CHAPTER 51.0
The time had come.
By all accounts Nal Hutta would be the last place those with grand plans would desire to be, fearful that such plans of profit would be stolen before they were put into motion, or when executed such profits were merely taken by the Hutts at their leisure. It is true if such plans were of evil, despicable purposes. Ideally if such plans were the ruination of the nations of the Republic, such plans would have their focus upon the shinning light of Coruscant since the galaxy began and ended there. Nothing could be done without Coruscant in direct contention with such plans, bad or for good. Politicians, judges, activists and bureaucrats, just as military commanders, planners, and the vastest of criminal enterprises were well aware of the realities that all they desired to accomplish orbited the bright center of the known galaxy.
Long before he had ever considered Nal Hutta a part of his plans, the dark side Vhinphyc-Vhinech Magus Prophet was fully aware of the disadvantages of the world of the Hutts when weighed against his ambitions. He was aware, from the tellings of his old master Jurivicious Pern and from experiences as a commander of thousands in war and against what appeared to be impossible odds having studied the galaxy at large, that to befall Coruscant it would take more than any single, mere power to do it. The likes of Sith and a few others attempted to do so by physical, slowly laid out force and the end results were clear to those not under their power. The Vhinech themselves had made an erroneous attempt but had done so away from Coruscant; although clearly a victory over the Republic at Evramora would have done great harm to the Republic, Coruscant would still be intact and uninjured. The best offensive against Coruscant and Republic was ideally the one Prophet had launched against them the last calendar year in the form of the Legacy Virus, followed by what he had inherited from deep within him. 
However, fate intervened in all of his plans then and not the one involving the decimation of the Republic. Coruscant needed to be destroyed, and Juna Rapier needed to be at his side.
Juna.

For too long now he had been without the one who had thought long ago to be the only love of his life. Prophet’s heart was taken by the woman when she was merely a girl, and he had learned in pain that he had to wait for her to grow; age and become the new dawn spring from the cold winters of his discontent. He had spent many, many more, and yet he still wanted her! His one, true, only love.
Ignoring what he could not possess as he journeyed through the streets of the Hutt world to take in the strategic locations, Prophet kept his focus, marking the necessities and security openings which he could use or exploit to his advantage and others could use against him; traveling under the guise of being another alien wandering the world like all the aliens around gave him efficient cover. Nal Hutta appeared to be not ideal to launch a new offensive against the Republic, except that it possessed several conveniences that befitted his plans. Plans that had gone through a series of revisions after a great deal of time passage; more revisions in the past few months than in the years he had spent on the planet he had proclaimed Kantetaras, named after the fortress that had held his true Mother prisoner, destroyed and defeated by his true Father thousands of years ago.
Such plans were inconceivable ages ago as Prophet had surely thought he had learned his lesson, the lesson of surviving what should have been his death on more than one occasion. An age ago to him was the fall from the Tower Maze of Rapier Manor after his Juna’s saber blow to his skull. Such things should have released his soul, but it released him from the imposing limitations of the light side brain that held him in check, had kept the darkest secrets of his Vhinphyc creators from him. The knowledge that his true Mother was in fact the clone of the founder of the Path religion Presence, that his true Father was the Overlord, the supreme conquer of Vhanba and the murderer of wayward children. The knowledge of the use of the Legacy Virus was another secret revealed to him; there was other knowledge that the Vhinphyc had never intended for him to know. Preventing much of this new knowledge from being fully unleashed was the plethora of deaths he had suffered in a short period of time in the Sanctuary system. His Juna had ended him, the most painful of deaths…
It was followed by the Dark Hope’s father, a warrior and deceiver skilled in both evils. But even the swift blade and lethal cunning of the Sith Palpatine was apparently not enough. Palpatine was followed by his mistress, his Juna’s mother, the always intervening Black Rose; just as the flower he referenced her as, she seemingly possessed enough thorns that constantly stuck in him. He had doubted her ability to live, and he had doubted her ability to defeat him. 
Even then he did not perish.
Last, and like her mother, Juna had thorns of her own; razors of flame and anguish. A grasp of her flesh, and from within his own darkness consumed him in a plume of seemingly endless fire. It had scarred him deeply, burning flesh, thought, and emotion. When that fuel was consumed, and the fires had died, he had not. His greatest nemesis struck him and tossed him to his deep, dark doom. And yet not even Enothchild Sarch could finish him. So forth the truth of his indestructibility bared itself with his life ever continuous as it stood now.
Prophet had found himself in a state of luck as well. Never had he ever experienced such a thing as good fortune chance; perhaps he had, in all the battles he had fought on Vhanba and elsewhere. If not, surely finding himself upon the hull of the Vhinphyc Sleeper’s ship for him to chance an escape he still could not account for was pure, definable luck. 
If not that, then the means for him to achieve victory from his enemies supplied to him by them was such an event of chance. Such luck would not continue, though, for passable centuries, but unbeknownst to Prophet it was not the future he and his Daughter, his Study, the last of connections to his Juna his heart, would find themselves in upon leaving Kantetaras. With all gratitude to the fresh meat of the survey team and their fully equipped ship, he found himself in an environment all too familiar; a realm seemingly ageless as he was.
That was not entirely so. 
Prophet had aged many years in what seemed to be only a day’s passing of time between his defeat at Sanctuary and his escape from Kantetaras. Reality, if it could be told with a straight face to laypersons as well as knowledgeable people, he and his Daughter had seen many seasons pass from his defeat at Sanctuary by using the Republic’s standard measure of time. Many days had passed since their liberation from Kantetaras, to which the thoughts and planning he had to bide his time while marooned and in between the times he had schooled that which he proclaimed to be his Faith slowly became a reality.
Faith.
It was Faith that had kept Prophet’s spirits high enough to continue living and breathing, to get over the suffering that was the once thought loss of his Juna, and to make able elements of his plan he thought impossible. It was far more difficult than expected to have and raise his Daughter, which many of the difficulties were never solved. They learned to function together with their limited understanding of one another; much of the reason found in her inheritance, from him and from his Juna; Juna, the more knowledgeable of things which he truly did not possess any grasping concept of. 
His Faith had understood it well even if she could not express it clearly and cleanly to her father. She would do such things for him, for she understood it would bring them both closer to whom they desire the most out of all in the galaxy. How she desperately just would have taken her Mother if she had the opportunity. She understood just as Prophet did that such taking, though in her power, would not prevent others from trying to take their Juna away from them. Slay them, and others with nothing to do would follow. They wanted to possess the greatest power of them all, and such motivations could not so easily be murdered. It was best, then, to give the universe a reason to look elsewhere, and in the long run it would be their enemies’ ruination.

Where to begin was settled upon Nal Hutta and the Hutts, for they had made a very terrible mistake; convenience yes, but it was more than their mere presence and the happenings within the Republic that lead to Prophet’s decision. During their numerous data retrieval missions Prophet came upon the continuous power struggle that was within the Desilijic clan that had begun with the Vhinech defeat at Evramora, and therefore the Hutt’s treachery against the Republic was uncovered. Over the years Prophet had never gave the Hutts another look; they were destined to destroy themselves just as much as the ancient Sith had done. Nal Hutta was the furthest ideal from his lone dark mind upon his secret return to the known realm, until he came across the Hutt’s gravest error to their existence: they had put a bounty upon the head of his Juna.
For that, Prophet was going to ensure that their self destruction was hurried. And the time has come to put an end to all things deemed annoyingly trivial.
An essential part of this process of elimination was uncovered by his Faith not too long ago. Why such an idea struck her he did not know, but her constant travels across the galaxy had her returning to him with great rewards. Of such things was knowledge like the knowledge he was about to use against the Hutts. But that was not all that she had found. His Faith was so much like his Juna: gifted beyond her age and would be wisest of all if certain realities had not plagued her. His Faith found the means to cripple the Republic many times over within herself, however it did not mean in the form of the power of the Force she possessed. Her strength in the Force was formidable enough and eclipsed any known entity in the galaxy, but such power drew attention; now was not the time to draw attention, but to divert it. From within her his Faith found resources of intelligence that although she could not convey them she could still show her father.
It was important for Prophet to scout the initial launch point of their attack upon the Republic, particularly Coruscant. As a whole and looked into deeply, Nal Hutta was absolutely perfect. The Hutts were arrogant, malicious, and held grudges against those who stole from them; the latter an often repetitive notion amongst the Hutts when it came to the Republic. The Hutts had shown others how to navigate the vacuum of space; it was said they showed the Jedi the lightsaber; they had shown the galaxy a great deal, and when it came time for them to reap the spoils those who took tribute from them slapped their hands and told them no. The Hutts took exception to that: Prophet could not blame them.
On the other hand it made the Hutts weak. Instead of focusing on becoming a great military empire the Hutts viewed themselves as gangsters. There was no noble causes to follow in such roles, therefore what did one Hutt care what his brother thought in terms of their race’s survival as a whole? The bottom line of their own pocket was their only motivation to prevent the end of their society, but beyond that they lacked patriotism, lacked vision, and the motivation to dominate. They only pretended to have power. To have power was to rule strength; owning a million Twi’lek slaves, possessing a billion credits, and running a thousand ships in truth meant absolutely nothing. The Hutts were not an empire; the Hutts were the bad example of pretending to be an empire.
The Hutts made for great enemies for the Republic, for they were all ready enemies of the Republic and the Republic took them too seriously as a threat. They were the perfect patsies, even supplying the means to ensure their blame. Yabbula the Hutt had been a marked Hutt in the eyes of the Republic for he had that desire to conquer that he could not conquer, so the best he could ever do was run illegal activities against the Republic. But what really put the hot irons of irony against the flesh was the legitimate, legal activities that Yabbula ran, particular those in association with individual planets. By law members of the Republic were not suppose to have any dealings with the Hutts, but the limit to that was in the form of politics in the name of the Republic or their representative world. It said nothing about private persons and businesses. The law stated that it was up to the individual planets to punish their citizenry if individuals or corporations dealt with the Hutts, however most chose not to so long -- and here was the caveat the circumvented the Republic’s power -- as the activities were not criminal.
The news of the Hutts making a deal with several private entities from the most powerful of Republic worlds had been leaking out like a microscopic hull breach. Prophet learned of this news though his Faith, and Faith had learned it from the digital storage mediums that the computer criminal Hifubbae of Duro had possessed; Hifubbae was selling the information to strong economic forces such as Prophet’s old foes from the past, the Trade Federation. Apparently the galaxy was in a bind over suddenly shifting safe navigational lanes for hyperspace travel; officially no one knew why, but Prophet had this feeling that the loss of the planet Sanctuary and his passage through both time and space had something to do with it. 
The shifts were throwing off vessels, their sensors and hyperdrive navicomputers, as well as the hyperspace beacons that provided real time hyperspace data which upon starship navicomputers rely on for hard data calculations. Lives were being lost as the tidal forces of the universe put a moon or some other hard object in the path of a ship when originally such an object was no where close to the travel path. But to those of commerce it was ships filled with goods and suppliers of services that hurt their bottom line when they lost such things to the stars. During a depression the difference between ‘keeping it all’ and ‘having nothing’, as Prophet learned in short time, hinged on a single credit.
Because of this the Adamant Consortium, a consortium of private business from a hundred worlds lead mainly by the Bothans, sought and created a brand new hyperspace relay system that worked in concert with the existing, Republic-owned relay system that covered everything from navigation to the HoloNet. Of course this system was not regulated or controlled by the Republic, which gave the consortium a lot of leeway in making deals, like with the Hutts. The Hutts were important in this new relay system; Nal Hutta was centrally located within the known galaxy and right in between the four major trade spines. It made sense to the consortium to approach the Hutts, pay them extraordinary amounts of currency, and build a central data sorting complex with a transceiver system capable of handling both the private and Republic hypersystems.
It did not take much to locate the heart of this new system. All Magus Prophet had to do was look past the tall structure that was the Desilijic clan palace and see the freshly completed Adamant Southern Hemispheric Galactic Array that shadowed everything. The tower was wide, and upon it a cluster of dishes affixed to the super large dish that pointed directly skyward; a similar one was being built in the north, and several more like it throughout the galaxy. It was a very expensive construction project, but it cost the Adamant Consortium twice as much in construction costs to gain the Hutt’s favor in building it on their land. With the saving of ships and products in time the new navigation network would pay for itself.
The Hutt that lead the negotiations was Yabbula, the head of the Desilijic clan. It was no coincidence that such an eye sore and an advantage laid not so far from his door step. Prophet understood that Yabbula had plans of his own. Not a pity that the Hutt’s ambitions were no greater than Prophet’s.

Prophet wanted the array. For that, and to maintain the illusion that it was solely the Hutts fault, he had to get Yabbula out of the palace.

He had a plan. Long. Drawn out. And it would not fail.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 51.1

Despite the ongoing of problems Yabbula was making sure he was having with his nephew Jabba, the clan lord made sure that the remains of life and his operation never failed to amuse him. He was hailed for his gull in securing the deal to have part of the new hyperspace transceiver relay system come to Nal Hutta and make the rest of the Hutetas extra wealthy in both currency and their ability to collect sensitive information. The Adamant Consortium was a desperate lot when it came to those kinds of profits as well. The economic downturn had made many broke and many too weary of secrets either being leaked or kept hidden; even hints were nonexistent. It was Yabbula -- thanks to his loyal slicers -- that learned of their dire need and initiated negotiations and securing the most important part of the system. Being that it was on Nal Hutta the secret project was kept most secret indeed: not even Jabba knew of it, and neither was Jabba going to get a taste of profits.
The Ugueta 'ul Murfasa Lumago returned baring a gift, standing before the Huteta of his family deep inside the Desilijic clan palace; Yabbula found it to be a glorious gift when the four legged, white haired creature with numerous eyes and fangs chased his playthings and made the females crawl all over him for protection. The carnivore choked itself on the heavy chain and leash Lumago’s Gamorrean guards held to keep it under control, which prompted the Huteta of the Desilijic clan to bluster out with more laughter.

Noting Yabbula’s approval, the ambitious Lumago began a presentation of the gift. He had original kept it in the hall, and then had it let loose to chase the slaves. Wisely, upon revealing the creature, his guards were behind it holding the chain, assuring Yabbula’s own army the decorated the main chamber that his intentions were not to assassinate the Huteta with such a beast. He cared about his own mortality like any other Hutt, and cared about his place.

“[It is called a nexu, my Lord],” said Lumago, speaking while Yabbula kept laughing at it; in turn, the nexu intently snapped its jaws at the Hutt. “[They are from the planet Cholganna, not far from Meot Strussau and his hideout; gift from me to you].”

Yabbula reached out to pet the carnivore, but the creature lunged and snapped at his hand. He only laughed at this. “[Does Meot have such a creature]?”

“[He does],” admitted Lumago. In reality the nexu was Meot’s peace offering to Yabbula; to show his gratitude for sparing his life and his small time criminal operation. The young Hutt took credit for this find. “[He uses the full grown nexu to get rid of his enemies. This is why I got this baby nexu for you, so you may raise it as your pet and to use it to get rid of your ‘scraps’].”

“[Scraps? Hell, why not the living]!” Yabbula had just spoken directly to what Lumago was referring to, but the young Hutt did not correct him. “[Make a tight, circular pit, have the fools thrown in and then be chased by the nexu. Have beings bet on it. I could rid of my enemies and make a small profit in the process! I am brilliant]!”

Yabbula then snapped his fingers. “[Or I could just hang them from a hook and watch the nexu swipe and play with them for hours onto end].” He looked off as if he could see it all unfold. He was enjoying the latter idea far more than the former. As the slaves slowly regained composure, the Hutt grabbed one of them and held her tight to his body; touching her all over. “[I like that idea].”

Lumago cleared his throat and continued. “[Meot pledges his loyalty to you, Yabbula. He swears it, in exchange that you spare him].”

“[Of course]!” Yabbula turned his attention over to his control station next to his dais as a transmission notice began to chirp. He turned it on and was greeted with the image of one of his guards at the front gate. “[Speak]!”

“[Forgive the intrusion, Clan Lord,]” said the tall Shistavanen guard in Huttese. “[There is someone here who desires an audience with you. He had no appointment].”

Since Yabbula had not other beings schedule that he wanted to see, he said, “[Kill him]” before shutting off the transmission. “[I hate being interrupted, even when it is a fellow Hutt. Keep that in mind, Lumago, in the future: make an appointment].”

“[I will, Great One],” said Lumago with a gulp. He always did, but he was not about to correct the Huteta.
“[Continue to lick my bottom like you are, Lumago, and you will find yourself going very far in my organization],” said Yabbula. “[You know your place, and you follow my vision. You are my kind of Hutt. Continue, and you may find yourself in a key position in this clan. In fact Tatooine may have a reason for new leadership soon. You look perfect for the assignment].”

Lumago smiled internally. “[Tatooine is Jabba’s world. You would give it to me]?”

“[Certainly not]!” roared Yabbula in admonishment. He then added with a gleam in his good eye, “[All I am implying is that if Jabba were to have an unfortunate circumstance happen to him, I would be incline to immediately appoint you to his post. That is all I am implying].”

Lumago knew full well that no Hutt could kill another Hutt. Yabbula wanted Jabba dead, that fact was unwritten but known to all in the family organization. Many in the family clan wanted Yabbula to get it over with after all the evidence of Jabba’s ineptitude was shown to be growing; some wanted it over and done just so they could take chances within the family clan, or to finally just move on. They were becoming numb to the whole scene and did not care if Yabbula killed Jabba, or Jabba killed Yabbula: just so long as it was not obvious and cost the family their powerful position. Lumago sided with Yabbula on this only because Yabbula held all the advantageous; if Jabba held the Huteta position his allegiance would be different.

The chirp went off again on Yabbula’s command console. Sighing, Yabbula about slammed the button into pieces with his heavy fist. “[What is it-]!”

Both Hutts and everyone else in the room stared at the full size holo of the Shistavanen guard in silence; mixed were their thoughts and emotions but all conveyed different ways of expressing shock. The Shistavanen appeared to be floating in the air, feet of the ground and was legitimately expressing both pain and injury. The levitation was explained with the large, fanged hand that was protruding through the guard’s chest. In the offending hand’s grasp for all and the dying Shistavanen to see was the Shistavanen’s heart. All the guard could do was glance down at the horror before him as the blood loss was quickly ending him.

A deep, booming, loud voice of calm rage filled the room from the end of the source transmission. “I will see you now, Yabbula!” The owner of the hand, who had just spoken, ripped his closing hand through his prey and remained outside the holographic field as the transmission ended. The corridors were filled with the sound of the outer security door being banged on; a casual three knock cadence with force that could legitimately break the bones of any beings hand.

Yabbula terminated the transmission, and to Lumago’s shock he watched the Hutt open the door from his dais and motioned his minions to stand down. Lumago said, “[Yabbula, you are letting him in]?”

“[Yes, I am],” was Yabbula’s response. Gone was any sign of joyousness. Gone was even the slightest pretense that was the seriousness everyone was used to. His mismatched gaze locked on the main entrance to his chamber; his need to molest his playthings while waiting was absent.

“[This…is a good plan! You let him in to finish him off]!” Lumago had thought he knew what Yabbula’s intentions were. Let the offender in, and then destroy him.

Instead, Yabbula coolly shook his head methodically. “[I am letting him in so he will not finish ME off].”

Such a proclamation of certainty was more profound than the sounds of the entering beings shuffling feet. There were no guards to escort him from the door, for they all knew he had killed the guards; the Shistavanen was not the only guard down there. The signal of his arrival was betrayed first by the nexu. The nexu had smelled him, its hairs rising against the challenge to its territory, its growls low and menacing.

Entering the room with sluggishness, the horned giant was on one hand all too familiar to Yabbula and on the other a complete stranger. The male was a large beast of a giant, his black horns and great mass along with his voice the trademarks of the once mighty warrior, the Vhinech Magus Prophet. 

Contrasting and conflicting with what some of them all knew, Yabbula in particular, was that in evaluation this Magus Prophet differed from the one they heard about or had dealt with. This one’s horns were twisted, ribbed, and bumping; his light reddish skin was now gray and where visibly covered in ugly looking, light gray burn scars. He staggered with a slight slump in his posture more than walked in with a great measure of confidence. Gone were the semblances of humanoid attire; he sported a collage of skins; some appeared to be animal, the rest looked to eerily not animal. The hood he sported that draped over his eyes and nose like most hoods on robes appeared to be on closer inspecting the hide of a Bothan; closer, and one could see where the Bothan’s eyes used to be on the very top of the hood; it and some of the other hides and skins were covered with fresh stains of various bloods.

As he drew closer, Prophet’s head tilted in a way to suggest that the nexu had earned his interest. The nexu growled with a bit more aggression behind it. In silent response they understood after the nexu understood, Prophet opened his Human size mouth, opening it beyond what was considered Human in proportion, to expose fangs that lengthened as his mouth continued to open. The nexu made one or two playful swipes towards Prophet, and then cowered backwards away from the Vhinech’s path. The nexu knew its place; it was too young and too small and too outmatched against a far more superior predator. It found refuge closer to its handlers.

As Prophet worked to hinge his jaw back into place, Yabbula finally spoke a long sentence, the first since the Vhinech’s arrival. “[Well, the dead are indeed grumpy and in a killing mood when they arise from their graves. If you are a zombie I hope you went the way of folklore and had eaten all of the mess you undoubtedly left on my doorstep].”

Prophet stopped his progress well short of Yabbula and turned his attention towards the lead Hutt; the light barely captured his mouth, where the corners were stained with faint traces of life giving fluid. Not every being was aware of Prophet’s cannibalistic way; they just assumed, like most beings with long pointed teeth and scary looks, that he above such ancient, animalistic practices. For a few moments Yabbula had wished he had not said what he had said, for he did not want to be exactly right in this particular case.

What followed in response to Yabbula’s prodding’s was the sound of Prophet taking in a deep breath through his nose. It was a very long inhale, causing some to instinctive tense up. He said in his booming voice, “Your use of vernaculars does not properly begin to cover the stench of your fear of me. Neither does your use of cover scents, or your trained pets.”

“[You think I fear you]?” Yabbula looked Prophet over again, negating what he had seen originally; the giant was missing his left arm. His slaves, all retreating behind him, peered over the horizon of his back as he said, “[I do not fear failures].”

“No, just failure itself,” said Prophet with certainty. “I have failed more than you or anyone else has ever had. Unlike me failures of my magnitude would have ended them long before they ever had a chance to make one more mistake. From that, in the end, I do not fail. I learn.”

“[Intriguing],” said Yabbula with hints of curiosity. “[What have you learned? Or should the question be why are you here]?”

Prophet opened his coat of hides and drew the guard’s attentions towards him with raised weapons. The Vhinech did not cease his motions, nor did he acknowledge the guards in any way as he produced, with his only hand opening the coat and reaching into a pelt pouch sewn on his tunic, a data card. He sported no other weapons that no one could see while he moved to toss the data storage medium to the Clan Lord. Yabbula caught it and the flicks of fresh blood from it and from Prophet’s hand.

“Much of the reasons regarding my failures have to do with this Desilijic clan,” said Prophet in accusation. “The promise of supplies and extra manpower were never met. This is so true at Evramora, and even more so at Sanctuary. Upon my return I was certain to wage war against the Hutts. Alas I do not possess the essentials anymore to do so. Therefore I decided to see if Black Sun wished to have my services.”

“[Such bravado]!” exclaimed Lumago. “[You admit to conspiring with our enemies! Then you have the gull to come here! You should die for such insolence]!”

Prophet turned his head slightly towards Lumago. He said, “I do not recall speaking to you, underling. Learn to be silent or I shall teach you to be silent.”

Before Lumago said something he was going to die for, Yabbula said, “[Shut up, Lumago].” He ignored the younger Hutt’s glare towards him. He was busy molesting the data card; light in his hands, its digital contents had to be heavy. “[And this data card means what to a Hutt such as myself]?”

Prophet tilted his head back towards Yabbula, surprised. “Did you not get my message in the form of Hifubbae’s head?”

Yabbula’s eyes widen. “[It was you who killed my agent against Black Sun! Hifubbae was a great asset to me! Explain to me, ruined warrior, why you should live beyond this moment]!”

Without a hint of challenge against Yabbula’s proclamation, Prophet said, “The card contains information that was to lead to your death and to have your nephew Jabba taking your place; the scheduled and planned appointment of Black Sun’s Hutt puppet.” Prophet trained his unseen gaze towards Lumago and noted, “You are aware of Jabba’s contacts within Black Sun.”

“[I was not],” said Yabbula. Then he noted that Prophet was not talking to him, but to the younger Hutt. Lumago’s eyes widen as he looked between the Vhinech and his clan lord. “[You knew of such an alliance! Speak, Lumago]!”

“[I had thought you knew of it, my Lord],” exclaimed Lumago. “[I only knew of it when Jabba admitted such connections when the Desilijic clan was called by Zorba last. He talked of connections of informants and nothing more than that].”

“Jabba’s connection to Black Sun is close to their leader Alexi Garyn,” noted Prophet, lying to the unaware and paranoid Yabbula. “They have quite a few handshake agreements. Most of those arrangements between Jabba and Garyn are spelled out on the card.”
Yabbula shot an even more glacier glance towards Lumago. “[You knew of this]!”

Obviously Lumago was in a bind that was not of his making. Not that it mattered in reality that he knew of the connection or not or if the Huteta had not asked. Yabbula was looking to hurt someone and today he was the most convenient of targets. Lumago was a foolish idiot, but even he was wise to the fact that Yabbula did not have all of his meals on the dinner table. “Huteta, [it is not I who has betrayed you. I do not spy for the likes of Jabba or Black Sun. I am forever your loyal follower and I obey your will].”

“[My will. Yes, you will be obeying my will for certain and for now on].” Yabbula blinked his attention back towards the data card in his hands. He then reacted as if he had just seen Prophet for the first time, doing a double take. “[This contains Jabba’s betrayals in detail]?”

Prophet uncharacteristically offered to show his one hand in opening; a gesture often done by those with uncertainty, or if they were about to lie or exaggerate a truth. If he had one more whole arm and hand the gesture would be complete. “To me it is betrayal, but it is only my opinion based on circumstantial evidence. For I am a Vhinech, a failure in your view and the views of other Hutts: my word and my presentation alone are not enough to sway your fellow Huteta. Along with Jabba’s betrayals are your plans, Yabbula. I have studied them, and I have found them to be sound.”

Yabbula played with the data card again, but only to think about what Prophet had just said about his plans. Lumago knew nothing of his plans and remained dumb to them; he did not want to know, especially if Jabba survives Yabbula’s wrath, does Yabbula away, and then focuses on Yabbula’s loyalists. On the other end, the appropriate end, Yabbula did not want Prophet to blurt out any of the details of his plans. Particularly the Hutt ends of them. Yet Prophet did not betray the unsaid trust they were now building. Therefore…

“[You appear to be following my rule in this, preacher],” said Yabbula, amused as well as intrigued. “[I would have never suspected a conqueror such as you so willing to suddenly become a follower. Am I wrong to assume such things]?”

If Prophet was insulted or angry he did not show it in any way. “I am no longer the conqueror of big and small, Yabbula. I possess the power and lust of such mantles no longer. I have outlived them. It is time for someone else to rule, and for his betrayal of me I do not desire for Jabba to be that ruler. It is you who possess the vision and the will for such beliefs. I yield to you, to become your servant.”

Lumago looked between the two, and then asked, “[What if this is a trick of Black Sun? For you went to them!]”

Yabbula held up a free hand to silence the younger Hutt. He bellowed, “[He is most sincere in his words, Lumago, you shall learn with age how to hear that in tones. I have long expected Jabba would betray me, for it was he who had betrayed my Brother Zorba].” He could not -- and would not -- pass the chance of throwing that in so Lumago could whisper it in quieter corridors amongst the other Hutts in and out of the clan. Also, to have the word and words of Prophet honor him and his plans gave his creditability more weight. “[Like those unable to run with the warhounds he has chosen to stay on the porch to not hinder their, or rather my progress. You go with the strongest, the certain winner. That would be me, yes]?”

“All that I ask for, Yabbula,” began Prophet, “is revenge. I do not desire to act out of turn and against Hutt desires. I seek permission, or the means to carry out what I seek.”

“[For what Jabba had done to you and your people at Evramora I am inclined to oblige you such request].” Yabbula held up a fat hand. “[Alas you are correct: I cannot act alone on your word and this evidence. I need a witness statement of fact, just as you need unhindered access to my Nephew’s throat].” He chuckled. “[I have a solution. My Nephew is in need of oversight. He has shown his disloyalty more often than this data card will show me, and it is hurting business. I will appoint you the new overseer of Tatooine and Jabba’s operations. You will have control and dominion over him and the vermin of the desert port].”

With a gesture towards one of his servants, Yabbula gave him the data card and ordered him to have his slicers go over the card. He then took data card with his personal seal upon it and tossed it to Prophet. “[On the card is your authority and pay. Present it to Jabba: he will have no choice but to comply. Tell me of anything significant you find, Prophet. Build the case against him. I do believe Jabba is in league with Black Sun, and soon the other Lords of Nal Hutta will know of his backstabbing desires].”

With a slow head bow, Prophet said, “I will do as you command, Great One.”

Just as Prophet began to raise his head, the baby nexu got close and made a gesture of peace by swiping the air with its paw towards him. At the apex of his head raise Prophet brought his head and horns down upon the creature with great force. Each horn penetrated the right through the skull and the left through the spine. Before it struggled anymore, Prophet’s lone hand slashed through its lower throat. He placed the blooded hand upon the top of its neck and back, pushing down to pull his horns out with a loud, edgy crunch. 

Prophet held the dead creature easily when he stood up fully. He spoke in an energized tone. “My pardon for ruining your rug, Huteta.”

Yabbula just waved at Prophet. “[I hated the color anyways].” He gestured towards the doorway with a flinging hand. “[Take your leave, Prophet. On your way].”

To further Lumago’s dismay, Prophet took the nexu with him. He watched his gift to his Huteta be dragged off and its existence left behind in a trail of blood. He slithered around the gore left behind on the rug towards Yabbula and said, “[You cannot trust him, my Clan Father. He is not of our blood and of our right].”

“[Prophet could have sided with Black Sun, Lumago],” stressed Yabbula. “[Fact, he could have told them of their weakness in the area of Hifubbae. He has seen my vision, and he wishes to live to see the day out. I no longer fear of a Magus Prophet, for what we saw was the shell of the man unable to do what made him great. He knows his place now].

“[He still, however, has his uses. I will gladly take that Magus Prophet over the Magus Prophet of a year ago. This Magus Prophet will know his place, and when the day comes to take care of him, it will not be as difficult as once known to be].”

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

CHAPTER 51.2

Being imprisoned in his own townhouse in Mos Eisley, even if it was his choice, was the last thing Jabba wanted to do these days. The need for such self confinement, going on one month since the attack upon his person, was done more on the feeling that Yabbula would do something rather than Black Sun trying another assassination attempt. Since the attack it was harder for outlanders of any stripe to freely roam Mos Eisley and some other select locations throughout Tatooine; those responsible, however, were never caught, which lead to the belief that Black Sun perhaps had hired locals to do their bidding. The tightening of security had hurt commerce, much more so than the hordes of bounties Yabbula had placed on smugglers in Jabba’s name. Thus, Jabba and his court were on much tighter budgets, the tightest to date under Yabbula’s leadership; and Yabbula was still looking at a high amount of tribute every week.
Still, Jabba held his court of jesters and leeches, scum and slaves. If not for friendship at least to have witnesses and if not witnesses convenient deflector shields of living beings to put between himself and whomever Yabbula or Black Sun may send; some were stupid enough to throw themselves in the way of fire. Anything else: just to fight off the boredom of the month that was threatening to increase in length.
The late evening, as well as the nightly party, was beginning when Ephant Mon arrived, returning from his ongoing cruise around the galaxy as instructed by Jabba months ago. He took up Jabba’s left side, nearly displacing majordomo Backu with his large girth. The old friend said, “That was a complete waste of time. I shoulda came back here when I heard about the attack on you.” Mon regarded Jabba for an extra long moment. “You look like hell.”
“[Always does your opinion mean so much to me, Mon],” mumbled Jabba sarcastically. He looked past Backu and ordered, “[Leave us be].”

“At once, Bloated One,” said Backu in his normal, cold and dead tones.

The two former gunrunners watched the cybernetic organism take his leave to his offices. Mon turned his attention back to Jabba, speaking normally as the music grew louder under Jabba’s control and the five dancing girls continued their group presentation. “I wasn’t joking. That whole trip sucked.”

“[Allow me to determine what was good and bad about it],” said Jabba.

“Long story short: our man at the Justice Department says the Jedi are looking into Hifubbae’s murder. Then, before I came here, he leaves a line saying another case connected to it has formed out of Hapes.” Jabba gave Mon a curious look. “Yeah, go figure. Some much-a-dude from the Trade Federation became vapor. Nothing points to you or any Hutts though. Guy says the identity of the suspect is going to be known soon.”
“[And]?”

“That’s it.”

Jabba eyeballed Ephant Mon and wondered, “[You mean to tell me that they do not think Magus Prophet had anything to do with Hifubbae]?”

Mon threw up his hands. “The way I understand it from our guy the rest of the machine and the Jedi Order are not talking.” ‘Machine’ meaning the Republic, or to be more specific the bureaucratic system and the individuals running it. “No one sharing anything. Our guy calls it political survival that they’re afraid of the budget vibroblade coming at them to slit their throats for saying the wrong thing.” He shook his large face-body to indicate a negative. “Personally, I think he was worried about being caught talking to us. Or he’s setting us up.”
“[You may be right there],” noted Jabba. “[Members of the Republic are looking towards ways to validate their existence within the new budget. My head would be such a validation. That is if Sarch is truly sniffing around all the Hutt operations].”

Mon shook his body again. “Our guy says he don’t get that.”

“[Sarch is a Jedi: they are above the law and the contempt of many]!” Jabba sighed his disgust over all of this. “[You are aware of what happened on Tragonforth]?”

Mon snickered. “Oh yeah, no one missed the news where I was when it happened.” To that, Jabba chuckled boomingly. “Poor Dagger, the moron. The bounties on Sarch and the Juna are substantial. I wonder if your buddy Fett is on the trail.”

Jabba only made a sound when it came to that subject matter. “[Jango Fett would have had them both by now. He is too good to have failed. Last I heard he was completing a ‘transaction’ for Abaxius].”

“The galactic bondsman? What’s up with that?”

“[Fett has no allegiances],” said Jabba with displeasure. Although Mon distrusted Fett the Hutt did not; now more than ever, he wanted the Mandalorian on his side. “[He is passing up on the smuggler bounties, but he appears geared to taking in easier, cheaper pay. Who knows why he does what he does? He just does].”
Mon just shrugged his big shoulders. He then went onto another subject that was related to the first subject in regards to Yabbula. “So did you find who you were looking for while I was gone?”

Jabba had spent the time Mon was gone looking for the spy Yabbula had certainly placed in his court. He had created small, private situations with several of his minions, some trusted others not, and waited to see what Yabbula would bring up in text communiqués and HoloNet conversations. Recently, Yabbula had been keeping things short, to the point, and in no relation to Jabba’s planted inquires. In the beginning it was quite different, and although Black Sun had scouted Jabba out well in their attack Jabba had thought otherwise; he believed a certain individual gave the assassins the travel route to the docking bay; paranoia had nestled in Jabba’s mind, therefore he did not give Black Sun sole credit for the attempt on his life (even though it was merely Black Sun alone).
“[I know who he is],” remarked Jabba casually. “[I am curious if you can tend to him tonight].”

Ephant Mon shrugged his shoulders. “I’m not tired.”

Jabba gave him a small nod. He yelled to his far left, “[BACKU, I NEED YOU IN HERE NOW]!”

Backu was quick in response to Jabba’s commands, emerging from the open corridor that leads to his office. The cyborg bore a face of worry, a slight inward turn of his thin eyebrows; usually when Jabba called him he always held a poker face. The reasons were not because of Jabba, but because of the large, horned being that emerged from the shadows behind him.
“OH!!!!” Jabba’s surprise resonated with everyone in the court and blasters were immediately drawn. Mon stepped away and produced his large barreled weapon.

“Do not shot!” Backu’s plea was above his normal, boring tones. “I was unaware of him.”

Jabba went to say something but stopped when Magus Prophet said, “He declares the truth, Jabba. I cannot comprehend how so easily you have forgotten what I appear like.”

“[Prophet]?!?” Jabba did not order anyone to drop a weapon; it would have surely invited the Vhinech to kill them all. There was no mistaking the voice, and the appearance was slightly different but familiar nonetheless. “[You dare come to my abode unannounced]!”
Prophet produced a data card baring the Desilijic clan seal and gave it to Backu. “Allow your foul fleshed fool here to transcribe what is on it to you, and all will be clear. As for entering your abode, I highly suggest that your large friend there no longer take his time stepping through the doors.”
As Ephant Mon seethed with the critique, the tension weighed heavy upon everyone; Jabba was doing his best to comprehend what was actually transpiring. The thought of Prophet being here boggled his large brain. What Backu said next after inserting the card into a slot built into his forearm did more to unsettle it. “Lord Jabba, this Magus Prophet is your new overseer, appointed by the Huteta.”
“[WHAT]!” Without thinking clearly, Jabba grabbed Backu by his arm and nearly jerked his arm of his socket. Upon the forearm was a shaped liquid crystal display screen with Yabbula’s proclamation scribed upon it. He nearly threw Backu across his court with a shove so he may look at Prophet with seething eyes. “[What is this trickery? What is your agenda]?”
Prophet moved more towards the center of the room and into the light. “The agenda is to ensure that Yabbula’s will is carried out. Any trickery would be whatever you would do to sabotage Yabbula’s will.”

“[You are no follower, Prophet,” stated Jabba harshly, and truthfully. “[Even while that fool Pern’s understudy you were never subservient to his will].”

“The past is irrelevant, what is clear is presently before you. You do recognize the Huteta’s signature. You understand your place just as you understand mine. Both our places are legitimate in the eyes of the Huteta, and that is all that matters.” Prophet inhaled deeply and continued. “The Overseer commands that all weapons be turned in at the doors. Do so now. No longer will weapons of any stripe be allowed in the presence of Jabba the Hutt.”
The confused were more befuddled and confused. Jabba looked at them all, looked at Prophet, and understood that the fight had begun. He said, “[You heard the Huteta’s puppet. Go to the front door and leave your weapons with the guards].”

The others piled out of the court slowly. Prophet eyed Ephant Mon and noted, “You should be moving your feet.”

“I’m his bodyguard, and even if not I wouldn’t be dropping my weapon for anyone,” snorted Mon.

“[Do it, Mon],” ordered Jabba. He looked to his friend. “[We will discuss this later].”

With one more look of disgust, Mon left his friend’s side and slowly passed by Prophet. He bared a challenging look towards the Vhinech; the Vhinech never gave him a look in return.

With the court cleared, Prophet said, “Control your men, Jabba, or I will control them. His incompetence allowed me, a Force user, inside your walls. As overseer I must make certain of your safety as well as your decision choices are just.”

“[I only go along with this arrangement because it is what Yabbula wishes],” said Jabba. “[I am warning you, Prophet, that I am on to you. I will not tolerate any treachery].”

A slight grin tugged the corners of Prophet’s mouth. “You have no choice but to, Jabba.” He looked to Backu. “Take me to quarters that are both far and dark, but have readily access to the townhouse’s networks.”

“At once, Overseer,” said Backu with a small bow.
A squeak was followed right behind it by a Twi’lek slave girl -- one of the five dancing girls in Jabba’s possession – sailing over Jabba’s body towards Prophet. Using the Force at his disposal, the green skinned girl landed hard on his shoulder, the impact knocking the wind out of her. Part of the chain from her collar to the collection of chains that were tucked under Jabba pulled apart and freed her from the Hutt’s control. Prophet put his good arm around her tiny waist as she propped herself up with her hands against his large back. Without another word he followed Backu, and the slave girl began to whimper and cry.
Jabba did not like this arrangement one second.

In time Backu would lead the Vhinech to the back of the townhouse and down a flight of stairs that lead to the dungeon area. He waited for Prophet to descend the stairs, the giant having to bend down to avoid hitting the low ceiling with his horns; his cargo laid against him, sobbing, fearing the worst, too terrified to speak at the moment. The cyborg lead them past the sealed and occupied cells and torture chambers to a secret door at the end of the hall. He demonstrated to Prophet how to open the door, which deactivated the alarms, and after descending the stairs they proceeded down a poorly lit corridor that was cold and dank.

“We usually house spies and various other important persons down here that need to avoid detection at all time,” explained Backu during the travel. “Currently the furnished room is not occupied and should suite your needs.”

“I will be the judge of that, cyborg,” said Prophet sternly.

Near the end of the journey, the Twi’lek girl found her shaking voice. She said in broken Basic she barely knew, but learned to say, “No…hurt. No hurt. No hurt me. No…hurt me.”

To her slight surprise, Prophet said to her in her native tongue, “[You will not be harmed if your are silent and still].” He sat her on her feet when Backu reached the door to the room and had opened it. “[Stand here and behave].”

When the slave girl nodded, Prophet snatched Backu up by the top of his skull. The cyborg who expressed little in emotions appeared to have more than usually by grabbing Prophet’s wrist as the Vhinech easily lifted his body off the ground. Prophet growled a little and said, “You should be thanking me, cyborg, for saving your life.”
“I do not follow,” said Backu. There was panic trying to form on his clean, white features, but his mind appeared to be more occupied with trying to find the floor with his kicking feet.

“Jabba was about to deactivate you for being Yabbula’s spy, and he would have been right,” Prophet clarified.

“I am no spy,” boldly proclaimed Backu. “I serve only Jabba the Hutt.”
“I know you do. You do not lie.” Prophet slowly began to squeeze Backu’s head. The cyborg began to truly feel the Vhinech’s great strength and tried to claw himself free from his grasp. Prophet gave the cyborg a hangman’s shake to deter him from doing something really stupid. Attention gotten, Prophet spelled it out for Backu. “I am aware of how the Techno Guild collects information from their competitors, even their business interests. Their cybernetic organisms have intelligence gathering matrixes within their persons. In your situation, you have a low gain data collection transceiver apparatus as your spine. Would you like to see it? I can rip it out of your body!”
Prophet squeezed the cyborg’s head harder. He finally got what he wanted; Backu let out a strained, short, exhaling scream that lasted all but a quiet second. Prophet said, “The Techno Guild sells the espionage rights to the highest bidder unbeknownst to its products. Yabbula bought the rights to the receivership of your transmissions years ago. Jabba is correct, you are the spy. He just does not know how you do it, how it is done.”
During the exercise of torturing the cyborg, Prophet was making certain that Backu’s synapses were firing like supernovas before he used the Dark Side and forced his mental will upon Backu. The cyborg was still flesh and living and was so in mind, so therefore it was easy to take control and manipulate. He spoke as he rewired Backu’s mind. “The way you process the intelligence for transmission is no different than how everyone else thinks and feels. What you see, hear, touch, taste, and smell and think is processed in your mind, stored in your biological memory, and then the espionage systems translate it from a chemical source to a digital source.

“Because of such an arrangement I can easily manipulate all that you record. I can alter your mind to eliminate this conversation, which I am doing now, and installing other conversations that do not exist. You will have no memory of becoming my slave, my tool, my means of deception. You will answer to me, always. You will show Yabbula what I will allow you to show Yabbula.”
Prophet let go of Backu, letting the cyborg collapse to the floor in a near damaged huff. Backu held his head in his hands, in shock as he felt the hand impression left behind in his artificial and biological skull. His eyes fluttered as Prophet’s manipulations took hold; Backu’s will had all ready been weakened by the cybernetic implants; Prophet’s will overrode the last of his identity. He had no true recollection of what just happened; Yabbula, therefore, would not see Prophet’s treachery, except when Prophet was ready to show the Hutt the truth.

Meanwhile, the Vhinech turned his attention back to the Twi’lek girl. She shivered in fear of him, backing herself against the wall when he approached her to comfort her with the same, lethal hand. He spoke, for he knew Backu was listening, “As long as I live here and stay, Jabba will not destroy you. Therefore, it is wise to do exactly what I want you to do.”
Backu stood up and began to dust himself off. Dutifully, he asked, “What should I do, my Magus?”
“Do as I say,” said Prophet plainly. “First I want the same unfettered access that you have with Jabba in terms of data exchange. Secondly, you will not tell him about it. And, for now, you will put an end to the bounties that are upon Enothchild Sarch and the other they call Juna. Jabba has personally ordered the bounties ended.”

Snorting at the cyborg contemptuously, and knowing that he now owned the spy, Prophet took his fresh prize of flesh into the room. Before the door sealed shut, and while Backu did his best to gather his wits and understand his new place in life, the Twi’lek began to scream. 

