THE SITH MAIDEN: PROLOGUE THREE: CONCERNING HUTTS
Shortly after the events depicted in the Dark Hope, ten years before the Fading Light, twelve years before the Sith Maiden.
It was over; over more ways than one; over before it even started on the galactic stage. 
Although viewed from afar over and over again from his personal hideaway on Nal Hutta via a holographic recording that was pirated from Republic encrypted transmissions, the impact was still felt as if Zorba Desilijic Tiure was there himself to feel the knockout - or death blow - of the combined forces of the Mersader Conglomerate and the Vhinech Order upon and over the surface of the Nubian planetary colony of Evramora. It was here he watched along with many of his fellow members within his crime family the demise of a promising war machine that had the gleam of promise become clouds of radioactive vapor; analysis fed in with the feed indicating that it was a tiberium-enhanced fusion detonation that sealed the doom of the estimated half a million Vhinech that were planet bound in the very quarter of the planet that became said vapor.
That vapor was a damning metaphor; a reminder, a repetitive one at that as the elder of the Desilijic crime family of Nal Hutta kept torturing himself by viewing the holofeed over and over again, that all their plans and soon to come rewards had just turned into free floating dust.
This was more than just Zorba the Hutt's failure, more than just another one of his failures has the Desilijic Huteta, or Clan Lord. It was more than the millions of credits spent on supplying the Vhinech rebellion with weapons for the past couple of dozen years, becoming more prolific when their new leader only known as the Savior demanded more, and in returned promised something more valuable than currency in Zorba's opinion. It was more than the smuggling of wares, and it was more than the smuggling of Vhinech operatives off their recently destroyed home world of Vhanba to carry out whatever Cold Battle the Savior had planned or whatever service they provided the Hutts as a whole from time to time; from assassination to espionage to cell splintering at fractions of the cost it would be to hire a semi-professional of undisputed reputation. It was more than the loss of a new Hutt asset of tremendous size.
Unbeknownst to the Hutts they too were in the same position of the Mersader Conglomerate, or MerCons for short: on the shortest of ends of the stick of power, the end given to them by the selective promises of Jurivicious Pern. How else could have Pern, the Savior, get such illegal resources and make unparalleled and unanticipated moves in the galaxy and flooding the galactic infrastructure with his Vhinech? Not by the Force alone pray tell. The MerCons had dealings with the Hutts before within the realms of illegal trade, and realizing that they shared a common interest in Vhanba decided to generate illicit supply lines through their various and unique channels. Given his dealings with the Hutts in the past as a Jedi under the tutelage of the greatest Hutt plot hunting Jedi of them all Nadja Moranna, Pern was wise to keep his identity a secret while using his gained knowledge of the Hutts to his full and fruitful advantage. He knew what buttons to push. He knew what levers to pull to cause the Hutts to stir them up. Just like the MerCons the promise of power, in this case the taking of what was once promised, was too hard for the Hutts to pass up. Pern, though, needed that one Hutt to generate the idea into a great idea. That Hutt was Zorba.
Zorba was a powerful Hutt and a good leader, but too often greedy. Such an idea was odd to say when it came to other beings that viewed all Hutts in general near and far. However this opinion was from his fellow Hutts. Zorba had a very neo-capitalistic view and firmly believed that all in the galaxy was for the taking. A noble goal for all Hutts, but his imagination was more broad and ambitious than his and all the other Hutts combined capabilities. It got him loses, put his family in the red too many times, and in order for him to get back in the black and avoid not only losing his leadership in the family but his very own life he would shut down, be quiet, and do what every other Hutt family does best; spice smuggling, weapons running, and the occasional trade of slaves.
Then this opportunity came along. Zorba's large eyes had lit up when the Savior's highest military commander, a large horned brute by the name of Magus Prophet, had come before him with the Vhinech. They looked like other beings, nearly perfect except for DNA, blood, and some internal structure differences biological; there were ways around those giveaways, especially on planets outside the Core Worlds of the Republic. But what floored the Hutt were their abilities to use the Force; so very Jedi like it nearly caused a fire fight. Never in the years before did the Vhinech betray such abilities to them, thus it seemed at first to be a trap; some elaborate Jedi scheme to have Zorba arrested….again. 
Yet the Hutts knew the insides and outsides of the Jedi and Zorba could tell that these Vhinech were anything but. He took a risk on the Vhinech, and those results were the extinction of the very powerful and once sole inhabitants of Vhanba the Vhinphyc; Pern's strategies had more to do with it than the Hutt's supply lines, but of course Zorba didn't know that. Zorba smelled a winner a convinced others in his family and even other family clans to go in on this venture. All in the name of claiming what was promised to them thousands of years ago.
Now it was a complete and utter loss. This was not merely a massive spice and drug shipment lost to the Maw near Kessel, nor was it slaves freed from one of the main housing hubs found throughout the galaxy, nor was it even their own kin that was killed. This was a business deal of vengeance that had guaranteed delivery of what had been denied all that was promised to Hutts, and it just took a massive, substantial trip down the crapper that affected the entire Hutt race. Pern's lies and Zorba's selling point to the others just cost them not only tools and means that the Vhinech spent absolutely nothing on to get except services -- and now future services went up in nuclear smoke -- but in time the Republic and the Jedi would discover hard and direct evidence of their involvement and once again the Hutts would be in law enforcement's every diligent limelight. And this time the light would shine very bright and for a very long time.
The only question on Zorba's mind was very precise and clear: when was he going to die for this?
Undoubtedly that crossed the mind of the few family members that decided to come to the private meeting as well, called upon by the most discreet of invitation practices. In Hutt Governing Law, Zorba was protected like any other Hutt from being murdered. As a Huteta, that very law becomes much more enforceable with Commerce Law since his family contributes directly to the Hutt economy and the penalty for violation that much more harsh. Only a fool, though, would believe written word of any law or even sworn oath that had been instilled in every lord Hutt for thousands of years would prevent being killed. There were high quality assassins out there that never spoke a word in their life or retain any thought about previous employers in their minds. All it took was one of the Hutetas that just lost a considerable amount of his, or hers, fortune to take another risk. Revenge against the Republic was reason motive enough in the first place. Revenge against Zorba and the rest of the Desilijic clan wasn't that big of a step; a lot of Hutts, in this or out of it, were looking very foolish, and nothing pissed off a Hutt more than bruised pride.
However, it was bound to come up, there were other Hutt clans that were in this venture as well, and since this business venture was going to have a great affect on the Hutt markets all around there was going to be clans that had nothing to do with this very upset at them; they would be just waiting for any one of the clans involved to kill Zorba, and with that precedent give them free reign to slaughter the other guilty clan leaders.

This meeting if anything was to sure up the family. With absences it was immediately clear that there were all ready defections. Zorba figured as much as he turned to face the rest and continue the discussion that was all ready hours old, all the while allowing the final stats of the Battle of Evramora continuously play along with the calculated losses his family alone has occurred with this investment.
Those words never came because of the loud noise from the darkened hallway that led to the outside. Immediately the Hutts and their array of bodyguards from different worlds with different weapons and different methods of killing turned their eyes and cast their cautious stares in that direction. 

The sound was the main door closing, and from the shadows flanked by the alien only known by name and by species as Ephant Mon emerged the young, slender, and formable form of Zorba's heir apparent: his son Jabba Desilijic Tiure.

For the first time in many days Zorba's foot wide eyes lighted up with joy and from his unbelievably large, slit mouth that all Hutts had came a hearty "Ahhhhhhh, Jabba." With some effort and in a rare instance Zorba moved his large bulk off his floating dais, landing on the floor with a loud PLOP that would remind someone of spilling large amounts of liquid on a surface, but magnified by a thousand or more pounds. He slithered his gastropod form through the other gastropods and greeted Jabba by placing his large hands upon his son's head; a form of affection. 
And the unspoken truth was that Zorba was very glad to see Jabba. Born from his own hermaphroditic loins, it would have just destroyed him if the very offspring from his being never came. Jabba didn't take part in this bad investment, but nonetheless he too had pride and didn't want to look foolish; even by his own father. Zorba would have not wanted Jabba to be any other way at any other time, and at times they did clash when he did fail. But Zorba needed him now, truly the only Hutt in the room he could trust. Disagree they do, but Jabba was always loyal to him.
"So good to see you my Son," Zorba bellowed in Huttese. 

For some beings it was sad in their point of view that Hutts really couldn't smile. The Hutts, however, wouldn't have wanted it. They were who they were, and if that meant they couldn't smile like the weak and the foolish then it was in their superior minds and far more superior hearts to find a way to show both friendly and loving expression. Jabba did so by letting out an "Ahhhhhhhhh!" and followed by a response. "It has been too long, Father. I and my partner were returning as it was when we had heard the news."

It was a signal that the family reunion was over, and that they were Hutts and business had to be attended to. "Indeed it is not good news." Zorba moved back towards his dais, knowing Jabba was close behind him and listening; Ephant Mon and the rest of Jabba's bodyguards not so far behind either. 
Zorba showed Jabba the holographic data before them and the other Hutts in the family, cousins mainly, and bellowed in Huttese, "As you can see, the Republic was not only successful in defeating the Vhinech Order and the Mersader Conglomerate, but there are growing numbers of survivors. Vhinech survivors that is. Prisoners." He turned around and said not only to Jabba but to all the Hutts in the room. "And that does mean interrogations. Deals being struck. Loosened lips. Our kind's activities in this military action will be revealed."
Jabba moved in closer to examine all the data; he was only going to have questions and offer solutions once he knew what he was talking about. Zorba continued. "For the last few years or so the Republic had forgotten us again, but this failure will now make them look at us. This is my fault, that I have invested this family into a great shame and failure. Others have also been harmed by this, and I feel they will demand we make amends. Question is how it comes to pass, and what form will they be satisfied with?"
"Does that include Black Sun as well, my Lord?" questioned one of the younger Ugueta of the clan; an Ugueta was a shortened term from Ugueta 'ul Murfasa, which means 'not from within', or in broader terms he wasn't an original blood descendant of the clan and in this case not born from Zorba's pouch or any of Zorba's brothers. Like many Ugueta, he was part of a business deal that solidified relations between his current family and the one from which he came from; Zorba's youngest brother was the Desilijic part of the deal and was dealt over a long time ago. Such arrangements are made every few hundred years to sure up allies, the theory being that when the laws were thrown out the window blood relative would not kill blood relative, and if enough were in each group it would negate a sudden rash of reaction.
The Ugueta made an excellent point that made him smarter than his four hundred years showed. When it came to criminal enterprise in the Republic Black Sun had it nearly cornered despite its youthful inexperience; that is the Hutts has criminals had been around longer. Under Alexi Garyn Black Sun was everywhere and not everyone knew they worked for the organization; basically the only other entities that knew Black Sun enough were either Hutt, perhaps a few Jedi, and members of the Corellian Security Force, or CorSec. Although Black Sun was covering everything it primarily operated closer to the Core Worlds where its secret base of operations laid; where dumbfounded the Hutts, who have been looking for it ever since the Republic had hired them once to take care of the Hutt problem. Pretty much the Hutts ruled their own space and held strong interests in many Outer Rim worlds, at times sharing such interests in Black Sun; the leader of Black Sun long ago realized that eliminating the Hutts was eliminating new resources, and so an alliance was struck. Black Sun didn't ask for much, but they did require that the Hutts did not screw up any of their -- and this was a bit unbelievable to a lot of anti-law types around -- legitimate business ventures in the capital market.
Well, Evramora was one good example of a screw up. In fact it smecked up a lot of trading markets. The Bothan Stock Exchange, the most profitable and heaviest traded on of all the free and fair trade markets, took a four thousand point - two percent - nose dive when the hostage situation began. The reason wasn't because innocent lives were in jeopardy or even that there was going to be a battle to start the war that the Republic had all ready authorized by Senate vote just days before; fact was that vote stabilized the sagging economy overnight that feared inflation more than it feared invasion. It was about location; since Evramora was only a scant hyperspace jump away from Bothan Space the fear of the war spilling towards Bothawui seemed inevitable to investors abroad has the days ticked by. By the end of the crisis more than ninety quadrillion investment shares had moved out of the BSE causing massive devaluing on those investments that stayed because investors were too slow, too stupid or were too locked into the market because of business agreement.
Black Sun, as well as a lot of Hutts and many other known -- and unknown -- unsavory types populated the last of the three reasons; sometimes it didn't hurt to have -- in their view anyways -- safe bets when it came to credits; 'safe' as in protected from robbery of the traditional sense and left over spoils from their murder. One may question why, with legitimate wealth outweighing their criminal wealth, such criminal syndicates would continue in their illegal ways, but the smart investor would always have the answer; to stay on top of the market one must be 'all in' it, and through corruption and blackmail they were able to tweak law and regulation to favor those investments that were legal or illegal. Through this way they had investment outs no one else had; if the Republic were to become, for example, a military state that cracked down hard on criminal enterprises militarily the Hutts, Black Sun, whoever could pull out of it and have money in legal practices to tide them over.
But with all that said and done and preplanned and plotted out, entities that crave power were never satisfied with the power they all ready have. And if something or someone stomped on their toes in any area where it affected them in their credit pouch even a slight they were going to find that cancer and have it removed with the dullest of tools. 
And this Hutt venture with the Vhinech that affected Black Sun's interests was a cancer. The markets may rebound, all be it slowly, but criminal activity was going to be monitored hard again; very hard, especially by the Jedi Order who undoubtedly will be responsible for combat against the Force sensitive and Force using Vhinech. And those attached to Vhinech activities were surely going to be considered fellow enemy combatants, and there were a few thousand worlds all ready lined up to stress that fact. But Black Sun was more of a concern than the Republic was; dealing with law enforcement was one thing, dealing against powerful law breakers of greater standing was another. As far as majority of the Hutt family clan hierarchies were concern they and Black Sun were in good standing. 
Not any more. With this it looked as if the Hutts were going to benefit from a Vhinech take over more than Black Sun was. In truth that was another part of Zorba's intent; the elimination of competition. Black Sun will undoubtedly think this and they would be right.
Zorba cleared his mind of all the possibilities and said, "That does include Black Sun, yes."

Another of the Hutts bellowed, "They dare not go against us. Our Empire is one of the mightiest. I do not care if they are 'everywhere'. We will splatter them with our might."

"True if they were Xim the Despot, Lumago," thundered Zorba, referring to the fool that attempted to plunder Hutt fortunes many millennia ago and had met failure very quickly. "Foolish enough to engage us as a standing army on a battlefield, as a navy in the vast star filled ocean of space. Black Sun, however, is not Xim the Despot. Sadly, even our own people may not come to our aide if Black Sun wishes us."
Jabba pulled himself away from the holographic data and asked, "The other families have not contacted you?"

"No, my Son," said Zorba grimly. "And they have had days to consider this all ready. Perhaps our saving grace at this time is our family clan's mighty history, and I am sure they see that what I was trying to do was put our race back on the highest pedestal of rule in this galaxy."

"I can name a few families right now that would twist the knife that is in us. The Besadii for certain." The Besadii Clan Jabba referred to was the Desilijic's most bitter rival in the Hutt Empire. The rivalry went back thousands of years, and sometimes in the darkest of corners and alleys and holes in the universe -- out of the view of the other families and the Hutt Laws they all swore to obey; the only law was Hutt Law -- their were bloody brawls that didn't require death to end them, but sometimes it did and it took months to discover the truth. What brought the rivalry was unclear except to say that a Ugueta deal was not completed and one side has always blamed the other, and thus pride that was damaged back then had carried the feud along with the competitive business practices both employed.
"For certain Besadii will prod as well as twist." Zorba let his hands rest upon his rather large paunch, the mere mentioning of the rival clan bringing forth an anger and expression that was missing from the discussions. "They have been waiting for such a moment like this for a very long time. They will attempt to kill us by pushing for a disavow status on our Clan, I am very certain."
And that was a bitter pill if so. A Hutt Clan that was disavowed in the eyes of the other Hutts were dead in business be it legal or illegal. That status allowed other clans to pick the disavowed Hutt's coffers clean, bankrupting them for causing such hardships within the harmony that was the Hutt financial institution. No one, not even species outside the Hutts, dared deal with Hutt Clans with that status, for if they did they became targets marked for death; the enforcement of such a law was that damn serious to the Hutts. Examples taught lessons, and no being in the universe really sought to become one, especially when it came to the Hutts. And for the Hutts being disavowed by their own kind was the worst bloodless death around.
"However the Besadii Clan does open itself up to scrutiny with its recent shoddy deals," Zorba was quick to point out. "They are beside the point. It has been days since the Clan Council has taken a review of this matter. It should not have taken this long." He finally couldn't excuse the thought on his mind. "Unless they cannot decide on the appropriate, legal punishment to inflict on our family."
"Or they have, and they are not telling us," another Hutt of the clan added grimly. "Perhaps they have decided to let Black Sun do the deed."

Jabba was quick to respond to that, injecting his experience after reading the information before him; another reason why Zorba was glad to have his only son home. "We have reasons to fear Black Sun, but my close contacts within Black Sun have shown no interest in us at this time."
"And you can trust those contacts?" reasoned another Ugueta.

"One of them is very close to Alexi Garyn. I cannot reveal their name."
"You are among family, surely you can-."

"He does not!" Zorba spat empathically. With that the unspoken accusation lingered in the air and truly it was only a matter of time that the thought that betrayal from within could occur at any moment. Paranoia was the price of one paid for being in this kind of lifestyle. No matter how much was paid out in the form of credits for loyalty, no matter what positioned one held there was always the want for more. Opportunists capitalize on any or all opportunity and if they are desperate or unsatisfied enough they will take the risk. Perhaps telling Black Sun that there is a double agent giving away secrets to Jabba the Hutt would spare one of the Desilijic Hutts their wraith. And again not every Hutt here shares blood with Zorba; they were Ugueta, or they bought their way in.
"Only I am privileged to that information! Make no mistake: even under the circumstances I am still ahead of this family. I am still the Clan Lord! Jabba," he looked to his son, "is there anything else?"
"Only an opinion based on what I have seen and heard so far," said Jabba. "I believe we would be the least of the Republic's problems. If their leader is still alive, that makes them even more of a threat to Republic security." He looked at his father intently. "To me that leader is Magus Prophet, not the Savior we never met. I do not say he did not exist, but to me Prophet had more to him than just skill. He has a star's magnitude for survival, much more than any one of us."
"One of the early reports is that he was on Naboo," said Zorba. "It does not say why he was there, nor does it go further than that. It never said he was caught or killed."

Jabba thought for a moment, and then said, "And it never will, only because he is still alive. How many times have we seen the Republic put information out about someone dead and it was not so after some digging and buying?"

Zorba found himself laughing just a little at the thought. "AH yes! Witness protection is always a good for a joke." The little comment brought some laughs from the other Hutts in the room. Unless the Jedi were involved the Republic's witness protection program was very undesirable for its track record of keeping said witnesses alive. Truly you didn't have to be a Hutt if you wanted such persons killed, but it helped to have the credits. "Seriously, though, do we pretend that the Republic does not cast a stare our way?"

"No and neither should we back down from them."

"Do not forget that it will be the Trade Federation that will push the hardest for vengeance with everyone involved," injected another Ugueta. This one, Germora, was of high rank and stature in the family for an Ugueta. "Even with our ties with them for weapon proliferation. That fact affects the entire Hutt Empire, for it us that distributes the weapons. Those very weapons used to take those battleships from the Trade Federation and use them against the other battleships and the Republic Combined Fleet."

Jabba the gunrunner had to bare that burden with a slit expression; eyelids narrow and mouth tight; a good bad point was just made. The Hutts were indeed moving illegal, outdated weapons for the Trade Federation. That even included the very same Trade Federation weapons they sold to the Vhinech when they did have something of monetary value to trade in and when the MerCons didn't have sufficient weapons to give the Force sensitive beings. 
Jabba broker some of those deals as the supplier or the middle Hutt. He said, "The Trade Federation may take offense, but they never bothered to tell us who not to sell it to. We bought the weapons from them; we were reselling them. Once I got the weapons from them their control over them ended. They knew we would sell them to a warring faction, and at the time there was only one." He held up a large finger to add, "If the Trade Federation wants to point the finger they will suspect one being pointed back!"
Zorba didn't quite like how that came out, and one look over the crowd brought him to say, "It is late now; the Clan Council has obviously recessed or otherwise my rather late as always counselor would have contacted us to say otherwise. Let us all go our separate ways. I will contact you if the Council has not decided or call me to the Chamber of Lords tomorrow. And tell no one of this meeting, and trust no one outside our clan." 
They were slow to leave, but not because of their great bulk. The hesitation was due to not getting any satisfaction; they did not discover an answer for the current problem, and honestly they were curious to how far Jabba was going to go with his words if he was challenged. But Zorba the Hutt's words killed all challenge.

However it didn't necessarily kill the subject matter altogether. "My Son," boomed Zorba to Jabba, who along with Ephant Mon and Zorba's personal guards were seeing to it that all the others were leaving as discreetly as well as just leaving completely; after all, no announcement from the Clan Council could also mean there was going to be a hit on Zorba, that they wanted an element of surprise; cold, but certainly without precedent. "Stay if you would. Alone preferably."
"Mon," said Jabba to his best friend after Zorba excused himself and slithered towards the back room set up for his living pleasure, "Take my guards and position them around the perimeter, and then hold yourself at the door, but out of sight. It appears we're staying a while longer here."

"Okay Boss," boomed the large-faced, powerfully strong alien and did as he was told. Silently Jabba took one more look at the holographic data, and finally slithered after his father. The noises and smells and thoughts of all the other Hutts were long gone.

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

Although it was a secret hideaway it did not mean it had to be an absolute hole in the wall filled with cobwebs, dust, and darkness. Hutts were Hutts, not the mere vermin they employed or used or abused. If they had to imprison themselves then as wardens they were responsible for their imprisonment, making sure their 'prison time' was spent comfortably.

Zorba was never one to forget the fact he was a Hutt, and so entering the back room Jabba found the well lit place filled with lavish quantities of high quality that befitted a Huteta. From food like the live tagalish in pickle brine, splashing about trying to keep their heads above brine. The built in soft floor that gave it a pillow-like quality that allowed the two dozen slave girls to lay and play and perform in comfort; for the Hutt's amusement alone of course, not because he was too overly concerned with his play things. The guards all around that kept it all protected and the slaves in line were well trained and armed. To vices like the large hookah that was steaming hot with golalush. Not home, but pretty damn close for Zorba and Jabba's liking.

Zorba had all ready beaten Jabba to the room and hookah, proliferating the long stem and hook inhaler from its sizable holder on the side. Generally it was important for any Hutt of high standing to have such low man's pleasure for it showed off the status of greatness. By taking such a simple device and making it grander was like illustrating a Clan Lord's from his humble begins to his golden dominance currently. In this case the hookah's frame was solid gold with shimmering sapphires of various colors that matched the color codes found in the success-failure charts, each sapphire representing a conquest; the bigger and brighter the sapphire, the more profitable that business deal was or how important and grand that battle victory was; the sapphires were modest in size and did not cover the whole frame.
He carefully inspected the inhaler and the hose, for golalush was so volatile that premature steam or liquid from the hookah accessories and that it only took the heat of the hookah pan itself to ignite those strays on fire, or worse make the hookah a very powerful shrapnel bomb. Alas the inspection wasn't a necessity since he did not share his hookah with no one, except perhaps Jabba; hookah accidents were for idiots, primarily non-Hutt drug addicts on the streets of city-covered smuggler's moon of Nar Shaddaa. Zorba was just waiting for his son. 
Without looking he said to him in Huttese, "There are times my Son, when I go to use my hookah, if someone or something has gained enough courage - or stupidity rather - to tamper with it. Just a superficial hole anywhere along the inhaling components, and its Flame On!" When he did that last part he raised his hands and shouted a little in jubilation. This brought forth a heavy but short dose of laughter from Jabba; stopping because he realized his father was making a point by using the drug objects as a metaphor.
Zorba took a puff from the inhaler, letting out a great and deep sigh as the intoxicants entered and exited his mouth, letting the very evil odor trickle up his large nostrils for a second inhale. After all that, he grabbed the second inhaler connected to the hookah and presented it to Jabba. Jabba took it in slither, and took a position on the other side of the hookah. 
Zorba let his inhaler drift down to his belly. "And sometimes I wonder if I am keen as I believe myself to be." He suddenly inhaled, thus changing the subject even before Jabba could answer his father. "Perhaps one of my mistakes was not settling down soon enough in a position of power to learn from my Father and the other elders of the family. Harness knowledge and wisdom instead of starting as the Smuggler Lord of Beu'sher."
The change of subject along bothered Jabba, but the context of it now managed to slice through the clouds of smoke inside his head just as effectively as it did on the outside. This was something Jabba had heard before, and recently it was becoming too often. "If you are curious, Father, you should ask."

"Did you not take the planet I gave you to oversee, Tatooine?"

Jabba puffed his inhaler and answered. "I have looked it over."
"And?"

Jabba was very slow to answer, and when he did it was still the truth; it was a belief of his. "And I say nothing goes wrong when I'm doing all the work."
"I would understand this…desire to be there during a business transaction if you were an adventurer of a youthful age," admonished Zorba. "You are approaching midlife, and such foolery should have given away to wisdom decades ago."
"It was you who said a Hutt should carve out their legacy alone," Jabba retorted back.

"And I have said there is, at some point, a Hutt finally stops and has a reflection time to look back upon his decisions," Zorba stressed. "This is followed by years of reward reaping by letting those you can control do the work for you. An extension of your power, Jabba, is to do as you will with others to your satisfaction, and therefore bend their will towards your wishes and commands. Such things and others you may find restrictive are in fact those rewards that give you clout, my Son. It makes you recognizable as an individual. If you start early enough, and are successful enough, then no one - no Hutt- can question you."
Jabba stewed over it…again. This conversation was not new, and it wasn't going to go away unless it was ultimately settled harshly. The timing of it all really stank more than their own body odor. And Jabba had this feeling why such a conversation was coming to pass now. "I know what you talk about, my Father. I know of a compelling example of such success. I should have followed in your Brother's footsteps."
That statement alone took a few hundred years off of to Zorba's demising reflexes as the Hutt twisted his upper body around to stare at Jabba in full disapproval. Many of those in attendance paid notice very quickly; the dancers stopped dancing, the guards grabbed their guns tighter and even the food seemed to get very still with paralyzing anticipation of a different nature. The building tension was based on the possibility that two beings some fifteen feet in body length and weighing around a thousand pounds each were about to physically have a fight. Hutt fights were very brutal affairs and those fortunate, and unfortunate, enough to see one swear to that truth if they managed to avoid the carnage. The possibility had greater interest since it was between father and son.
But weaker beings always jumped to conclusions. Zorba merely disapproved of his son's words and tone even if there was a hint of truth to the sarcastic view, for the good and the bad of it. He said, "Even with your success and status in this family, Jabba, it does not give you the right and you have not earn the privilege to disrespect one that has achieved far more than you ever have to date. You will address him properly around me. He is your uncle."
"I meant no disrespect to you, Father," assured Jabba. "However I have none for a great failure such as the likes of Yabbula."

Zorba rumbled out slowly, "Jabba" in warning. There was no avoiding this for he had opened the door. 
Yabbula the Hutt, at one time, was Zorba's second in line to the head of the Clan but had far surpassed many other Clan Lords in success. His cold cunning and despicable ways were such that those un-achieving Clan Lords did raise questions despite the raise in the share of profits Yabbula had brought in. There was nothing fancy to Yabbula's methods; it was typical criminal fare in regards to weapons, drugs, and slaves. What set him apart from the other Hutts were the extraordinary lengths he would go to achieve them; extraordinary, as in far more dangerous than what Jabba was doing as a gunrunner by catering to the lowest common denominators of ethic thinking that had the greatest common factors in both power and wealth. 
Money and politics. Yabbula alone was going into Black Sun territory and rewrote everything. He even so far as taking his own vast wealth and by buying off several thousand Senators in the Republic with credits and certain 'promises', and with that extra channel of power he had them give him two moons for research and development purposes of his own choosing. The moons of Fennerump and Litleteusch that orbited the inhospitable planet Eldir became a place practically legalized by the Republic to 'research' decadence, funded by the common Republic taxpayer; it was by and far the single most bold and brash stunt ever pulled off by a Hutt in non-combat. New forms of illegal spice and other mind altering substances were developed there by using real live testing subjects sold to them from various worlds; some criminals, many others not. The other half of the research was in the worst forms of sexual depravity ever imagined, but Yabbula surprisingly found very deep pockets that were very interested in such very dark and ultra-illegal evils.
It wasn't until the wraith of then Jedi Knight Nadja Moranna upon Eldir did any Hutt other than Jabba finally questioned Yabbula's wisdom. Even so Jabba was so furious at the other Clans for putting up with his uncle's provocative antics for so long he didn't bother to attend any of the Council of Lords sessions required of him as Zorba's heir apparent. And Jabba knew for a fact that the Hutts so called 'empire' was anything but a force to be reckoned with when compared to how quickly and effectively the Republic put together a combined fleet to counter the Vhinech. Hell, if Black Sun even pretended to exist in all of the Republic's eyes it didn't stand a chance against the Republic or the regular military powers like Corellia, the Trade Federation, or Bothawui; the Vhinech situation demonstrated that the trend of galactic selfishness within the governing body could still find the back burner on the stove of importance. And with Zorba's failure that priority thinking may as well find its way to this his people.
But there was still history, and history dictated that the Republic still chose its battles. Yabbula's failure was no exception to that rule. Instead of the Republic and its citizenry demanding justice for what the Hutts have done the operations and the incident at the Twin Moon of Eldir were a mere blip in the conscious of the Few; those planets that really did care about other species and civil rights beat the drum the loudest, but of course those planets were also the first ones that dared not suggest war. Alderaan, as always, took the cake when it came to that; all they had to do was say 'diplomacy' and the majority of votes needed to solve the entire problem vanished before anyone could say Sabbath. 
That ultimately saved Yabbula from the Council of Lord's swift judgment of him, and thus thought it was fitting enough punishment for him to go into hiding from Nadja Moranna, who and who alone declared and fought a war against the Hutts when even her own Brothers and Sisters of the Brown didn't have the heart to do so. That was odd on two fronts; the fact the Jedi did not fully pursuit the issue, and the fact the Jedi did not stop Moranna when it seemed has if she overstepped what constituted for other Jedi as moral ground. But even Jabba could see what she did wasn't that profane…..just smecking goofy for a Jedi.
But it was Yabbula who brought that goofiness upon every other Hutt venture, including Zorba's too many a time. In fact it was only thirty years ago, some time before the Mid Rim Conflicts, when his father had become a casualty when Moranna and her cohorts decided to apprehend Zorba when they didn't come across Yabbula on Draga'stahl and put him away for twenty years; the Vhinech dealings increase was Zorba's comeback from incarceration. 
It was Jabba's personal belief that Yabbula sold Zorba out in a round about way by going to Draga'stahl and showing himself around very publicly for the first time in decades since the fall of Eldir, and knowing Moranna she wasn't going to pass up a chance to get him. No Yabbula though, so she and her partner Enothchild Sarch took Zorba and twenty years of his life instead. Jabba was never appointed Huteta in his place, but at least the Council of Lords had the wisdom to take care of Desilijic affairs in his father's place and not allow Yabbula even a hair's chance at becoming Clan Lord, which in turn made Yabbula disappear again; where he was no one knew.

From that day on Jabba had always spat on the name of Yabbula and vowed never to call him family again. He spent that time trying to find concrete evidence of the deception to show to both his father and the Council of Lords; such acts were traitorous and punishable by death. He knew Zorba would never tolerate such betrayal even from his own brother, but the other extreme was in full effect currently even now.
"Jabba," Zorba began again after calming down, inhaling a great deal of smoke before continuing. "I know you detest Yabbula, for what shame you think he has brought to this family."

"What I think? It is what I know!"

"Right now," Zorba continued without acknowledging Jabba's retort, at least not right away, "what we do not need is a feud within our brood, not over foolish and unproven speculation founded in jealousy." Jabba's eyes widened in disbelief: jealousy!!! However Zorba continued. "Besides that, we as a family are in this particular situation because of me, not Yabbula. I have brought this bad situation upon all of the Hutts, not him. I will not have my blame fall upon my Brother, my Son, or anyone else in our Family. And I will not have anyone else pass the credit of blame on anyone else if, if it comes to it, I must go away."
Zorba held up a very large finger and held it firmly in front of Jabba's face. "Honor me with that request, Jabba, and show me respect! The respect I should not have to demand from my own Son!"

Jabba was stunned, so much so that no amount of dulling of his brain could blur the power of those words. Somehow this went from him to Yabbula and back and for whatever reason the Hutt didn't understand why. He thought he knew with his Yabbula comment, but that wasn't it now. And now wasn't the time to question it. "I have always respected you, Father. If I created a doubt in you, then I am sorry."
Zorba regarded Jabba for a few moments, all the while tapping his inhaler against his lower mouth fold. A low rumble escaped his mouth, prompting Jabba to look at him and wondering what his father was thinking to have him make such a noise. His eyes squinted, lids relaxing after another few moments and a few puffs from his inhaler. Finally he put a fatherly hand upon Jabba's head and said, "Never think I don't love you, Jabba. You are my Son. I often disagree with some of the things you do, but I am not disappointed."
He set his inhaler back in the hookah frame and clapped his hands together to summon the slaves to serve them their food. He said, "Someday, my Son, I will leave all this to you. There may be doubts, but I do believe you will learn from my mistakes. When the time comes you will take the Hutt Empire as a whole to new heights. Those heights that are rightfully ours but stolen away from us from the Republic's refusal to honor a promise."
Zorba squeezed Jabba's skull cap a bit and said, "That will be you, Jabba, when the time comes. All you have to do is believe in it. Believe in my vision and one day," he gestured back at his hookah, "you will be minding everything as you lay by my hookah, getting fat, wealthy, and happy. It will happen someday."
Much of the conversation ended with that proclamation as the hot or alive food was brought to them by the most beautiful of slaves that only wuipuis would buy; they were mostly female Twi'leks, because they were the most convenient, most physically endurable, and most expendable species to enslave; their own families on the very poor planet Ryloth sell them to slavers all the time; it was Ryloth's gross planetary product, accounting for 80 percent of their total revenue. Jabba was like his father, immediately forgetting that which bothered them only seconds ago and drooling over the visuals of Twi'leks with their dancer builds and healthy feminine virtues barely concealed by the tightest and thinnest and narrowest of materials that passed as clothing upon their bodies, both wondering as the slaves performed with them when, if ever, such a succulent 'virtue' may accidentally pop out; the theory was that the females flexed even the muscles they didn't use in their dances to prevent such a shifting of cloth. If so it was a testament to their deceptive muscular control. So the entertainment wasn't always about the dance or who performed it, but whether or not something naughty of a different sort was going to occur.
Before the sun arose on Nal Hutta, Jabba said his goodbyes to Zorba and under the cover of darkness slithered quickly and carefully from the hideout. Ephant Mon greeted him first, and they both lumbered for their ship along with Jabba's men. Neither afraid of these men's loyalties, Ephant Mon asked, "Your old man didn't give you the reigns of the family?"

Jabba snorted in contempt towards his own failure and said, "I thought he would have." They continued on in silence for a few moments, and finally he said, "Why is it that failures like my Father cling on to the cliff? Hmmmm? Why doesn’t he do the galaxy a favor and let go?"

Mon shook his entire body in a 'no' gesture; since the majority of his body consisted of his face and head he had to. He pointed out, "Because there's always a chance of recovery. That somehow by holding on long enough one will find new strength and pull their helpless selves up."
"Yeah, the same being that put them there in the first place is going to be the same being that saves them." Jabba sniffed at that. "Why is it then that is only true for those with both physical strength and powerful will?"

"You just answered the question," Mon pointed back. 

"And that is why I wish my Father would just get it over with!" Jabba finally spat out without any fear of reprisal. "Either he pulls himself up, or just fall." 

Mon knew Jabba, and knew that wasn't the golalush doing the talking. Jabba knew it too, for as sad as it was he had always held a negative opinion of his father when it came to business, and this was the last straw as far as he was concerned. There was hope that Zorba would have done the right thing and got out of the whole Vhinech mess, that he would have had the wisdom he would have seen that it was Jabba and Jabba alone, his own son, that had really made the Vhinech deal so glaring.

Jabba had no regrets in making this fiasco Zorba's downfall; he had planned to unseat his father for the last ten years for his own greed and for his own purposes for the sake of the Desilijic Clan. And Zorba's downfall was almost complete.
It was a not the most brilliant of plans; Jabba had better ones to take over. However those plans involved the death of Zorba, and although he disliked his father's mind and decisions he didn't hate him. He still loved his father, but he had to do something to keep him alive and betrayal was the only option. By flooding the market with weapons and having those same weapons be used by the Vhinech Jabba had purposely created what the Humans called a 'hardware trail' right back to the Hutts, specifically right to Zorba the Hutt's doorstep. 
Given Zorba's reputation in law enforcement circles and the Jedi specifically it was an unquestionable shockball goal that if the Republic is motivated enough they would go after the supplier of the Vhinech's war machine just as hard as they would after the Vhinech and the MerCons. Throw in the Trade Federation just a little, who undoubtedly took notice that some of their older and undated weapons technology was used against them in the taking of their battleships, and undoubtedly it was either going to force Zorba's hand to step aside and hide, or the Council of Lords were going to make that choice for Zorba just as much as they did for Yabbula. Clearly the Council saw this as an individual failure and not a family wide fault; Zorba cleared Jabba to make the deals without question, so Jabba's hands were clean in this. If he hadn't done it, there was no telling how much more damage would have been inflicted upon the family, and perhaps even his own mortality would have come under the question.
Between Jabba and Mon the conversation had came up many times, Jabba always initiating the conversation with his most trusted friend; Ephant Mon was disliked and he liked no one; he never spoke to anyone else other than Jabba. For a brute he was sometimes wise so Jabba bounced his opinion off him, and through that process was how Jabba devised this plan of succession. He also had an outside source that guaranteed the Hutts standing in the future, mainly the continuation of their existence; as a species, not just as criminals. This source and a convincingly powerful source at that did guarantee that Republic interest in the Hutts will waiver in short time so long as the Hutts leave the Vhinech and the MerCons high and dry; the suggestion came just a few short hours after Evramora's demise. Jabba made sure of that by pulling all his brokers off the beaten trail and told his alternate smugglers to not run anything for the losing groups. Who this being was, what he represented for the future of the Hutts and interestingly enough for the Republic and the Jedi Order, he never shared his existence with anyone else. It would ruin his plans. It would end his life. Was it slavery to an idea? Yes. Did it prolong Jabba's life, to give up what he and other Hutts could accomplish on their own to a single ruler? Sure did. 
Did he regret any of this because of it? Hell no.

"Don't get me wrong, I love him," reiterated Jabba to Mon as their massive Hutt blast boat came into view. "I am doing this to save him."
"No need to justify it with me, Jabba old friend," assured Mon. "There does come a time when survival of one or a bunch demands action. Sometimes it hurts, but what can you do. One of these days he was going to get us killed with his incompetence."
Jabba gave Mon a look, but it wasn't an angered one as someone would expect given the critic. It was one that was followed by a certification of agreement in the form of words. "Without question if this wasn't done." 
He looked back towards the way they came, as if looking back at the past one last time. Jabba said, "He will retire fat and happy, as every Hutt should. And I should assume control of the clan by sunset tomorrow. I will right the ship, and everyone's bellies will be full."

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

For most Hutts, the dawn of a new day did not come until the end of the day when the sun set; when the Clan Lords had to come together to govern as the Council of Lords that was an entirely different matter they forced themselves up and early. The Council of Lords met once a month normally so no Lord's 'schedule' was in conflict, and often such governing affairs lasted a day. The events though brought them all back for an emergency session and it has lasted longer than anything in the long recorded history of the Hutt Empire. But as Jabba expected there was a final ruling that came at the end of the long day, finding out the news from Zorba through secretive channels. It was only the announcement; whatever the ruling contained was not passed along, prompting Jabba to wonder if the Council just waited for Zorba's arrival at the Courts of Zen'uarbarak and Jesenesus to present their findings that were non-negotiable and final; the palace was so named by the two Hutts responsible for the founding and the laws of the empire, their likeness used towards the construction of the building. Like a monument both of the famous Hutts faced one another, sculpted carefully out in detail from what appeared to be the largest bronze ore ever unearthed; it was an illusion, it was millions of pieces of high polished bronze assembled together to create the 200 story tall, thousands of feet long structure. They were connected strategically through the joining of hands, where walkways and turbolifts moved through to keep those inside connected to one another, and far below the structures in the middle was the main gathering chamber where the two hundred Clan Lords assemble and discuss matters of the Hutt Empire; 199 in this particular case that was now official over.
Upon arrival, the rest of the Desilijic Clan discovered that Zorba had all ready beaten them to the Courts, and that not even Jabba could enter the chamber. No one, not even other Hutts coming in and out of the chamber, told them anything. It irked the young Jabba the Hutt to no end, not being able to discover what the ruling was before anyone else. He couldn't talk to the other Hutts about his wishes; Ephant Mon, being a non-Hutt like Jabba's guards, had to remain outside the Courts of Zen'uarbarak and Jesenesus due to law and tradition demanding that no non-Hutt deserved to be within such great and ominous halls of platinum and silver, lighted with chandeliers littered with corusca gems; no alien feet would scuff the sacred and hollowed floors. Thanks to that tradition Jabba had no confidant, and he didn't even trust much of his own Family Clan to voice his opinions about this waiting and unknowing.
Finally the large and spiral doors opened, the right rotating clockwise and the left counterclockwise, and revealed the inner sanctum of the chamber, allowing the noise and smells associated with the Clan Leaders inside to escape through the opening. Emerging from the chamber was a Hutt, but a rather thin Hutt as far as Hutt standards went. It most certainly wasn't Zorba, no one knew who it was until the doors closed the glaring backdrop from the chamber vanished behind the coiling steel.
It was then the shock hit everyone before Yabbula the Hutt even spoke. "My…my…my! The Family is all here."

Out of all of them in that second of dismay and shock and surprise was Jabba with his large mouth agape; if it were fully able to unhinge his jaw would have found the floor literally in every sense of that classic Human metaphor. Yabbula finally noted Jabba, and took in Jabba's 'what in the hell are you doing here' expression with a jovial bark of laughter, followed by a very un-Hutt like, very Human hug. He bellowed in Huttese, "Ahhhhhhhhhhhh, Jabba, Jabba, Jabba. My Brother's Son! It is so grand to see you, Nephew!" 

For a change Jabba could not even buy the words he needed to respond as Yabbula pulled back. He looked over the Hutt he had not seen for half a century, seeing and smelling that he had not changed one bit. Yabbula, who was younger than Zorba but far older than Jabba, was thin by Hutt standards for a Hutt his age, but only because Yabbula didn't seem to sit still long enough to collect extra skin, fat, and lazy muscle; perhaps something to do with him not sleeping and when partaking in decadence he went full throttle. The other startling non-Hutt features were his eyes and that was due to Nadja Moranna's lightsaber; during the fall of Eldir her thrown blade found the right side of Yabbula's skull, cutting and blinding the eye; it was all white compared to his low burning orange left eye. What really burned Jabba about Yabbula in the past was present now; Yabbula loved Human scent shielding, better known by various names: deodorant, perfume, cologne, and musk. He doused himself with it, inside and out, for whatever reason no Hutt could explain; about the only time he did smell was after being with his fellow Hutts, but realize of course Yabbula smells terrible to the Hutts, while to Humans he would smell pleasant.
Jabba's nostril slits closed for a moment to rid itself of the lingering stench of whatever Human scent shielding Yabbula was using today; in fact it smelled too much like a feminine hygiene product a warrior woman from the Hapes Cluster he met once on Fondor used to cover her so called 'monthly unfreshness'. Worse in fact, as he opened his nostril slits, it smelled as it now clanged to his body; now he smelled like Yabbula and that brought his emotions around from disbelief to a slow, simmering anger; without question Yabbula hugged him on purpose! It could have been worse though; sometimes Yabbula smelled like rotten flesh, from having laid on those who crossed him and let them die, and then let them rot under his carcass for days. Nothing smelled worse than that, but to smell even a little like Yabbula drove Jabba mad.

Checking his fuming state of mind, Jabba asked flatly, "What…are…you doing here, Yabbula?"

Yabbula did not seem bothered by Jabba's spelling out of his question. Instead he turned towards the doors again to the chamber just as they opened again. Once they closed Zorba's form was clear for all to see. Without looking at Jabba, he said, "Best to let my Brother tell you all, my favorite Nephew. Otherwise you will never believe it."
Zorba slithered towards the others very somberly; what pride he had left even yesterday wasn't there. Even with his single body design it was like his head was not part of it as he held his head low. Jabba was still not sure what was going on, and now he felt a building surge of regret rising from within him for doing what he had done. Just a little because he just couldn't make this out. Like everyone else Jabba was confused.

Finally, Zorba inhaled deeply and rose from his doldrums and once again appeared before them all in grandeur and prominence.  He said, "The Republic has issued an encompassing quarantine on anything related to the Hutt Empire, from travel to and from here, to business and trade deals. The former will be difficult for them to enforce, but the latter affects the Republic recognized legitimate business practices we have with the Bothans. The BSE has downgraded the value of our ownership shares in several non-Hutt enterprises. Our ambassadors are being told, not asked, to leave and our authority mediators in the Galactic Senate will no longer have a voice in it. 

"This order is permanent until the following issue is resolved: the non-negotiable extradition of Zorba Desilijic Tiure."
Jabba didn't want that! The plan was prescribed and detailed in which this response would have never occurred. Even his Silent Partner assured him that it wouldn't go that far, but it appeared on the surface that the Republic had managed to force the Council of Lord's hand. Jabba said, "Do not tell me the Lords have agreed to this!"

"Of course they have not!" Zorba chided Jabba. "Frown upon what I have done, but to offer my hide to the Republic as punishment? The Lords collectively agreed to send a message to them stating two things: prove our wrong doing in the Vhinech matter, and secondly they can take their proposal and inserted it firmly in their poodoo hatch." That elicited some proud snickering and issued relief rations to them all; and if they were ration bars Jabba would have ate all those bars. Zorba was not done. "This support from the others does come with two facts. The first is that they saw I was trying to reclaim what was promised to us by the Republic: the regions of space that were promised to us for the defeat of Xim the Despot until their colonials were allowed to bum rush in and occupy those spaces. The planet known to them as Evramora was one of those planets and through the Vhinech Order we were taking that planet back."
Which, again, that was not true; just another of the Savior's promises relayed through Magus Prophet. It was just the Hutts didn't know the truth, and if they did they only wanted to belief their view of it. This view.
"I was not wrong in using our resources to aide the Vhinech in any endeavor; however it is my blame for not making sure the trail from them to us was not hidden." It was then Zorba glanced slowly over at Jabba, who was only listening not necessarily looking. "I should have kept better tabs on the outgoing resources. I should have reeled them in before it got to this critical point."

Jabba stopped daydreaming upon hearing that, turned to look at his father and caught Zorba's look. It was a very brief look, but one that stopped the Hutt's large heart dead cold. The look was brief so only Jabba could read the unsaid words, so no one else had suspicions.

"With my ignorance in full display I gave my apologies," said Zorba has he continued to address the rest of the family. "With all information exchanged, the Council of Lords decided on the fate of the Family. They ordered me to name my successor before I go into protected exile." There was some gasping, but he ignored it as he put a firm hand…on Yabbula's left shoulder. "And I could not think of anyone smarter, resourceful, and responsible as my loving and determined Brother, Yabbula. As of now, he is the new Huteta." 

Jabba did a double take and the awe of the news escaped his mouth louder than anyone. Yabbula just portrayed a Hutt's version of a smile; the folds at the corners of his large mouth turned just slightly upward, and his mouth opened up a few inches. Zorba added to finish as he looked into Jabba's eyes, "Yabbula's organization rehabilitation skills are legend, so my last order to you all is to observe them carefully as he gives you orders to obey; you may learn something. Yabbula, this is your family now. May your fortunes double."
Yabbula gave Zorba a small bow; essentially he lowered his head towards Zorba just a bit, about all any Hutt could do to bow. "Thank you, my Brother. Be safe and be wise on your journey. And I promise you: this family will be waiting for your return." The new Huteta looked at the others and announced, "I will see you all at the family palace later this evening to properly celebrate and bid Zorba best wishes on his journey. Tomorrow, there will be work to be done; a continuation of Zorba's grand vision."
The large group broke up and began to leave, much of them talking among themselves in groups of two or three or six. Yabbula went his own way, knowing full well as the others did that despite what reservations they had they didn't have a say on who lead the Family; that decision was removed from their hands due to Zorba's need to make amends for his stupidity. Zorba made the choices that lead to this, just as it was his choice to turn right around and totally leave everyone behind, heading in a direction totally alien from the others, including his own son.

Jabba didn't like this at all; this wasn't how it was suppose to turn out. His Father in protected exile meant he was not going to retire he was going to be on the run! Although there wasn't truly any legal standing as far as treaties with the Republic there were attempts and signs that alliances were slowly in the works for the past few hundred years; quite frankly, the Hutts can't even trust themselves to keep their most high powered citizens in any hell hole they create for others for imprisonment, so often times the Hutt Empire had no problem recognizing Republic arrest warrants when it seemed prudent for some to remove what they consider cancer cells on the body of the empire. It was politics, and it did exist even in this a criminal rule government where honor among thieves is true but the stab in the back is only as far as the knife held behind the target; like any senator in the 'law abiding' government they just let someone else become the bad guy.
Zorba the Hutt's life wasn't going to be of the retiring kind for now on, and Jabba disagreed with it. Yes he wanted his father out of the way, but not like this. He yelled, "ZORBA!" to get the other's attention, not intending disrespect. It worked at bringing Zorba to a halt and Jabba slithered towards him…
And blanked. As he continued on, Jabba suddenly didn't know what to say. Ironically it was the criminal in him that told him 'don't talk!', that firm belief that by saying something that admits guilt of any kind would get him killed -- a thought that had been instilled in his life blood for over five centuries -- that stopped him. Along with the sudden surge of regret by the time he reached the patriarch Jabba really couldn't find the words. So he just stood there, apprehension in his features, his thick tongue now two sizes thicker.
Silent was Zorba save for the glare he gave his son, and it told Jabba a lot. It was meant to; a clear message of feeling betrayed, of knowing what his son had done, verified when he said to him, "If you respect me then obey this: get yourself to Tatooine, take full responsibility there, stay there, govern minor galactic operations from there, live a big life there and most importantly keep your mouth shut there!" 
"This all cannot be the Council's decision!" Jabba said with rising voice.
Zorba slithered closer and murmured quietly through his partially opened mouth to stress to Jabba to lower his voice. "Do not think I do not know what you have done. Your place is still secure in the pecking order, but until I say so that is where you will remain. You have never disappointed me until now, and that is why I deferred control of this Family to Yabbula." He held up a stern finger to stress an adamant point. "And that, my Son, was the best I could counteroffer to save our Family from censorship!"
Behind Zorba two large Hutts -- both clearly not from the Desilijic Clan -- approached them and made small sounds to alert the former Huteta of their presence. He looked towards them, nodded shortly, and then looked back at the still questioning Jabba. With no remorse or regret in his voice, he said coldly, "This is the price you pay, Jabba, for betrayal." Finished, he took his leave of Jabba without any more fatherly sentiments. He just turned his back on his son and left with the two guards, those and others later who will undoubtedly guard him on his journey to wherever.
That stung Jabba enough to get his mind running and thinking: how did his father found out about the betrayal? Yes he wanted to replace his father, but if he knew that this was going to be the result he wouldn't have done it. By knowing what he knew Zorba changed everything. So who told him?

Jabba left the Courts of Zen'uarbarak and Jesenesus and was met by Ephant Mon on the streets just before his private chariot that was surrounded by his security compliment. He didn't wait a second as the thoughts pushed him to approach his good friend very quickly and grabbing the large alien by the arm hard. The Ephant Mon male stared at his friend with suspicion and growing anger, but it was stopped when Jabba demanded, "Did you talk?"

"No. I don't talk," Ephant Mon spat back. "What happened?"

"Don't lie to me! Did you talk!!" Jabba's anger snapped his security detail into attention. One by one they began to level their blaster sights right at Ephant Mon, figuring the order to execute was the next statement out of their boss' mouth. "Did you tell anyone anything!"
"If I did, it wouldn't have been the first time, Jabba!" Ephant Mon pulled his large arm from out of the stronger Hutt's grip with a hard tug that equaled the power of his point. "If I blabbed about anything, wouldn't there have been someone demanding a fee to repeat what I had said? There are beings that hate me and wish me dead just as equally as they wish you dead. The first time I squawk would be the last time. Our friendship has no price except the debt I owe you for saving my life. You know that!"
Jabba backed off when Ephant Mon mentioned that fact so boldly and loudly for everyone to hear; his friend wasn't afraid to express such gratitude like he was. It was long ago when he sheltered Ephant from the cold, harsh environment of an unnamed planet in which a deal had gone bad and left them both without a functional ship. They were business partners then and just that before, but it was Ephant who stayed and fight while the others fled and died. And why was that: because he believed in Jabba and he believed that Jabba could make him a rich male.
Without any real intangible to say otherwise, Jabba nodded and groaned in frustration, "I know." He then ordered the entourage on board his large skiff chariot and slowly told them what happened; the chariot was a large, long bed open topped repulsor vehicle with retractable roof capability and shaped like needle nose bar fish with its fanned out tail. Finished with the story, he said, "That's why we're not staying here. I won't be toasting Yabbula's new found success. Tatooine sounds like a good place to be for a while."
It was Ephant Mon said to his friend and boss while they sat alone on his dais, "Well I can assure you I didn't spill the boscoe. You think one of your buyer's did?"
Jabba dismissed that with a heavy snort. "Unless they were at every deal, I cannot see how; we flooded the markets and our primary buyers were the Vhinech. Besides that they would have to know what you and I have discussed, or what I was thinking all the long."

There was a silence as they both thought, knowing full well that Jabba was right to some degrees. If it were one deal that was dirty and twisted and a information broker had a spy tail them, and finally sell the information to Zorba that was one thing. The operational flood was quite another, whereas it wasn't obvious unless someone really looked into it and also knew Jabba's thoughts. And if only part of that was right, if Zorba did look into Jabba's actions, it had to occur years ago to begin with; reality was there was no real paper trail except monies, and the Hutts by design because of their criminal enterprise practices never held onto those records for very long; just long enough for the Huteta to see that he wasn't getting shafted in his tribute. However until today, perhaps even last night, was the first time Zorba had hinted that he possessed such knowledge and even Zorba wasn't that incompetent not to act to stop it.
"Maybe the Vhinech said too much to the Republic," Ephant said to break the silence. "Something your father omitted from that report we all read."

"To what end? To trick me? Banthashit!" Jabba exclaimed. "Even the Vhinech did not know."

"And what do we really know about anyone, Jabba?"

He went to speak, but stopped as the point sunk in to frustrate him even more. Collected, Jabba pointed out, "Fine. However the Vhinech end of things is similar to the Jedi end of things. No mind tricks are going to work on me. They simply cannot read my mind." 
"Given their ability to look like other beings, how hard would it be for Zorba or anyone else, or even their leadership, to get them into your employment?"

What Ephant said was off a bit but not far off the path of correct. The Vhinech weren't mimics or like the Clawdite shape shifters. Each Vhinech that was born from a Vhinphyckian parentage was born as totally different species on the outside from Bothan to even Hutt; every single one of those Vhinech born Force sensitive; some unexplainable quirk in nature; a demonstration of the galaxy having a sick sense of humor because the Vhinphyc were racists creatures that also loathed anyone Force sensitive, and here they were giving birth to creatures that was everything they despised. Over a period of time as the Vhinech population just swelled the Vhinphyc started a genocidal program against them. At first it was working, but then came the Savior and in just eight years it was the Vhinphyc that became extinct. And yes Jabba and the Hutts played a small yet significant role in that.
Getting back to the point in his mind, Jabba shook his great bulk in denial; it just didn't seem logical, if it were the Vhinech, for the Vhinech to say anything to Zorba about the sweet deal they were getting, and that was if - big IF - the Vhinech knew that Jabba was selling them so much weapons to trip Zorba up; their defeat just accelerated the tripping and falling process. That left the Force, but the Force only worked on the weakest of minds. Jabba doubted his mind was that weak and Hutt brains were just as complex as they were large. He doubted, with his knowledge of the Vhinech yet small, that they were no different than the Jedi in that regard. 
"And what of Black Sun?" questioned Ephant, complicated and enlarging the point even more. He let a hard eye take note of the guards, the other henchmen in the chariot; such a stare, even from an ally of Jabba's, elicited a rude stare back. "What if we picked up one of their 'everywhere and nowhere' agents?"

Jabba stewed over the logic of it all and it still fell upon the fact that for Black Sun, the Vhinech, or anyone to know what he was doing they had to be there since the beginning of it, watched it all unfold over ten years, and/or read his mind. Again it didn't seem feasible because no one had the will power to keep their big mouth shut for so long. Information like this was life changing event for anyone willing to sell it, and the betrayal would have been seen from the beginning, or if not five years ago. 

"No," was Jabba's end of it answer. "The Vhinech do not win with this information by giving it to my Father. The Republic only succeeds based on the end result by replacing one Hutt for an even worse Hutt. And Black Sun is powerful, but not that willed. Their leadership perhaps, but not their minions." He looked at Ephant. "The Vhinech could read your mind, just as any Jedi."
"Well…yeah," Ephant dragged out. "But…like you said what would the Vhinech gain from talking? I mean they would just be pointing out the obvious to the Republic."
"And like you said we would not know if a Vhinech was among us." Jabba looked around, and when he did those who had gave Ephant Mon a evil eye quickly lowered their faces when their Lord looked at them. "Unless we checked. Still…all the other deals were isolated matters, just you and I. Too many of them spurs of the moment involving other parties; no spy agency can move that quickly." He grunted and looked out one of the shutter windows. "Unless someone took the time to account for everything I did, from movements to transactions. But to do it requires great amounts of patience and will."
Suddenly as they reached the docking bay and he took note of the ships that were in it, Jabba was hit with a revelation. There were new arrivals in the docking bay, very familiar ships. Two of the ships stood out over the others; one was a Ryloth Mine Reaper starship he knew was the Celestial Selection and another was a battered Corellian Action Doublewide freighter known as the Slickster; identification based on the known illegal design modifications of both vessels. He knew the owners of the ships all too well, but it was their association with their employer that launched the epiphany that grew and spread in his skull.
Jabba grabbed the communications horn that allowed him to speak to the chariot driver. "Turn us around! I want to go to my family palace after all!"

The chariot slowed and began to turn, and it was Mon who lead all the others with a question to match their puzzled, growing with apprehension faces. "Hey, what gives? I thought we weren't going to give your uncle the day of the year?"

"I have changed my mind," said Jabba in growing anger, his demeanor alone chilling the interior of the chariot. "I would like to congratulate Yabbula after all."
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

After a time Jabba and his entourage reached the Desilijic Family Palace, and although he was still furious the time spent on contemplating what to do tempered his anger with wisdom. It would have been idiotic for Jabba or anyone else to storm into the heavily guarded complex, especially with Yabbula's unpredictable habits. The fact was there was little the two of them could do to one another on Nal Hutta without inheriting the other Lord's wraith under Hutt Law; Hutts did not openly kill one another, not when there was witnesses willing to sell such information; an unwritten check and balance figured into the Law that clearly stated that no Hutt be he a citizen or Huteta shall kill another Hutt. There were exceptions, and those exceptions to the rule became examples of what not to do in their society. Other beings cannot stand being imprisoned and lose their freedom, but a Hutt cannot stand being poor and insignificant; that was a fate just worse than death or just behind imprisonment.
For now Jabba could do nothing except verify what he had surmised. Those under him seemed to understand what had happened at their own pace and time, giving the Hutt some assurance that with their slow speed awareness he was not going to lose power over them anytime soon. Yet this confrontation may prove to be a waste, and worse a complete loss of life. Who did not bend the Law at times amongst them? Yabbula was too much a legend of finding ways to do so. Jabba had to admit that despite Yabbula's…questionable sanity the new Huteta was quicker in the head than he was. Jabba loathed 'homework' and avoided it when he could; it was why he enjoyed doing a lot of the business transactions personally, to perhaps stumble upon an epic quandary of trouble which he had to fight his way out. Often his impatience got the best of him. Yabbula never seemed to lack any; dare anyone say in Yabbula's face that he possessed a Jedi's patience; not after spending all these last decades running with his tail planted firmly in his poop chute in fear of Moranna.
Within the interior walls of the old palace any thought of attack was erased with the plethora of beings -- the other body guards and henchmen of the other Hutts in the Family -- stood around in rotten moods. The guards were Sluissi, a species from the planet Sluis Van often confused for Hutts by the foolish because of their Human upper body and snake-like lower body and often it was the Human fool that were confused between the two. The Sluissi and their planet were more famous for their ship building than appearance, a fact that even the Republic neglected just as badly as their citizens screwing up on their identification. Another mistake would be to assume that all the Sluissi did was build ships; they were quick warriors when trained properly, much of their tenacity dictated by their nature to 'get the job done'. It was proven when they flat out refused to let anyone else in except Jabba, and then decided to shove Jabba's men around even though they heard them the first time. 
Ephant Mon took offense to the treatment, waited until he was finally pushed far away from the rest of the guards, and then slammed his humongous face down upon the Sluissi as the guard went to push one last time and Ephant took one step back. The other guards held fast with anger, but they did nothing, and since the creature was pushing around a Hutt chief of security there was no law broken; he got what he deserved, and Ephant's ugly face covered in purplish blood testified to that; unlike the Hutts Sluissi did have bones to break, and Mon's super enlarged body-cranium was well north of five hundred pounds.
"I got things under control here Boss," Ephant said while using his very long shirt sleeve to clean his face as the collection of henchmen cheered and laughed. Jabba couldn't help chuckling even though his friend had just issued the secret phrase agreed upon long ago: No Go! Ephant did not like the odds, especially with him not involved at Jabba's side.
"Then keep an eye on these fools," was Jabba's response. Translation: keep an eye on these fools. Ephant Mon's large eyes widened, but Jabba did not heed his silent plea. The Hutt slithered in, cautious thoughts burning brightly in the back of his mind.
The main foyer and hall were filled with many familiar faces in terms of family, and Jabba played it up as casually as possible as he made his way through towards the grand dais, the place that every single Huteta of the Clan rested whatever the occasion, laying on the raised, golden deck of designated high stature to see friends and enemies coming for miles it seemed. For now and more important than the history lesson was that it gave Yabbula the Hutt's position cleanly away and it didn't take much detective work to discover what he was doing to keep himself 'entertained' in his own unique way. 

Jabba reached the excited group of Hutts who had formed a circle before Yabbula that acted as makeshift fighting pit, struggling to reach his uncle at first so he decided to take part in the festivities to make himself visible. Within the 'pit' was two very beautiful Twi'lek females, both with dancers bodies and very little to cover the fact up, practically tearing each other apart with sneers of pure hatred etched on their faces and ravenous froth dripping out of their clenched, sharp teeth; and all the time the Hutts were constantly betting which one of them would win. 
Normally a Twi'lek female was quiet and tempered in nature despite their rather long claw, sometimes predatory characteristics; the males looked more menacing than their gender counterparts. Some were submissive to a point and took a lot of encouragement to get them to do whatever their masters wanted them to do. In this example it was obvious that Yabbula the Hutt had prescribed the dueling females one of those marvelous drugs he had created at Eldir especially made to make bipedal, sentient entities stark ravening mad over territory. It was supposed to be a drug that caused hallucinations once, but the results were always the same; vicious insanity in short term, and in the next term afterwards the safeguard of death due to heart failure. Or in this case mortal wounds. Either way both combatants were going to figuratively die from the drug, but which and who first was what the wagers were the subject of. 

Such entertainment bothered Jabba, and the thought alone bothered him for having the thought in the first place. This apparently to Yabbula was entertainment, a wonderful distraction from the day's wear and tear. Personally Jabba would have enjoyed it if the two were fighting to be with him; the loser would heal and more importantly be alive, perhaps forced to wait one more day longer to be with him, whereas the winner got it there and then. However here there was no real winner, and as the two struggled towards the end of the brutal fight -- the losing female dragging her broken leg towards her momentarily winded superior in blind drug induced rage -- Jabba could only watch two prospective and beautiful talents of exotic dancing kill one another and having others cheer for them for all the wrong reasons to begin with; it was a waste of credits and quality slaves. The dominate one finally jumped on her injure foe and just choked her, digging her nails into her opponents, squeezing long after her victim died, and at last the victor collapsing on top, exhausted and thus that exhaustion was leading up to her eventual death.
The first to make any sentimental noise was Yabbula the Hutt, so very proud of the slowly dying victor had belonged to him and the fact he put on such a 'great contest', slamming his hands together. The others around them slowly cheered and began to exchange wagers; most were of the Hutt wupiupi money currency, some of rest was like the deeds to property variety from ships to slaves. A sigh, an all too Human sounding sigh, caught Jabba's attention from off to his right side. As he turned he discovered it belonged to a Human, and a familiar one at that; the owner of the Celestial Selection, U’ger Faust.
"Rather a shame to see such pretty, petty, pitiful creatures butcher each other like that," said the aging bounty hunter from Darkknell, who's caring and considerations were as sarcastically valuable as lint to everyone else except him; ego, of course, mandated that he was always right in such worthless observations. If he didn't back them up he would have been dead forty years ago the very first moment he left Darkknell to begin his impeccable career as the bounty hunter of the galaxy, the number one go to, must have tracker in any criminal organization's arsenal. After all these years, advanced in age for a Human in perhaps his late fifties or sixties but Faust never betrayed such facts out of vanity, he was still so good he wasn't tied to any particular organization like most bounty hunters were because unlike the rest he didn't need a base salary; he caught his targets very frequently, and never did he starve.

Like anyone in the Fringe Faust took that mantle and did whatever he could to keep it even now, and that meant being very, very good at what he does best always. Sometimes called the 'Gentlemen Hunter', Faust polluted any environment he was in with his dapper suits and slick words; even in apprehension situations he was always -- beginning to end -- the best dressed and presentable. For weapons he just carried a blaster, sometimes others when it called for it, but inside he also had a brain; not many in the Fringe could boast having either weapon so easily: pretenders of either or both got shot pretty damn quick. Then again any Human that lived past thirty in the Fringe, and alien species that have lived long enough in capability, had to be commended. 
Even if that meant no one could stand the man. Jabba never did and he nearly spoke that fact out loud but kept it in tone only. In Huttese he blasted, "What the hell are you doing in here, Faust?" It was merely a rhetorical question meant to expel the anger he felt right now. Given Faust's past associations with Yabbula he was the most convenient 
"Why Lord Jabba, sir, I am just one of the few VIP guests of His Exalted One Lord Yabbula," said Faust in his uppity Human tones, speaking so without any caution; not fearing that he was talking the way he was to a Hutt who could order his death at any time and not face any penalty. "I am certain you know of our past enterprises?"
"Stuff of legends," said Jabba both in praise and disgust. "I am just amazed you are here. On such short notice no less. My Uncle was only appointed Clan Father just hours ago."
Faust just shrugged his shoulders and said, "I am a man of promise and integrity: if Lord Yabbula wishes me by his side, then I am there as soon as possible." He looked again at the mess that was now being cleaned up and paled a bit; the victor laid wide eyed and non-breathing now. "Even if it is…a bit of mess when I get there."
Jabba swallowed his tongue because calling the man a liar would not have served no purpose right now. To get to Nal Hutta was not easy, not with the nebula debris in and around it, plus the other known navigational hazards within the cubic parsec. On top of that the closes inhabited system even in Hutt space was nearly a day away in Faust's ship. Merely coincidence that Faust happened to be on his way to Nal Hutta? The number one bounty hunter in the galaxy just doesn't come to this planet for a vacation, and if it was bounty hunting business everyone would have known about it long before hand; being number one meant getting the big payouts because Faust by reputation was guarantee. No, he was well on his way from wherever he had come from, giving away that he knew something and arriving here under friendly terms with certainty.
"I had thought you were leaving," questioned Faust to break Jabba's thought train. "Or was His Exalted One mistaken?"

"No. I just changed my mind. I wanted to discuss something with him." Jabba was soon following the Human's lead as Faust first nodded and escorted him through the crowd of Hutts. During the conversation Yabbula had vanished when Jabba took his eyes off him, so apparently Faust's timely 'greeting' was not by happenstance. They both finally broke through the crowd, and Jabba placed himself more ahead of Faust; there was no way in any blue hell he was going to look like he didn't know the way through his own childhood home by tailing the bounty hunter's tiny ass. 
It wasn't long before the two encountered the other owner of the other ship Jabba saw at the hanger, the Slickster, guarding the heavy rotating door that lead to the main office behind it. Along with him at least three Human males that were of descending age from late thirties to just out of puberty if Jabba was any good judge of the species. They all bore a similarity, indicating that the four younger men were the sons of the eldest, the gunfighter Sword Serpentine. 
It was amazing that relics like Faust and Serpentine were still alive, but even more so for Serpentine. Gunfighters had the shortest of life spans in the Fringe; obviously because they either have a bad day or have aged to the point where they don't clear their blaster in a dual in a timely manner, or someone just happens along that is much faster and thus gives birth to a new legend. That status of legend, like in any other profession found in the galaxy of notoriety, was fleetingly quick. At any age Serpentine was quick and had honed his technique over the years, but that was only one half of the equation. 

The other half was his prison stints. Sword Serpentine had what many would call a blaster's luck, luck that was often dependable but every once in a while like a blaster battery pack that luck ran out at the worst possible of times. His first official incarceration was for his part at Eldir, ending up spending only two years in prison. There were at least a half dozen more imprisonments, the longest stint was ten years on Alderaan; that was a vacation compared to the two years he did on the spice mining planet of Kessel. These imprisonments, though, gave him rest and protection from up and coming challengers that may have dethrone him from his legendary mantle if they didn't kill each other off first. 

Like any trend in the Fringe duel gun fighting has its peaks of backwater glory and valleys of disinterest; currently it was at the very bottom of that valley. No one cared, so no one challenged Serpentine. Every once in a while someone did, but if they showed too much promise he would just have one of his four sons take on the dangerous challenger. In about a decade or so the fifth son from a fifth woman would undoubtedly follow in the footsteps of his father. About that time it was surmised that there would be a peaking again and a clamoring for gunfighter tails in the Outer Rim.
His memory serving him well, Jabba looked at the Serpentine family and said in introduction from father to youngest, "Sword. Wald. Gladius. Scimitar. Why am I not surprised to see this family gathering outside Lord Yabbula's office?"
"Your well wish sentiment just fills my heart, you know that?" muttered Sword loudly. There it was; an ego far larger and more glaring than Faust's. Serpentine was worse though, for he had a killer's care: that was he didn't care who Jabba was. In fact he didn't care who Yabbula was. The only beings he did really care about was himself and whoever was ready to do draw against him; somewhere credits and his children were in there…somewhere and it was in that order. His attitude was disrespectful, but he carried that intensity that said without real words being said 'try it'; he had his fears, but Serpentine also had confidence. Perhaps when he passed the shooting duties to one of his sons it wasn't out of fear of competition but because he knew he would win.
Maybe even eliminate the competition from his own passed down gene pool. Now that was an interesting thought to Jabba: would there be a time when Sword had to duel against one of his sons, or have one son against another? Their bravado and ego were so huge the Hutt couldn't image them avoiding such a showdown. 

"Butt Ugly is waiting for you inside," said Serpentine, who didn't have much respect even for his employer Yabbula. Then again Yabbula put up with stuff like that because the Serpentines were the best and the best had their own…habits. "He figured you would have come back eventually. I didn't think it would be so soon. What's a matter? Homesick?"
Faust rolled his eyes and said, "Honestly, Sword, you have the manners of a clawless Wookiee."

As the doors opened behind the Serpentine Security Detail, Sword rubbed his chin and pondered, "Just what exactly was the insult. I don't get it, Auger."

"U’ger!" spat the bounty hunter furiously. "U'ger! For crying out loud, Serpentine, how many years have we worked together for Lord Yabbula?"

Sword smiled and said, "Too long, Auger."

"U’ger!" The bounty hunter frowned deeply and threw his hands in the air. "I give up on scum like this." He continued to rattle on as he left. "I should have taken the bounty on him. Half for him dead would have been acceptable…"

Jabba passed Sword, keeping an eye of suspicion on the gun fighter. He said, "You know he has a point, Sword. In fact…that would be an interesting contest between you two."

"Two ol' farts fighting over the Depends!" rattled off Wald, and the other sons laughed until Sword looked at them.

"U'ger is a good soldier, probably as good as me." Sword gave Jabba a slight grin. "Probably."

"One of these days, Serpentine," began Jabba, "your disrespecting nature will get you and your sons killed."

Sword just countered dryly. "In this neck of the woods, someone has to have respect to be disrespected in the first place." He gave the Hutt a wink as if he were nobody and finished by saying, "When you meet that guy just holler and I'll come running. I'll even bring my gun."

Jabba thought about crushing Sword right there, and maybe his hide was more than a match for the Human's blaster bolt. The trick to drawing quick was also killing your opponent with one shot because obviously if they could fire back they would. That meant the first shot had to count. That meant aiming in less than a half second. Given the Human's long history with the Hutts it was a given that perhaps he knew something about Hutt biology, and therefore Hutt weaknesses to where bolts or knives could find pain and kill points.
Jabba just ignored him and moved on through the doors. He didn't kill Sword or his sons because although they didn't care too much about their employer they did live and die by the credit just as much as the blaster bolt. Who knows: one day he may hire them away from Yabbula, or when he becomes Clan Leader employ their services. Or perhaps with enough men and material and blaster luck going bad for them he would throw that entire family to the Sarlacc on Tatooine just for the hell of it. Even a Hutt could dream of such wonders, and with that he filed that in the back of his mind as the doors closed and Yabbula slithered into view from the darkened hall dead ahead.
There was a happy gleam in Yabbula's good eye, and rather rhetorical and unnecessary he said, "Back so soon? Why Jabba I'm surprised. Your hate for me is just as legendary as my Brother's failures. So much I would have thought you would be half way across the galaxy by now."

"Spare me the banthashit, Yabbula," rumbled Jabba back, now so very close to Yabbula's face. "You know why I am here."

"Of course I know," he countered plainly. "To thank me for the disposal of your father." He judged Jabba's clenched fists and low rumble from his closed mouth, and Yabbula's posture turned sour. "Was that not your intentions to begin with? To create the situation that would eventually have him replaced? Oh yes: I can see it in your eyes."

Yabbula broke the tension on his end by moving away from Jabba and turning his back to him. He continued, and no longer did he have the attitude everyone was exposed to since his return to Nal Hutta. "I have seen it in your eyes for years, ever since you were old enough to comprehend failure, Jabba. If there was one thing my dear Brother could do wrong in it was business. For one thing right it was that he raised you will wisdom and want that had nothing to do with him." Yabbula turned back around slowly, smile growing just as slow. "If I was to compare your ambitions to anything else in the galaxy, I would call you a Sith before I called you a Hutt."

The smile faded and he added, "And we know all about that failure do we? Sithian ambition is a model for self destructive failure. Not healthy. Not profitable."
"So that was your reason for interfering in my affairs," Jabba boldly countered back. "In your mind to prevent a repeat of history that I all ready knew about."

"Indeed: the failure of both the Sith and of the father, Jabba. The latter of that not even a risk to take for bad luck seems to be an inherited trait among us Hutts." Yabbula slithered around. "Your Grandfather wasn't the best of Clan Lords either, but he was far better than Zorba ever was."

"And this failure gene so happened to skip you?"

"Yes."

Jabba's eyes became slits at that brash answer. "Explain Eldir if you were so successful." For the first time in the discussion Yabbula's eyes betrayed anger and pain from Jabba's words. "Tell me why you ran if you are so brave and bold."
"Failure is based on something one's own self destruction, not on what outsiders do! I could not control that woman, that Jedi Moranna! I ran because it was strategy, to bide my time to launch a counterattack!"

Jabba moved towards Yabbula's trembling body; whether it trembled in fear or anger it didn't matter. "You ran because you failed, Yabbula. You failed, and the reasons for that failure were indeed because of an outsider; an outsider you didn't allow yourself to see. You say I have the ambitions of a Sith. I say you have the ambitions of a blind man; you only believe in what's inside your mind because you can't see the reality in front of you." He then pointed at Yabbula's bad, blind eye. "At least I am half right."

Yabbula snorted loudly out his nostrils, staring at Jabba with seething anger. "I was wrong about you." His temper simmered from a growing boil, calming water and cooling head prevailing. "At least a Sith would have never let someone who was apparently weak in their eyes step into their conquest role. Do you see me weak, Jabba?" He gave Jabba a second and leaned forward to get closer to the other's face. "Do you, Jabba? Think about it. Think about it very careful before you answer."
"Do not make empty threats to me, Yabbula," Jabba told him in warning. "I am in the mood to replace that emptiness with my fist."

"Spoken like a true Hutt with no vision to complete a task correctly." Yabbula once again just slithered away. "You truly are my Brother's Son."

He approached the far wall, a wall decorated with images of their ancestry who were noteworthy famous. Yabbula threw his hands towards it and asked, "Who is missing from the Desilijic Wall? Tell me, who? You know."
Jabba just blew through his mouth and said, "You."

"Clever." Yabbula gave him an expression of gleeful sourness, his tone betraying sarcasm. "I don't see Zorba on this wall, this wall that's been here for thousands of years depicting hundreds of Desilijic who have made their mark in history. That mark made very early in their lives. Here," he pointed out an all too familiar ancestor on the wall, "my Great, Great, Great Grandfather, the Grand General Motamama. Out of all the Clan Lords that could have led our Empire to victory against Xim the Despot it was he that took the reigns and pulled the bantha. He did because he TOOK the reigns from everyone else. The initiative, Jabba. When it comes to power, it is all about the initiative. Obtaining it is a matter of planning. Of timing. Of course your plan to unseat your own father had all that, except that initiative to just," he snapped his hands together hard and fast, "grab what you believe is yours. You forget the old saying: the new born slowest to the nipple goes hungry and will always be small."
"In mind as well as body," said Jabba.
"If not just one or the other, or in this case in thinking." Yabbula gestured back towards the wall. "Every single one of them was right there to take it. Zorba dragged his tail. You……showed too much compassion." He just seemed to decry that with his halting raise of his head as if he just smelled something terrible. He pictured Jabba as being that smell. "Let's not be small when defining initiative: it is all about breaking bones, causing bleeding wounds, and the murder of everything big and small. To do so you must ask what is, above all else, the most important thing to you? For me it's easy. I see our destiny all too clearly."
Yabbula looked back at the wall, and for the first time all day -- the first time in a long time since Jabba had saw him last -- he bore that expression of blankness that put Jabba and a bunch of Hutts he knew on edge. It was a wide eyed look, a parting of the mouth that never seemed to close even when he spoke; a combination of two emotion expressions but yet he betrayed a totally different third emotion. To Hutts it seemed unnatural and wrong. Even Zorba thought it was very strange and had told Jabba at different times even when he defended his brother, but since Zorba grew up with him he got used to it. Jabba felt he would never remotely come close to accepting it one way or the other.
"I see us taking what the Republic had promised us for ridding that pathetic creature Xim for them. Let's look at that for a moment in terms of what we have discussed. In short they did not have initiative to save their own ass. On top of that just who was it that gave them the ability to navigate hyperspace during a jump to help us in the war against Xim? To see through the interference? Who was it that showed them how to build the safety device that prevented their deaths when those same sensors detected gravity shadows, and with it cut both death and transportation time? It was US! It was the Hutts! And do they give us credit for that! No! We gave them their modern technology set up they needed to survive as a society. We gave them peace when they did not have the back bone to create the peace! And they do not give us the planets we asked for, and they sit there on their shiny ball of ignorance called Coruscant, rewrite the history books to proclaim themselves victors and call us wrong!" 
Yabbula dialed things down and his expressions were more Hutt normal. "But I can't fully blame the Republic for that now can I? Motamama knew this betrayal was coming. He told the others, warn them, and all they did was told him to win the war and that would be enough to persuade the Republic not to screw us. In the end the Republic with their new found unity and their Jedi Knights did screw us. Motamama was prepared to take the fight to them, confident that we could win. But it was the other Clan Lords that stopped him."
"We would have lost that war, Yabbula," said Jabba knowingly. He knew the history, every Desilijic did. "With Xim the Despot you had one organized criminal enterprise. With the Republic you had thousands of worlds with a unified face hard to miss after Xim's defeat. In hindsight I agree we should not have given them our breakthroughs but how else could we eclipse the mistrust between us. We wanted Xim for his actions, we had to get permission to pursuit him; both us and the Republic had mutual interests. And let's not forget that in life, in everything, there is a desire to be ahead of the game."

"And that is achieved through initiative!" Yabbula roared that with a raised hand and single finger. He cooled and said, "But no. No, we had to cut our losses and keep what we had, which was the same as before. In truth, we got nothing. So now for the past thousands of years we have done the little things to take back what is ours. But what has that gotten us?" He paused and Jabba just refused to answer him out of spite. Yabbula said, "It has gotten us little on the surface."

Yabbula slithered towards Jabba now. "If there was one trait I admire the most about my Brother, your Father, is that he had vision. He never forgot it was our Family that was on that doorstep of rule. That's right: he believed just like I that the other Clan Lords feared our family because we had power, thus they forced Motamama to limit his take. Single Hutt rule is forbidden here. They fear it only because they don't want to be the plurals that are under the singular ruler. They temper their ambitions, and therefore their initiatives. What has that gotten us? Nothing more from the Republic, and we have Black Sun telling us where to crap. Zorba had enough, and that was why this deal with the Vhinech was struck. They were the perfect answer to the Jedi, and there was tons more of them. The timing was right for the Republic is once again a worm with multiple ideological segments separate the whole body.
"Zorba thought…put too much trust in these creatures and he let them dictate the pace. Do you think for one moment these conquerors and killers of the Vhinphyc Empire were going to just say 'here you go' and let us have our planet, or the Republic for that matter? Hell no! They had only just begun and looked at what they accomplished; the extinction of a once invincible species, and the guaranteed future of political in fighting in the Republic Senate. It is the latter that Zorba failed to grasp, and because of you and your tampering ways you prevented him from ever seeing it."
Yabbula stared now into Jabba's eyes. "Then again you and I know Zorba failed more than he ever succeeded. In this case he should have killed you when I told him what you were doing."

Jabba inhaled deeply in fury and locked his body up to prevent his attack on Yabbula; at the same time he prepared himself to attack him with keeping the tension constant on his muscles. "So it was you that told him what I had done!"

"And in turn, he gave me the power you sought from him!" spat Yabbula back. "With the condition that I don't order you dead for treason, or don't kill you when you piss me off. That he assured me you will go to Tatooine and keep quiet about this sorry affair. Because you know how we Hutts frown upon Clan coups: not good for business." That questionable look returned on Yabbula's face. "Although I can't help to think that it would be best to kill you, chop you up, and feed you to the guests out there as main course at dinner."
"I dare you to try it," demanded Jabba. "I have my men. You have yours. We're both here."

"And the winner gets censorship, bankruptcy, and all the other unmentionables that come with violating Hutt Law. My reasons for taking the Desilijic Clan leadership is to restore its prominence. That was too your reasons were they not?" Suddenly he began to laugh, as if what had been discussed so far was never discussed at all. "You're just upset that you didn't take the initiative."
Jabba frowned heavily at that and said, "I thought I had. Even in your view."

Yabbula shook his head. "Ah Jabba, Jabba, Jabba. Remember what I said about defining initiative? To do what needs to be done, in order to achieve what you want to accomplish. You think so small you just want glory returned to the Family. I think we can do so much more than that. Thus, with such a mindset, it isn't hard to do what needs to be done. You wanted your Father just out of the way through retirement." He stopped there for a few moments to let what he was implying set in. "Think how I would do things differently."
With the realization gnawing at the very last ends of his patience Jabba let out a string of curses. "You bastard!" He began to quickly move towards Yabbula with his fists clenched. "I won't let you kill my father!"

The sounds of blasters being readied for use echoed suddenly in the chamber, bringing Jabba to a halt. He looked around quickly, and all around them both was the Serpentines and U'ger Faust with blaster rifles set to kill, pointing the lethal ends of the weapons right at Jabba. They had come in quietly through the main door, all the while Yabbula had been yelling his head off so Jabba couldn't hear them come in. The rifles were Hutt in design, large in their hands and capable of putting holes in Hutt flesh at their lowest kill setting. Undoubtedly they were set even higher than that, so if Jabba killed one of them the others would still kill him. Neither of them showed fear in their eyes, unafraid to pull the trigger despite the consequences. Then again they had no ports of revenge to exploit except who was right there in front of Jabba. It was clearly a trap, Yabbula knew Jabba would figure everything out and come back. As the gunmen drew closer from all angles the options also had narrowed.
"Oh for crying out loud, Jabba, you think so wrong of me so deeply it becomes too predictable when you respond to it," cried out Yabbula with some laughter in his voice. He grabbed Jabba's arm hard, pulled him to come along. Jabba in turn pulled his arm away but did as Yabbula wanted him to do. "I would never kill my Brother. He is a failure that deserves to die but he is still family. Keeping him on the run from the Republic will be sufficient enough. In fact I am counting on him not to screw that up because with his new busy schedule that means he won't be back anytime soon to reclaim his position and continue to screw this family up. I want him to have the Republic chase him so they don't remotely once look at me. At least not yet."
The creeping feeling of that last statement ran from Jabba's tail on up. The male's visions of grandeur in the past were insane enough for even a non-Hutt to question. Now his boldness had reached a new plateau, and he actually said too much. However Yabbula didn't act at all concern that he revealed too much information so soon. Still it bothered Jabba. "And what if they capture Zorba?"
Without even making the effort to show fake concern Yabbula said, "Then for the next century or so Zorba will find himself in a stable, clean environment with food and rest plentiful." He looked just a tad disappointed briefly. "Although the guards there won't listen to him and he would have to go to bed at sunset and wake up at sunrise…"
Jabba's not amused snort killed any further ranting on Yabbula's part. Yabbula just stopped to admire him and then said, "As I said, Jabba, I don't think Zorba can screw this up and get caught. This time it's about his freedom, and in beings that have a care about themselves freedom is very important. And if they care, they won't get caught. Your Father can be creative in tough situations at times, and he isn't alone. I can assure you of that."

Jabba stopped at the door Yabbula was leading him towards as a thought occurred to him. He remembered earlier, the two Hutts waiting for his father after Zorba had given him the third degree. He said, "So the two Hutts that went with him. Who are they?"

Yabbula grew cold and said to Jabba in clear insinuations, "They are the difference between Zorba staying out of prison and Zorba finding his way into prison." He took a stiff finger and jabbed it repeatedly and purposely hard into Jabba's chest, even after the younger Hutt swatted the offending digit away. "They are the insurance policy that you won't do anything stupid and keep your mouth shut like your Father commanded you to. Don't make this difficult, Jabba. If you want we can have a fan dance, which if you do you will compromise your life in the eyes of the other Clan Lords I promise you that. Where will that leave Zorba, eh? Without his son and without his freedom. Push me, try me, threaten me Jabba and you will force my hand to commit your father towards a terminal event. And if you even try to contact him, I assure you it will be the last words he and yourself will ever, ever hear."
Jabba's angered breathing was very audible. Seething beyond description, he chided, "You will never get away with this."

That caused Yabbula to show off that unnerving expression again. "I have. It is done. And just besides you are going to reverse the course of history now, hmmm? The others right now don't give a womprat's ass about us and are looking for one excuse to kill us. That leaves Black Sun, and right now they're more angry than you are even if you think they're not. That leaves….hehehehehe." 
Yabbula started to laugh, went to say something, and then started to laugh some more. "That leaves the Republic!" Everyone else laughed along with Yabbula. When he began to calm down. "Oh. Yeah. They will stop trying to outdo one another over the Vhinech thing to consider a Hutt's plight. And if you ever go to them you'll have to wonder which Hutt here will be the first to want your death."

He sighed a little and even became more relaxed than before. "Look. Jabba. You may…not have what you want, but as your Clan Lord I'm letting you have a considerable amount of give and take here with Tatooine. By Varl you will have the three major trade spines to dictate, along with one planet to govern and twenty nearby planets in which you can spread in and rule; it'll be your own little empire. I'm letting you call the shots out there in return for twenty percent tribute a month." Jabba gave him a look that Yabbula misinterpreted. "Yes, that's far better than what I got when I ran Tatooine, and let me tell you I got very wealthy on only twenty percent share. Imagine your vaults with the eighty percent. So you see its not all bad. In fact the deal I'm giving you is far better than what your father was planning to give you. Although I would question how would have Zorba held on to that large chunk of rule when he couldn't even watch what he flushed down the fresher drain."

That got a few more laughs from the others, but not Jabba. He wasn't amused. "With you in charge we will be noticed," retorted Jabba in anger among the laughter. "You will bring the Jedi on top of us."

Yabbula stopped laughing and everyone did as well. The gunmen tightened their grips on their blaster rifles as anger clearly came through his voice. "No. They won't. Nadja Moranna is dead. The threat of the Jedi Order died with her." He crossed his thin arms and said boldly, "Without Moranna, there is no Jedi Order."
The new Huteta was foolishly bold with such a statement in Jabba's estimation, and if Sword, his kids, and U'ger believed it to they were more the fools for following him. "The Jedi are pathetic at times sure. But do not underestimate them. One does not make army."
This time Yabbula was very insistent, which in truth betrayed every once of fear and dread he had for the late Jedi Master from Alderaan who haunted his waking days as well as his sleepless nights for all these years, even eight years after her death. "The Jedi…are…Nothing…Without…Moranna! Do…You…Understand…Me! Without…Her…They…Are…Nothing! Nothing!! They…Are…Just as dead as she is! Like her they don't realize they're dead yet. They fight. They struggle. In the end they will decay, and then fade away like all good little Jedi do." 
It was actually the first time he showed any signs of striking Jabba. Jabba wanted him to throw a punch, do anything to start a fight so the morons around them wouldn't get involved. Yabbula continued, his features relaxing very slowly, and all hints of possible action going away with the anger. "Now if you just do what I tell you, we won't have any problems. Neither will Zorba, I promise you. And maybe, just maybe, I will let you in a bit more on my plans. Until then," he waved his hand at the door and it opened, "this conversation was a figment of your imagination."
Jabba turned and went to leave quickly, but Yabbula stopped him by saying, "And Jabba one more thing. I rather you call me your Lordship. You haven't earned the right to call me anything else in my presence."

Jabba didn't do it and plowed his way through the crowd in anger and to escape the laughter that echoed from the chests and voices of those behind him, mocking him and ridiculing him for the position he had unbelievably put himself in. He had absolutely no one really to blame here, the thought piercing his mind as he lead Ephant Mon and the rest of his men away from the family palace in silence; they didn't ask him how it went they could see it in his face and the extra testosterone induced smell he exhibited. It was that way when they reached the ship. It was that way for days there after.

The only being in the universe Jabba the Hutt could blame for this mess was himself. For now, but not forever, he saw no way out of it. Not for himself and not for his Father. He needed time. He needed space.
He needed more than he could ever imagine.
