CHAPTER 41.0
Emerging from his Mos Eisley townhouse home at second sunset, Jabba, select pleasure slaves in chains being dragged by their Hutt master, and his security entourage made their way for his ship the Ten’uder, a large luxury yacht in a secured location where no other ship around. Beside the slithering gangster was his majordomo Ky Bucku, speaking to him as they prepared for the upcoming and thankless trip to Nal Hutta. Jabba had his doubts about their visit to Yabbula being a peaceful one; Jabba, nonetheless, brought his best slaves in case he was wrong; maybe with their beauty and their body action he could distract the perverted Huteta of the Desilijic Clan. Sacrifice them to prevent Yabbula from having a murderous thought for him. The meeting that was called was unplanned, and obviously unpopular; such business meetings were not called and not conducted on the fly.

“You think we need more men?” asked Backu. “I don’t think forty is enough.”

“[Assuming Yabbula is going to skip the bullshit and go straight to killing me in front of the other Hutts I may be inclined to bring more],” said Jabba straightly. He said it to assure himself in truth. He had talked to many Hutts once he got through with talking with Yabbula, or rather when Yabbula got done telling him in a short transmission “My palace. Now”. They received an invitation that was more cheerful and long winded, but they received one nonetheless. “[My allies assure me that this is nothing more than an impromptu meeting. Yabbula does not have the votes to kill me].”

“Perhaps this is what the meeting is about,” said Bucku in his cyborg tones. “A once-and-for-all, be all-end all vote. By applying your name to the bounties placed on the smugglers he feels confident that those ignorant to the facts will vote with him.”

Jabba had considered that. After passing through a alleyway in which his bulk and his bulk of hire hands scared the peasants away, he said, “[It would be bold even for him. Besides I made damn sure to contact all friends and foes to assure them that it was not my idea.]”

Backu added in passing insight, “Too many smugglers think otherwise. So do the bounty hunters.”

“[You do not have to explain the bounty hunter aspect of it to me],” assured Jabba with rolling eyes. It was worse than he had ever dreamed possible. With so many bounties out on so many smugglers both known and unknown hunters had brought him live and dead scalps to collect the flat rates of bounties. Bounties that Jabba was paying out of his own coffers. No thanks to Yabbula. “[Yabbula is ruining my reputation and my accounts with everyone except the hunters].”

“Speaking of hunters,” began Backu, “we could use Jango Fett on this mission. Hire him for protection purposes. The Mandalore is an excellent weapon and he has ignored the smugglers; focusing solely on the biggest, richest and most dangerous gundarks in the galaxy.”

Jabba had thought about it ever since the transmission. “[To hire such a good bounty hunter like Jango Fett to get involved in politics is more than I can afford at this time. Two months ago I could if Jango was willing to accept what I had to offer. You were there, Backu: he was not interested].” He sighed and noted, “[It has been a while since I have seen him. It is possible I have chased him away. He had figured out my plans and wants no part of them].”

Taking what was said into account, Backu said, “Perhaps you are right. And perhaps, for once, Ephant Mon is right as well. Jango Fett could be trouble.”
“[A trouble we cannot afford if Yabbula has convinced Jango to join him],” stressed Jabba, annoyed by the idea. “[Since that screw loose Dagger Serpentine turned up dead two days ago].”

“Yes, that is a rather new glare of spots that are now empty by Yabbula’s side,” conceded Backu. It did not take long for the story of the last Serpentine’s death to make the fringe rounds, but in the stories there were some consistencies. Backu said, “Yes, apparently Enothchild Sarch was involved in that particular event.”
Jabba frowned at that aspect. “[If there is one thing I and my uncle can agree on, other than our dislike for one another, is our loathing of the Jedi. Especially this one, who with his cursed wife Moranna chased my Father into hiding ages ago, all thanks to Yabbula and his antics. Now he interferes in my operations, on Hyabule, Moxozol, and Baristhal. I cannot help to think that he is a promised bane in my family I do not wish to inherit].”
“He does have a price on his head,” Backu reminded. “Add to it. I am sure the Huteta will after what happened to Dagger.”
“[And in some order I cannot allow that],” said Jabba. “[He will use the bounty -- my money -- to lure away my most trusted bounty hunters to his side].”

“Like Jango,” noted Backu.
“[Like so many others. Imagine my dilemma: how do I eliminate both Sarch and Juna without increase in expenses? I know the two are involved, and Yabbula favors the Juna to his side. Perhaps not anymore. Perhaps, strangely, he still does, such as his mind works. If he seeks her dead, he would want to claim such deeds his own. I now desire to take away such satisfaction if it is one of mine that slays her and Sarch. Such a thing would strengthen my position].”
The duo continued to walk and head for the Ten’uder, silently contemplating what to do next for the future. The walk was all ready a tense venture for them all, the trip to Nal Hutta was a torture screw. Best how to handle the Sarch and Juna problem made for interesting thought. Then there was every other intangible they kept in mind. They were going to be reminded in the harshest of ways on this day.

Jabba’s conversation had slowed his pace to his ship, and time was needed in operations such as the operation the three unassuming beings were in the process of conducting. One of them had been watching Jabba for ages now, constantly aware of the Hutt’s habits, his comings and goings. He knew of his planned meeting with Yabbula, and when the Hutt left his town house he signaled to his fellow conspirators with the last remains of second sunlight with a simple mirror.

Conspirator number two, dressed in rags, was quick to run through the crowd that was forced to take other ways around the Hutt’s docking bay. When he got near to one of the secret guards covering the docking bay he lifted up his head covering, uncoiled his snout, and spat on the guard; it quickly downed a solution to clear it’s mouth and throat. The secret guard could not break character as he glared at the creature that left hurriedly; all he could do was hope the snot that landed on him would come off with a wipe of his hand.
Even if it did, the substance that may have looked like phlegm was all ready in the pores of the secret guard’s skin in some places. It smelled, which fundamentally irritated the Jenet. What the Jenet did not know, and what the third conspirator knew when the wind blew through the town and into his face four kilometers away, was the smell was actually a scent marker.
The third conspirator was a Quarlaset, a sentient, six legged creature born without eyes but possessed an incredible sense of smell; a sense of smell so acute it could decipher between the twenty-three billion catalogued smells known to Republic science to find all the smells the scientist did not know. Smells were like light waves and energy frequencies, and the Quarlaset used his long, pliable antennae to ‘tune in’ on the unique biochemical mixture that had been sprayed by his comrade upon the secret guard: essence of bigettle moss, an extract from a fungus found only on Ithor.
The scent collected on the fine hairs of the Quarlaset’s antennae with each passing second, each gust of wind. A picture of the secret guard formed in his mind, a shape of a humanoid standing out amongst the other smells. He knew that if the extract had been sprayed it meant Jabba the Hutt was only a minute away from the docking bay; it took the smell roughly a half minute to reach his high ground point of the clag cliffs that bordered the Jundland Wastes, a fact they tested several times before this day. They had only one shot at this, both figuratively and literally, to deliver the ‘message’ their employers Black Sun wanted sent.
Counting off the time in his head and locked on the scent, the Quarlaset raised the portable Trade Federation proton rocket launcher to it’s right shoulder, aimed for the scent, let his other arm adjust the infrared laser until the targeting aperture locked relatively close to the secret guard’s proximity by letting off a tone, and fired the proton rocket.
The rocket traveled quickly towards it’s target and it was nearly silent with it’s wide exhaust port; the rocket was designed for such a short range, assassination attack. It barely missed the larger reptiles crossing the streets it had to pass. The noise of it’s existence reached the docking bay….

The explosion and half the docking bay went up in a bright, white light. Two hundred feet away from the explosion, Jabba and the rest of his entourage did the best they could to find cover. Jabba himself leveled out his body and rolled to his right, and those who didn’t get out of his way were rolled over and crushed to death, to press himself against the walls of the alley. They all ducked when the fuel depot erupted only seconds from the primary blast, destroying a considerable amount of the block and Jabba’s prized ships; collaterally the explosion did not discriminate, taking as many lives as it could that was around the docking bay. Mos Eisley was slowly engulfed in a large cloud of sand that lingered long enough for Jabba and the others to retreat to a secret location; going back to his townhouse was not an option. Fires erupted throughout the quarter, but no water was spared for putting it out due to the expense of living on such a dry, dry planet; all the fires burned until the fuel was spent, or sand dust smothered the flames out.
It did not take long for the news of the attack to spread throughout the galaxy; in fact it wasn’t the only attempt at a Hutt’s life. There were fifty such attacks, in sequence, in which ten were successful. Still success for Black Sun wasn’t if the Hutt’s were killed, it was whether or not the Hutts got the message they were sending.
It was much later in the evening when Jabba was able to reach Yabbula from the safe house deep inside of Mos Eisley. To Jabba’s dismay, Yabbula started the conversation with…
“[Where are you! Do you realize that you are making me look like an ass by not appearing at the meeting?!?]”

“[I have been attacked!]” was Jabba’s answer. The fact that Yabbula did not look impressed by the answer just infuriated Jabba more. “[I understand many others were attacked, beyond the sector! Are you not on their case!]”

Yabbula glared disapprovingly. “[No, because I am on yours! You are to be here, Jabba! You, unlike the others, have no excuse!]”

“[You are kidding!]”

“[That is right, Nephew, I am kidding! In fact I sent the assassins out to try and kill you so we could have this conversation so I may laugh in your face]!” Yabbula laughed at his evil sarcasm, and then said seriously, “[As a direct blood member of our family, something as little as this should not keep you from any appointment I set!]”
“[Little! LITTLE]!” Wanting to grab something to throw at the hologram of his uncle, Jabba settled on one of his dancing slaves. She went through the image screaming, landing hard with a pain-filled squeak from her young voice, cut off when the choker around her neck tightened; he hadn’t let go of the chain that held her close to him. “[This is Black Sun sending a message that they accept YOUR CHALLENGE]!”

Yabbula had a twinkle in his good eye to suggest he was happy about it. “[It is about time they did].”

“[I do not want this war, Yabbula! Not when we still need the smugglers! Not when we need-.]”

“[The war has begun long ago, Jabba],” spat Yabbula. “[Those who do not side with me on this I must and I will amputate. A body can live with just the head. You, my little, useless left arm, are much closer to the operating floor than you may believe]!”
Jabba grunted in disapproval and said, “[You cut me off and you risk the wraith of the others, including those outside our family. With your threats I cannot and will not come to Nal Hutta. That is final]!”

“[Very well],” soothed out Yabbula. “[You leave me no choice. Once I have chosen him an overseer will be coming to Tatooine to finalize all of your command and control decisions. I was going to tell you in person to spare the embarrassment, but once again you prove you enjoy to receive such punishment with others in the room].”

“[Yabbula]!” Jabba’s scream was unheard by his uncle as the transmission ended. Indeed Ephant Mon and the rest were all crammed in the safe house and had saw that. No one said anything and remained very still as their boss seethed and soak with anger, embarrassment, and the need to murder the first being that said one syllable.

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

CHAPTER 41.1

Spanky’s Flesh House was the name of a diner restaurant on Choutler VII, about several days travel away from Duro heading away from Coruscant, that often was mistaken for a brothel. In fact the building that it was housed in, the diner was on the elevated ground floor that overlooked a massive landing field in the spaceport city of Chebus, used to be a brothel until the Hutt influence was chased off the planet a century ago by a popular uprising. But even after a hundred years the old rumors about what the place used to be never died, and those with an appetite for sexual pleasure were disappointed upon entering the family establishment to discover the truth. There disappointments went away and the truth became more pleasing after they had low cost, high calorie, very tasty meal made by the Facetemorph owner and cook.
The Facetemorph were no more odder than the rest of the creatures in the galaxy that were sentient and unique, but what they lacked in uniqueness they made up for it with bluntness. With his eight pairs of arms taking care of sixteen grilled, fried, baked and broiled orders, Spanky couldn’t afford to be subtle even it if it was in his species’ nature. People, investors interested in the place in general, often asked him to rename the place to increase his all ready busy and profitable business. He did not for two reasons. One, flesh -- meat actually -- was what he sold on the menu and there was no need to be so modest when it was the truth, and two if he changed the name he feared it would end the lie about the place being a brothel, and thus ending any new stream of new customers in which on some days his employees wished they could do without. Business everyday boomed, and being the only eatery in the planetary system wasn’t enough for the old creature.
Because of Spanky’s relationship with the galaxy from his unique advantage point it compelled Nue Cadabel to make a stop at the diner to see his old friend from long ago. Nue was part of the expeditionary mission representing the Republic shortly after the coup by the people that chased the Hutts away responsible for securing the planet and protecting the first contact emissaries. Spanky was one of the rebel leaders, but it was no surprise to the Ithorian to see Spanky flipping food in the air instead of flipping flops like the rest of the rebel leaders did when they became politicians. Spanky had a plan: he was going to cook food: there was more money in it, and less likely the threat of assassination and impeachment; so long as he makes good food that is.
After several long hours in which Nue spent most of the time meditating in his eating booth Spanky finally pulled himself away from the kitchen and joined the Ithorian with a bottle of plant-extracted brew and a couple of glasses. In a bubbly warble, the rail thin, very short Facetemorph said with a smirk, “Well throw me in bag, light it on fire, set it in front of door and run like hell how are you doing, you Ol’ Hammerhead! I thought you would be dead by now!”
“Me? I thought by now one of your nervous line cooks would have snapped and stuffed you in a holiday bird,” chided Nue back, shaking one of Spanky’s hands attached to his long arms. “Cripes, Spanky, it’s only been a century since we last seen each other.”
“And then you left without a kiss you sexy beast.”

“Stop it!”

Spanky put the kidding aside to focus on pouring the drinks. Sitting back, he sighed and said, “You want something to eat? It’s on me. Or are you still on duty like you were a century ago?”

Nue had been careful what to ask, what to bring up, even if he trusted Spanky. Since Duro he had been taking his sweet time trying to locate Enothchild and every day, and on every stop, somebody connected to organized crime was talking about him. Even though the majority of all of Nue’s contacts had long died in some form or a victim of function there was enough of the criminal element talking very freely out in the public to not even ask for most of the information he sought. When he needed to ask he did. Being a Ithorian helped a little in some of the more seedier places; there were quite a few Ithorians in the cosmos that ran with the fringe; aliens related well with other aliens far more than Humans.

To date the information had been conflicting. Nue would first think he was hot on Enothchild’s trail the one moment, and the next hear about a brand new rumor or factoid or true story that pointed him in a new direction. More often than not it was in the opposite direction, too damn far away to do him any good. Last he heard made no sense: Enothchild was arrested on Corellia for murdering a CorSec agent. He heard a few more wild stories that expanded and explained what and why Enothchild was doing what he was doing. At times he kept hearing Lady Angelleia’s birth name repeated numerously along with Enothchild’s name, the name associated with illegal activities and gun play. It would have been nonsense if it wasn’t repeated over and over. Nue kept an open mind to it all, but took the time between situations to meditate on it and decide what to count and what to discredit. Both lists were filled past the brim. He needed something to break the malaise and he hoped Spanky was it.
“If you have good news for me,” said Nue while he drank with his other mouth. Spanky was in a unique position; he was a businessman whose business was connected with politics and the fringe and neither of those entities had control of it. Literally he was right on top of it all with where he was, from his diner among the pirates and smugglers to where he actually made the food and could see who and what came through the front door. The waitress and the waiter droids heard a lot to go along with the faces and if luck shined down it went along with names.
“Hear much about that thing on Duro a month or two back,” asked Nue plainly.

“With Hifubbae, who hasn’t?” Spanky drank some of his brew before continuing. “Every turd within whizzing distance of the Hutts think the Hutts got tired of the guy and sat on him. Others say one of your own assassinated Hifubbae over secret Jedi plans. I don’t buy any of them.” He gave Nue a knowing look. “You lookin’ into that?”
“Sorta,” said Nue. “You know how we are. Chew down every lead. Discount every falsehood. It’s that Jedi thing I gotta quash.”

“Well I for one don’t believe the Jedi rumor.”

“You’re alone on the opinion out here, my friend.”

Spanky took another drink and let eight of hands make a ‘forget it’ motion. “Bolt ‘em. What do those morons know out there? Nano. Absolutely nano if not nothing. They worry about themselves. Nowadays they have no choice, with Jabba putting a price on every free smuggler’s head out there.”
“Really?” Nue didn’t buy that. He didn’t know Jabba, but something so megalomaniacal decisive had Nadja’s old foe Yabbula’s grubby hands all over it. “When was this higher order placed down?”
“Two weeks ago abouts. Surprised you didn’t hear about it.”

“Never thought to ask.”

“Man they must’ve had you pushing a lot of paper on Course You Can’t,” joked Spanky. “Since the new year this place has been full of new characters. Some of them jokes. A few of them too damn serious to ignore. You guys in the dirty brown robes are going to have a time at it pretty soon with them, that’s for sure.”
Nue leaned in a bit and poured himself another glass. “Any of these duds strike you as…never before seen?”

Spanky thought for a few moments, his many fingers twiddling as he did. “Yeah, quite a few. In fact, of all the things I saw a Mandalore. No poodoo, Nue, a real life Mandalore warrior, straight out of the pages of the Mid Rim Conflicts. Called himself Jango. He ordered the patty melt with extra tamolba cheddar.”

That bothered Nue; he wasn’t young when he, Nadja, Enothchild, and the rest of the Headbangers went head to head with the Mandalores. It hated to think he was going to have to fight one of those troubling armored jerks by himself on this trip. If so…then it had to be.
“At least I know he isn’t lactose intolerant,” chided Nue. “Any other critters stand out? Never before seen to you?”
Spanky thought for a moment after drinking, and then snapped his fingers with the force of memory behind it; a loud snap. “Yeah, yeah. A week or so ago a really big, smelly, ugly fella came in here asking questions.”

“Everyone you know is big, smelly, and ugly,” chagrinned Nue out of both mouths.

 Spanky shrugged his shoulders. “True. This one…I haven’t seen his kind before.” He gestured towards Nue, towards his clothing. “Looked like one of your own. Ragged, old duster robes. Barely fit him.”
Curious as to whether or not Spanky knew Enothchild or at least knew what he looked like Nue decided to go on that; there was something about Spanky’s description that felt familiar. “Did this brute have horns?”

“Yeah, out of his head,” said Spanky. “Even with the shaggy hair you couldn’t miss them.” Another thought dawned on him. “You know….he had one of those things.”
“Things?”

“Things. Things, you know, that you carry around with ya all the time.” He made his hands form around an imaginary circle, and then went up and down with it. “Electric toothpicks.”

“A lightsaber?” Nue took out his and showed it before Spanky. When his friend nodded yes, Nue put the weapon away. “Then he could be a friend of mine. I’m actually looking for him. What more do you remember about him?”

Spanky poured himself more booze, drank some of it, and continued. “He was a rather direct fella. Moody. Act as if he had something jammed up his bum. Probably his lightsaber.” He drank a little more. “He kept asking the help if they had seen others like him. Hell, we didn’t know what to call his kind to start with.”
One of the drawbacks of being Spanky or one of his employees was the hours they worked. Spanky was almost a constant presence in the diner’s twenty-four hour day, and just about everyone under him worked the same tiredly hours; great pay if one didn’t want a life outside of the diner. He had to hire droids for the turnover rate for living works was so high, but droids lacked biological appeal so he had to hire females to fill in that part of the gap; the more feminine and curved and the more tolerant to slaps on the bottom the better.
“Anyway the guy ordered a lot and ate it all. Paid with gold coins, old mint out of Bothawui. Odd given his appearance and the piece of crap ship he was in. Corellian it was. It had seen better days.”

Nue began to picture Enothchild in his head being here. Perhaps moody because -- if it were true about Lady Angelleia -- he was unsuccessful in finding the good lady everyone assumed was still in a coma; whatever the story on that was would have to be figured out when he caught up with his young friend. The Ithorian had seen the Millennium Falcon for the first time last year and kept his negative opinion about it to himself. To which, given Enothchild’s lousy flight record, he asked, “Was anyone else with him?”
“If they were they had to be miserable as this guy,” chuckled Spanky back. “As far as I knew then he was by himself. I told that drag along I fired Sala to tell him if he wanted information so bad he should go to Ord Mantell and buy it.”
“Ord Mantell, eh?” Nue smiled just a little, rubbing the top of his head as he thought the whole idea through. Made sense to him, given that the state of the Republic was one of broke systems. And Ord Mantell was the informational planet in the galaxy, filled with scholars that had to make a credit just as the next being. On the other hand, Enothchild needing to go to Ord Mantell for information about his own kind made no sense. Enothchild was the last of his kind.

Unless….

“Say Spanky,” started Nue. “You said this male looked like a Jedi. Did he act like one?”
“I’m no expert on Jedi, Nue. But I would say he was kinda like you. Like I said he was really moody. He looked ready to start a fight, the old fart.”

“Old?”

Spanky nodded. “Grey-white hair like all the other old humanoids I’ve known. Wrinkly like jerky.”
Nue leaned in with growing displeasure. By the sounds of it there was another Vhinphyc floating around out there. Memories of Helle the elite aggressor and shadow agent of a long dead civilization and her deadly intentions for the Republic at large filled his mind. The unknown Vhinphyckian male replaced the late female in the role of saboteur.

“Thanks for the drink, Spanky,” said Nue with a nod. He stood up and went to pay for it, but the alien just held up his hands.

“Last time I saw you like this you were preventing my assassination,” said Spanky. “Go, you Hammerhead, on your steed. I’ll stuff your face with my eats some other time.”
Nue nodded with some regret, but soon left with purpose for his ship. He had to contact the Jedi Council straight away with what he had learned. From there, whatever they decided, he was going to Ord Mantell regardless.

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

CHAPTER 41.2

The summer days of Theed were the brightest and most beautiful on Naboo. In politics the day was anything but warm and rosy. In fact since the market crashes there hadn’t been a good day for any politician, just the occasional -- with some hate in some circles -- ‘thank the Oceans for Rapier Technologies’ prayer of thanks. Today was a mild day, a few clouds in the sky, a slight breeze. Not the kind of day for any more bad news. It wasn’t expected.

Regardless of the kind of day it was, the situation all around politically and the circumstances that befuddled the common person, His Royal Highness King Veruna was still destroyed emotionally by the news of his father’s demise.

Tomas Krendel was a young man that had succeed Juna Rapier Angelleia for the Throne of Naboo, a right that was given to him by law for finishing second in the Royal Nubian elections more than a decade ago. He reluctantly accepted the responsibility from the person he had considered to be a friend despite what their families’ venomous thoughts towards each other, and at one time he had believed they could have been lovers. Even when it was revealed that Sele Nevere had concocted a story to suggest that Queen Angelleia fancied him, and even after he was hurt by the rejection, Tomas still loved Juna enough to bare the burden of leadership. He took over for her.
Tomas became king at a time when his own patriarch was suspected in the plot to kidnap then Queen Angelleia and he had hated his father for it because he knew his father had something to do with the attack on her at Uiennar. Pirus Krendel’s hate for the Rapiers was matched by no one else on Naboo, and that hate had cost Tomas’ father quite a lot of freedom. Pirus Krendel would have done absolutely anything to destroy the Rapier Clan; if he had attempted to conspire with members of Angelleia’s own administration to dethrone her, helping the likes of Magus Prophet kidnap and murder was not beneath him. His father’s stigma was a constant, haunting presence in the halls of politics that found their marbled way back to the Palace of Theed; even those who had their own personal reservations about the Rapiers frowned at the audacity and the lengths Pirus went to achieve and secure what he wanted politically. It stained Tomas, and it affected his governing abilities. It didn’t help he took his father’s advice shortly after he become king and caused a situation that almost got Lady Terese Maltanaw Landana and her daughter murdered by the Gungans.
But all of that was mute to Tomas Krendel for a good long time. He left the Throne Room without adjourning the meeting with the Royal Staff, entered the Old Armory Museum after descending several flight of stairs, ordered everyone to clear out, shut the doors, locked them, and proceeded to trash everything in it in anger. He didn’t care how old and how antic the pieces in the private museum dedicated to and by the Royals of Naboo were. He never had a reason why he chose this room out of the thousands that inhabited the Palace of Theed, or why he marched down the stairs. He just went to the room and for a half hour he had his violent way with it. For many hours afterwards he was all alone to weep in sorrow. Tomas had hated his father, but not to the point where he had forgot where he had come from. His mother had passed away years ago and the rest of his family were a bit disenchanted with him being king and with what he had done to achieve the status and how he ran the government. He was alone. All alone.
Tomas stormed out of the Old Armory Museum, knocked past his own advisors and other chieftains of the palace to go to his room. From there he dropped the pomp and circumstance of being King, losing the Royal Face and the clothing, sporting more dark casual attire. Afterwards he totally excused everyone from his office, although he was going to begin making official calls. He didn’t give a damn about protocol. He wanted answers. He wanted blood.

Going fully holographic, his first transmission was to the Trade Federation. Specifically he contacted his father’s friend Cus Tadlan, who took Tomas’ call almost immediately. “Tomas, I have heard about Pirus. My apologies.”
“Stuff it, Cus,” Tomas barked. “Who killed him?”

“I do not know. The details of the attack are-.”

Tomas held up a shaking hand. “Don’t give me that shit! You know who did it! Who killed my father!”
The Neimoidian frowned heavily and said, “Tomas, I understand you are upset. But do not accuse me of this criminal act! I do not know what happened. I swear it, there was no rumor that anyone here wanted him done in. Edwaru Kurr was vaporized in this attack as well; he is Trade Minister Hidu Bog’s heir apparent. Even Lott Dod would dare not of staged a coup of this magnitude against Kurr. Not on Hapes.”
“Hapes?” Tomas’ eyes lit up upon hearing the old planet’s name. “I wasn’t aware that my father was on Hapes.”

Tadlan stuttered a bit and said, “Well…no one is suppose to know that any Trade Federation representative was on Hapes.”

“Relax, Cus, I know all about Hapes,” said Tomas in his best reassuring voice. It came out bitterly. “I’ve been to Hapes, unofficially, when I was a boy with my father.” He rubbed his forehead in frustration, thinking aloud. “But my father had nothing so why would any of them kill him?”
Cus threw in his two credits. “You think the royal family of Hapes had something to do with this?”

“Knowing what I know of Hapes a sneeze will get you executed. But there’s got to be some…reward in it.” Tomas turned hid brown eye gaze at Cus. “Again, my father had nothing. That leaves Kurr.”

Cus looked at Tomas with less sympathy. “Your highness, Kurr couldn’t be touched by anyone in the Trade Federation without the wraith of the entire government upon them. As far as the Hapens having to do with this it was not in their best interests.”
“Unless it was someone within or outside the royals that wanted to hurt a relative,” pointed out Tomas.

“I insist to you, Tomas, the Hapens did not do this.”
“Then who! I want answers!” Tomas glared at Cus as another conspiracy thought passed through his mind. “And I’ll get them myself!” He switched off the transmission rudely from his end, activating the block to prevent any more transmissions from the Trade Federation. He was not interested in seeing his father’s murder be politically spun; it would be as time passed, just it wasn’t going to begin, with him or by anyone he could control on Naboo, at second one.
Tomas spent the next few minutes going over his options. He was finding out how difficult it was to do anything in terms of thinking when the subject was finding the solution to the problem that was his murdered father. He paced around the office, stopping at the portrait of Queen Angelleia; the office was rather large but it did not contain all the painted portraits of those who ruled from the office; just the most recent starting with Veruna, to Queen Angelleia, to Queen Landana, to Queen Tessa, to Queens Bandralay, Jessica -- from the third to the seventh woman that was known by the Royal Name, but not in straight, consecutive ruling order --, Ellelya, Faorie, and Ontenette. As the ages pass, as history continues to be written based on the present tense, these portraits would move out of the office, the here and now, to a museum; like their history and accomplishments, they would be forgotten by those who live the day, not the yesterday.
It was irony more than understanding that caused the young king to stop at portrait of the Lady Angelleia. It was only a year ago that she had left the throne. Juna believed her mother had died. She had gave up her power because she was afraid to use it. Tomas did not understand it at the time. Unlike her Tomas did not know the enemy, did not know the details and the reasons. It was a madman that had desired her, an obsession only the victim could tragically understand. She was in a coma because of it, or at least that was the unchanged status and unchallenged word coming out of Rapier Manor since the Sanctuary debacle. He had tried to see her, but the very much alive Naressa Rapier had murdered all attempts by anyone to see her only daughter; especially anyone related to Pirus Krendel. No matter how hard he had tried, Tomas could not separate himself from the bad acts of his father, particular in the view of the Rapier Clan matriarch the most powerful mother in the galaxy.
“What would you do,” Tomas asked the portrait of a much younger Juna in royal pose. She just stared back at him in unmoving silence.
The answer that did come was more of a realization. The only reason why he had not thought of it before was predicated on Juna. Tomas went to his desk and called up the Throne’s attorney general. Murry Ponseca, a plump hairless man, responded, “Yes your Excellence?”

“Murry, about twelve years ago Queen Landana used her Royal Summons in order to have Bendian Rapier come before her,” said Tomas, eyes darting as if reading his own thoughts off a page.

“I remember: it was whether or not he had something to do with then Ambassador Juna Rapier going to Vhanba without Queen Landana’s consent,” said Ponseca. “When she did not like his answers she ordered the entire Rapier Clan grounded on their worlds.”
“But the Royal Summons: it only covered Bendian Rapier, correct?”

“Yes,” nodded Ponseca. “The Royal Constitution specifically states in Article Twelve that a decreed Royal Summons can only be used once upon free citizens, and those citizens only that are decreed to see the Throne.”
Tomas nodded and fought some of his growing anger down when he spoke. “Murry, check to see if Naressa Rapier has ever received a Royal Summons. If not, I want you to issue one for her effective immediately.” He switched off the transmission just before Ponseca acknowledged his command. He made a call to the Secretary of the State, Cartus Payne. “Secretary Payne, are you aware of what has transpired.” It wasn’t a question, but the older man gave a sympathetic nod. “Contact Coruscant, specifically the Supreme Chancellor. Tell him I am need of the Jedi Order. I want their best investigators, and tell them…they are going to Hapes.”
