CHAPTER 63.0
Magus Prophet stayed right where he was because he did not need to move. He knew his Daughter would prevail, and now he felt it. It was time to reap the benefits of such rewards by driving fear deep into the heart of not only the Republic but the Hutts as well. Jabba was the perfect place to start, ordering the Hutt outside to the front entrance. He was going to show Jabba the true meaning of dominance, of what it meant to control power. He was going to show Jabba what Jabba and everyone else like him had totally failed to do, and then he was going to show Yabbula the Hutt his triumph and certify his ‘loyalty’ to the Hutts.

As we waited for Jabba and his many minions to remove themselves from hiding, Prophet walked over to the body of Ros Ofcheck and gave it a nudge. The Study of Sarch was quite dead, his Faith’s venom all too potent to stop and there was no cure. Unfortunately only Faith could eat what would have been a well earned, tasty kill. Prophet dared not tried to consume kills that were inflicted with the Force-eating toxin. He had a cursed Vhinphyc’s constitution, of being immune to all known poisons and toxins, but now was not the time to test himself, not with such a powerful weapon capable of killing the Force biologically in mere seconds. Someday, and there was going to be a day, Prophet would test himself against his Faith’s venom; perhaps it would be the day he is too old to live and she is ready to supplicate him. He did not hope for that day soon, but when the day came he would be proud of her. She was the top of the food chain, the omni power of the universe; by birthright her place was at the top and it was her will everyone else will very soon follow. Soon, but not yet: not until Faith could show she could rule; not until Faith could kill her father.
Jabba, for his part, was not kept totally in the dark. He had no visual of the action but the guards at their posts were just good enough play by play announcers: they told Jabba who died, that was good enough. Jabba emerged, flanked closely by Ephant Mon and Backu, and the rest of the denizens. They slowly surrounded the Vhinech; Prophet stood tall and proud over the dead Jedi Knight.

“OH,” boomed Jabba in surprise “[the vindicator of the Twi’leks, Ros Ofcheck slain on my doorstep! I do not believe it then but now I do]!”

“You never believed that any Jedi could ever die, Jabba,” Prophet said to insult the Hutt. “That is why you and the rest of the Hutts have always failed to defeat them face to face.” He continued to stare at Ros. “You are cowards of vision and principal and do not dare face you adversity directly.”

“[I am no coward]!” Jabba slithered towards Prophet and grabbed the Vhinech by the arm, turning him to face his large body and eyes. “[I do not care who you are, I will not take such falsehoods lightly]!”

Prophet only sneered. “You will, just as you always have with your uncle Yabbula. What is it like, Jabba, to turn pale and run from such a twisted wreckage of a starship when you believe you are a far better battle cruiser?” He got dangerously close to Jabba’s face and said, “Did you take great pride in ‘ending’ your father’s career? Did it hurt you when Yabbula stepped in your secreted, backstabbing place? Was that when you lost what pride you pretended to have? Explain to us all, mighty one, where was your courage tonight if you were so bold? I would have gladly pulled my Faith aside and have you fought the Jedi to the bitter end if you would have begged!”

Jabba was never embarrassed this badly in his life as Prophet more or less laid out an indictment against the Hutt. No one knew that Jabba had conspired to unseat Zorba, or even thought it since the son of Zorba had always declared love and devotion for his father. Reality was Jabba did love Zorba, and he sought to unseat him to save him. Few knew of this: Jabba, Ephant Mon, Yabbula, and lastly Zorba when he was unseated. How the Vhinech knew balled Jabba up.

Prophet just took a step back to allow Jabba to breathe what passed for life continuing pride back into his body. Prophet said, “I know more than you know and I have seen the unseen.” He walked over to Ros Ofcheck’s goo remains and slowly with his large foot he terribly squished the Twi’leks head, not stopping until his foot touched the earth; the crowd shifted uneasy at the sight, even though they thoroughly enjoyed watching such a thing happen to a hated Jedi. 
Prophet said, “And I know, and I saw, the death of Enothchild Sarch.” He couldn’t help to smile, and gestured for them all to follow him out into the desert. Some did not follow, they busied themselves with picking through the remains behind them, stealing the Twi’lek’s clothing and other personally items; Prophet had no use for them, and neither did Ros Ofcheck.

At no time did Prophet stopped when the others lagged behind him and his great strides over the large sand dunes, honing in on his Faith’s presence; some complained about the lighting situation; Jabba ordered some to go back and get portable illuminators. Still Prophet did not wait for them for he wanted to see the body of his mortal enemy and see how his Daughter had killed him. Knowing she had killed him made all the hard work of bringing her into the universe and nurturing her and showing her the way worth the pain and suffering they both had to endure over a long period of time. Much of the suffering caused by the one element they both desired the most: Juna.

The difficulty beyond the lack of Faith’s true mother was not in the normalcy of raising a child. As a reverend of the Path in his past Prophet had tended to children and helped many families rear them. Later, as a general, his focused trained on the emotional upbringing of pre-teen adolescence and near adults and he understood their growths and needs; male and, especially in this case, female. The problems were many with Faith, and chief among them was her inability to learn; a problem he thought would not exist given the Sith Maiden heritage Faith possessed.

In his desire to have Juna, or have something of Juna, from Juna, Prophet used the Vhinphyc Sleeper Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute as a growth vessel for Faith. He used every erg of his will to ensure the pregnancy’s success, and success was achieved after two long and exhausting years of gestation. He had a child, his and Juna’s child, a Dark Child. 

All of that was reality, but what he truly had was a Vhinphyc-Vhinech-Human child with a strong emphasis on the Vhinphyc third of the equation. Prophet was truly a Vhinphyc with Vhinech alterations, and Faith came from a Vhinphyc’s womb, therefore she was genetically inclined towards the once dominate species of Vhanba. Vhinphyc babies required strictly the breast milk of their mothers to continue living or otherwise they died; very few Vhinphyc babies survived on the milk of surrogate mothers, and those children developed physical and mental deficiencies; most suffered brain damage; never to the best of Prophet’s recollection did a Vhinphyc child live beyond infancy without the all important breast milk of a mother -- he did not know how Sarch had survived, all Jurivicious Pern told him was that Sarch’s surrogate mother was a Human Jedi. The problem of milk was immediately worse when Faith’s Vhinphyc host died after birth, drained of all life energy, her body barely able to maintain viability during the pregnancy. Prophet surrogated the milk from other sources, mainly from herd animals he trapped and domesticated on Kantetaras. He augmented the feedings with his will projected into Faith, urging her to live and grow. Alas, she survived infancy.

But the damage was not reversible, that is if the damage was at all accessible. Faith was a peculiar character as she grew up. She could understand Prophet, but she could not speak Basic, Vhinphyckian, or any other language he tried to teach her; she could not write, but she could draw and thoroughly recognized the importance of shapes and colors; it appeared she had inherited much of Juna and the Black Rose’s knowledge but such knowledge emerged and was implied based on convenience, not out of want. The knowledge of fighting skills was also passed down genetically from Prophet, from Juna, from the Black Rose, and to Prophet’s delight also from Juna’s real father, the Sith Lord Palpatine, but again to get it out required necessity not practice.

Faith had her quirks that irked and irritated Prophet considerably, such as her need to be a girl, to be kind and gentle and express her feelings and in spite of her age act like a child. She enjoyed fresh meat like he did, craved it, and because of it she was a skilled hunter. There were times, however, that she would capture prey and let it go. Sometimes she toyed with it, played with it, and then just released it. And her obsession over drawing and coloring scenes was a distraction that took a great deal of effort from Prophet to pull her away from the activity -- sometimes he had to be rough with her. Yet after she licked her wounds she would come back to him and love him without question; that actually bothered him more than anything else.

There were numerous other minuses Prophet could list in his mind, but now only the pluses burned in his mind. Never did he ever expect her to have such an easy time against troublesome opponents. His Faith was the most unique creature in the galaxy, like his Juna and like himself: the uniqueness alone made them the most powerful and dominating forces the galaxy will ever know. Her ability to drain the Jedi of their powers and use the power against them was both fascinating and surprising; Prophet could feel the process for he was -- to his great delight -- immune to the draining; an apparent byproduct linked to their shared genetic heritage. Unlike the Jedi Prophet could sense his Faith, he could smell his brood, and with good wind in his face and a nose that can sort through the desert winds of dust he came over the dune that sheltered his Faith from all of their eyes; the followers were still lagging behind, so Prophet was momentarily alone to view the scene below him.

What Prophet saw confused him at first, and then anger began to swell in his chest. On the floor between the conquering sand dunes was his Faith lying on a freshly made miniature sand hill; underneath the hill was the dead body of Enothchild Sarch. She was silently crying; he could smell her blood tears. She stroked the packed sand she had avalanched down from the side of the hill to cover the large Vhinphyc’s body, and apparently in her diggings she had uncovered a Tusken Raider’s gaffi stick; she planted it like a head stone.

“Faith!” Prophet stomped down the sand dune, and to his disgust none of alerts drew her attention towards him. He had seen such remorse towards creatures she had killed before; the best example of it was her first catch, a small varmint she refused to kill and then when it died she refused to let it go; he had to stuff it in order for her to stop crying; a stuffed animal she continued to have on her even in battle. Though it was an inconsistent occurrence it annoyed him, and it annoyed him to no end especially now by honoring his sworn enemy with a proper burial. “Faith! Stand up!”

Prophet reached the bottom and yanked his Daughter roughly up and on her feet, causing the young Sith Maiden to yelp like a kicked pet. He said, “Why do you bother to do this for him? Why do it at all!” Because she could not speak a language that he could not understand Faith only whimpered her explanation with a closed mouth. Prophet would not allow weakness, not in victory! He pointed at the burial mound. “He was a wedge between your mother and us. He had kept us from her! He does not deserve to lay in rest!”

Faith wanted to hug him to quiet him; a silent conveying to Prophet that he understood that she did not want him to yell at her. Instead he kept her back by holding her by the wrist and keeping her apart from him. “No, you will be proud of what you have done! No remorse! No regret! Dig him up!” She shook her head. Prophet fought down a sudden urge to slap her. “I told you to dig him up!” She shook her head vehemently. “Then I will.”

Prophet shoved Faith aside and gestured towards the mound. Enothchild’s body emerged through the top of the sand pile, and he let the body lay there on top. The gaffi stick fell over Sarch, and something caught his mind in the movement of the nomad’s weapon. He walked over, and soon in his hand was a neck chain, and on the neck chain was a plain, gold ring; a ring that could only fit on the exposed base of one of Prophet’s blackened nails.

“Where did this come from,” asked Prophet, turning his attention back to Faith. She looked on, doing something that was irritating him further; she was stroking the stuff toy she could never let go of. Tried as he could to get rid of it, Faith always had it back in her possession. “The ring: where did it come from? Answer me!” She heard him that time; she pointed at Sarch. “From him?” He turned back to Sarch and took a few cool seconds to reflect back on his memories. To his knowledge Sarch had never wore a ring before, and the hairs fused on his horns were from his dead wife; the hairs the only known indication that he had a mate.

Prophet realized the importance of the ring now, and he stared at it with a tender grip in his right hand. Plain was an insult upon it; it was a wedding band, and the match he now feared was upon his Juna’s delicate ring finger. He…was in total shock: he felt ill, and just could stand over his fallen enemy and bore the news upon his conscious. The plans he had the need to consume Sarch’s remains to ensure the Jedi Master’s journey to the Bowels of Lore was certain and complete had left him. He did not notice the large shifting and great deal of falling sand coming from above as Jabba and the rest of his court had finally caught up. Their chatter and whoops of delight eluded Prophet’s ears. 
All Prophet could think about was the ring and it’s mating partner.

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

CHAPTER 63.1

Jabba barely could see the valley floor below, and thus he did not see the all black figure of Prophet’s Faith until his light-men shined their bright portable illuminators downward. He saw her, and saw Prophet standing over a dirty and very dead Enothchild Sarch.

Jabba let out a low moan of surprise, and afterwards hated to do so because Prophet’s words from a few minutes ago filled his mind. The Vhinech knew too damn much and said far and away too damn much. Now everyone with a mouth was going to spread what he said and weaken him further on this dust and forsaken planet. Yet he had to give Prophet one thing: he had killed that which no one had been able to kill. He kept his thoughts to himself, even ignoring Mon’s looks to talk, and carefully descended down the sandy slope. He had no desire to fall, and no more desire to be humiliated. Jabba cut the angle of his descent to avoid the gathering below and find better ‘footing’ as it were on harder surfaces, and finally approach the duo and the dead body from the north. With old thoughts held in check, new thoughts filled him as he approached.

Before he could think more about them, Jabba began to feel the same coldness and weakness he felt days ago, prior to coming to the Lost Garrison of Tusken; he barely noticed, but he could see that Ephant Mon and the others around him looked fatigued as he did. It got progressively worse the closer they got to the turned back of the black and helmeted figure. She slowly turned towards them, and Jabba stopped in fright when the hidden eyes of her exaggerated skull mask fell upon him; it was like a death mask for droids, but even Jabba could not understand why he was so afraid of it. No, of her! No matter how hard he tried Jabba could not stop shaking in fear, could not loose the feeling that he was slowly dying in her presence. The others behind him, he could tell with a turn of his body, were deathly afraid of the creature, taking steps back; some retreating behind Jabba, others looking ready to run. He tried to speak, but neither he nor anyone could find their voices. Vapor once again could be seen from their mouths. The lights from the illuminators slowly began to loose power and dim, and the idea of the lights failing him nearly made Jabba expel his fluids. He hated this feeling, but his hatred could not overcome his fear of Faith.

Prophet had no problem speaking. He said with his back still turned, “As you can see my Faith was victorious. She had no doubts.” He turned to face the court of Jabba the Hutt; Jabba noticed he pocketed something out of their sights. “My Faith has no equals, fears no Jedi, no gangster, no one. All those beneath her, especially the cold hearts with no direction or grand purpose, tremble before her. She is your goddess, you have no choice but to worship her and all she owns. And soon she will own much.” Prophet walked to Faith and commanded, “Wait for me in the garrison, my Daughter. I will attend to this.”

Jabba watched Faith look at her father as if to object, but then she sighed deeply, and in a blink she faded away. Once she did, everyone began to feel the fear that paralyzed them go away, and slowly their strength and courage -- fake and real -- returned. Their portable lights burned bright again. The Hutt was unable to unfreeze his mouth first. “[What was that thing? How did she do that-that-that magic trick]?”

Prophet just turned his head to one side. “Have you not heard a word I said? She is my daughter.” He ignored further explanation and gestured towards Sarch’s body. “Here lies the spoils of victory. Take it: do as you will! I will have no part in it.”

Jabba’s minions slowly strolled towards Sarch’s body. One of them even poked the body with a gaffi stick from gods knows where: as if the obvious hole in the body was not convincing enough that the Vhinphyc was very, very dead. Jabba slithered towards the body, room made when Prophet said nothing else and had walked away, back turned. The Vhinech did not go too far away, but how far he went suited Jabba fine for the time being. The Hutt viewed the body and remembered why he hated the Jedi and these Jedi in particular. Granted it was Yabbula spurred the likes of Sarch and his master/wife Moranna to pursue the family specifically out of the Hutts as a whole generally, Jabba still viewed it as Yabbula using the Jedi as his ‘weapons’: teasing, taunting them, and finally running and hiding and letting either Hutts or important elements of their business take the blame and the wraith the Jedi unleashed. It was best to disarm his Uncle of such ‘weapons’. It was time to send a message at the Jedi, and not only that reassert his power, his importance in front of everyone.

“[Search it],” Jabba ordered his minions. “[Turn every pocket and look up every sleeve! Look for homing beacons, locating devices, anything that aided the Jedi or could potentially aide other Jedi].” He turned and eyed the late comers sliding or walking down the sand dune. “[Those who picked the Twi’lek clean: I want you to show Ephant Mon what you took! Do not hold back! If you have and we are attacked you better pray I do not live to make you answer for any betrayal]!”

Ephant Mon confronted each of the fools loosely and disorganized, but one right after the other they produced what most would suspect a Jedi to have: a comlink, a miniature holographic recorder with extended video memory, a data pad, blank data cards, a memory stick, a grappling system, short range rations and various other means to survive, and of course the lightsaber. Jabba instructed Mon to take full possession of everything. The search on Sarch was going to be used as a comparison, but save for his lightsaber clipped on his belt the Vhinphyc carried very little; there was a rather expensive looking comlink on him; one of the minions hid that from his boss’ sight.
That made Jabba think aloud, “[Where is the Human]?” The vulturine minions that were busy picking whatever they could off of Sarch stopped when Jabba’s large eyes glared at them, causing them to look around in confusion. “[Where is he? The third Jedi was a Human male].” They did not know. “[Prophet! Prophet, where is the third Jedi]!”

Magus Prophet finally turned towards the Hutt and his pile of men and said, “He is only a Study of the Jedi.” The Vhinech tossed something towards Mon; he caught Casper’s lightsaber. “Not a difficult task for you and your men to handle.”

Jabba looked to Ephant Mon and ordered, “[Send out a search party. I want the pupil dragged back to the garrison. And I do mean dragged back, ho, ho, ho, ho].”

Mon shoved Casper’s weapon in the hands of one of the guards, a Rodian, and said, “Get rid of this trash, and take whoever you want. But keep the number small!”

“[Overseer],” began Jabba, but upon turning his attention back to where Prophet was standing Prophet stood no longer; no one knew where the Vhinech vanished off to. “[Everyone else back to the garrison we are leaving to return to my town house! Those looking for the other Jedi can just drag him back to Mos Eisley after they find we are gone]!” He looked at Sarch’s body. “[Anyone interested in going to Mos Essa can take Sarch’s body there to display it].”
The others cheered wildly at the news, and almost forgot that they had to carry Sarch’s body. Jabba held his place as the others departed; Backu and Ephant Mon remained behind, standing obediently. The Hutt looked to the cyborg and ordered, “[Return to my sail barge. If Prophet is nowhere at the garrison we will leave immediately, even if that means leaving him and his weapon behind].”

“Are you sure that is wise, my lord,” questioned Backu. “The overseer has all authority-.”

“[I HAVE AUTHORITY HERE]!” Jabba nearly chomped Backu’s head off, and he fought the urge to stick his majordomo under his body to crush him: that was too Yabbula like. “[DO AS I SAY]!”

“At once, your excellence.” Backu bowed deeply and took the easiest way out of the valley.

When Jabba was certain all he could not trust was out of earshot, he said to Mon, “[You are leaving, tonight. Take your ship to Alastarus].”

“What the hell for?” It made no sense to Mon, not after they had what appeared to be the first of many battle engagements with the Jedi.

“[Word is Jango Fett is there, or soon will be. He is after a rather poor paying bounty. He will be interested to know Magus Prophet is here].”

Mon frowned heavily at the thought of the Mandalore being called upon by his good friend. He shook his large body head. “I don’t get it. Last I heard he won’t get in the middle of something between you and Yabbula. Prophet’s something.”

Jabba chuckled in delight. “[He will for the bounty. You see when he was officially alive and conducting a war against the Republic Magus Prophet had the largest bounty on his head in all history; the first Republic-sanctioned bounty reward in a thousand years].” He pointed at the group of idiots struggling to carry Sarch’s body over the top of the dune. “[These Jedi firmly believed Prophet was here, alive. I would think the bounty would be reactivated. If not, it will be with the news about this].”

“The news?” Mon then got it with a nod. “I’m going to be telling folks about tonight.”

“[You and everyone else here. I am sending whoever I can out to blab about it. I need you to get to Fett first].” Jabba looked in the direction towards where Prophet was last seen. “[These Jedi did not come for me, Mon. They came for him. Maybe he tells the truth about a grand conspiracy against the Hutts. Perhaps they were looking for this Rapier woman and the Juna was a part of the scheme. I do not know. But what I do know is what I do know, and it is time I do more and know more. Whatever the truth is, I for one do not wish to be under the thumb of Prophet or Yabbula any longer! Not when the rest of the Jedi come looking for their lost kin! To them both I am disposable, they can throw me at them at their leisure]!”

“I’m with you.” Mon then showed his apprehension. “But Prophet alone is a handful. That gal of his isn’t a handful, she’s a cargo hold full of trouble. It ain’t smart to separate right now.”
“[I feel we now have little time to consider other options],” said Jabba, hinting at the events of tonight. It was the reality that three dead Jedi Knights were not going to be idly ignored. “[Jango will take this golden opportunity; I think he can take Prophet. It will not be the reward that entices him; it will be the challenge. And if he wants to play it, we can make subtle arrangements under Prophet’s notice. Make certain he has all the details].”
“What about the girl?”

Jabba considered that for a few moments. “[We can question her loyalty. Everyone has a price, even the price to turn their back on family. I think Prophet has other plans for her, and with the right timing she will not be around when Jango takes care of the good reverend].”

In agreement, the two old friends made the slow go back to the garrison. There, they discovered that no one could find Prophet or Faith. In time the sail barrage prepared to disembark minus several land speeders; Ephant Mon took the last one and headed north. Unfortunately due to the tall terrain and how it tightly fitted itself within the old paths of cut into the sail barrage had to be navigated through the southern pole landscape. It was a long journey, but it had been months since Jabba had seen the Western Dune Sea. He wanted to see it, even in the bleakness of the dark night slowly heading towards the first sunrise. He stole himself away and ordered the rear guards to not allow anyone on the main deck while he was on it. He wanted to see the barren seas, and if he was lucky it would not be for the last time. It was time, however, to gain control of his own destiny.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 63.2

The news of the deaths of the Jedi would eventually reach Nal Hutta, and to a Hutt they had a joyous celebration over their deaths, and in particular Enothchild Sarch. None of the other Huteta would celebrate the news harder and wilder than Yabbula.

When the loud words had reached him that he had always desired to hear, Yabbula wasted no time inviting everyone he knew -- except Jabba -- Jabba was going to very busy, but neither Jabba or Yabbula knew it at this particular time. He had just about every form of entertainment brought in -- gambling, music, and plenty of slaves to provide the proper services for him and his guests -- slaves so fresh they were just hours removed from their free lives, proving to be feisty in some instances, requiring the party goers to break the slaves into their new and forever permanent lives which to them made the party all the more fun. Depravity forced upon those weaker than Yabbula, to which Yabbula regarded it as showing the slaves their true calling in life, always gave him a long lasting joy that surpassed heavy intoxicants and tasty meals; the more depraved he made his surroundings, the more he pushed others into such disgusting acts, the more giddy he would become. Although the news of the deaths of Nadja Moranna’s kind came a very close second place in terms of pleasure. To enjoy it the night more, Yabbula took full credit for the deaths of Enothchild Sarch and the Twi’lek Ros Ofcheck and the Twi’lek’s Padawan whom didn’t have a name: what did Yabbula care, he killed them or so he told the others: Jedi were Jedi, brown robes with no character, the so-called warrior moralist. Everyone agreed at the party: where did their morals and ethics get the three Jedi except an early grave.

The hours were consumed at a vice’s pace, and to where the other family clans slowed or came to a stop in partying when the day began upon them Yabbula and his party had only begun. The Hutt could go on for many days and nights and he made certain the rest in his company kept up, pushing them with taunts or with illicit ingredients that kept them wide eye and full of unnatural energy. Such pushing came with consequences, one of them death. Yabbula did not care: it was his party; if no one could keep up with him then they were as useless as nipples on a droid.

By nightfall the next day Yabbula’s euphoria was starting to wear off. His party chamber was littered with beings, most on the floor either passed out, comatose, or dead; therefore no one was around that could really remind him of his ‘accomplishments of killing the three Jedi’. He toyed with both the unconscious and conscious slave girls, new and old it did not matter -- the new ones were really feisty. The long hour’s joy was replaced by his need to introduce a few sacrifices to his underbody, bringing many of the new slaves in line very quickly. Yabbula enjoyed the look in their eyes when the slaves were fresh; the fear of not knowing when he was going to suffocate them under his massive Hutt body; the new ones kept themselves on their toes and did everything he demanded -- it did not matter.

During one of his musings Yabbula yanked the chain of one of the most feistiest of surviving slaves, a Human female, and when she fell against him he quickly put her head between the teeth-less jaws of his slit mouth and bit down carefully with enough pressure to cause pain, held his property has she panicked and flailed uselessly and caused her to scream before his smelly exhales made her gag. The fear of having her head crushed or suffocating due to the lack of breathable air gave her an unexpected boast of energy known only as survival, the adrenaline rush pushing her towards the third possible way of dying in the form of a heart attack from the exertion.

 The amusing scene for Yabbula ended when his mouse -- a Sullustan slicer who called himself Deezer -- stirred into his line of sight. He was the Huteta’s newest in-house data exploiter; the last one was flattened a week ago. Deezer said, “[E-E-Ex-c-cuse m-me, my-my-my-my L-Lord. I-I-I-I d-do n-not m-mean to-to interrupt-].”

“[Whob biz-]?” Yabbula began to ask a question only to remember that his large mouth was full. The female slave screamed and panicked even more when his mouth folds moved. A cracking sound from her skull did not shut her up, so Yabbula spat her out and rolled on top of her and one other slave girl that was not fast enough to move out of his way. “[Blondes! Always slow are blondes! So, what is it]?”

Deezer eyed the kicking feet of one of the slave girls that protruded from under his employer -- who it was he had no clue. He remembered himself and used his data pad to begin his presentation. “[My Lord, t-this is a recording that was downloaded from your s-spy on Tatooine several days ago. I have just now decrypted it].”

Before Yabbula a large holographic image appeared, a moving sound recorded by cybernetic optics and reception phonics and memory cache of Jabba’s majordomo Backu. It was a wise investment that the Clan Lord had made, to purchase the espionage rights for Backu from the Techno Guild; such an investment was the only true way to keep his nephew down. But unlike previous recorded transmissions this had jumpy visuals and at times warbled sound -- it was the tinkering of Magus Prophet that had affected Backu, but Yabbula did not know it.

“[Backu],” began Jabba at the conversational point Deezer wanted to show his boss, “[end the bounties on the Jedi Sarch and the one known as the Juna. Make certain …………to not alert my uncle. If anyone asks……Yabbula had ordered the termination of the contracts ………and make certain the new overseer is unaware of it].”

The recording ended just as Yabbula raised his voice and threw one of his slave girls at it -- the poor girl yelped loudly when she reached the end of her chain and was jerked back; others alert enough looked towards the Clan Lord in immediate fear. Yabbula yelled at Deezer, “[WHEN WAS THIS RECORDED]!”

“[A-a-a-a-a days a-a-ago my Lord]!” Deezer stammered, especially when the Hutt slid off his dais and gory sounds of death echoed under him. “[T-T-The time stamp was hampered along wit-with the rest of the transmission. I-I-I checked the bounty r-roll calls in correspondence to Overseer Prophet’s appointment to get the exact day it occurred. As I said be-before I just finished the-the de-decryption. I do not understand why the transmission was so jumbled].”

“[I do not care]!” Yabbula slithered about in great, furious anger, crushing the unconscious that still laid on the floor; others had all ready moved out of his great way. “[I always knew Jabba would defy me! Alas, the proof has come! I will show this to the others, they will have no choice but to favor Jabba’s execution]!”

“[Bloated One, his execution]?”

Yabbula turned back to Deezer with a scowl around his eyes. “[Perhaps you are right].”

Confused, Deezer couldn’t find the words to deny it. Instead Yabbula went on his rant as if he could trust everyone in the room with his private, insane reasoning. “[This proves very little in the form of a conspiracy against the Hutts as a whole. It only appears to be against me, me the one who has brought so much fortune to the people only recently with the new arrays. How dare Jabba do such a thing against me]?”

Yabbula looked around with darting, fearful eyes. “[Unless…unless he has sided with the Jedi!]” The idea gave him a feeling of euphoria and giddiness. “[Yes, yes, yes that is it, that is it! Why the attempt to spare Sarch?]” His eyes grew as wide as possible, even for a Hutt. “[Because of Prophet! Because of my Overseer!]” He looked to Deezer again, foaming at the mouth. “[Do you not see it? Jabba fears the power that I hold. The monetary wealth I possess, and now an entity power in the Force! He has sold us to the Jedi! He means to also consolidate his minions together to wage war against me by extending a hand to the Juna!]”

Deezer bore a face that betrayed his thoughts: not only was Yabbula’s reasoning thin it was the rants and ramblings of a crazy male! No Hutt in their right mind would ever side with the Jedi and the Republic, not when they had it good even if they were bottom feeders. Being a bottom feeder himself, Deezer wisely did not contradict the Huteta; bottom feeder pay was good and still having his life in order to collect the pay was even better.

“[Bring up the Short List],” commanded Yabbula to Deezer and the slicer complied. The Short List was actually named after the previous head slicer to Yabbula: it was a list of known off-the-charts assets that Jabba possessed; assets Jabba had unsuccessfully kept from Yabbula’s attention. The assets were not of monetary value but of personnel, from mercenaries to assassins to bounty hunters.

The list appeared before Yabbula in holographic form, staring at it with intensity even with his milky white, blind eye. He mused, “[Most of these beings have not sworn their alliance to me, yet I have waited for them to do so and that is why I did not call for their head. Well, I guess now the policy has changed! Jabba wants to side with the Jedi along with Black Sun, he is going to do it without an army at his call]!” He pointed out a name on the list. “[This one! Death will start with this one]!”

Yabbula looked at Deezer and said, “[Let us test the loyalty of my nephew. Send a message to Overseer Prophet along with this list. In the message tell Prophet to kill everyone on it, starting with the highlighted name on the list first. Have him use Jabba’s resources directly to carry out my orders. Let us see what Jabba does].”

Deezer nodded and used his data pad to carry out his lord’s orders. Yabbula remained in his place, but no sooner had he vowed to wait that impatience began to consume him. Jabba was known not to be a sit around, a fattening Hutt that made others do his bidding when the most important stuff had to be done; Jabba was hands on, a foolish way for a Hutt to live when he had so much in money to hire others to do it. The hands-on approach kept a lot of secrets out of data banks and out of ears and other listening devices; the second hand information that came off of such practices was always days or weeks too late to be relevant. All of this was relevant in Yabbula’s paranoid mind because even if he was not Jabba had been ignoring Yabbula’s constant calls of contact; to Yabbula, it looked as if Jabba was away, and he was currently away from his Mos Eisley townhouse if the reports were true: but the reports were true, for if not that meant Sarch, Ofcheck, and the other Jedi were not killed!

Eyeing the universe he knew at the moment, Yabbula began to take into consideration that perhaps he should adopt his nephew’s hands on practice. He was surrounded by men. With weapons. With ships.

It was time to go see his nephew, and see if Sarch and the rest were truly dead. If there was no evidence, then Prophet was going to be taking care of Jabba’s court once he was through with the list Yabbula was going to give him. If not…

Yabbula chuckled to himself and said, “[I will kill you myself, boy, if I have to].”

