred and ninety-nine Clan Lords that decided laws and issues and business commerce, stood out in all its bronze grandeur amongst the rest of the magnificent pieces of Hutt art and personal play pens. There was not much more room now in the capital that shared the same name as the planet -- ironically just like Coruscant -- so the building and rebuilding of palaces and homes began to take a vertical climb now instead of a horizontal stretch. Of course, Hutts would rather have things laid out ahead, not above, given their long, bulky birth.

As much as the other Clan Lords tried, however, they were all outdone by the one, very gaudy object that sprang up behind the Desilijic Clan’s family home only this year, and had in fact invaded the space of several other smaller, less respected groups not quite up to important Clan status. Faith, or anyone else for that matter, could not miss it if there was an attempt to do so.

It was, by and large, they most out of place structure on Nal Hutta. It was also one of the largest non-home independent, on planet structures in the entire galaxy. It was also the very symbol of Yabbula the Hutt’s greatest success, of a Hutt making a deal with private Republic citizens in a legitimate business venture: the Adamant Southern Hemispheric Galactic Array. The only reason why it still stood to spite all the Hutt’s splendors was the massive amounts of fortune that was raining into all the Hutt’s coffers well before the array became operational. The northern version of the array system was still a few more days away from partial operation, which was why the southern array was not operating at all. The projected launch time for both was eleven days; however the southern array could be put into operation at any time. By playing the waiting game, it ratchet up the price for the exclusive, private hyperchannel bandwidths the Adamant Consortium was selling along with the unique and free, but substandard hyper-bands the arrays would provide for communication and navigation.

Connectivity to the HoloNet had long been established since construction began several months ago; it had to in order to get the Republic’s blessing to allow the Adamant Consortium to transmit within the HoloNet realm, let alone built something in a realm of the galaxy considered evil, criminal, and just morally wrong. It was that stream to the HoloNet that Magus Prophet was betting on for the delivery of the Legacy Virus. Faith bet on that stream and on the much more powerful array and computer system to assemble what was left of the Legacy Virus. To date, at the last completion of her work, the Legacy was still woefully incomplete. A trip to Cato Neimoidia would had perhaps helped, her unfamiliarity with Trade Federation digital mediums made it a mute point. It was this, on Nal Hutta, or nothing at all.

To appease Darth Rune if anything else, Faith returned back to the interior and began her quick run through the palace, starting through the tunnel connecting docking bay to family home. She struck immediately with her lightsaber against a contingent of guards just outside the door. She turned for the sleeping quarters of the guard posts, for she needed to eliminate them just as fast as she eliminated anyone else. There was no hesitation on her behalf; her Father’s will had to be done, and she could not anger him. But above all else she could not fail Rune; she did not want another berating thrashed upon her, and perhaps with all of her Wishing she had done she needed to appease Rune by killing every single creature in the palace and get to the control terminal of the array before Rune returned.

The humming lightsaber awoke the sleeping guards more than her attack on the watchmen at the posts just outside the quarters. They were all collectively together in one room, accidentally tying themselves up in their bed rolls as Faith attacked. The surprise attack was too effective; she left three minutes later with no one alive.

Engagements were plentiful, and though an alarm had not been raised it did not matter to Faith. Whoever would come to it would find her, making it easier for her to kill them. The other Hutt Clan Lords were above helping their fellow others unless it was a known, mortal enemy. If this was an internal matter, then it was simply none of their business. Faith knew she could bank on that; the Hutts were such foul, smelly creatures that had no sense of being warriors.

In the wake of her many fights that did not last, Faith finally penetrated the seals to the main building and made a blind turn into a room. Once inside, she confronted her first Hutts. Both Hutts were young, and curled around one of them was even much smaller, much younger versions of the two that had obviously mated. The dominate one of the two demanded guards while the other chucked one of the six slave girls off its back.

Faith ignored the aggressors for a second to consider the younger, scared Hutts. In their reptile eyes she saw Rose, and hesitated. But as the lead Hutt began to charge her, Faith remembered what she had to do.

After she live gutted the attacking Hutt, she focused on the others, and at the same time shut out the young Hutt’s death wails.

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

11 DAYS (CHAPTER 98.2)

Enothchild had settled for the outskirts of Mos Eisley to land the Ruby Heirloom once he realized that something was wrong. Much of the ruined spaceport looked attacked, to which he guessed that it had to be Prophet’s doing. Landing by the other ships on the ground just outside the city limits, Enothchild’s suspicions were realized once he saw the many dead beings lying around, hacked and torn apart in typical Prophet fashion. He sealed the hatch for the survivors of Mos Eisley were picking apart the many ships now ownerless and the dead bodies now lifeless.

It was early morning, but both suns were over the horizon and in five walking steps Enothchild loss water. He ate but drank twice as much as he put down his mouth to counteract the dehydrating effects he would inhumanly -- inVhinphycly -- endure. Lightweight summer clothing geared for Naboo did little to keep him comfortable as his own body’s heat production worked against him even before he physically exerted himself. He was certain on the other hand that Prophet could not tolerate the conditions either. He used his senses, and found Prophet rather easily.

During the walk through the quiet remains of Mos Eisley, Enothchild reflected on the trip from Naboo so far. Until the suns began to bake him he felt great. His bad leg was no longer bad; before he limped slightly during his walk through Rapier Manor, but after meditating it felt as good as his other leg. His perception of the Force was drastically sharper than before. What was dark was dark, and what was light was light; there was no gray, no mud between the two, thus making his senses tight and encompassing. He knew based on his heightened intuition before he came across the first gassed body of a young child that a nerve gas agent had wiped out one fourth of the spaceport city. The stench of rotted fish in a desert town on a planet void of any creature let alone water told the war veteran that acidic dioxin had been used.

Not far from a strong-looking but battle ravaged central building, Enothchild knew who was responsible, and the one responsible was inside the townhouse. Controlling his emotions, Enothchild grabbed a cloth used to shade a seller’s stand and covered the body. He patted the child once, and then was up with his lightsaber in hand. Jabba the Hutt would pay for this, he promised, but Magus Prophet came first.

Enothchild ascertained as he walked through the many blocks of carnage that Jabba and Prophet had a falling out. He felt Jabba did not know about Prophet’s Plan, and he remembered that there was some back and forth going on between Jabba and Nadja’s old nemesis Yabbula on control of the family. Perhaps the Hutts were not victims of Prophet’s ruse, and if they weren’t Enothchild vowed that he would personally take care of that once he got past this; it was just another mark against Jabba; only Prophet had more.

The door to the townhouse was cut open by a lightsaber. Enothchild could only guess that Prophet had won. So he stood there, deciding that in no uncertain terms was he going in there. Though he felt time was running against him, Enothchild knew he had enough time to wait quite a few days for the Vhinech to show himself.

The way was short. Enothchild felt Prophet coming to the door. He said nothing at first as he awaited his opponent. Their hatred for each other was enough to start a contest, and whether or not other Jedi would frown on the thought of hate it was the only way to best describe how Enothchild and Prophet felt about one another, and how Enothchild felt about Prophet in particular. Contrasting the Sith Maidens he knew and the Magus Prophet he knew too well, Enothchild would tell anyone who would listen that Prophet was the example of what evil was, and an evil that should be destroyed immediately.

But even now, in the desolate and poisoned street, Enothchild felt he would not defeat Prophet. It did not deter him from the fight. If Faith was there he did not sense her, but whether she was or not did not matter. There would be a purpose to this fight, a purpose far more grand than saving the galaxy from the Legacy Virus. A purpose he knew but could not reveal. Upon his many reflections of thought, this was the best course.

In the hole in the thick blast door Prophet appeared. Enothchild’s reaction to his physical appearance came and went like a fart. He all ready knew that Prophet was beyond the norm. He knew more than he wished, but as a Jedi he had no choice but accept it.

Enothchild felt Prophet scan him. Prophet made the pronouncement both knew well. “My Brother, I see you know the truth.”

Nothing was more stomach churning than that truth that Prophet spoken. Magus Prophet and Enothchild Sarch, for lack of better reasoning to explain it, came from the womb of Presence. They shared, in that aspect though their mothers were clones, the same mother. It was only circumstances and their fathers respectfully different, though it could still be said that Nach had a hand in the bringing up of the Prophet born just as he did with his naturally born son. Prophet’s pronouncement also told Enothchild that the Vhinech had always known the truth.

“My Brother, I see many things now,” said Enothchild. “I still don’t like what I see.”

“Because you know who my real Father was,” mused Prophet. “Because of that do you pity me now, my Brother? I who was born not out of love, but out of our people’s science? Do you see me as a victim?”

Enothchild immediately shook his head. “You are not a victim of anything; therefore I will never pity you. I have no compassion for those who turn their back on compassion. You, a Son of Presence, who swore to Her on your heart to Sheppard all in Her Flock as a Reverend of the Path. You became selective, and then you cursed both the Vhinphyc and the Vhinech with your darkness. There is no compassion in selection.”

Prophet snorted through his nose loudly. “You are the lonely hypocrite, my Brother! You will not show me compassion. You have chosen not to.”

“Will you give me compassion?”

There was a silence. Prophet’s horns bent in the light in silent bow of acknowledgement, showing that indeed, on that point, Enothchild was correct. The Vhinech’s hollows in his head were barely visible as his head came up. “I have given so many too much of my compassion. Compassion, as you can see, is a curse for those who dare have a conscious.”

The breath inhaled by Prophet was sharp, indicating to Enothchild that his counterpart just had a thought. “What has She told you, Sarch?”

Enothchild had a pretty good idea who ‘She’ was in the new context; ‘She’ was Juna. Prophet’s new left arm emerged from the shadows and into the light; unlike the rest of his body, the good flesh did not burn. The light from the suns bounced off the simple, gold wedding band that barely fit on the fingernail of Prophet’s pinky, the glint of his ring catching Enothchild’s eyes.

Consciously, Enothchild stopped his hand from going to his neck. He knew it was his ring, and he knew he didn’t have it. To the best of his knowledge Juna had it. In honesty such a tangible thing in Prophet’s possession should not had bothered him. Yet it did as he remembered how much Juna cherished the notion of such trinkets in their respected possessions.

“Did She ever tell you,” chided Prophet with a leer, “how much I worshipped Her Temple of Life while She was my invited guest?” He added with drool. “How She let me?”

“You’re disgusting, filth!” rocked Enothchild back. He then smiled and struck back. “You can make those claims so easily about ‘her’, but I’m not afraid to say Juna at all. Juna, my Wife Juna, how much I love my Wife Juna. Nothing you can say or do will make me ever believe she gave herself to you. Not even that poor creature you created with Juna’s egg. Then again,” he now mocked, “how can she give herself to you so freely and not give birth to your child, Prophet?”

Snorting, Prophet held up Enothchild’s ring in his fingertips, and then tossed it into his mouth, swallowing it. Enothchild told himself not to be bothered by it, but he just hated the idea of the Vhinech having his ring. It wasn’t Prophet’s ring, and it wasn’t Prophet’s to gloat over, let alone shit out.

“The subject grows stale,” barked Prophet. “Why do you not come inside, in the cool shade? I have so much more to tell you.” He then chuckled. “Did She tell you what She had done in your name, my Brother? My Faith had seen the murder, the remains, the death: many thousands of miles to the south, in the place once called Mos Essa. She had butchered in your name, Enothchild!” He cursed out cruelly, “Will you give Her, my once time Heart, compassion now? A cursed creature like myself and like the Black Rose who does not care who it is they kill that gets in their way! She needed not kill them. They leave no widows or orphans, nor were they society’s answer to all the ailing riddles. But She, Juna, had killed them in your name with the Dark Side you sacrificed yourself to protect Her against!”

Enothchild had greatly worried about that after seeing Juna in Dark Purity, and in his good heart he quietly wept. His fall had sealed her destiny and perhaps doomed the galaxy. Mos Essa was gone, he believe that, and he believed that in anger Juna had renamed that town dead. He was not naïve to believe that nothing else, nothing good for Juna, came from his death. He thought back to what he told the others in Rapier Manor, and this was exactly his point: it would have been better to show Juna her darkness than to discover it and embrace it, as she did with his death, on her own.

Yet Enothchild felt there was so much more to what she had done, and his heart told him not to judge her so harshly, and to not let Prophet defeat him before they ever swung lightsabers for one last time. He glared into the darkness, glared not just into a hole in a blast door that was the entrance of a townhouse, and said, “It is not place to judge Juna. It is my place to love her, forever. I was not there for her when she fell, but I am here, now, to pick her up from the fall. I won’t let her suffer. There will come a time for drawing. In that time, I shall pass.

“But to dark creatures, I only have enough compassion for two.” Enothchild held up his lightsaber and turned it on. With his free hand he gestured for Prophet to come out. “As did our Mothers, one for you and one for my Father Nach’cht’musik. I will save Naressa and Juna from all their enemies, including the enemies within them I know they desperately fight against. The difference between them and you, my Brother, is that they ask for my help to save them.”

Gesturing again with his free hand and confidant, Enothchild said, “Don’t make me come in there to get my ring.” He twirled the long bladed weapon and wiped his sweaty brow. “Bring Faith out here if you like.”

“She is not here,” snarled Prophet, obviously upset he couldn’t rattle his brother. “She is busy unleashing the destruction I bring with the blessing of our fathers. You have come back to nothing!”

Enothchild weighed the matter and said, “We still have time.” He gestured for a third time. “And believe me: what I came back for is actually coming!”

Prophet seethed, and finally he stomped out of Jabba’s townhouse. Immediately he withered for a moment as his burnt flesh began to smoke. He forced his steps, forced himself towards Enothchild, and with every step he became easier to deal with the pain and the sunlight that continuously tortured him.

Prophet’s red lightsaber was on before he charged. Enothchild dragged his quarter staffed-length weapon along side him, burning a line behind him in the sand. At the same moment they swung and locked blades in front of each other. They batted again and again, and truly this was their third battle, and each hoped the last.

There exchange was loud and aggravating and aggressive, much of it just sword use unlike their previous exchanges. Both had lost nothing and gained much since last year. Decrepit Prophet bled smoke while whole and healthy Enothchild drowned in his own sweat. Enothchild increased his pace early on, and with the Force he saw the names of Vhinphycs Prophet had slain burn off his scared meat in order to keep pace. Tight as their bodies were to one another, they could be mistaken for bar brawlers fighting in a comm box. The fight was personal; the fight was meaningful; the fight was significant to the future near and far for the galaxy.

Enothchild ducked Prophet’s first bold attempt at gutting him with a rake of his claws. This time, instead of taking the blow he kept himself away and used pure speed. Enothchild felt healthy and strong enough to fight Prophet in the clutch and grab, but the Force-related burning and smoking of Prophet’s flesh gave indication that a balls-on-balls effort may not be the fighting tactic that kept him alive this time. Always large and always powerful, Enothchild had been trained by Nadja to fight physically like someone half his overall mass, targeting speed over pure strength. After another exchange of heavy blows, Enothchild immediately went to his passive-aggressive style; overhand grip on his extra-long handle, keeping the point of the weapon in front of him, creating distance between him and Prophet, and daring Prophet to strike so he could counterstrike.

Though he was without eyes, Prophet’s facial expression, when Enothchild could see past the smoke that boiled out of the empty eye sockets, bore that same scowl of determination and animalistic rage, but there was a hint of amusement. Enothchild batted his opponent a few times from the left, right, backhand, forehand, and knew what Prophet was thinking: he was fighting the way a coward would. Of course in order for Prophet to prove that he would have to strike a blow bad enough on Enothchild that would allow him to gloat over his suspicions. Enothchild was not going to give him that.

There were more tasteful, tactical strikes that were loud and breathtaking, but not quite to the standards they set before. Then a key moment happened: Enothchild over swung and baited Prophet, but the Dark Vhinech hesitated and whirled his weapon first in the ready position before striking with a devastating overhand that Enothchild blocked. Prophet had smelled the trap, and then it occurred to Enothchild that perhaps his opponent had decided to hold back due to the damage the sunlight was having on him, and not because he had learned such masterful patience.

Or simply because, as Enothchild partially worried about, Prophet could outlast him in such a harsh environment. Enothchild was soaking drenched; save for the stench of effort, he appeared as if he just came out from a swim in a lake. Five minutes in, and Enothchild began to feel a few signs of dehydration setting in. No matter what he did in fighting style he was going to exert, and the more he exerted in anything the more it drained him.

Prophet grinned horribly; his zombie face twisting, revealing his grow row of teeth. After a clash of weapons, both combatants pulled away from one another and measured each other carefully. Both were just fine, not a scratch or mark or bruise.

“Is it death that has cowered you, Brother,” asked Prophet rhetorically, “or perhaps the Vhinphyc kind was not designed for such weather? So afraid you are to exchange blows with me.” He twirled his weapon. “But you cannot run so perfectly for much longer.”

“Perhaps,” said Enothchild through a parch mouth; that was not a good sign. Still, his spirits up and his focus stout, he said, “But if you don’t put some sunscreen on soon, starshine, you’re going to really burn and peel.”

“Easy to remedy.” Prophet then gestured at Enothchild, attempting to fling him into the townhouse.

The Jedi Master forced his feet down the second he recognized the strategy, using the Force to firmly block the attempt. The diversion of energies was enough for Prophet to get in three very hard swings as Enothchild split his energies from blocking energy and blocking Prophet’s massive blows. The first blow buckled Enothchild’s body; the second blow did the same; the third made Enothchild stumble…

Enothchild appeared off balance, but then he snapped a kick towards Prophet. Prophet instinctively tilted back, but then from Enothchild’s foot came direct Force energy. Prophet’s ill-fated attempt at cutting off the offending foot only made him look more foolish as his body busted through several ruined apartment homes that bore no survivors inside.

In five skipping leaps Enothchild was in the wreckage, where Prophet had all ready recovered from the trick. The giant intentionally missed Enothchild’s swinging weapon. He roared back with a connecting left backhand.

Suddenly Enothchild couldn’t stop himself even with the Force. He cleared the plaza, crashed into opposite row of stick housing…

And the stalls….

And through a wall of an apartment, only stopping when he imprinted himself in the interior wall on the other side of the small, single room.

Blood in his mouth coughed Enothchild out of his stupor. Even after resurrecting, he never missed pain, and he felt it. Nothing was broken, but his chest throbbed where Prophet stuck him. His back hurt from impacts, and his head hurt because he was upside down, his body upside down in a very uncomfortable, contorted condition. The two pieces of good news was that he was alive, and through his traveled path he could see Magus Prophet taking his time, stalking him. 

Clearly the bad news, as Enothchild rolled back on his feet and then stumbled around trying to clear the cobwebs in his head, was Magus Prophet’s strength. The Vhinech brute had incredible strength in his powerful body that Enothchild could barely match the first time the fought all those years ago. In spite of his dead decrepit appearance Prophet was much stronger and not as slow; in Enothchild’s estimation, Prophet really didn’t need Faith to fight his battles for him; it would have just taken him longer. There were times during the fight Prophet had to ease up, and Enothchild knew it had to be due to Prophet’s ‘Force allergy’ to sunlight. The monster was still smoking black, bad smelling plumes of continuous chimney-like smoke as he approached. Enothchild could sense in the blackness of the dark side that surrounded his Brother the great pain he was suffering. Beside the torture at times slowing Prophet’s attack and clouding his judgment worse than his animalistic passions, Prophet was not going to let it defeat him. Still, Enothchild could not afford taking the fight anyplace where sunlight did not exist if he wished to stay alive with the new lease on life he literally had.

But Enothchild was not looking for victory against Prophet, the perception Prophet believed in and believed was Enothchild’s plan. As much as he had changed, and he felt he had changed since coming back to life, Enothchild knew in his good heart that he could never truly defeat Prophet, he could only defeat Prophet’s plan. There laid the problem: how does one defeat another’s plan when the only way to defeat such a plan was to go through Prophet? 

Enothchild only ignited his weapon and charged at Prophet with planned recklessness. He clipped the hole he made with his weapon, creating sparks that blinded him a little, but still he found Prophet’s weapon in a hurried, challenged swing. Still, he stayed on the counteroffensive, blocking right and driving right, blocking right and driving right, following through and countering backhand left with his lightsaber. Prophet was stronger and a bit faster, but Enothchild still had the speed advantage.

The impacts of Prophet’s weapon were tremendous, but Enothchild kept his attacks short, taking away the overwhelming strength-produced leverage advantage the Vhinech would have enjoyed. Prophet batted at Enothchild’s weapon with his own, smacking it right, then blocking it right, and then smacking it left only to turn his body towards his left to block its return. In his grunts and growls somewhere Prophet called Enothchild a coward.

Enothchild only smiled, getting the gist of the nonsense that rumbled out of Prophet’s gullet. By putting nearly five feet of lightsaber blade and arms that measured nearly four feet from armpit to hands between himself and Prophet, Enothchild took the modern day Jedi approach of catch-as-catch-can, ignoring the need to sacrifice his body to win a fight or just score a point. The distance space created negated Prophet’s many other weapons from fists to feet to claws to horns to forehead to teeth. Such a tactic defeated the likes of Magus Parable because Enothchild had patience and Parable had none; when Parable did the only thing possible, she paid for it. Prophet could crash Enothchild’s guard, but the Dark Vhinech had to weigh if he was ready to lose a limb, or his head in the process.

It was not long for the beast to figure a way around the defense. Enothchild began to match Prophet’s circling; basic foot movement tactics that altered angle, position, and timing; basic tactics so basic it was strategically foolproof. Too many Jedi considered flipping about and hopping to create new angles and positions and methods of attack, but the slow to act were always caught dead in mid-flight, or just after they landed. Footwork and body positioning was more tangibly effective way to fight in a lightsaber duel even when one had blazing speed. Prophet was not a power flyer by any means. By being grounded, and having strength, he forced others to take high roads and flights that would eventually defeat them.

Like Prophet, Enothchild took to the ground approach to protect himself. Prophet stepped in circle to his right, struck, right again, struck, struck, struck, step towards Enothchild and stabbed. Enothchild circled Prophet’s weapon, stepped towards Prophet….

Immediately Enothchild had to abandon his approach to avoid running into Prophet’s right horn, which the Vhinech intentional dipped down to let the Vhinphyc run into it. Enothchild mumbo-dipped and felt the back of his new shirt be opened by a trailing lightsaber swipe. He turned sharply on his once-bad leg -- glad it was healed for good -- and blocked Prophet’s wicked whip around. They exchanged tightly, and before Enothchild could take a few steps back to open the space between them again Prophet smartly locked weapons with him by sliding his blade down to Enothchild’s weapon’s emitter to lock it up. This was the opportunity for Prophet to attack close.

Pushing and pushing against each other, Enothchild felt Prophet’s wrist rolling to keep him pinned together. Meanwhile Prophet kept moving his head about and oh so slowly his lower jaw dipped and his mouth creped open. If he fell back or went forward too much, Prophet was going to snap Enothchild’s face off in one bite. Enothchild had no choice but to slide out…

Prophet slammed Enothchild with inspired Force Push. The Vhinphyc crashed into burned out wreckage, and then spilled out into the street where some of the citizens of Mos Eisley were still alive and just returning to the homes they had fled from. Enothchild was up quickly and waiting for Prophet; it wasn’t long, and Prophet announced his return by quickly beheading an unfortunate female passerby with a twirling lightsaber spin. It put the shocked people into full panic.

Enothchild yelled, “RUN!” when he really didn’t need to say it. He and Prophet engaged again at the same time, the Vhinphyc a little more aggressive in his style than previous. His dehydration forgotten, the senseless death of the innocent bystander infuriated Enothchild and he almost forgot his plan. The pace was much more aggressive but still very tactical and technical. Right, left, up, and down, right, left, right, right, and left and down and right, high and low and stop and turn and at one point Enothchild got away with a spinning whirl.

Prophet blocked defensively for the first time in this new pace. He eternally smiled, enjoying the fact that Enothchild was screwing up. Though the suns burned him his desire for water had never came. He could see the sweat ruin Enothchild’s clothing, causing some of it to fall apart, discolor permanently, and stain. The more effort the Vhinphyc put into the fight, the more it wore the Vhinphyc….

The white lightsaber punched through Prophet’s chest. Enothchild had caught Prophet napping and had vertically whirled his lightsaber straight up. Prophet in response dropped his head back as one would do after receiving an uppercut. Enothchild, out of instinct, kept the twirl and just let his long bladed weapon catch Prophet in the left pectoral muscle.

Prophet stood there froze for a moment as Enothchild held the lethal blow.

Then Prophet knocked Enothchild and three teeth out with a left hook, and the motion forced Enothchild’s lightsaber out of Prophet’s chest the way it came.

Enothchild spat out the last bit of tooth after he recovered from his roll he didn’t quite remember going in to. He didn’t quite realized the mistake he made until he instinctively blocked a couple more of Prophet’s aggressive lightsaber swings. It took a Prophet raking to illicit a coherent response from Enothchild in the form of straight up kick that drove Prophet’s lower jaw into the upper jaw pallet, locking his mouth closed, causing Prophet to cease attack momentarily. It bought Enothchild valuable time has the claw wound that ran from right shoulder, across and down his massive chest to the top of his stomach muscles pained and cramped him. The sweat only increased the searing agony of the five bleeding open wounds; he could feel where the claw tips had scratched his rib and sternum bones, and bone scratches were as brutal as it sounded.

Prophet unglued his mouth and worked his jaw around. Enothchild forced his arms to raise his lightsaber in front of him, and the feeling of not having a chest to lift anything washed over him consciously. Meanwhile, Prophet’s exposed wound vanished as the damaged skin just mottled together; wisps of fire burned another name brightly off of him, followed by a few others, and then Prophet stumbled and nearly took a knee.

Enothchild considered the issue as he struggled to live with the deep wound running elongated down his torso and blood from the missing teeth in the back of his mouth filled his throat. The both of them were exhausted; for different reasons, but exhausted, nearly spent in such a short amount of time. Enothchild was dying for a gallon of water, but clearly Prophet was dying for another soul to steal, or at least some shade. The prolonged battle was taking its toil on the beast, for clearly he was using more of his Dark Powers to heal from the two fusion objects that burned brightly in the sky. Somewhat comforting to Enothchild save for his malehood; Tatoo I and Tatoo II were effectively kicking Prophet’s ass and he wasn’t.

Knees buckling a bit on an inhaled breathe Enothchild knew blood loss did not improve hid dehydrated condition one bit. With his free hand he pulled off his useless shirt, exposing his shiny torso to the cloudless day. Remaining muscles rippling, he willed himself through the pain and draining strength and forced Prophet to fight to buy himself more time, although Enothchild didn’t quite have enough strength to keep the fight sociable anymore. He swatted at Prophet’s weapon, and then he hooked a body blow to Prophet’s ribs.

The brawl was officially on.

Enothchild and Prophet exchanged weapon glances but did more to outmuscle each other with a free hand or a free foot than any lightsaber technique employed. The Force was only used to augment what they possessed, and used to outpace and overpower their respected opponent. Like the Battle of Rapier Manor before, it got bruising and bloody very fast.

Enothchild managed head butting Prophet and then clipped his shoulder in the attempt to take his head off…

Prophet ducked the whole attack and drove his head square for Enothchild’s stomach…

Enothchild kneed Prophet’s lower jaw…

Prophet scratched Enothchild right thigh in retreat. Both stepped back and went in, engaging again, trading lightsaber strikes, right and left and right and left and down and right and up and down until Enothchild got light headed and had to take a saber slap by his wounded thigh to wake him up.

Again, Prophet stumbled when he attempted to bum rush Enothchild. Prophet growled and came in two-handed, hating his weakness and hating Enothchild as flares of fire associated with burning his flesh as fuel began to grow and spread. He slapped Enothchild’s weapon with heavy, hand shaking blows but he couldn’t quite get past Enothchild’s guard. That was not his intentions at all.

Enothchild managed to cut Prophet across the top of his chest to get him more time, but he was physically spent and the trap called cramps were springing all over his body. Each blow he blocked from an ever-consistent in strength Magus Prophet weakened him more and more. He could not keep fighting.

Finally, in the smog of battle, he sensed a familiar Darkness that made him smile…

Prophet caught Enothchild daydreaming and promptly decked him. Not only was the punch effectively in making the Vhinphyc leave his feet, and it also threw Enothchild roughly through the hole in the blast door. Enothchild bounced in and around the opening Prophet had opened earlier, but eventually Prophet’s prey fell into the comforting coolness of Jabba the Hutt’s townhouse.

Inside, Enothchild rolled to his side and slowly eased himself to his feet. He spat blood out and did his best to shrug off the new bruises forming on his body. He looked for his lightsaber, and immediately he did not find it.

Prophet appeared in the opening and was immediately inside and away from the sunlight with one step to his side. The flames and smoke vanished, and only Prophet’s lit weapon betrayed his location.

“Hey!” Enothchild spun around on the voice and went cold. Jabba the Hutt, an Ephant Mon, and a few henchmen with weapons were only a dozen meters behind him. He was between a Hutt and a Prophet, and did not like the odds. He was so hated by the Hutts, and the feeling was mutual, that Enothchild was certain Jabba had a three-day party over his death, and Nal Hutta perhaps was going to celebrate his end for an entire century.

But the others opposite Enothchild looked to their right. Jango Fett came out of the shadows and threw Enothchild’s lightsaber at the Vhinphyc. Jabba and his gang were actually speechless before with Enothchild in their mist; this time they were absolutely dumbfounded by Jango’s actions. Fett was not stupid when it came to his survival; they all needed a Jedi to save them, the hate for Jedi at that moment be damned!

Enothchild was all ready turning for Prophet before the lightsaber landed in his left hand. He yelled to no one particular, “OPEN THE DOORS!” He ignited the weapon and ran into the small array of sunlight before Prophet struck him. Prophet predictably retreated to the outside of the pouring in sunlight, sticking to the shadows that surrounded the light and Enothchild.

“LET THE SUNLIGHT IN!” Enothchild’s second demand ended with lightsabers connecting. 

Prophet was noticeably avoiding the light, which made his very brutal swings less effective with the end of his short weapon connecting with Enothchild’s weapon. Enothchild took whatever win he could get because, in the shadows, Prophet was becoming stronger and faster; Prophet was faster than a healthy Enothchild. Meanwhile, Enothchild found no real physical relief, and he hoped to hell that someone was trying to open the door.

Jango Fett ran behind the Hutt group and asked Ephant Mon in passing, “You want to live or do you want to die!” The question was straightforward as it got; if Prophet won, Prophet was going to finish what they started. If Sarch somehow won, then Sarch was going to be easy to deal with. Ephant Mon didn’t look at Jabba as the Hutt stared at him in disbelief as he followed Fett along the wall to go do as Sarch demanded.

As the brute continued their fight, Fett and Mon both hoped Prophet wasn’t paying attention; the Vhinech was very close to their position as he fought and manhandled the weakening Jedi Master. Enothchild saw them and actually dropped out of the light to lure Prophet towards him, giving up his lone advantage. Fett could see that the Vhinphyc was on his last legs.

“He’s got a minute, tops,” said Fett, weapon drawn and ready to shoot at Prophet if the Vhinech took to them. Mon ran past him, lumbering over to the door controls. “Hurry!”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” berated Mon. The door wasn’t that hard to open control wise, but its opening sequence was going to be slow as sandstorm dirt in an hour glass. The point became mute when they reached the panel. “Frak!”

“What?” Fett looked, and then he recalled that Prophet was standing with his back against this part of the wall by the door. The claw rips in the panel told the whole story of why Mon cursed in despair. The remaining panel had concealed the sparks produced by the damage; Prophet’s body had shielded the initial damage.

“Pull the panel!” yelled Fett. Mon did as he was told; using his strength to yank the sold, attached panel, and the bounty hunter began pulling wires.

Enothchild sucked some determination up from deep and side and forced himself to increase his pace. He came in hard and fast, left, right, left, right, up, left, down, up, left, right, down, left, up, up, up, UP, right, down, left, right, right, left, right, left, right, left, stab! And right, left, right, left, left, left, left high, left, low, counter-clock spin right, clock spin left, right, up, down, up, down, tight hook, punch, right, left, right, left, up and down and up and down, and kick and STAB!

Prophet backed away holding the lower part of his abdomen. Enothchild’s long blade had punctured through Prophet’s lower torso completely. Prophet erroneously pulled to his right, nearly ripping himself in half.

Enothchild dropped to one knee as the cuts of Prophet’s attack during the sequence had caught up with him. He had put himself in deep Jedi tunnel vision to get over his dehydration and physical damage before. But the bounty hunter had been correct; the Vhinphyc was spent, the twenty minutes of fighting in the Tatooine daytime environment had sapped him, and he was done. It was a glaring tactical error on his behalf to engage Prophet in the daylight, knowing in his heart he could not take the Vhinech. Time was essentially on his side when it came to saving the galaxy, but the truth was Enothchild Sarch was not making that attempt.

This whole time Enothchild was bent on saving one life.

Prophet pulled his hand away, and the flames of word danced across his body and this time everyone could see it; Mon swore in shock. Jabba looked at Enothchild, and totally out of character the Hutt begged, not demanded, “[GET UP]!”

Enothchild got off his knee, taking not that Prophet was taking his sweet time. The Vhinech looked so hungry and so eager to fight, but the hesitance was damning. Enothchild understood what was happening; each name, each soul Prophet possessed, burned off his body to heal him and had kept him going ever since Juna had burned him last year. The exposure to the sunlight was a constant, nanosecond to the next nanosecond attack, and it had been exhausting every erg of Prophet’s Dark Force and other unmentionable properties that his father the Overlord had passed to him through the clone of Presence. He was weakened.

However, there needed to be much more light than what filtered into Jabba’s darken townhouse, and Prophet took a step that put him between Enothchild and the lone circle of light that shined through. Prophet was still in better shape than Enothchild was. Even as he took his time to heal, clearly the Dark Vhinech held all the advantage.

Enothchild licked uselessly at his dry lips with his dry tongue. In a dry, cracked voice he said to Jabba, “Get out of here, Jabba. Go the other way.”

Jabba was once again stunned by the Jedi’s concern for him, and then further stunned when Enothchild staggered and put himself between Jabba and Prophet, igniting his lightsaber and raising it to ready. 

A mortal enemy was going to protect him! 

A mortal enemy just conceded his back!

Before there was any more action, Magus Prophet growling smile ceased. The sunlight that filtered through the opening he had made earlier in the blast door faded in its intensity, though the sky remained cloudless. Before Fett could hotwire the doors, the doors opened, and they opened faster than designed, breaking the mechanisms that controlled its movement.

In the doorway stood a feminine figure, black hair lifting and blowing freely in the wind wake of a departing Millennium Falcon, where the freighter was going to patrol the skies above as planned. The shadowing of sunlight, however, remained, not caused by the starship’s arrival or departure, but caused by the presence of Juna Rapier. Just as the sunlight dulled, she was responsible for the door.

With her arrival, Enothchild shut off his lightsaber and said, “I knew you would come to save me.”

And if Jabba ever thought he could not be further stunned, the Vhinphyc Jedi Master calmly fell to the seat of his pants in a meditative position. Enothchild was totally ignoring all the surrounding danger, and rightly so for at the moment they were no danger. Noisily he crossed his massive arms over his wounded chest very slowly. He had done his part; he had gotten Juna here, finally focused, and now waited to see if she could save herself from hell.

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

11 DAYS (CHAPTER 98.3)

It took a little longer than expected, but Faith was finished.

“Yabbula?” The voice coming from a comm unit in the Clan Lord’s audience chamber dais bought Faith’s attention. “[Are you there] Yabbula? [I saw your return].”

Faith calmly shut off the receiver and disconnected all communication with the outside through the computer command prompt. No alerts had been issued by anyone that was once alive inside the palace. That left only the contractual workers, some thirty unarmed Bothans from Hemmer’schmidt Industries and three covert Bothan operatives from the intelligence group Si’ing acting as Hemmer’schmidt employees, that would be dealt with, without mercy.

She was not certain, as she quickly made it through the secured hatch to the array outdoors, when Darth Rune was going to return, and in fact she hadn’t felt the Dark Spirit hinting at a return yet. At least, a few months ago, Rune let her known ahead of time she was coming, but as of late the entity just would come and go as she pleased. Be as that was, Faith did not want to anger Rune again, and there was something in the Force that caused her some other form of personal worry. In her unstable condition, however, she could no longer decipher even the tiniest of details, even if those details were related to her by blood.

Faith’s introspection ended when she reached the first of the three covert operatives in the Hemmer’schmidt crew. The Bothans were always business, but by being one of the few pure capitalist systems in the Republic, they were targets of jealous, of greed, of enemies outside as well as within, and they were not stupid: the Hutts were still the Hutts. The Bothans were more than willing to concede certain  private streams to the Hutts in order for the Hutts to spy on Republic, such as potential espionage or law enforcement data streams for example, one of many. The caveat with the race, whenever anyone dealt with them, was their hands-on nature; Bothans loathed others doing any work, clean or dirty, for them unless it was fundamental necessary. Such a reputation allowed the Bothans to put their Si’ing spies in place to protect the investment and to protect their people above all else. Letting the Hutts in on the data streams of others was fine, so long as the Bothans’ private channels were not listened to. 

The covert operatives were going to ensure that. These particular Bothans were crossed trained in the precise related fields they were responsible for in the construction and operation of the array; most of the time, the Bothan spies actually did the jobs back on Bothawui long after their espionage training was complete in order to create a solid back traceable cover; artificial histories were often defeated by skilled slicers in a few days or hours. The coverts had the jobs, and were only paid for what they worked as part of a legitimate pay day even though the Bothans had the best encryption security protocols next to Rapier Technologies that would give any expert slicer fits. They would work, keep an eye on the array, and if the Hutts became less than partners, if they decided to keep the array for themselves, then the operatives were to destroy the array. Another caveat with the Bothans was their inability to accept loss, but when Bothans are about to lose they most often make the loss so devastating it took non-Bothans with them. As they sometimes say from the old proverb: a finger is never correctly measured until it’s removed from the hand.

Faith cloaked herself in Force shadow in the early evening of Nal Hutta as she observed the first of three primary, covert operative targets. The operatives were imperative to remove because of their contingence plans, and more importantly their ability to react to threats. Civilian workers, when startled by the unknown, would run or pick a weapon but any action they partake in would be incoherent and not so dangerous to Faith, and important to Prophet’s Plan. The operatives on the other hand were trained professionals, and maybe two out of the three would panic at the sight of Faith. To ruin everything, all there had to be was one. The operatives were not difficult to locate; they had the disciplined mind set. Though they were pretty much like their ‘fellow workers’, they were never out of focus, always one step ahead of everyone in thought.

Faith’s whole mouth was over most of the Bothan’s face in a blink of the dying Bothan’s eye. Her venom pumped into him quickly, aiding his silence. The taste and filling nature of her kill did not settle the queasy fears in her stomach as she kept thinking about Tatooine every time she thought of her Father.

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

11 DAYS (CHAPTER 98.4)

To her relief, Juna was not too late, and she did not cover her sigh. The situation before her was both what she had expected and not quite so. The curiosity of it bloomed when Enothchild disarmed herself in danger area and just sat down. She could tell he was in terrible shape, half Prophet’s doing and half his Vhinphyc self conflicting with Tatooine’s inhumanely hot environment.

But for a very short period of time that felt like it lasted an eternity, Juna could see that Enothchild was alive, and like her wedding two months ago she was actually trying to decipher if this was real or just another dream. She had felt him alive since Naboo, but none what she felt in the Force really meant anything to her anymore, and she could not really trust her eyes. How she wanted to grab hold of him, hug him, and kiss him so deeply as to breathe life and love back into him, and then listen, listen to his glorious heart. 

She could hear Enothchild’s heart beating, laboring from exertion, surrounded by overworked lungs. In spite of those conditions in his health, Juna could hear that wonderful heart, and its beat found her heart and for that moment both hearts beat as one. There had been some doubt of his life, and those doubts would forever exist until she felt his heart for herself, to finally know that he was alive.

Ironically with Prophet, Jabba, and the henchmen all around she was confronted by most of the characters she had imagined would have came two months ago to ruin the wedding, prevent its happening. The seriousness of the issue that had brought her blinded her from Enothchild’s heart at least and helped her gain much needed center. As much as she could to regroup herself on the trip to Tatooine, Juna felt less powerful than she had the previous day, however in return she had much more, clear control over herself and her powers and her mind. Many entanglements became clear, and she understood many mysteries about herself and all the others; answers she did not have the time to entertain. When it became clear to her what was at hand, that inexcusable rage that had dominated her before Enothchild had came back to life began to return. She began to tremble with hatred, and in the follow seconds that past she managed to clear her krayt dragon lightsaber from her belt.

“I knew you would come to save me.” Juna looked at Enothchild when he said that, and again she found herself completely at a lost at what he was doing. At the same time she continued to grow furious at his condition, and at the situation he was jackpotted in.

Magus Prophet looked as bad as Juna pictured him in her mind the last few days. He was clearly not the Magus Prophet that regretted ever hurting her. Even without eyes he looked upon her and hated every thing about her Dark Purity form. Even without eyes she could see his hatred and pity for her. Prophet had dealt with Naressa according to Muriel, and that meeting did not go particularly well for Prophet. The Dark Vhinech huffed and puffed, and it was not going to take much to provoke him into action even with the sunlight burning him, but the light forced him back into the shadows of Jabba’s lair.

Jabba and his henchmen found room in the large corridor to give the Vhinech as much room as he wanted in retreat. The Hutt hugged the side, almost ready to become Yabbula as he felt his own sanity drift towards irrational thought. Through the questions in his skull, Jabba wanted to escape. He could see Jango Fett and Ephant Mon were thinking the same thing, but both mercenaries were ginger in their approach to the doorway, even though there was plenty of room for all of them to pass by Juna.

Juna’s yellow eyes slowly moved from Prophet’s retreating form and she glared at Jabba. She froze the Hutt right then, right there. She began to think of the many tortures she was about to pronounce upon him for siding with Prophet, and hurting her Lover.

In the meantime, through the haze of confusion, Jabba found enlightenment in Juna’s eyes. Rather, not so much enlightenment but memory. Those eyes, he had seen such eyes before, so long ago. As long as he had lived, Jabba had seen such things that no amount of intoxicants and wealth could ever make him forget. It came to him where he had seen such eyes, and the cold-blooded Hutt felt his cold blood freeze solid. Yes, he remembered such eyes, he remembered such eyes from a female before, and he remembered what that female had done, a Human female that had made Yabbula’s insane, homicidal, torturous versions of fun look ridiculously fruitless and unworthy in comparison. He swore never to speak of that time on the planet called Myrkr, for whenever he thought about it even he, Jabba the Hutt, was disturbed for never did he believe a Human being possessed such abilities of cruelty, or the ability to enjoy inflicting the cruelty.

“Juna,” said Enothchild, which immediately brought her glowing brighter eyes back down to gleams and bring her eyes to look at Enothchild. “Jabba’s a victim in this. Let him and the others go.”

“J-Juna?” Everyone perked up on Jabba’s uttering of her name. The Juna! The Juna! Fett slowly raised his blaster. She didn’t fit the description, but last Jabba had heard she had connected with….

“There are very little victims on this diseased world, my Love,” said Juna for the first time, and when she spoke it felt like she had held her breath all the twelve-hour way from Naboo. Looking upon Enothchild she felt so much calm and peace, even in the Darkness, and the Darkness for once told her she had found what she had always desired, and needed in her life. The Dark Side blessed her with her choice in mate, which never confused her. There would be a time for tears and hugs; only anger really kept her from leaping into his arms.

Juna noted Fett’s movement, and when her eyes fell on the Fett, Mon, Jabba and his henchmen, her calm fully vanished. “When I am finished with Prophet, you are all next!”

“Juna!” Enothchild’s command brought her attention back towards him. He knew once Jabba was outside the Hutt would have free decision-making reign, and could decidedly have a ship level the townhouse. Therefore the last thing Enothchild wanted to do was give Jabba an excuse to do anything, particularly against them. “Let them be. Prophet is who you want.”

“Right,” said Juna, but she never apologized as she walked towards Enothchild, which allowed the others to flee. She wanted to help him up, but her hand froze far short from touching him completely. She remembered the last time she had touched him, and the fingertip marks on her face tingled; at the same time, she saw Enothchild in her mind casually touching her face, and unfortunately leaving those marks.

“You…” Juna stopped herself, stopping just as glaring as she stopped herself from touching him. She bit her lower lip, wondering if she would ever be close to his heart ever again.

“There will be a time for us, my Wife,” said Enothchild with a sternness that was not necessarily rough, but it was a tone that dismissed any form of sentiment. “For now it is up to you to put an end to Prophet. Only you.”

Juna looked deep in the shadows and she could see Prophet sitting in a kneeled position, head bowed, bidding his time. In her gut she felt many knots and twists at the prospect of fighting Prophet, but none of them had to do with her disfiguring defeat last year. It had to do with who they had a connection with.

“Your daughter is not here,” said Enothchild.

“I know,” said Juna quietly, turning to regard him, looking for an answer to her dilemma. “You know….about her?”

Enothchild nodded, and then he said, “He didn’t have to say who she was. I knew once I saw her. I knew when I looked into her eyes, and I saw you.” He spread his large, long legs outs to keep the cramps from locking them up. He then shook his head when she saw her look of let down. “No, Juna, she’s a victim in this as much as you were.”

“I know, because of Faradi…” Juna let the thought trail away. “But if I didn’t go to Sanctuary, Prophet would not have…”

“Second guessing,” admonished Enothchild, “only adds seconds of delay.” He jerked his head back to indicate the task at hand. He spoke to her, this time as a command, “Go, my Apprentice, and take care of the matter here and now. Do not worry about me. Once you have succeeded, I will be able to move swiftly from this place.”

Swallowing it literally down, Juna gave her Husband, her unofficial Jedi Master, a nod and moved ahead past him in a walk. With Prophet dead ahead of her, the anger returned again and grew intense with every step. The Vhinech rose but walked stalking backwards for Jabba’s main chamber. Juna allowed him that luxury; she was going to defeat him, and she didn’t care where. She kept telling herself that, that she was going to kill Prophet, she was going to kill whoever got in her way, she was going to save Enothchild, she was….

“Focus,” came Magus Prophet’s low growl in the darkness. His large form was finally revealed when he backed into the main chamber. He leapt from the door, and landed perfectly in the middle of the room. He raised his hand towards her as Juna entered the chamber, bringing her to a halt.

Prophet continued, “In order to kill me, you will need more than just focus.” He waved his hand, and the all around in the room objects and dead bodies were swept to the far reaches of the room, up against the wall. The energy Prophet unleashed was formidable, many magnitudes more than what he possessed the last time he and Juna had fought.

The demonstration of power triggered the hunger for it that Juna had long forgotten about. Not once during the trip to Tatooine did she obsess over consuming the Force from others. The personal demon was resurrected, and her body visibly quivered as Prophet’s power had cleared the room enough for fighting.

Prophet regarded her with a crane head, followed by a deep chuckle of amusement. Juna had her eyes closed but opened them when he said, “You are so much like your mother and father, my once and worshipped Temple. Your lust for power has always been transparent to me. How you had struggled for so long to hide it so deep within your former shell, behind the façade of Human righteous selflessness.”

Juna gained some composure, from reaping the after effects of Prophet’s power and from feeling their Daughter. She held her hands out and said, “I would have thought this” she indicated her Dark Side appearance, her Dark Side presence “would please you, that who cannot have this. This is me felled.”

Prophet appeared to bow to her supremacy. “On intimate levels, I will not lie to you.” He then looked at her as squarely as he could. “On the other hand I have never lied to you. The power is truly yours and yet you have not taken what I have said to heart to dispel the lies of the Black Rose!”

“Shut up!” Juna frowned and ignited her lightsaber. “You shut the hell up, Demon!”
“You still live in a shell, Juna, but now it’s the shell of your lying mother! You have finally accepted and embraced all of the Black Rose’s lies!” Prophet snickered horribly. “If Cade Hooley had did one thing correctly, it was the day he removed the best of what was the real you, to which I took, and made it my Daughter!” He ignited his lightsaber. “With my Faith we shall rule the galaxy and piss on the memory that is Juna Rapier, Daughter of Sith Heretics!”

Juna swallowed down the bile and flipped in quickly towards Prophet. She met his blade and was nearly bounced out of the townhouse, but she managed to catch herself with a spread legged landing. Up, Juna struck quickly, removing any doubt in Prophet’s mind who was going to be the aggressor in the battle. She cut inside his reach and chopped away at his weapon before Prophet could get leverage behind his strikes. She continued, right, and left, and then she crawled under his swinging left arm and ripped her lightsaber through his left arm at the shoulder. She took a few steps, turned…

It took a moment for Juna to register Prophet’s unhurt condition. At first she thought it had been some form of an illusion. Her hands vibrated, telling her that her lightsaber had cut something, and therefore she knew she had cut him. She had cut through Magus Prophet. She knew it, and therefore he should have been short one arm.

Prophet, however, just calmly turned around and spoke with empowerment. “I am impressed. I did not see your cutting strike.” He rotated his left arm, and before Juna’s eyes she saw the last traces of her decapitating cut mend together. A Vhinphyc’s name blazed off of Prophet’s dead canvass, burning bright in the Dark Side for her Sith Maiden eyes to see. “I do not need my Faith to fight my own battles, when you like your ‘lover’ are so foolish! Your husband, my Brother, and yet he still does not comprehend what I am! Your curse of me is my gain!”

Twirling her blade about, Juna brushed off Prophet’s commentary and began again. She cut in low, swung up, nearly cutting Prophet’s chin off his skull. She was nearly smacked, but at the last moment Prophet stopped himself on a warning he felt inside of himself. Juna mistook his hesitation as a sign that he still cared, slashed too deeply for her and thus just slashed, slashed, slashed, slashed, slashed, slashed, slashed, slashed at his torso until the beast took many steps back.

More names burned off of Prophet, deep in his flesh and off the core of his existence, and the wounds closed. He said to her, “It is said that females are the most adaptable of the genders. Rightly so, for as part of their submissiveness, they embrace the foolery of their better male half.” He took his free hand and brushed off his exposed torso. “Given your better male half, I have expected nothing less from you in terms of incompetence.”

Juna readied herself for another strike, and then she used the Force and tossed Prophet away from her. As the large animal sailed away she had leapt upward and was coming down to strike him down. She felt confident that the killing blow would be a head hunting cut through the Jedi Harmony region of Prophet’s Dark Side brain; the part of Force user’s mind that is directly connected to the Force, where governed thought of Force use was applied. It would be a quick and painless death, but Juna could live with that as long as it guaranteed the outcome. Given Prophet’s ability to still live, it all had to be centered on the Harmony.

Prophet rolled up to his feet and caught her lightsaber to lightsaber. He spun her weapon to try and dislodge, knowing she did not possess the physical strength to take him. She surprised him; she went the whole roll, and then again clashed against his weapon, throwing her weight and her power behind it. It wasn’t much, but enough to make Prophet wise to Juna and give her some respect. She was naturally quick, and the Dark Side made her faster, however he had expected her to be faster than she was now. The lack of skill and experience would have been the easy answer to her ‘slowness’, but though rushed in technique Juna was not hampered by those shortcomings. He was at a loss, but that loss ran short when she clipped his right shoulder, his left shoulder, and then cut the top of his pelvis.

Juna whirled back, stayed ready, and then came at Prophet again with a terrific twirling whirl, spinning like famous Twi’lek dancer Alouha Bitter, Ros Ofcheck’s mother, and at the end of the movement her lightsaber cut Prophet deep across his chest. Prophet stumbled, and she quickly stepped in and cut at his right forearm, to which his hand held his weapon, and then she spun and stabbed him deep in the crotch, pulled out, and admired her handiwork.

The wounds were no longer visible when Juna stopped. Prophet took one more step back, and then tested his right arm to make certain it worked properly. In fact, parts of Prophet’s burnt body looked healthier, but where the names of the dead burned off the flesh remained chard and disfigured and disgusting. She couldn’t quite understand how this was so, but deep inside many answers sprang forth. There were just too many answers, too much information.

Prophet growled, and missed biting her face off, and then Prophet stood up and avoided having his head removed, and then he spun into her to avoid her reverse uppercut. She turned, but one his hands had a hold of her long shirt sleeve. He threw her across the room.

Juna landed, but it was a hard landing that forced her to shut of her weapon and take the blow on her back. She nearly separated her shoulder during the roll, but she was up and almost ready. It wasn’t that she tried to reason with Prophet, nor did she care about him. She only wanted information, and her hope was that he would open his big mouth and spill where exactly Faith was.

Clearly Prophet was not going to hear any more. He snapped and snarled and stomped his foot. The foot stomp shook the town house. Juna ignited her weapon and charged instead of waited. Prophet engaged her sword to sword, and he waited for her to switch up with Invoking the Spirit. In reality Juna had tried but none of Enothchild’s or Yoda’s absorbed meanderings were coming to the surface to aide her. They were beings of light, and though she could access their knowledge base she could not just apply it in memory repetition. So Juna went with the stuff Enothchild had taught her this year. Her speed would give her all the advantage she would ever need.

Juna was in right, left, right, and up and kept charging in right, up, up, down, low, swing low, spin one-eighty, reverse one-eighty, ducked Prophet’s raking attack, jumped his tripping leg, and slipped between his legs, nipping his balls. The Vhinech was up on his tip toes in seconds. Juna was up, rearing back, using the Dark Side to guide her swing…

Prophet rolled forward; Juna kicked herself for telegraphing her attack as she missed. He stopped his roll and thrust his foot towards her. Juna back flipped, knowing any connecting blow from Prophet could seriously cripple her. He was healed, she recovered, and both came at each other at the same time.

Juna’s size disadvantage became apparent this time around. She couldn’t be effectively quick if she stayed too far away, and underhanded attacks from being too close allowed Prophet to involve another part of his lethal anatomy. Her speed was still fast, but when all he had to do was change the angle of his weapon so close to her, Prophet had little fear of Juna’s speed at the moment.

It forced Juna to make a body move, and in close proximity that was worse than turning off her weapon. She made to spin, but Prophet blocked and locked her weapon in mid-spin and he raked her back with his free hand. His claws tore open the back of her top and parts of her flesh. She reacted just enough to avoid major, deep damage. Juna was stumbling, falling, rolling, tripping and falling away from Prophet faster than Prophet could follow up. She was on all fours for a few seconds too long, probing the digs in her back at the wrong place at the wrong time. When Prophet did not come, she wondered if his obsession with her had returned and he was admiring the krayt dragon tattoo that covered her entire back.

Juna looked over her shoulder, and she caught the last moments of Prophet eyeing his hand before he saw her look at him. He charged, and Juna was up quickly and swinging to block his attack. Her wounded back limited her motions more than her tangling top. She blocked him, blocked him again, went to attack, and then diverted her attack at the last moment when she knew Prophet was going to counter the ploy. She caught him just under the chin. He responded by doing a whipping of his lightsaber back and forth before him to create distance and he lowered the weapon’s point to force Juna to not duck and attack him. She spun low and moved back long before the weapon tip began its descent downward.

Her back felt much better and Juna had a bit more vigor when she attacked at Prophet again. He took a free hand off his weapon, and immediately she knew he was faking a strike. If she committed to the free hand, he would move the hand back to the weapon and drive at her with both, powerful hands. Juna focused on his lightsaber, and easily avoided his plan B attack of a raking backhand. She stabbed him in the torso, but was quick to move as he attempted to drive her like a nail into the ground with both hands.

Spinning away, she held up her lightsaber before her and boldly said, “You’re becoming too predictable, Prophet! That’s the danger of letting a foe live to fight another day!” He was growling at her, all ready healed, and making more plans based solely on animalistic instinct. And yet, Juna could read those primal instincts, the rationales and reasonings that should be unintelligible, quite clearly as if spoken aloud. Anyone who had ever fought Prophet could never anticipate his moves ahead of time when he went into pure feral mode; not much thought went into his moves, his tactics driven by instinct.

Yet when Prophet came at her with a roar, Juna knew a hair second before he attacked what he was going to do. His lightsaber blows would have been tremendous to block if Juna didn’t know where to block them to negate his strength and leverage in the blows. She was quicker, and cutting the driving attacks very short even though the impacts still made her hands painfully vibrate; she had heard the story from Enothchild about Prophet ‘cutting through’ Ros’ lightsaber last year; by ‘cutting through’, it meant Prophet had struck Ros’ lightsaber so hard it disrupted the magnetic resonates used to maintain the lightsaber’s integrity, causing the safety trips to shut the lightsaber off -- something thought impossible to do by a living, physical force.

Though instinct driven, Juna knew immediately the moment Prophet’s instincts decided his next course of action. He charged, raked, clawed, attempted to impale, slashed left, right, spun, overhand, overhand and overhand, driving Juna back but never once coming close to touching her. His frustration and rage drove him, and Juna devoured the emotions the Animal unleashed; cold and hot fury that fueled her, allowed her to take whatever attack he unleashed, every attack she knew instinctively Prophet was going to instinctively execute. He locked blades with her, but he did not stop, and she avoided his barefooted kicks, his clawing maneuvers, his strikes, strikes, strikes, strikes, AND OH SO CLOSE overhand downward slash that he managed to unleash with weight and force. Her own lightsaber was nearly buried into her face…

Prophet struck a second time, buckling her knees and arms. He then whipped about in a reverse spin, blindly swinging…

Juna stabbed him quickly, but then she whipped her lightsaber out to block his continued, unhindered swing.

With a roar Prophet drove everything he had in the strike. Their weapons connected, and Juna’s lightsaber was ‘cut through’…

Much was a blur briefly, but when Juna opened her eyes she noted where Prophet’s lightsaber had cut partially through her lower abdomen.

But then she felt Prophet drive his horns right into her torso. Immediately, Juna felt no pain. The shock hit her, followed by the memory of Bendian Rapier being impaled the same way. During the sequence of events Juna had turned her back to Prophet, and the brute rammed his evil horns through her back, and through her body.

Time seemingly stopped for Juna as she contemplated what was happening. She still held her shut down lightsaber, the emitter burnt out from Prophet’s attack. With her left hand she reached up and felt the black tip that penetrated her sternum, and then the other that penetrated her pelvis. The next thought that occurred to Juna was how she failed, eliciting a single teardrop from her right eye.

Juna knew what her Father had felt.

The agony didn’t hit her until Prophet lifted her body up by his horns. Juna’s shriek of anguish was drowned out by Magus Prophet’s mighty roar that beat against exposed back. During the rise she felt organs pop, blood pump, and bones shatter, and then gravity pulled her down centimeter by terrible centimeter all those long moments of mere seconds she spent impaled on her greatest tormentor’s horns. She couldn’t get herself to call to the Force; she was too busy screaming, too consumed by death.

From her precarious position, her head rolled back and dangled from her body, offering her a quasi-upside down view of her surrounding environment. Juna barely could see Enothchild entering the chamber, and saw his contorted face. She reached out to him, lifting her right hand as her left arm went very numb, but he was so far, far away. Salvation clearly was out of her reach. The likes of the Sith were never granted second chances.

Prophet turned his head, and Juna renewed her screams and defeated any chance of passing out, of slowly dying. The Beast growled and snarled and said to an unmoving Enothchild, “Bare witness, my Brother by the blood of our cloned Mothers, to the fruits of your failure!”

Juna pictured what happened to her Father in her mind more than she pictured what was about to happen to her; the visual augmented by her own experiences, and from having had read the corner’s exam notes. She saw Prophet’s clawed hands coming, moving right to her middle. The nails and the fingers would penetrate her flesh. He would proceed to pull in opposite directions to tear her in half. The fingers of his left hand would penetrate her pelvic bone; the finger of his right hand would bury deep in her ribs, her sternum, and parts of her backbone; both hands hooking into the hardest parts of her body. In mere moments, she would be dead.

At that moment where retrospect was precious, Juna would welcome such death. What was left for her if she did save the day? To bare witness to the demise of the Rapier Technologies? To know of Naressa’s impending moment of death? To face her Faith, to kill her as she would have done to Magus Prophet, the girl’s father? Those were burdens she feared to face, and could not bare to deal with them. As much as death would end the dream she had rekindled with the return of Enothchild, there was solace in the fact that in death she would be with her Father. She would be in a better place with both her parents, a place where pain was mute and history was irrelevant. How she missed her Father so much, and how she wanted to be with him again. When Prophet was finished with her, she knew Enothchild would be defeated shortly. Therefore she would have all those she loved so dearly to her heart with her, perhaps in those white mountains Enothchild had dreamily talked about with awe and relish.

Juna saw the hands coming for her belly. She noted the left hand Prophet had observed just after he had tore open her back. The black claws were very blunt, the tips of the fingers oddly scarred, and so when they sunk into her white, Sith Maiden flesh it took more pressure on his part and it hurt even worse. Somehow, Magus Prophet always seemed to still find a way to cause her pain even with numbing blood loss and near death.

The pain stopped…

She exhaled, waiting for the end…

The roar split her ears…

Juna felt her body jerk….

and jerk….

and jerk….

and get painfully tossed around….and jerked some more. She felt something wrestling with her insides, and when she opened her eyes the pain was gone even as Magus Prophet howled in horror and fought with vicious vigor to pull his hands from her body. His arms ended at the wrists; his wrists were seemingly attached to her stomach, and she could faintly feel the last throes of his large and fanged fingers desperately trying to claw their way out.

Great power FILLED HER!!!!!!!!!!!!
On her inhale, Juna felt no pain and only life, even though Magus Prophet was ruthlessly throwing his body about in the attempts of getting rid of her off of him. Juna yelped in shock more than pain as Prophet pulled at his arms furiously; it was like having her own body parts being pulled ruthlessly around, and at times she thought he would still rip her in two just by all the tugging he was doing. Her body seemed to slide further down his horns, but in reality Prophet’s horns were shrinking and her exposed back attached itself to the top of Prophet’s head.

Then Juna was introduced to perhaps the worst ride of her life, worse than the ride she just took being impaled in the first place. Prophet gave up on trying to free his arms when she attached to his skull. In his maddening fury he ran full tilt at the wall. Juna couldn’t brace herself for the impact, and she blacked out upon impact….

She woke up mere nanoseconds later, feeling her broken body from the impact healed….

Prophet rammed himself into the wall repeatedly, powerfully, and each strike was not weaker than the previous. Juna had expected Prophet to have been dead based on how quickly she Force Drained the fools of Mos Essa; each individual was not so unique, they were absorbed by her within a few heartbeats, ten seconds at the maximum; those who fought back died quicker. It had been longer than anyone else, and Prophet showed only hints of losing his life.

In some ways Juna had wished she had died; the ride on top of Magus Prophet was worse than the Tumbler, the nickname for the starfighter simulator she trained in her early years has Queen of Naboo. Practices flight physics never had turns so tight or changes of direction so sudden, and of course the simulator never lets the trainee experience what a crash landing actually feels like on the body. The pilot in training was not physically directly attached to the flight frame from the inside out either. Like an animal caught in the maws of an antique trap, Prophet instinctively fought and flailed away; like any animal as long as he lived he was going to fight to the bitter end.

Meanwhile Enothchild could only helplessly watch the scene. Prophet slammed himself, but always Juna lady’s first, into anything; walls, floor, dais, hookah, dead bodies, debris, and everything else. The Jedi Master tried to use the Force to at least gauge what Juna was going through, and how much Prophet had left in him, but the Dark Side was like thick smog in his perceptions. Dark Force energy crept out of Prophet’s empty eye sockets and migrated up his arms and danced into Juna’s body where Prophet’s hands and wrists disappeared into her flesh.

Prophet rolled across the floor head first repeatedly. He then was on his feet and leapt straight up into the air, smashing Juna and then himself into the ceiling. They both momentarily hung there, but then the ceiling gave way and let them go. Debris chased them, smashed into them. Out of that Prophet sported sever damage, but Juna remained conscious and untouched; not a mark on her.

Prophet dropped to one knee…

Just as Enothchild thought Prophet was done, the Vhinech was back up. Little by little over some time small flames bearing the names of people Prophet had slain and had inked on his body burned away. Prophet proceeded to pull his arms again, trying again to desperately separate himself from Juna. He shook his massive head and kept pulling and tugging at his arms at the same time. Juna let out peeps and brief shouts of pain as she felt what were now parts of her body being pulled and twisted with great intruding force. She was the Gungan swamp ear leech, the parasite too embedded to be removed without causing great loss of blood.

Prophet’s knees buckled again and his body bent at the waist, but before Juna could ever get comfortable with victory so close at hand he stood right up again and attempted to use the Force directly on her. More of his power was drained, but she felt her body being lifted from his skull. Her skin and spin literally anchored and attached themselves to the top of the skull, and the pushing combined with the pulling tugged those important parts of Juna’s body down as the rest of her was pushed upward. The sensation was horrible, and it looked horrible to Enothchild who watched Juna’s skin on her back stretched as her body slowly inched upward.

Prophet gave up on using the Force when it just became apparent that Juna was not going anywhere. The giant again rolled across the floor to crush her. He ran head first into the nearest wall to crack her. He repeatedly did it over and over again to dislodge her, smash her, smear her…

Juna was unharmed and had become a little comfortable in her current position. The situation physically was no longer torturous to her. Mentally her conscious perceptions changed. She realized that as with all the others she had touched and absorbed not only was she draining Magus Prophet of his power she was also stealing his attributes and his knowledge and memories and traits that made him; his perspectives, what he saw at that moment as she drained him, his plans and goals and hostile dreams and what satisfied him and what he held so dear to his heart and what he could deny above all else. His was a long, difficult, terrifying, and horrible life, filled with memories of Prophet causing all the terror and horror and difficulty to others as well as to himself.

NO! I WILL NOT BE TAKEN BY YOU!

Juna almost spoke Prophet’s thought through her own mouth! She barely had a choice, could barely prevent it. To her horror she understood why: she was draining everything from Prophet, and along with Life Force was the Force of Will. Prophet’s Will was a combination of powerful intelligent thought and animalistic rationale survival, and it suddenly lumped into Juna’s mind, threatening her existence!

Panicking, Juna thought to remove herself from Prophet. She tried desperately to convince her body to let go, to detach from her prey. There was a great backlash, much from the Dark Side of the Force, a wave of disillusionment that nearly made Juna pass out. After it passed, Juna was more determined to drain Prophet, to gain all of his power, to become more powerful than ever!

The idea of Prophet inside of her in spirit roared into her conscious to counteract the promises of the Dark Side. Juna was just sickened by the thought; she found having Prophet inside of her spiritual was far worse than having Prophet inside of her physically, intimately. Again she tried to force herself off of Prophet, even as Prophet drilled her again into the ground.

The Dark Side reminded Juna that power gained was not power wasted. Prophet’s unique take on the Force was very different and in some ways far more powerful than the knowledge of the Sith that appeared in her mind as well. Combining the knowledge of both could show her the way to maintain her strength, find balance, find focus, and help her achieve full control of herself and the entire galaxy!

Juna snapped out of her Dark Side daydream and again tried to remove herself.

But it was too much. Too much power to pass and let go.

She did not want the power.

But Prophet would live if she did not take the power.

She did not want the power!

It was no her choice to decide whether she was to receive such power or not. The Dark Side had anointed her to take Magus Prophet. She was to take him!

Magus Prophet stumbled, staggered, but roared so loudly the town house shook and its walls cracked where he had not cracked them from his impacts. Parts of his body where no midi-chlorians were left fell off of him, but there was still so much of him left. It had been two minutes since he had errantly grabbed Juna to rip her apart, and seemingly there was still so much more to drain from him.

Juna was bombarded with other thoughts, feelings, emotions, and experiences that were not her own and were not from Prophet. She cried out, and she begged for it all to stop, but no matter what she did she could not stop herself from draining Prophet. As much as the feeling of joyful Dark satisfaction tingled her body with power, she was tortured mentally by the assault on her own free Will. It was so much worse than what Jurivicious Pern had done to her, so much, much worse!

Growling, his Will waning, Prophet forced himself up, eliciting strength he had never tapped before. He flipped backwards and purposely drove his head, with Juna still attached, into the ground. He rolled to his knees and proceeded to head butt the ground, over and over and over and over and over and over and over and over again. The floor smashed up made it difficult for him to stand and run, but run Prophet did to smash Juna and himself into the wall again. He backed up and repeated it three more times. Staggering back to standing up, he felt weaker, and he felt Juna’s body lower more upon his skull. Juna’s body had lowered to the bridge of his nose and had consumed the top of his skull. The energy that passed between them now bowed out and destroyed everything it touched.

Enothchild ran for cover as uncontrolled Force Lightening struck objects. The struck objects turned white hot immediately, and if struck again they exploded, showering the room in white hot matter that lethally burned and melted. Where he hid, Enothchild could feel the Dark Side literally pushing him; it took a great deal of his physical, mental, and spiritual strength to keep himself grounded. He forced himself through the space like one would if submerged in water -- The Dark Side filled the air that thickly. He peered around the corner of his hiding place behind Jabba’s dais, and though there was no bright light Enothchild was forced to squint and he found it very difficult to breathe. Still he looked, and he saw that the end was near given Juna’s body positioning when Prophet wasn’t too busy thrashing about. The Jedi Harmony region in Prophet’s Dark Side brain glowed very brightly with Dark energy, illuminating the remains of Prophet’s skull and Juna’s back where her body connected with it. It was his quick belief that once Juna absorbed that part of Prophet, Prophet’s physical control connection with the Force, the struggle would be over.

Prophet went on another flurry of rampage, striking and diving and impacting with as much imposing fury as he could. Without his Will, he would be undone; what had kept him alive throughout the many years that had past was close to no longer being his. The panic escalated the more he felt himself slipping. He did a full bull charge that had covered nearly the entire length of the chamber to hit the far wall. Prophet and Juna both struck it, the whole town house shook, but it all was surpassed by the thick, deep CRUNCHING sound that came from the impact.

Enothchild kept his calm as Prophet’s body fell to the floor; the Vhinech monster collapsed with no control over his descent. Prophet’s arms revealed compound fractures breaking the thick skin, and the middle portion of his spinal column protruded through the back, most of it falling out of the bleeding hole in pieces. Prophet had shattered the bones in his body; he could no longer physically fight. He was more drawn in than before. His face contorted and his jaw opened wide trying to get out another roar but all that came out was a choking noise. The unhinged jaw became permanently unhinged with the flesh coiling from it, and the vicious lower maw of long, sharp, retractable teeth fell to the ground. The remains of his soft tissue slowly burned away in reddish embers, flakes of skin and muscle and skin and blood tissue blowing off of him the way burning leaves would in a blowing wind. The ground slowly shook and the vibration increased in intensity, and the area where Juna and Prophet connected glowed brightly. There was then an explosion, but an explosion that was snuffled, but the shockwave from the blast, a Force blast, still knocked Enothchild hard off his feet, the impact from it and the impact with the ground nearly knocked him out.

Finally, there was peace.

Suddenly, there was hollowness.

“NNNNNOOOOO!!!!!” The roar that had erupted deep from within Faith’s empty heart through her mouth shook all of Nal Hutta! The metal halls bowed outward and away from her roar of denial. Objects and dead bodies and body parts squished under the great weight of volume.

She had accomplished the goal she had set out to do for her Father. Jabba’s palace and the array behind it was all Faith’s. Victory had been achieved so swiftly, so surely. No more than mere minutes after the last of her prey had fallen dead did Faith feel Magus Prophet’s final death throes, and his death crippled her, driving her to her hands and knees where the Sith Maiden-Vhinech relentlessly sobbed. She had never felt so weak and so helpless, not even in childhood.

He was gone. Magus Prophet was dead.

Elsewhere, far away from such happenstances, Naressa Rapier felt the same thing that Faith had. Even under her present circumstances, she could not help but smile and let it be a very happy, very relieved smile.

Her Gessa achieved victory. Bendian Rapier had been avenged. Her Gessa was close to achieving peace at last.

