CHAPTER 16.0
“[Well, that certainly was a let down].”
The silence after Yabbula the Hutt made that proclamation in the Desilijic crime family gathering den on Nal Hutta was stifling, ending what was long hours of jibber jabber and consequence. The soldiers, lieutenants and captains of the clan that could make the personal meeting held their collective breaths as the Huteta of the clan stew over the holographic recording that came from Commenor. It had featured a large group of Mistryl under the hired control of one Causi Pewy, a Black Sun operative who traded up his allegiance, versus an old foe and two of his previously unidentified companions. They knew Enothchild Sarch all too well. After a few hours of research it was determined that the red headed warrior was Muriel Thahada Arnes, former Royal Chief of Staff to Queen Angelleia of Naboo, and to their collective eyebrow raising the daughter of the late elite assassin Mir Thahada. After her it was a no brainer that the Sullustan was Dizzy Arnes, a one time noted smuggler of high quality in terms of completing a job. 
The information on all three was accumulated by Pewy and sent with the recording of the attack; he tried and failed to make it look like that it was a strategy, that he had used his unsuspecting Mistryl to lure the three into a fight. It was a good chance if not better that the slicer was recording the footage for both showoff clout and perhaps financial gain by selling what would have been his great victory over a great Jedi menace and his minions to all those inclined to immaturely disrespect authority. Alas, Pewy lost Mistryl and money, and Yabbula was still on the fence privately whether or not to have Pewy dissected, one piece a day until he died, and by damn and hell he would make sure he kept Pewy alive and alert the whole time.

All three heroes were the same ones that were asking questions on Tatooine. All three were looking for the shootist Juna; Pewy confirmed that information when he spoke to the trio at his club, which he was happy to report he give up nothing. There was doubt there for why would Pewy send his Mistryl -- the same Mistryl that didn’t know he was under Hutt control -- to kill the three snoopers.
Those at the table right now remained silent out of respect for whomever was going to die there in place of Pewy for the time being. They knew Yabbula was not playing with a full sabacc deck, but they tolerated it with the returns they were getting after tribute. It was times like this that made them sweaty and uncomfortably diarrheic; making them squirm and shift around in their chairs. This was just more bad news on top of the loss of a key double agent on Duro; no one argued the fact that Jabba had really upset the sweets cart when he shipped Hifubbae’s mutilated head to Yabbula. The hope was that Yabbula would only kill Pewy, but no one at the table.

 Yabbula closed his hands over his noticeable paunch. “[That certainly was not my money that paid for such inferior Mistryl].” He looked towards his right and down past his fellow Hutts, staring at the Rodian soldier Bloggo. Everyone held a breath… “Bloggo, [how many smuggler aligned with me]?”
The change of subject didn’t relieve the tension all that much; it just created a heightened sense of drama. Bloggo heaved a sigh relief before he spoke. His really smelly scent changed told everyone around him otherwise that he was cool. “[The independents stuck to their stance: if the money is there they will throw support to you. Of the twenty-three smuggler groups that came upon your request, my Lord, five groups committed. Fifteen said they would think about it. Three empathically declined].”
Yabbula made a low noise. “[Did you explain to them the liabilities of not aligning with me]?”

“[Empathically, my Lord. Over and over again].” Bloggo cleared his snout of tightness. “[Those on the tip of the spear want to see if you can pull this off. They do not wish to anger Black Sun or anyone else. The Trade Federation for instance].”
“[I have heard that rumor: it is a non issue as far as I am concern],” Yabbula stated hard. “[The Trade Federation dare not get caught in illegal shipping, not when the Republic senators are looking for scapegoats during an election year. If they tread in our waters I will make sure everyone knows about it. Continue, Bloggo].”
Bloggo leaned in over the table. “[The three smuggling groups are well known, two of the three well established. The first is the Mounegel Trade Group under the command of the Togorian A’fassa. He has no desire to share the wealth he has on the slave trade. The second is Jorj Car’das. He’s new to the game, young, but he’s not naïve. There was something about him I did not like. Something hidden. Nonetheless his group is small and irrelevant].”
“[No one is irrelevant unless I say they are irrelevant!]” Yabbula’s empathic decree in loud bass struck everyone in the chest just as much as it reached their brain. “[Large, small, insignificant: they will obey me or they will not draw another breath! Now, the third]!”

“[You know of this group, my Lord: Rooney Tufuse’s group].” Bloggo looked downward at the table. “[He gave no reason. He only said no].”
“Huteta,[if you will permit me],” boldly one of the Hutt captains asked. Yabbula gestured approval. “[This Tufuse has defied everyone from the Core to the Outer Rim. What resources does this man have in order to defy us, Bloggo]?”
Bloogo spelled it out. “[Very little in terms of might. He has a loose group of eighteen ships, none larger than a freighter. They drop in and out of his group, independents that tests the waters and find themselves on the short end of deals more often than they like. The go back to Tufuse until they grow tired of his military-like controls and leave again, repeating the cycle. His core group, those ships loyal to him, is about four].”
“[Four ships? I was only aware of three].”

“[There are four, my Lord. Not counting Tufuse himself there is his second-in-command Haus Sarain and his Corellian Action Alpha, Darla Copernicus in her Trade Federation DART, Pyl Perveus in his Dustang ARS, and lastly” Bloggo hesitated for a moment. “a new entry: a Corellian Stock Light Freighter, piloted by Belt Besirmesserresuron and the Human girl named Juna.”
The quiet suddenly returned. By now everyone in the organization had heard of Juna, had heard what she had done, and knew that Yabbula had done absolutely nothing about it. Word was also getting around that Dagger Serpentine was repeatedly asking questions, bothering and annoying intelligence gathering sources trying to find her. It wasn’t a problem -- for the moment -- because Dagger was making his rounds and doing his job.

“[She was there when you spoke to Tufuse],” asked Yabbula. “[You did not make light of this yesterday].”
“[I did not see her, my Lord],” Blogglo insisted. “[Tufuse and the others were there. Besirmesserresuron was bragging about his new partnership quite loudly. Tufuse told him to can it].”
Another Hutt closer to Yabbula on his left said, “[It is no wonder why the Human does not agree to align with us. He has the fastest gun in the galaxy on his side].”

“[She had beaten drunks, Coddba],” said the Hutt across from the previous speaker. “[Put her up against a real fighter].”

Yabbula slammed his hand on the table to stop the argument from spreading. He also did it because it was insulting him; insulting because he had hired Sword Serpentine and his brood and they lost to a unknown, and a unknown girl at that. Not only had he not eliminate Juna because of that fact, he has not successfully recruit her into their fold.
“[The discussion is mute]” Yabbula glared at everyone with his blind eye. “[How long those who do not side with me lives will be determined very soon. I promise you all that if they do not side with me there will be a price they will personally pay. Now, on to deeper Clan business. All captains remain. Everyone else go].”
Yabbula rested back as all the non-Hutts got up, said their respects, and left the room. The Hutts of the clan stayed behind without their bodyguards. No one other than them was going to talk. When the doors shut and sealed and the anti-listening field was enacted, Yabbula looked to the others and said, “[You know why we are here, alone. I ask once again, hand vote, yes or no: does my nephew Jabba continue to live despite his incompetence]?”

This was a big deal for the clan’s fifteen captains sitting at the table, relatives of both Jabba and Yabbula; the question of why Jabba was not at the meeting was answered quickly by Yabbula. It was rather uncomfortable for them to talk about the second-in-line to the leadership, especially when a few of them had preferred Jabba over Yabbula when Zorba stepped down; they did not know the circumstances of why Zorba chose his brother over his heir apparent son. There were more that wanted to pad their own interests and assume the position Yabbula currently owned. Because of that, their votes were tainted for or against.
The hands raised, left hands for yes and right hands for no; there was no maybe or abstaining. To Yabbula’s relief, the vast majority votes were no: Jabba, for now, would live. That was good for he had otherwise from a few of those that just now voted no. Eight of the ten no voters have expressed different levels of displeasure with Jabba because they thought Jabba was dragging his tail. In reality it was Yabbula creating the tail drag by giving Jabba the impossible to accomplish, and it was mounting up against Jabba. Eventually it would reach a point to where Jabba could not recruit new monies or men into his fold, and when that happened Yabbula was certain the votes would change. When it happened he was going to absorb the amassed assets when Jabba ‘vanished’.
Yabbula also had this vote to create more paranoia within the family. He knew who was on his side and he wanted to make sure they still, for now, voted no. When the time came to vote yes they would vote yes. If they didn’t vote yes, then they were going to vanish too and they knew it. However they couldn’t run to the other Clan Lords and complain that they were apart of a conspiracy to remove a powerful Hutt without consulting the other Clan Lords to begin with; that was against the laws, a crime to discuss such things in the first place. By bringing it up in a vote in the first place made these criminals of the Republic officially criminals of the Hutt Empire. It boiled down to their bottom line, so it was why they entertained this vote. If they wanted more wealth then all avenues had to explored.
“[So I am wrong],” said Yabbula with a shrug of his shoulders. He was glad his species couldn’t smile; he would have a poop eating grin on his face right now. Although he had some set backs it was nice to know he could still demand this vote and get results. It meant he was one step closer to unleashing a full scale war against Black Sun and whoever stood in his way. Minor set backs aside, today was a good day. “[Very well, I will ask the question again next month. Now, onto new business].”

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

CHAPTER 16.1

Far away on the farming colony of Ukio, a tall man named Perret Nomroe walked out of his house alone in the cooling, ending, dusky day. With a large remote control module in his hand he headed out into a large field of bantha wheat at midseason growth to see what was wrong with the droid harvester designed to cut down such gigantic grain; it was named bantha wheat for good reason, for even at midseason the growth swayed high over Nomroe’s head. If it were not for the control module’s homing device to guide the farmer to the machine he, like anyone else, would have been lost, turned around by the thousands of thin wheat stalks clustered together, making visibility virtually nil beyond a man’s natural reach in front of him.
The module’s onboard control and condition readings on the harvester indicated that it had an unknown malfunction that caused the machine to shut down. The indicators showed that nothing was in danger of overheating. The power levels were solid. The magneto braking on the large wheel shredders were deployed, but that only occurred when the machine was shut down. Then again the sensors on them never went beyond the standard active/de-active diagnostic setting. Nomroe was sure that was the problem, but what would cause it eluded him. After a very long walk to the deepest part of the field he spotted the harvester’s tall roof and knew the answer would be known very soon.

Nomroe entered the clearing behind the harvester thankfully, wiping his slightly sweaty brow; though the air was cool it was still hard physical work to walk through the wheat. He said to no one important, “Now, sir, let’s see what’s got into you.”

Before Nomroe could climb up the rear service ladder a leather boot appeared just above him at the very top. Soon the cultured voice, appearance, and poise of the bounty hunter U’ger Faust greeted him, “My apologies, Mister Nomroe, I was the one that damaged your machine.”

For a farmer, for a natural born citizen of Ukio, Nomroe would have good reason to either fear Faust or grow angry at Faust for trespassing if not for damaging expensive farm equipment; landowners of the world were very protective of their property, somewhat distrusting of any stranger who may possibly represent the government, banking institutions, and/or lawyers. As such, a ‘local’ would keep to themselves and care little for what was happening in the galaxy until it affected them. In instant hindsight it would have been understandable if Nomroe didn’t know who U’ger Faust was.
But Nomroe did, and proved it by running full tilt down the clear cut, and then dove into the heavy wheat field.

“Well I never- STOP YOU!” Faust pulled out his twin, short barreled blaster and quickly as he could descended down the access ladder. His elderly beard mustache brisling with disapproval, he scampered down the clear cut path and stopped where he last saw Nomroe, a man who had a substantial bounty on his head for his live capture; death he was only worth a sixteenth of that: the Kuaties desired to inflict death as part of their justice, which was why they paid extremely well for live captures.
Wounding was still an option. Faust aimed low when he heard Nomroe struggling to run through the brush; he couldn’t see the man through the brush but he sounded only ten feet away. Faust made sure the blaster was set to single shot semi-automatic; the right barrel would fire when the trigger pulled, and when it was pulled again the left barrel would fire. He fired. The shot singed through the thick wheat for a foot or so then exploded when it struck too heavy of foliage. Nomroe let out a cry, and the wheat in front of Faust erupted in flame.

The old bounty hunter walked quickly to his right and back towards the harvester to get around the flames, pushed his way into the crops, and headed back to where he had thought he got Nomroe. Using the fire as a mock vector search point related to where he last heard Nomroe, Faust managed with physical exertion to reach the general area where his prey would have been if he had hit his leg or had forced him to surrender due to the fire. But Nomroe was no where to be found.

Faust quickly retreated before the flames could reach him, and they were burning very quickly; the wheat was dry and just asking for an arsonist to strike a match. He forced himself back into the clearing for much needed fresh air….
Nomroe was down the cleared path, his remote control module still in his hands. He shouted as Faust took note of him. “I ain’t giving up to the likes of you, Faust! I ain’t going back to Kuat! You can take that blaster of yours that’s killing my crops and shove it straight up your ass!”

Faust casually wiped his brow and let out a sigh of disbelief. “Honestly, young man, you are caught! It is a matter of when, and I assure you soon! Give up this foolery why you still have appendages!” He raised his blaster towards Nomroe. “You may beat the rap!”

Nomroe laughed hard and sarcastically at that notion. “Oh really! Tell me something, Faust, have you ever turned down a Kuati female’s proposal of marriage?”

“Dear sir I don’t put myself in such predicaments,” pointed out the old man.

“Well that’s my fricking crime! Turning down a woman’s demands!”

“A woman of royalty’s proposal in never to be taken lightly. Or denied without realizing the consequences.”

“Have you seen her?”

Faust frowned a little. “Yes. I have.”

Nomroe laughed a little, baring a little smile. “Then you understand why I said no! I’ve seen a better face on the ass end of pimpled hornsback razorbuck!”
“It is charm like that,” began Faust as he began to slowly walk towards Nomroe, shorting the distance and the stalling time, his mind comparing the fore mentioned animal and the princess in question; actually Nomroe had a point, but …“that guarantees short lives in young men! You should have stayed on the farm!”
“And I will! I promise! Just pretend you didn’t find me, all right!” Nomroe began to back up a bit; there was still considerable distance between them.

“I cannot do that,” said Faust with a small shake of his head. “I take hunts to succeed, not fail. I don’t sympathize with you, my boy. You broke the law. You ran away. That makes you a coward. A coward that must face justice. Now, for the last time, put the module down-.”

Nomroe smiled, turned and ran down the cleared path. Faust aimed for a leg, but then caught sight of several flying remote craft. They spun turbines on the sides of their wings, spraying out a smelly pesticide/fertilizer combination. They approached Faust’s vector in a long line. Not taking the chance that the chemicals could poison him Faust turned and ran as hard as he could back to the harvester, dove under it, and covered his mouth. In short time the crop dusting spray droids past over and deposited their contents in a wet fog. Faust covered his mouth and nose and closed his eyes quickly, cursing at himself even when the droids ran out of chemicals and long after he removed himself from hiding and did his best to run down the cleared path.
After a couple hundred feet Faust stopped his jog when he heard the most peculiar sound. It occurred to him that it had to be a rocket in flight the way the sound pitched and rolled in the air; the sound clear to him, thruster propulsion. Somewhere deep in the growth a man yelled, the thruster sound vanished, and Faust expected an explosion. None came.

The thruster sound returned; it sounded like a lift off. For a long while after that, for as long as Faust could hear, there was the combination of three sounds: the thruster engines, the man -- Nomroe, it had to be -- yelling in terror, and the sounds of rustling brush.
Faust forced himself into the growth and in little time he found a newly mowed down path about the width of his shoulders. The wheat was all and all knocked down, as if something was dragged through it. The old bounty hunter had the feeling that it wasn’t something, it was someone. It was Nomroe. Faust walked the mow down, stepping over pieces of clothing and a few drops of blood along the way.
After a long walk Faust found himself leaving the field behind and was face to face with Nomroe’s home. The blood trail was patchy in the grass, and in little time he found bloodied up man with a steel cable wrapped his torso. If it weren’t for the shredded purple overalls he would have never known it was Nomroe.

“Good lord!” Faust knelled down next to the man, catching his breath for a few moments. “What did you do to yourself? Have one of your harvesting droids errantly pull you through the wheat?”

A twig snap over to Faust’s right brought him to raise his firearm. There at the corner of the house stood the armored form of Jango Fett, who was busy reeling in the extra length of steel cable. Coldly through his helmet’s speaker, Fett corrected, “No, I dragged him through the wheat field.”

“Ah,” was all that Faust could get out, noting the jet pack on his contemporary’s back. “Well. Effective.”
Fett said nothing, which further aggravated Faust. It started with the other capturing his prey, and then he not noticing a man decorated from head to toe in silvery body armor; especially when the fields were on fire and the light from the flames lit the yard. With steady breathing returning Faust still felt a bit apprehensive and nervous. He had heard rumors of a bounty hunter in Madalorian battle armor supposedly in league with Jabba the Hutt if Yabbula’s sources in Jabba’s court were correct. He heard wild stories about such a man, beginning about two months ago; stories about quick captures of the most dangerous of bounties and a lot of bounties claimed quickly by him. Undoubtedly this was that same man, laying claim to another bounty.
Faust lowered his weapon and bristled a polite smile at Fett. “Well, good show my Boy. Very good show. This character thought he got the best of us.” It was hard to tell through his dark visor, but it did appear that Fett was now looking at Faust. “I mean surely if I had not done what I did we would have not brought a end to his shenanigans. Desperate one this one: played with the emotions of a rather handsome woman. From Kuat his bad luck. But I’m sure you’ve heard all the stories of this sad tale. I guess you can add another chapter.”
He clapped his hands together when Fett didn’t make a move or sound. Rubbing them, he said enthusiastically, “Well, shall we get him turned in.” Faust bent down to grab Nomroe…

Fett’s boot stomped down hard on Nomroe’s body, causing the man to moan and making Faust stand back up. Mechanically and solidly, Fett said, “We? What is this ‘we’? Explain, old man, what ‘we’ means here?”

Faust let his smile twitch down a little. “Dear sir. As a fellow hunter of the bounty and member in good standing with the Bounty Hunters Guild, I am sure you are fully aware of the share alike rule. In the event that two hunters in non-agreement engage and capture the same bounty they are to split the bounty fifty-fifty.”
“Can’t say I’ve heard of that rule,” said Fett methodically.

“Well then you should be reading the book more often.” Faust gave Fett a playful backhand to his metal chest. Faust shook the pain away. “Feel free to read it on my ship.”
Fett didn’t take his foot off of Nomroe. “I have my own ship.”

“Oh come sir, surely we can share in the burdens. My ship is far more comfortable for him. Besides, he is injured.”

“His bounty is dead or alive.” Fett took his foot of Nomroe, but stood his ground still, folding his hands in front of him. “Said nothing about being in one piece.”
Faust gave him some false appeasement. “Strict to the letter. I like that in a man. But honestly, if we don’t get him on my ship he’ll never make it back to Kuat in time.”

“I got a fast ship.”

“I didn’t say you didn’t.”

“And what is this ‘we’ deal again?”

Trying not to hide his exasperation, Faust said, “Now seriously, young man, you have a lot of nerve! I put a lot of work and effort into capturing this man, my bounty by the way, and here you are pretending that you did it all. That this is your capture. You don’t give me credit where credit is due.”

Taking a chagrining posture, Fett gestured towards the flames. “You can take credit for the fire.” In one motion Fett grabbed Nomroe…

Faust raised his double barrel blaster and pushed it hard into Fett’s helmet. The tell tale metal on metal sound did a lot of talking, but Faust spoke anyways. “That certainly will not do, my armored friend. I was more than willing to split this ‘filled out check’ evenly. I will take it all now.”
Fett slowly raised his hands, stood up, and took one full step back. “My boss is not going to like this.”

“I know your boss, and my boss is your boss’ boss,” Faust assured him. “Therefore it doesn’t matter what your boss thinks.” He tilted his gray head to the side. “Although this is a non-Hutt open bounty. So now I am curious as to why Jabba would be angry? It’s not his money. It’s not his man.”
“Don’t know,” said Fett. “I get the directions. I track them down. I don’t need no history on a target. I don’t want to be a part of a plot. They’re both like talking: a complete waste of my time.”

“Oh really. That’s amusing to me.” Faust smirked a little. “An intelligent fellow such as yourself don’t like to talk. That’s right Mister Fett, and yes I do know who you are, I know you are not like the other scalp takers that are taking up precious outer space these days. Our line of business has always had its share of little minds and narrow hopes. These days anyone with a blaster and a half way descent starship can claim they are bounty hunters. They’re the same ones that give our profession a really bad name. They’ll smeck up hunts. Hurt innocent people in the process that did wise up and got the hell out of the way during an apprehension. I loathe and despise ruffians and short circuited thinkers. I hate the ones that think they’re heroes too. Are you a hero, Mister Fett? Do you see yourself as one?”
Fett shook his head. “I’m just a simple man trying to make a living.”

Faust smiled a bit. “Good answer. You’ll live a long time with that attitude. You are a consummate professional. And professionals do know when and when not. Such as here. The know when to take what is there’s and when not to try and become a hero. To know when to give it up to the elder and wiser hunter knowing that there is more hunts to go on and more scalps to collect, and when not to try and tempt fate. When to give, and when not to take what is not properly-.”
The poisonous dart hit Faust dead center in the throat. It had come from Fett’s left forearm launcher, positioned respectively under his raised palm, activated by a squeezed pinky finger. It happened so fast Faust was at a lost on what to do; he was too busy with his free hand clutching his throat; he tried to aim his blaster, but it was clear he lacked the strength to hold it steady so when he fired both barrels the extra large bolt flew harmlessly skyward as Faust fell back.
Fett lowered his arms down, reloaded the dart launcher by racking a thin, metal sheave in the launcher along his forearm. He walked up to nearly dead, blue puffy-faced old man. Glaring down at Faust, he reached down and pulled the dart hard out of Faust’s throat. He had to, for the tip of the dart was a gas-expanded reactionary injector that first penetrated the skin, and then opened up in the epidermal layer to prevent easy removal. It left a noticeable, bleeding steadily hole. Not that it mattered whether or not Faust bleed to death. He was dead all ready.
Fett stowed the dart in his saddle pack on his belt. He said to Faust when Faust choked out his last breath, “I hate people who waste my time.”
Grabbing the still bound and bleeding Nomroe painfully by his short hair, Jango Fett pulled him away from U’ger Faust’s body.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 16.2

It was a week later, and no longer than five minutes after Jango Fett had brought Perret Nomroe to Tatooine Jabba the Hutt made a private call to Kuat. Specifically to Amrosa of Kuat, the Head of Kuat Drive Yards. Kuat royalty wasn’t the same as other forms of royalty found on other planets such as Alderaan and Naboo. There was a royal blood line in the past, but when the citizens of Kuat became space bound and later arguably the best spacecraft engineers, designers and constructors in the galaxy the ladder of leadership and tree of authority was regulated to whom did what at the ship building yards. Whoever ran the KDY ruled the world.
Amrosa of Kuat stood before Jabba as a holographic image in his private office, sporting the traditionally open Kuati wares of high office. It did nothing to improve her attractiveness; even Jabba would have reservations about ‘hitting that’; Jabba even mused that Yabbula wouldn’t even bother to lick such a horribly face. It was no wonder why Nomroe had ran.
Normally someone of Amrosa of Kuat’s stature would not take a call from any Hutt regardless if such a transmission was secret and secure. She saw her runaway groom-to-be-desired hanging upside in cargo binders, wounded, and gagged. For the time being her standards were set aside. 

“You have my spurn,” said Amrosa. “Then I assume you want the bounty then. He is alive, yes?”
“[As you can clearly see].” Jabba nodded towards his majordomo Backu, and the cyborg gave Nomroe’s head a smack. Nomroe stirred in anger and withered helplessly, making noises that sounded like threats. “[All ready for your execution].”

“Splendid,” Amrosa of Kuat said maliciously. She let a small smile creep up on her dark skin. “Where may I pick him up? I will arrange to have the forty thousand credits transferred upon receivership of my spurn.”

Jabba let out a cadence of ho, ho, ho, before he let her have the bad news. It helped to give the bad news from where he was since his signal could not be traced. “[The forty thousand is for a bounty, Amrosa of Kuat. What I demand if you want your spurn is a king’s ransom].”
Amrosa of Kuat let out a chuckle, waved her warty hand, and said, “Ransom? For him? Go on, kill him then.”

“[Now, now, you cannot afford to dismiss his life so willingly],” said Jabba suggestively. “[Especially since he impregnated you during a drunken stupor].” She looked at Jabba with stunned expression, which still didn’t help her in the looks department. “[Dear woman, you should not be so reckless with who you talk to. Correct me if I am wrong, but is it not a crime for a woman of any stature to have sex outside of marriage on Kuat?]”
Amrosa of Kuat stared daggers at Jabba, clutching her robes tightly. “You dare make such accusations to blackmail me! You have no proof!”

“[But I do, my Lady].” Jabba reached from his dais and gave Nomroe a shove, which caused the suspended man to swing like a pendulum. Talking above the man’s moans was easy for the Hutt with his natural baritone voice. “[I know some friends of mine in the Trade Federation who would love to announce through their media outlets the single biggest black eye to hit Kuat since it was discovered their home planet hero of the Mid Rim Conflicts Jurivicious Pern had lead the Vhinech Order. Hell, they will make Nomroe here a pay-per-view event. Have him tell a story about a farm boy, a royal girl, and what happens when they are alone after several pints of alcohol is consumed and half a pound of hefin is licked. Booze, drugs, and finally unmarried, unprotected sex: I smell box office mojo]!”
Amrosa of Kuat fumed, “No one will believe you or the Trade Federation, Jabba!”

“[We’ll see, my Lady],” said Jabba with unwavering certainty, and with a nod to Backu the cyborg turned off the transmission at the nearby terminal. The cyborg then stopped Nomroe from swinging. 
Jabba looked beyond where the holographic field transmitter was and noted Fett in the shadows. “[She will be calling back].”
Fett stood stoically and said, “So what does it have to do with me.”

“[With Kuat: nothing].” Jabba eyed Fett disapprovingly. “[But in the matter of disposing U’ger Faust, that is still not settled. What you did, without question, is to condemn you].” He waved his large hand towards Backu, and the cyborg whipped out something from behind his back. Fett flinched, but relaxed when he noted that it was a small data pad and Backu was just typing.

Seconds later Fett’s credit chit alarm signaled him to check it, and when he did he found a whopping four hundred and sixty thousand credits in his private account; finally confirmation was to come when Fett selected the ‘accept’ command. Jabba finished his thought with pleasure in his eyes. “[To condemn you, for the moment, to the torture of untold fortune].”

Surprisingly, Fett looked up from his chit and said, “No offense, but I don’t want this money. It’s a lie.” Jabba looked at him with wide eyes of surprise. “This looks like a payoff for the sole purpose of the death of U’ger Faust. That my capture of Nomroe was nothing more than a ruse to lure Faust in for the kill.”

Fett touched the ‘decline’ key. “I will take the forty thousand bounty on Nomroe, plus ten thousand more for insulting my pride.”
Backu looked between Jabba and Fett and said to Fett, “You have a lot of nerve, bounty hunter. Just who do you think you are?”

Clearly expressing the fact he was staring hard at Backu with the way he turned his helmeted head, he said, “I’m Jango Fett. I work for a living.”

Backu’s attention was drawn back to the counsel for a moment, but he returned it back to Jabba, looking for the Hutt to tell him what to do. Jabba laughed and laughed heartedly. He waved a hand at Backu and said, “[Fifty thousand to him, Backu, and not a grain of sand more]!” Backu did as ordered and Fett accepted the payment. “[I like you Jango. You are so easy to please in negotiations].”

“This is a rare occasion. I don’t want to be a pawn in your family squabble.” Fett pocketed the chit, nodded his head, and said before he went to the door, “The next time we deal expect to pay double whatever the bounty is.”

After Jango Fett left, Backu looked to Jabba and said, “He is too dangerous, Great One. A few bounties for you, and he can simply name his price and talk to you like that?”

“[A few, Backu? Did you happen loose the ability to add recently? He’s turned in nearly twenty of my most outstanding bounties].” Jabba, like Backu, was ignoring the hailing signal from the counsel; they knew it was Amrosa of Kuat trying desperately to call back; she couldn’t afford to face impeachment with the weak standing herself and her people were at now with the Republic economic crisis; any excuse for rivals to remove her outside of economic woes would be appreciated regardless of the source. “[Take heart, my majordomo. Do not worry about Jango. He is no mere mercenary. He is a man with one side: his side. Siding with me, or Yabbula, is against his nature. He is the perfect capitalist].”
Jabba folded his hands over his belly and Backu walked over to the counsel, taking his master’s cue to be ready to answer the hail. “[Besides, there is a constant in this galaxy that is always right. No matter how good someone is, there is someone that is just that much better. All we would need to do is look. Now, open the channel].”

A blue light projected from the holographic emitter from the ceiling and once again Amrosa of Kuat stood before Jabba. However she was not all proud and overbearing. She looked worn and serious. And for the record, it still did nothing to improve her hideous looks. “What exactly are your terms, sir?”

Jabba was half glad and half disappointed that Hutts could not smile. He would be right now, and it would have surely angered Amrosa of Kuat even more and prevented a quick end to ‘negotiations’, and at the same time it would have added more nails to the coffin Amrosa of Kuat had built for herself with her decadence. “[You have available forty million in your unmonitored accounts, we’ll start with a million credits per month transfer to an account of my choosing].”
Amrosa of Kuat swallowed hard but did not argue. Jabba continued. “[Secondly I want you to monitor who comes in and out of your ship yards. Who wants what built. What exactly are they doing or what they want done. I will provide you with a list of names. Do not worry: its only four thousand names and none of it high priority people that would arouse suspicion from law enforcement. Thirdly, I want ‘off the books’ repairs on ships of my choosing, including some custom modifications. Especially in the area of transponders].”

“You ask for much.”

Jabba wished he could smile. Instead he gave Nomroe another push to swing him. This was a great week for him. Not only had Jango brought him back considerable extortion leverage in the form of Perret Nomroe, but another of Yabbula’s most trusted men was dealt out of the galactic card game. Who did Yabbula really have left to put his crazed faith in? Dagger Serpentine? With that retarded boy and his fear induced rage behavior it was only going to be a matter of time before Serpentine was killed off. It would leave Yabbula all alone with no one trustworthy to carry out his will. The others in the Hutt family were getting more and more leery of him. They were growing tired of him despite the profits. It did not help that so many smugglers turned Yabbula down. It did not help that the woman named Juna still drew a breath. It did not help that the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch appeared to be knocking down Hutt doors again. It did not help Yabbula at all that he had intentionally cut Jabba out of meetings; particularly meetings where they discussed if Jabba was going to die.
Jabba wished he could smile. Instead, he looked boldly at Amrosa of Kuat and said, “[Dear Amrosa of Kuat, I am just getting started].”

