CHAPTER 6.0
The stories and rumors and realities of Tatooine were like the desert: they were not endless, yet the harshness made them so. Besides the constraints of the world filled with oceans of sand and rivers of rocky canyons more than Mos Essa existed for the 'handful' of beings whose ancestors had chosen their colony poorly for settlement. Mos Essa was the last of the southern hemisphere frontier towns that had barely outlived the four other towns that had thought the cooler regions suited them best; unfortunately the Sand People felt the same way, and after the bloody massacre at the town of Tusken the others who were wise enough, or wealthy enough, and eventually strong enough to leave fled through the Junland Wastes and headed north thousands and thousands of kilometers to the northern frontier colonies: Anchorhead, Shebelus, Ag Plateau, Salt Edge, Dune Harbor, Jubahodino, Mos Espa, Mos Eura, Mos Engu, and Mos Eisley. What made these towns thrive and what kept them safe and secure was one fact above all others: spaceports. 
It was no secret why Tatooine was covered in spaceports and it was why the Hutts held domain over the world that was well outside the confines of their imperial space. The further one went from the center of the galaxy, the larger the galaxy became, and the distance between stars and the worlds that orbited them grew wider and wider. A typical short jump in hyperspace between two worlds in the Core Worlds was three hours. A typical short jump in the Outer Rim was three days. Geometrically much longer trips in the last frontier of the known Republic took weeks and in a few cases months. With that was born the idea long ago that the colonists that came to Tatooine could establish refueling and supply stations on the planet to make a living, a living essentially they never had in the first place. A sound idea, except for the fact none of them considered how much supply companies would charge to bring the good to Tatooine, a planet that was far and so too dangerously close to Hutt Space and several known pirate hot spots. After a while no one came to supply them; the risks outweighed the rewards. With no real government in place their pleas to the Republic for bail out went unanswered. 

The Hutts took over shortly after the end of the Sith War without having to fire a single blaster bolt. They had kept the planet largely ultra-democratic save for taxation, slavery, and no voting; that way the planet remained wild and untamable and property paranoia remained high to keep the people from joining together to become united; it helped that they were dirt poor to begin with. With Hutt Space so close it was rather easy to rule Tatooine as it was to supply it, but more importantly it gave the Hutts two major ports for smuggling operations along with the smuggler's moon of Nar Shaddaa, thus it made it twice as hard for any Republic Navy-Jedi countersmuggling operations to keep one eye on either one. Also the spaceports of Tatooine had naturally legitimate legal operations for existing with their refuel and supply capabilities for non-criminal enterprises. So the Hutts made money on both legal and illegal fronts -- although smuggling and piracy made them significantly richer for those who ran the planet.
Although it was controlled by the Hutts Tatooine rarely needed a direct Hutt presence there all the time; they typically appointed a lackey as a Prefect. After a while it didn't hurt to re-establish the realities of their rule, especially when the Prefects began to send less tribute to the Hutt Lords or the people began to talk about having more freedom than they had all ready. That was when it was time for a Hutt presence. 

But that was not why Jabba the Hutt was there, in the largest of all the Tatooine port towns Mos Eisley, in his luxury town house that stood tall and consumed the middle of the heavily populated town of pick pockets, thieves, murderers, rapists, and a long line of starving beggars trying to sell things that other beggars couldn't buy. Granted the Desilijic Clan had Baron Rights over the planet and rights to all the duties collected on it. He was here because he was more or less exiled by his two-timing, backstabbing, opportunistic Huteta of the clan, his uncle Yabbula; the brother of his father Zorba, who he had replaced as Clan Lord, and who had used Jabba's own plot to retire his father against him. Jabba had to do something to save his father and the family clan after Zorba's last gamble twelve years ago to side and supply the Vhinech Order's war against the Republic blew up in his face when the Nubian colony of Evramora did, so it helped to have those transactions so visible to law enforcement. However Zorba wised up to the plan and told the Council of Lords everything, and in return to spare him, Jabba, and the clan he appointed Yabbula Clan Lord, or Huteta. Taking the job his father offered him, Jabba knew he bought himself some time; Yabbula's ambitions were just as bad as his insanity.

Although in exile -- and there was no mistaking that fact with the lack of communication with other Hutts inside and outside his family clan -- Jabba was not far enough away. He now sat in his very decorative throne room, waiting impatiently for Yabbula to transmit from Nar Hutta, paying him tribute every month. The Clan Lord was four hours late, and that bugged him to no end; especially since Jabba had sent all of his dancing slaves away to get de-liced -- sand lice was painful to get, and he wasn't about to throw away thousands of credits worth of beautiful talent. Clearly his anger was apparent because none of the aliens in the room that figuratively -- sometimes literally -- kissed the end of his tail dared say anything too loud; they didn't want to give him a reason to quench either his anger or his boredom. That included even his most trusted allies.

Not far from Jabba's left stood Ephant Mon; odd, yes, that his name was also the name of his species, but then again no one could even begin to pronounce his real name in his normal tongue. Those who tried or were stupid enough to ask why he went by his race name were introduced to why no one should ask Ephant Mon stupid questions in the form of his brute strength. The worse of them got a healthy dose of Mon's grotesque head-face, which nearly took up all six feet of his height. He was Jabba's extended muscle and most secured confidant as well as his best friend; they've run guns together for a long time and got into a lot of scrapes on purpose just for the hell of it, and Mon never complained when Jabba initiated most of them.
To Jabba's right stood his majordomo Ky Bucku, a middle-aged Human male cybernetic organism from the planet Lindersought-Be'culin-Pe'u-PA343292023, in the Techno Guild region of the Republic; the planet's oddball name was due to the business transactions concerning its ownership -- there were many planets like that in the Techno Guild, even with longer names. Bucku, like many who sought great wealth in the Guild, sold his humanity and flesh for cybernetic implants in order to function with the upper class, apparent visibly with his robotic glowing green eyes, his metallic ears, and his robotic right arm with a hand that had several input and output arrangements that were similar to an astromech droid. Backu came into Jabba's favor three years ago when he was part of some minor 'trade' negotiations by correctly translating what Jabba had said whereas Jabba's protocol droid continued to screw up the accent translations; Backu's ears had deciphering capabilities and his backup brain held over six million forms of communication. Backu was an expensive catch, but well worth it.
And when Backu spoke, he didn't sound Human; he sounded more lifeless than any droid. "[Master Jabba, forgive my intrusion. Guards at the gate are informing me of a delivery being made by a courier.]" He paused, putting a finger to his right ear as if listening. He was: his ears contained comlink capabilities. Again he said in Huttese, "[It is postmarked for Dagger Serpentine, the Domain of Jabba the Hutt, Mos Eisley]."

Jabba rumbled in amusement, which froze his captive audience and ceased their constant talking. The last surviving Serpentine had all ready left for Nal Hutta, half drunken on both booze and sorrow, and personally Jabba hoped the peon would crash the family ship, the Slickster, right into Yabbula's brand new mansion; particularly right where Yabbula was at in the place. He didn't even have respect for Sword Serpentine or for any of Yabbula's crew.
Alas, there was a package addressed for Dagger. Since he wasn't here, it was only prudent to open it. Jabba ordered, "[Have it scanned top to bottom, and then bring it in. And I mean top to bottom]."

It wasn't long after the orders were given that the package was brought in by one of Jabba's Gamorrean guards; a brutish, pig-faced race that had a love for battle and little brains to speak of. He stood in the middle of the floor before Jabba's mobile dais and showed him a rather banged up metal container. It appeared has if the Gamorreans took their massive ax weapons, pounded it, and considered that a through scan. A few of the scum in the crowd laughed at the sight of it.
Jabba bellowed and said, "[Backu, take it and open it]."

Backu looked stoically at Jabba with no hint of fear on his face or really in his voice, but it was in his words; he didn't speak in Huttese, but in Basic. "My Lord, I stress caution. Although the guards may have determined that it is not a bomb," that caused more of the beings in the audience to laugh; "the air tight seals have not been broken. It may contain a divunox nerve gas pellet."

Backu had a point, but only because he was thinking about himself more than he was thinking about Jabba. Jabba had lived many years and it all came down to one constant he found repeated in all beings: the selfish preservation of their own lives. If it was a trap, and it wasn't divunox, then it was all about Backu dying; he was, after all, still leaving tissue despite his artificiality. Divunox could kill a Hutt, but divunox was expensive and too volatile to handle. He was so far out of the loop these days Jabba didn't even hear a fart wrong about him from his spies. And if this was Yabbula's way of killing him it was…lacking originality. Yabbula would want his death to be something special, but it hadn't reached that point yet, even if his uncle was crazy and did homicidally insane things for no reason.
"[If you should perish, Backu, I promise not to use you for spare parts, my most loyal majordomo]," Jabba assured him with a chuckle. "[Now open the damn package]."

"Yes, my Vastness." Backu gave him a low bow and went to the package, and carefully opened it. Everyone had heard Backu's warning and held their breaths; literally, they held their breaths until they were blue, or whatever passed as a lack of oxygen shade for their respected species. 

Nothing happened, and Backu reached in and pulled out a holstered blaster….

Ephant Mon whipped out his long blaster in sudden response, but did not fire. It seemed as if everyone else in the room also drew a blaster. Before Backu could even say anything a metallic cable wrapped around his brown and gold robed body and pinned his arms tight to his torso. The source of the cable was from the shadows behind everyone else, far from Jabba's dais. 

Jabba was impressed by how easily everyone that wasn't authorized to have a blaster actually had one and thundered, "[ALL WEAPONS DOWN! NOW!]" When the others slowly did, Jabba looked on into the shadows with a proud gleam in his eyes. "[I pay Backu too much to betray me] Jango. [He is smart enough to save his own hide, but not dumb enough to double cross me with some lame trick]."
The metallic line around Backu slackened, released him, and recoiled back to its point of origin. From the shadows stepped a man in bright, silvery armor that had no business vanishing in the dark, decorated with weapons and gadgets that either crippled or killed. A handful of beings gasped as they recognized the armor configuration, the helmet, and the insignia on his shoulders. Even Ephant Mon even made a noise of disbelief mixed with slight displeasure. 

Jabba just laughed heartedly at his friend when he looked at him and said, "[Do not be alarmed] Mon. Jango Fett [was just happening by looking for a possible job]."
Mon didn't hide his displeasure at all. "Are you kiddin'? The man's a Mandalore."

"What about it," Fett said coldly and metallically through the speaker mic of his helmet.

"Your kind can't be trusted, terrorist," Mon sneered back, clutching his long blaster. "Let's just say I've had some dealings with your kind in the past."

Jango wasn't impressed. "Then you were dealing with pretenders. You would be dead if you went up against the real thing. Besides, if you had, they deserved to die if they lost to someone as pathetic as you. Maybe you cheated them, maybe you didn't. But as long as I get paid," he shook his head, crossing his arms, "we're not going to have any problems."
Jabba was deeply impressed with Jango Fett when he first laid eyes on him, which was only a few hours ago. The Mandalore Warriors raised hell in the Republic a few centuries ago, and then again about forty years or so ago during the Mid Rim Conflicts when a collected group of them lead terrorist attacks on several planets. Their greatest victory was over the Republic response that was run by the Senate after Fleet Admiral Cade Hooley stepped down because he wouldn't follow the Senate's orders; Hooley would later become head of the Mersaders Conglomerate, and then the Fleet Admiral of the MerCon-Vhinech combined naval forces. The Mandalores lost horribly in the end to the legendary Headbangers, seven entities including their leader Nadja Moranna that ended a six month long armed conflict in five days.
Whether or not he was a true Mandalorian was not clear, but he had heard enough about the Mandalore Warriors and the -- presumably -- young man fit their profile. He raised his hand to Mon and said, "[Easy, Old Friend. You will see. Jango will be a valuable asset]."
"I'm nobody's asset," Fett said coldly. He stepped back and it appeared he was still eyeing Backu. The cyborg actually looked flummoxed as he picked up the blaster belt, walked over, and carefully offered it to Jabba.

The Hutt took it and immediately recognized the Caldaus Smooth Bore Model Beta blaster pistol; to confirm, he counted the etched in notches on the handle. Now he was so certain, and the humor of it was too hard to contain. The rumble of his laugh boomed with bass and shook those close to him.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhh, [this is truly Dagger's blaster]." Jabba let out another series of Ho's and Ha's. "[This girl he was afraid to fight is so very bold, sending him back the blaster she borrowed to slaughter his family]." Thrilled, he then noticed Backu removing a slip of paper from the container. His eyes bulging, Jabba fought with every fiber of his being trying not to loose control in hysterical laughter. "[No, Backu! Do not tell me! She wrote a note]!"

Without a shred of humanity it was lost on Backu, but he did indeed open the folded paper, read it briefly, and said, "She did, my Lord."
Jabba just laughed and it was infectious; the others in the room in the mood for something funny and not their deaths joined in. He took the note from Backu, and found a very, very short, to-the-point message: I am sorry.

"[FORWARD THIS]!" Jabba bellowed in glee, wading up the note and throwing it back at Backu. As the cyborg took the blaster belt, the note, and the container away to carry out his order, Jabba just continued on his rant. "[I'm sure Serpentine is still on Nal Hutta]!" He looked over to Ephant Mon and mused, "[That made my day! Have you ever seen anything like this? She wasted Sword, Wald, Scimitar, and Gladius. Wasted them! Head shots all! She did it with Dagger's blaster, and THEN, and THEN, sends the blaster back and says she sorry! Who the hell is this girl]!"
"Never seen anything like it," mumbled Mon, slight smile on his hard, large face. "Why don't you send Fett out to fetch her?"

Oh, Mon did know how to make something so intriguing even more so. The thought was so damn tantalizing and could prove whether or not the girl was for real. Honestly, Jabba had his doubts about what actually occurred down in Mos Essa. One girl against four armed men would have been one thing, but Jabba had to admit one girl besting four noted killers with noted lightening fast reflexes and deadly accuracy was another. He had seen their skills during different times, and even if they were all half drunk she would have been outrageously lucky to just kill one of them. It wouldn't seem possible to believe even from Dagger's lips if it weren't for the various other witnesses that told the story too once he conducted his own interrogations. Even then…
The intrigue ended when Backu returned and announced, "[Lord Jabba, Lord Yabbula is hailing us]."

Jabba didn't hide his sigh of disappointment, although he doubted very much that Yabbula could completely ruin his good mood. "[Very well. EVERYONE SHUT UP]!" They did as they were told, and those around Jabba pull themselves away so the holotransmitter could only pick him up. A few moments later, the holographic playing diode emitted a light from the screen, producing a full size holo of Yabbula the Hutt. Yabbula was far too distinct as far as Hutts went with his mismatched eyes and his rather 'thin' appearance. What made him stand out was his appetites other than food, and it creped even other Hutts out. "[Greetings, Clan Lord]."
"[My Little Nephew]," Yabbula bellowed with a heaping amount of sweetness meant to belittle Jabba, for he knew he wasn't alone. "[I have received your tribute for the month, but that is now why I call. Tell me, and be honest with me Nephew: did you hire that woman to kill my favorite killer? Do tell, Jabba]."

Jabba was really amused; it appeared as if Yabbula didn't have a clue: good. "[I swear I had nothing to do with what happened to the Serpentines, Yabbula]." He just loved to call Yabbula by name. "[Apparently they tripped and fell into the lap of the convenient wrong woman]."

"[Well that is not what I heard, Nephew]." Yabbula looked at him sidelong in disapproval. "[It was a rather ugly looking girl, who borrowed young Dagger's blaster after Sword had dared her to fight him. From there, she took the rest who were armed meaning to kill her. Am I to assume your information of what occurred is inaccurate]?"

"[I was being merely sarcastic, Yabbula]," said Jabba, happy with himself.

"[I see]." Yabbula chuckled lightly. "[So tell me sarcastically: what was Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch doing on Tatooine, and why did he leave Tatooine alive]?"

The room was silent, but it became more so. Jabba's large eyes shot over to Mon; the large alien just shrugged his shoulders. Turning to Backu, the majordomo looked just as perplexed. Jabba felt his good vibrations stop vibrating. "[Sarch? Here]?"

Yabbula suddenly laughed and pointed his finger at Jabba. At first, for some strange reason, Jabba thought he was just bamboozled into a joke at his expense. "[Ah Jabba, Jabba, Jabba,]" of course, he should have know better, "[you are the king of sarcasm! Not only was Sarch in Mos Essa LAST NIGHT!!! But he wasn't alone. Two others were with him, and they were asking questions about our new, little, feminine gunslinger. Any idea whatsoever who they were]?" 

"[Stands to reason if I was not aware of Sarch's presence then it would be foolhardy of me to guess]," Jabba bemoaned. He had a feeling that Yabbula knew, and it just pushed his button when the psychopath played these games.

"[Foolhardy? Well, you are half right when it comes to that statement explaining yourself]." Yabbula said it without his smugness. Obviously he wasn't amused by this. 

Jabba wasn't either; the last thing any Hutt wanted was a Jedi snooping around them. Question was why the Vhinphyc Jedi Master was back in the Hutt territories. Still, he wanted to know about the other two. "[Who were the two that were with him]?"
Yabbula looked at him exasperated. "[That's why I asked you]!"

There was times when Jabba wanted to just kill someone for the sake of relieving his frustrations; this was one of those times. Yabbula was coherent when it came to the state of questionable insanity. "[You mean you don't know]?"
"[Well DUH]!"

Jabba bit back both his sigh and his ready to explode colorful opinions. He thought through his anger and for a few moments he firmly believed that Yabbula did know who was with Sarch. His uncle did have that uncanny knack of knowing when someone was being critical of him or those associated with him without him being in the room; or it was paranoia, and thus those Yabbula killed by sitting on them were victims of circumstance. Or this was a way to humiliate him because Yabbula knew that Jabba wasn't alone. In this, the Huteta had the upper hand; again no one from Mos Essa had told him about Sarch or his companions being on Tatooine last night.

"[Perhaps]," Jabba said to break the silence, "[he was with two other Jedi]." It was then he was struck with sudden inspiration. "[Since the gunslinger left with that fool Besirmesserresuron, perhaps they feel she is connected with him. The Jedi Order would be interested in having a chat with Besirmesserresuron in regards to finding his ship so deep in Hutt Space]." He noted Yabbula's body shifts, recognized a sudden nervousness. It wasn't because of the Jedi possibly investigating Besirmesserresuron; it was about the ship's cargo and who it was from, or supposedly from. "[Sarch is the head investigator in all of their critically important cases. Knowing what I know, this qualifies]."
Yabbula made a noise to suggest he was amused. "[This is just too perfect. I am such a genius! Now I can have Sarch position himself into a trap of his own making]!" He turned his attention back to Jabba. "[Sure up your intelligence gathering, Jabba, and then I want you to offer payment for any information on the continuous whereabouts of Enothchild Sarch. I want to know where he is. And pay more if they can get information on what exactly he is doing]."
Jabba gave him a short nod and asked, "[Do you want me to use the funds from our special accounts]?" The special accounts were like petty cash for the family to use, so no one used their own wealth.

"[No, your part of the monthly shares will suffice]," beamed Yabbula. "[Don't use the special accounts. In fact I will be freezing them today]."

The gorge in his throat was just about to explode along with his anger. Jabba received a cut, a small one at that, of all he collected for Yabbula's monthly tribute. He wanted him to take it out of his pile? "[It is a long wait for monthly tribute, Yabbula]."
"[No it isn't. Go collect it. I expect it by the end of this week]."

Jabba shot a look at Backu, who looked just as equally alarmed. They had just sent the tribute in last week. "[My Lord, if I am not mistaken you received my tribute all ready]."

"[I know I did. Now I want a monthly tribute every week. Ninety percent should be sufficient]."

"[NINETY]!" bellowed Jabba. Everyone in the room found some space to make themselves less obvious. Even the fearsome Jango Fett inched his way back into the shadows. "[I CAN'T GIVE YOU NINETY PERCENT OF A MONTH'S WORTH OF REVENUES EVERY WEEK! THESE FARMERS AND FOOLS DO NOT MAKE THAT MUCH AS IT IS! HOW THE SMECK AM I SUPPOSE TO PULL THAT OFF]!"

Yabbula let loose a jovial chuckle that put everyone in Jabba's throne room on edge. Then he said, "[Oh very well, eighty]." That was still nearly impossible, and the Clan Lord sensed that from his nephew. He just folded his hands in front of him and said, "[You are the smart one, Jabba. You will think of something]." Without warning, Yabbula ended the transmission. 

Jabba sat there for a very long time, his breathing the only thing he wanted to hear; it came out in hard, heavy, and hot. He couldn't believe his luck, or his day; it went from great to sour. He was going to do what Yabbula wanted him to do, but all ready he was thinking how he could use what he will learn to his advantage. Anything he could learn from Sarch, from this plan Yabbula had hatched, right down to this female newcomer with a hot hand: he was going use them all to get himself out from under his Uncle's rot.

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

CHAPTER 6.1

A short time later, far away on Nal Hutta, within the confines of the Desilijic Family Palace, the representative from Black Sun arrived with his hands clasped neatly behind his back and not one shred of protection of any kind to speak of, even outside; as a representative of Black Sun that was all the protection he needed. Then again to Paskin Rousch this was a 'friendly' meeting to go over some disturbing news. Alexi Garyn, the head of Black Sun, had sent him himself; that gave Rousch a criminal organization's form of diplomatic immunity, one the Hutts would not violate.
After escorted past the heavy weaponry and just as heavy looking alien guards the Human Rousch was scanned for weapons one last time and showed through a door. This was his first time in a Hutt palace, and it was quite impressive; grander than a couple of homes within the Black Sun realm. There was an emphasis on width; rooms were wide and not tall; Hutts never stood more than seven feet in general height from base of belly to top of head. The décor was not meant for bipedal entities; no chairs, no tables, and the lack of shelving, stools, and stands emphasized the Hutt didn't have feet.
It was not long that Rousch was suddenly in the presence of a female Twi'lek; aliens the Hutts enslaved on a daily basis, with their telltale head-tails, called lekku, their biological giveaway. What caught him a bit off guard was her matter of attire; Hutts were known for their…vices with other female species in terms of lack of clothing. She was covered almost lekku to toes in an ultra-clinging black body suit that betrayed her highly toned, graceful body; putting emphasis on every delicate curve. She was pretty, but could have been very beautiful if she didn't look so used and had what appeared to be a branded mark that cover nearly all the surface of her face; the mark -- the letter sound 'YU' in the Hutt alphabet -- was a permanent burn scare caused by heated metal. There was no uprightness to her, no strength of will.

"Please follow me, Mister Rousch," she said delicately, quietly, and very carefully; she feared offending him. He followed along, stealing a glance a few times on her buttocks; the suit was doing its intended job, emphasizing the Twi'lek's natural 'assets'. 
The slave girl led him to a large blast door that opened with her approach with sudden, jump-to-light speed force. It closed with just as much speed with a tremendous THUD, causing Rousch to figuratively jump out of his skin when the breeze lifted the part of his tightly trimmed, thinning hair. It was clearly one of the many measures of how truly paranoid Yabbula the Hutt was: a heavy blast door moving that fast was meant to stop a Jedi.
Yabbula was easy to find, lying in the center of the luxurious room, his long body being massaged by eight more slave girls of various species that shared in the Twi'lek's state of dress, state of physical shape, and state of mind. He was an old Hutt, yet he was not overly large in terms of mass; one would have thought in such terms that Yabbula, for a Hutt, was anorexic. Rousch could barely see past the partially closed eyelids; his right eye was a milky white and he couldn't see out of it; a telltale lightsaber scar running down either side of the eyelids top to bottom.

The Twi'lek bowed deeply, never rising as she spoke. "Forgive my intrusion, All Mighty and Powerful Yabbula. The Provider of My Well Being. The Keeper of My Life. My True Will That I Obey. The honorable representative from Black Sun, Paskin Rousch, is here to see you."

Sighing with deep regret, Yabbula raised his upper body to the too familiar Hutt standing position and clapped his hands once. The slave girls stopped massaging them and fell hard down on their knees, staring forever at him, awaiting his commands, or a reward. 

Rousch was not amused or really impressed. He noted the sigh. "I hope I'm not interrupting something far more important than business, Yabbula."

Yabbula licked his mouth opening with his overly large, purple tongue and said, "Pleasure always trumps business in my eye."
"Well, I never knew you spoke Basic," said Rousch in genuine surprise.

"Often I must lower myself down to standards that are totally wrong for any Hutt to endure," Yabbula remarked dryly. "I am sure your spies have told you that."

Rousch's eyes flashed for a moment, but his pride for the organization he represented kept him from becoming unprofessional. Also the Hutt had hit too close to the mark all too well. Twice in fact. "No chitchat. The others have said you were different. In that case, this won't take up too much of your precious time."

Putting his hands behind him, Rousch's demeanor became more serious. "My leader would like to know why a smuggler, a Pasulnamu named Belt Besirmesserresuron, had high quality goods that belong to us with him in your territory. A smuggler I may add the Hutts have used a quite a bit."
Yabbula just eyed Rousch with his good eye and said, "To let you know, I would like to know why too. Why a smuggler who had declared allegiance to my people was under Black Sun's employment?"

"That is rather amusing. You are blatantly suggesting we have a true rogue smuggler in our trade?" The whole idea was more appalling than amusing to Rousch. "We value our secrecy, Lord Yabbula. We wouldn't employ anyone so bumbling to handle our property, let alone property that was traceable back to us."
"Amusing? Let's try something else that's even more amusing." Yabbula let his body stand taller to show how aware he was of the conversation. "It's called the truth. Interested in playing?"

Rousch frowned deeply and said, "What on Coruscant are you talking about?"

If he could smile Yabbula would; alas Hutts had no true lips or lip folds. Yet he generated the aura of smiling with the widening of his eyes and irises. "Three weeks ago I was approached by a male Aznati named L'legu to run some merchandise. Turns out the starting point was Coruscant. The finishing point, however, was to be transmitted at a later date and time once said merchandise had reached a certain point along the way. That certain point became the very spot where the Republic, in my people's space I must insistently add, engaged the ship and took possession of the merchandise. So tell me, Rousch, and please tell me the truth for I respect your organization: does Black Sun know they have a lieutenant in their organization named L'legu? Be honest: your answer will be what I take to the rest of the Clan Lords in this Empire."

There was a moment of still contemplation on Rousch's behalf. His eyes left Yabbula and moved about; he wasn't looking at the back sides of the semi-lovely slaves at any time. He said, "Before I answer, Yabbula," he finally looked at him, "I would like to know why Sword Serpentine was involved in this?"
This time an eerie silence was all there was from Yabbula. It was one that caused the slave girls to noticeably shake in fear, a fact Rousch picked up immediately. Apparently bad things happened when their master grew silent.

"Sword Serpentine? One of my own?" Yabbula finally questioned, totally dumbstruck. "In what way?"

Rousch smiled just a fraction. "You are right: L'legu was a lieutenant in our Organization. Strangely enough," he paused to reflect, "we haven't been able to find L'legu anywhere to ask him any questions. But he was careless; he took notes. You know how wrong it is in our business to leave notes lying about. Someone could just come by and read them." He crossed his arms, ready to volley. "Serpentine's name was on a piece of true paper, in L'legu's handwriting. Any suggestions why your killer's name was on that paper, Yabbula?"
"Perhaps," Yabbula volleyed back, "my champion was going to double cross me."

"After all these years? Really?"

Yabbula just put his hands in front of him and mused, "So, we're actually left in a bind here, are we not? There seems to be no clear answers. L'legu seemed to hire Besirmesserresuron to run merchandise to where he would get caught. Now L'legu and Besirmesserresuron is nowhere to be found." Before Rousch could say anything, he threw in for good measure, "And my champion and his three of his brood were killed. He may have had all the answers. A shame he is dead. He could have clarified everything on Black Sun's end."

Rousch's lips curled down bitterly, and he spat out, "Even on your end as well, Yabbula."

"Yes. That is true too."

Both beings stared at one another for a considerable amount of time. It appeared that Rousch wanted to accuse Yabbula directly of something far more devious. Yabbula was ready to insist that it was nothing more than a Black Sun conspiracy. Such bantering would have been appropriate for politicians in committee or two drunks in a bar struggling over who bumped who on the way to the fresher. Rousch feared little here, for he had Black Sun to back him up. Yabbula had an entire empire of Hutts looking for any excuse to go to war at that moment with anyone; they weren't happy with the current value of the illegal trade, for demand was pathetically low.
However restraint and innuendo were just as effective as a battleship waylaying a continent barren for the time being. Both knew better; they might as well go with it. This was how the game was going to be played.

"Well then," said Rousch with a tone of fake satisfaction. "I will tell Mister Garyn what you have said. Perhaps we were a bit hasty in assuming all the facts."

"Indeed," said Yabbula, sounding hurt. "You are Human, so I am sure you have heard of the saying that goes….how does it go….'assume makes an ass out of U and Me'?"

"There's another that reflects the correlation between holes and opinions, Lord Yabbula," sneered Rousch, replacing it with a tight lipped expression a second later. "Oh, before I forget: where is young Dagger Serpentine? Perhaps he knew of his father's plans."
"I am not his keeper, Rousch, so I do not know," said Yabbula plainly.

"Curious. That now makes three individuals involved in this misunderstanding gone missing." Rousch shrugged his shoulders. "He could be hunting down Juna."

Yabbula's eyes flickered when the name came out. Rousch say it, and said, "Juna? The girl who killed your champion and his brood? Surely you knew of her name by now? It's all over the fringe."

"No." Yabbula was clearly annoyed. First Enothchild Sarch, Nadja Moranna's husband, was snooping around Tatooine asking questions. Now everyone else, and not just Black Sun, knew the name of the female gunslinger that removed most of the Serpentines from his control. "Juna is her name, eh. Is that her first name or last?"

Rousch shrugged his shoulders. "No one knows for sure. It sounds so fake though on the face. You see the Ancient Corellians used to worship many gods, and Juna was the name for the goddess of love. We've checked Republic records: there have been over ten thousand females named Juna in the past twenty-five years. Out of all of them there is one of historical note, a Nubian." He shook his head. "But this isn't her."
Yabbula smiled internally; at least Black Sun didn't have all the answers. "You sound so disappointed."

"Aren't you?" Rousch's retort was not translatable at first. "I mean whoever she is she would make a great asset. If she was here right now I would hire her on the spot. She proved herself to me impressively: she took out the four fastest guns in the galaxy." Then he added a period statement of fact. "Your four fastest guns." He then looked off dreamily and said, "Of course by eliminating some dead wood off your books, Yabbula, she would be the perfect replacement for champion. Young and lethal." He looked at Yabbula and said slyly, "Kind of makes me wonder…."
Rousch waved the thought off and said, "Well, never mind. I must be going. Thank you for your time."

"It was my time to give, Rousch," said Yabbula slightly upbeat. He looked to the Twi'lek who saw the Human in. "Plaything, please see him out."

"Thank you for such a tremendous responsibility, my Lord," she said gratefully. She offered Rousch her arm to escort him, but he kept his hands and any more opinion he had to himself all the way to the door.
Yabbula watched the man with keen eyes of weariness, and waited for him to totally vanish from his sight before looking at a Rodian female. "Plaything, go bring me Dagger. I will be in chambers." 

The Rodian repeated the same words as the Twi'lek slave and did as ordered. It wasn't long before the young man Yabbula requested entered the chamber in question, where the Hutt usually conducted his business affairs; like all visitors, Dagger was unarmed. All the slaves took a double kneeling position on either side of a long, red carpet that lead to Yabbula's floating dais. Dagger walked past them in a hurried pace, anxious with anger, stopping hard a few feet from Yabbula's turned body; Yabbula was looking at something in amongst the pillows of his dais, but knew who he wanted was here. 
Speaking in Huttese, Yabbula said, "[I just wasted valuable time with a representative from Black Sun] Dagger. [Would you like to know what we discussed]?"

"I could give a womp rat's ass what you two talked about," chided Dagger, speaking in a tone that was all too familiar with the Serpentines that began with his father. "If it had anything to do with that bitch that killed my family, then maybe I would care."

Yabbula turned slightly towards him and thundered, "[Enough about that talk, you idiot! I cannot believe your father hired] Besirmesserresuron! [Now look where we are]!"

Dagger pointed hard at Yabbula. "Hey, you told my Dad to find a guy that could smeck up a mess and he did. How he to know that One-Eyed idiot was was going to mess it up the way he did. We had him you know? We had him! But if it weren't for that girl-."

"[That you didn't bother to kill when you had the chance]!" Yabbula yell caused his playthings to shriek in fear and whimper, but its desired affect of making Dagger take a step back worked. "[And what exactly kept you from killing] Besirmesserresuron [after she left, eh? Tell me! Make me understand]!"

"I dunno, I just….I just couldn't get around to doing it." Dagger stepped back towards Yabbula. His hand momentarily reached for the blaster that was not there on his right hip. "Don't throw your mistakes on me! This was all your idea! Not my Dad's. Not my Brother's! Yours! Now I want to know what you're going to do to make it right for me! I want this ugly chick and I want her dead!"

Yabbula blew out of his a heavy, hot, smelly wind that equaled his anger from his large nostrils in response to the young man's grade school temper tantrum. The disrespectful Human didn't back down, his hand itching to draw his blaster, his heart wanting satisfaction, and thus his unchecked emotions getting worse and worse. The Hutt put a heavy hand on Dagger's shoulder and gave him a good shake.

"I understand you, my Boy," said Yabbula in Basic. "It is hard to accept what has happened. It makes you vulnerable, and no man I have ever met has ever said they enjoyed living with that feeling. It makes you feel inferior. It makes you feel period." He turned and spat a rather large, greenish ilk from his mouth that hit the floor with a very audible SPLAT, scaring the nearest slave to tears and near vomiting. "Feelings are for females. Let them find a shoulder to cry on. A man like yourself…no. You: you don't think. That's good, my Boy. No. No, you are a man. A man that wants blood. I like that, Dagger. I want that from you. I will not deny your desire for revenge."
Yabbula let go of his shoulder. "However what comes first is me. You will understand this, and if you don't then I do not have a use for you. Especially now, with Black Sun looking for you." Dagger's mouth opened slightly. "Do not worry: so long as you obey me, Dagger, they will never touch you. But you must obey me to the letter, especially now. My plans are being altered by circumstances, but thanks to Besirmesserresuron it still has the desired effect I was looking for. Perhaps even more so." 

His large eyes suddenly brightened as he looked at the opening to the room. "AH U’ger!" Dagger turned to see the old bounty hunter U’ger Faust walk in wearing his business best that always turned fringe types' stomachs. "Your timing is always impeccable."

"My Lord and Friend," said Faust with a clicking heel salute and a little head bow. "I would never keep you waiting." He noted Dagger. "Sorry to hear about you father and brothers, Dagger."
"Stuff it, walrus man," barked Dagger, referring to Faust's white, bushy, long mustache. "You wouldn't piss on my old man if he were on fire."

Faust looked very confused, but waved it off and turned his attention back to Yabbula. The Hutt asked, "What have you heard in the Bounty Hunter's Guild?"

"There is no hint of a bounty on Besirmesserresuron," said the old hunter from Darkknell. "I take it Black Sun was here? I passed a man in a good suit on the way up here."

"Yes, and he didn't mention a bounty either," said Yabbula rather annoyed. 

"So do you think they know?"

"Yes, but they want to hear it from Besirmesserresuron. By not putting a bounty on him, Black Sun feels he will come to them. That is if he knew for sure what he was carrying." Yabbula looked at Dagger and asked, "Did he know?"

It took a few seconds for Dagger to notice the question. He glared between the waiting Yabbula and Faust, who was sniffing the air and making a face. Dagger said, "All my Dad told him was to pick up the crates and take them to the coordinates. He didn't tell him to abandon ship. We went through L'legu, and he tipped off the Republic as planned."

Yabbula made a loud noise and said in Huttese, "[Yes, as planned except for the idiot taking notes. He didn't tell me about that]." He moved towards his dais and peered in it. "[But he was still useful nonetheless]."
Dagger and Faust moved up towards the dais and looked down in the middle of the pillows just as the smell hit their noses. Serpentine stepped from one foot to the next, while Faust turned slightly pale and covered his mouth with a fancy handkerchief as the crushed, flattened, and rotting corpse of what appeared to be an Aznati filled their eyes. One of the other pleasures Yabbula loved to pursue was laying on a smaller entity. The possibilities were endless: would his weight crush them to death slowly, or would they suffocate as they tried to breathe in his leathery flesh forced in their face. He often recited the many times he used this 'neat trick' because it was always different, how it changed in results even it were the same kind of species from one time to another. Often Yabbula would forget about them, or so he told the others. A slave girl 'found her way' under him once, and he didn't move for weeks. When he did the smell was terrible, and worse the rest of the slave girls not only cleaned him knowing how he gained the smell of rot but they had to go unearth their departed sister from her death place.
Yabbula chuckled and said about the body, "[Yes, L'legu was very useful. Told me a great deal once his precious 'soup' flowed out of his check folds]." He looked at his two henchmen, drawing their attentions. "[L'legu was Black Sun's encryption and encoding chief. He wrote all their codes, and it is a lot; too much to correct in a short amount of time. Alexi Garyn threw all his encoding eggs in one basket, and because of that it will take the organization months, even years to change their cloak and vibroblade system. The fool: now I know every single name of every Black Sun employee, whether they know they work for Black Sun or not.]"
Yabbula slithered away from his dais, seemingly bored of looking at his dead subject. "[So now, I need all resources committed to the hostile takeover. That means you two]." He glared back at them. "[I can count on you both to obey my wishes]."
Faust looked at him with military officer seriousness and said proudly, "You have my promise, my Lord. Whatever you wise."

Yabbula nodded, and then looked at Dagger. "Dagger." The young man was looking at him with some disdain. "Dagger?"

It was clear Dagger didn't like some of what Yabbula had said earlier, before Faust's arrival about the Hutt's desires coming first. He gave a Yabbula a not very reassuring smirk. "Yeah. I'm with ya."
"[EXCELLENT]!" Yabbula's bellow of approval seemed to put an air of calm throughout the chamber; the slave girls sighed loudly in relief. "[We start the war at once]!" He patted Dagger's back, causing the Human to stumble. "[I need you to start pushing some buttons, my Man. There is a list in your father's accounts. Start from the top]."

Yabbula was escorting Dagger to the door by giving the young man pushes towards it. Dagger tried to stop, but no Human could stand up against such a large creature's strength. However he was causing enough pauses for him to ask, "If I do this, will you get me that whore?"
"[Time will tell,] Dagger," was all Yabbula would say. "[We'll see. You might just run into her]." That thought finally got the lead out of Dagger's boots. "[That's right, go on! My Man! Do me right]!" 

Yabbula shut the door, sighed loudly, and said to a waiting Faust, "[He is as pathetic as he is lethal as his old man. However, natural born killers are so hard to find. How I wished Ol' Mir didn't buy a pine box. It would have made the killings all the more easier]."

The mentioning of the late Mir Thahada's name was something that bruised Faust's pride. "The likes of Mir and the Serpentines are effective, no question. However they are crude and mistake prone. In the latter, look where it got them?" He put his old hands behind his back. "But Sword and his children were under you, so I would not hesitate to go find this girl who killed them. If so, my Lord, I would charge just a small fee and all I would need to know is would you like her alive or dead?"

Yabbula ignored him and approached the kneeling slaves. One had caught his notice because she was frantically trying to cover up a stain in the carper directly underneath her by shifting her body around. He bellowed, "[Playthings, stand]!"
All except the one he was staring at stood up immediately. The slave, a Garn female, kept trying to use her body to cover her fright-induced accident while trying to keep herself from going into another round of hysterics. Yabbula approached her, pushing the others out of the way, and he said calmly, "[Did you not hear your master's call]?"

The Garn looked up at him in terror, her three eyestalks locked in fright, her eyes filled with tears. He motioned for her to stand up, and she did with slow, shameful movement. Yabbula made repeated sounds of disapproval and said, "[Why did you just ruin my carpet, Plaything? Why did you do this]?"

She let out a bleat of despair, and she tried to talk. All that came out was more bleats. Yabbula approached her and calmly lifted her tiny head up with his hand to get her to look at him. He asked, "[Do I not take good care of you? A warm bed to sleep in. All the goatgrass you desire. My…personal attention to you. All you have to do is obey me and never disappoint me. So why did you just disappoint me, Plaything]?"
She swallowed hard and wiped her long nose snout. She shook as she spoke in Huttese. "[I-I…was…. (bleat)….was s-scared, Master]."

"[You were scared]?" Yabbula gave Faust a look of shock. Faust, however, was starting to look a little pale. But he knew better not to interfere. "[Were you scared of me, Plaything]?"

She broke down hard again, and it appeared she going to be sick. She swallowed very hard and whispered, "[Y-yes]."

Yabbula stood taller, and looked perplexed. "[Odd. So odd. Why would you fear me, the provider and promoter of your welfare]?" His arm wrapped around the Garn's tiny body, his hand fondling her suggestively. She began to calm, showing barely any revulsion to his advances. "[Perhaps…no, you certainly do not fear my touch. It must be my might. No, you are protected by my might]."

He turned her towards the dais and said with realization, "[I know why you fear me? Because you have no bladder control]!" 

Violently, Yabbula quickly threw her on the dais, where she landed right on top of the remains of the L'legu. She let out a frantic scream and realization, but that was just as quickly muffled as the Hutt very deftly was on the dais and his large body covered the spot where the Garn struggled to remove herself from. To Faust's horror it was one of those times when Yabbula's victim did not die right away from the bulk of his weight; be it the pillows or the way the Hutt held his body, it was fifty-fifty whether or not the creature underneath would be crushed. This time, the Garn's luck landed on heads; there were was loud, muffled shrieks and moans coming from under the Hutt.
Brushing off his hands, Yabbula suddenly remembered Faust and said, "[The gunslinger's name is] Juna. [The Black Sun representative told me]." He shifted around, and a new, suffocating scream came from under him, along with the sounds of a struggle. "[I had to find out this girl's name from Black Sun. Do you have any idea how pissed off that makes me]?"

Faust took a finger and ran it through his tight, tailored collar. Clearing his throat, he said, "I can only imagine, my Friend."

"[And you know what makes it all the more interesting?] Enothchild Sarch [is apparently investigating the whole mess I created]." Faust looked at Yabbula in surprise. "[And he was asking about this] Juna, [apparently, at the scene of her crime on Tatooine. In Jabba's back yard. And he didn't know!!!]" He let out a loud sigh, shifted again, and shouted downward as a new covered up scream erupted. "[WILL YOU PLEASE SHUT THE HELL UP]!" He settled down, closed his eyes, and listened very carefully to the last of the moans. Right towards the end of them a minute later, he shuttered compulsively and let out a very slow, low sound of gratifying satisfaction. He opened his eyes and looked utterly stoned. "[Do you see…what I have to put up with]?"
Hiding his repulsion -- he never, ever got use to Yabbula's sickness -- Faust said half sadden, half bewildered, "Jabba has always disappointed you, my Lord. You give him simple tasks and he never does them right. It is no wonder why the Council of Lords put you in charge. Surely Zorba must be regretting that he ever had a son that couldn't meet his expectations."

"[It is strongly why I will never have them]," spat Yabbula, slowly coming out of his dream state. "[I wouldn't be able to throw them away like all my other properties]." He looked at his shocked and bewildered slaves and clapped his hands four times. They slowly, nervously, and with pale faces and emotions surrounded him and began to massage him again; all too aware despite their lack of free will one of their own was suffocating to death as they did their tasks. "[Failure is cancer. It grows. It consumes. It infects. It eventually has to be removed. Jabba is quickly approaching removal, but I do need his resources against Black Sun]."
Yabbula looked at Faust keenly and asked, "[Honestly], Faust, [do you really care about the] Serpentines?" Before the old bounty hunter could answer, Yabbula did for him. "[Of course you don't. It's obvious why: Sword became ineffective, and his ineffectiveness bled down to his brood. All of them were beaten by a little girl! A girl,] Faust! [Really, where is men's malehood these days? They deserved to die, and unfortunately Dagger was allowed to live, and why: because he was a coward]."
Exasperated, Yabbula continued. "[Only a female would let a coward live. Principal says kill her before she gives our great society a bad name]."

"Well now, Yabbula," chimed Faust jokingly, "why let such a potent killer get away?"

"[That is exactly why she is going to live]," said Yabbula with a wide eye glare. "[This] Juna [just didn't kill one ineffective killer, she killed four of them. Odds say one of them should have killed her, but she beat them all at the same time! That's fast. That's extraordinary. I want her, Faust. I want only the best to work for me. I want her when we take out Black Sun]."
"So you are going to offer her a job? That is brilliant." Faust crossed his arms in contemplation. "Although Dagger will disapprove. There could be a showdown."

Yabbula shrugged. "[If there is, then I win. For whoever lives out of that confrontation surely will be my new champion]." His eye lids looked heavy. "[For now, I want you to keep an ear out. Juna or Besirmesserresuron or Black Sun, I want to know about it immediately. Especially any bounties]."
He reached out and gave one of his playthings a hard smack on her bottom, causing her to yelp in pain; she momentarily dropped to her knees, got up, and put more effort into her task. The others saw it and worked just as hard. "[Now if you would excuse me] Faust [I am feeling rather stressed out and desire a considerable….release]."

"Of course, my Lord. Have fun." Faust gave him a quick bow and left. He closed the door, just as several of the slave girls began to yelp.
