13 DAYS (CHAPTER 90.0)
“Muffin.” Darth Rune’s voice cut into Faith’s unconscious again, and it was followed by nudging by the dark spirit. “Muffin, wake up. It’s nearly time to leave.”
Faith opened her eyes, and unlike the previous few days she could really open them. She didn’t see Rune, but that never bothered her; she knew the spirit would appear soon enough. She focused on standing up, and she found it was not difficult like before. Nose twitching, and then eyes glaring in the darkness of the room, Faith found her Chewie busying over on some vegetable leaves the Sith Maiden had managed to get from one of her very own unsuspecting meals. The slave never knew what hit her; the slave’s mind was informed to present the supposedly abandoned room with fresh cut salad; a delicacy on Tatooine, and one Jabba rarely favored with other disgusting ingredients. Chewie was happy with the food and was perfectly in content with being picked up by his owner. Faith was happy with her food as well, but not now; the leftovers, rotting in a bloody mess on the bed, smelled horribly. However, Faith was not hungry; she had her fill of salty-tasting Vargain.
“[Water], Chewie?” asked Faith, and she did not wait for an answer. She had a sink filled with water from before and let her friend drink from it when she placed Chewie on the hard top side. She looked at herself in the mirror and just didn’t like what she saw; she was still covered in random, white splotches, and her left eye was a sickly, glowing dull yellow.
Faith took her pet with her back into the main room. Setting Chewie down, she went to the terminal. The skilled lock outs were still in place; the Hutt did not know the terminal was still active. More data had poured in from various slicers sources. She accessed them to put the strings together, but then suddenly a line of code stopped her from proceeding. It was not Vhinphyckian. It was, in fact, a familiar algorithm.
“No.” Faith turned to regard Faradi Nimh. Rune moved to the screen and said, “It’s not the slicer program, or rather it’s not the slicer program your grandmother created. Its point of origin is just the same.”

Faith thought for a few moments, then let out a gasp and quietly said, “Mamul.”

Rune did not miss Faith’s exhilaration. She pointedly reminded in scold, “You seem to forget that she’s not looking to give us a hug.” She pointed at the screen, at the code. “It’s her own little slicer program, scouring the HoloNet and hyperspace data streams looking for Legacy code, or more to the point looking to see who possesses it.”

After another few seconds, Rune ordered, “Cut the program.” Faith looked at her in confusion. “Shut the damn thing off!”

Faith closed the gathering program, not saving the work, and closed the terminal completely down. Rune was pacing away from the Sith Maiden-Vhinech -- or rather, pacing away from Faith in Faith’s mind. It was not a long contemplation. “No matter: We’ll be moving shortly. We will re-establish at are relocation.”

“Will we have access?” wised Faith in question. She saw in her mind what Rune had in mind for relocation.
“We will once we conquer,” assured Rune with a grin. Faith couldn’t help to grin as well at the thought of battle. “It won’t take you long to take the palace. It will be easier, however, once he have procured our ride. From there access is just a simple twist of dials and the activation of Rapier subsidized components.” She then shook her head and mused, “My Daughter, so clever.”

Missing the meaning of the statement, Faith only smiled, and then picked up Chewie to cuddle. It occurred to her that there was still one missing piece of the family. “Papul?”
Rune’s shoulders sagged and she admonished, but with sympathy, “Muffin, I’m afraid he’s going to have to catch up with us. Our departure from this sand-tick infested hell hole is going to be today.”
From that to a feeling the Force, Faith looked above her as if to look through the ceiling. She was not; she only sensed much more happening above her, happening in Jabba’s chambers, happening in space above. Both circumstances were related. 

Jabba had been a nervous wreck since Faith’s supposed disappearance, only doubling when his men were unable to find no sign of her anywhere on Tatooine. The space port was locked down, so no one was able to leave or land. A few took exception to Jabba’s rule; they didn’t bother addressing the Hutt and just took off in their ships. The exceptions were no longer alive. In effect because of cause, an irony that was not lost to Jabba, he was doing exactly what Yabbula had insanely ordered, the killing of those who did not obey the Desilijic Clan.
The roars of the Hutt penetrated the thick floors, and Faith did not have to guess what that was so; not after what Rune had just said.

Rune said, “This is exactly what your father wanted, Faith.”

Which was true; Faith knew Prophet wanted this confrontation between the Hutts, between Jabba and Yabbula. The plans had set forth the rivals to act. Jabba’s paranoia forced the Hutt’s hand, putting up a massive, rag tag but effective armada of ships around the planet. Obviously, Yabbula was furious over the information Prophet had tampered with from the late Backu’s mind. The Huteta of the Desilijic Clan was now in the system, arriving just out of hyperspace in his Hutt Battlelord Cruiser, and did not spare the mighty ships formidable weapons on the fleet that greeted him so rudely. To Yabbula, the Jabba fleet was a trap for him. 
Poor trappers. It just meant Jabba wasn’t going to pay to them, if Jabba was alive after this to pay the rest.
Neither Faith nor Rune went to the terminal to call up anything that resembled sensor screens by Jabba’s standards. Yabbula’s ship was going to win the fight above because Jabba was going to order his hired ships to stand down; Yabbula was going to destroy quite a few in passing before he landed; landing in a Hutt designed G’dinli cargo fighter because the Battlelord was three times larger than a Trade Federation battleship. Because of size and firepower it actually made more rational sense for Yabbula to just melt Tatooine with orbital bombardment. Then again, when was Yabbula ever rational? Yabbula was coming down to confront Jabba directly; Prophet knew the hatred between uncle and nephew, knew how such hatreds always, ALWAYS, played out.
The outcome of what would be a terrible exchange of blaster fire and physicality was not important. The purpose of the plan, the main goal, the main objective, was to get Yabbula out of the Desilijic Clan castle. The mission had been accomplished.
The new mission began.

Darth Rune just smiled when Faith felt the last of the fighting in space come to its predictable conclusion. “It’s time.”

“Okay,” sighed Faith, but she remembered her Papul’s plan; it had to be executed, with Prophet or without him.

Faith turned towards the terminal, and the computer terminal crumpled quickly into a trashed, worthless ball. She raised her hand and it crumpled more, and then it began to melt under her closing fingers; it didn’t matter if Jabba was alerted to the terminal’s destruction.

Complete, Faith raised her one hand with Chewie safely in it and whispered in his fluffy ear, “[Not a sound] Chewie.” The varmint, not much a conversationalist, only wiggled his nose and let himself be held, laying perfectly still and in peace in his mistress’ evilly fanged and powerful hand. She unlocked the door and departed, never once considering relocking it. There was no need to anymore.
Faith walked naturally, without stealth, up the stairs and through the corridor that lead to Jabba’s main chamber. She entered, and she walked through the large expanse without slowing down or changing her stance. Beings raced by her with weapons, never once stopping to avoid her, only consciously aware that they had to make a slight adjustment to their chosen paths to where they were going. 

Jabba, sitting on his dais, was furious and barking orders. “[Yabbula is allowed to come inside! Once he is, take out his men outside! Tell our street agents to fire at will once the blast doors seal]!” He looked right in the general area of where Faith was, even looked right at her. He went on giving commands, ignoring the chill in the air.
Like everyone else Jabba could not see Faith, nor did he register the way his men broke against the invisible rock that she was in the stream of men that ran before him. Like his men, Jabba only accepted what his eyes saw, just like the men that had to make little course corrections for no apparent reason to just do it. They would never remember their actions.
Faith continued on, walking down the main hall to the large blast doors. There Ephant Mon was reading the guard, telling them to assume their normal positions and then telling the impressed, forced to serve males of Mos Eisley where to hide in the shadows. She stopped at the door and waited, spending her time watching how the Hutt’s right hand brute shaped the funnel of the trap. Here was where the real trap for Yabbula was, where his men were going to die. The plans was put together hastily in execution, but there was no doubt in Faith’s mind that Jabba had thought of this plan and this day long and very, very hard.
The wait at the door was neither long nor short for Faith. She stood there, waiting for a little over five minutes, and finally a call came to Ephant Mon from outside. Ephant Mon said, “We’re opening the door.” He switched the channel quickly on his comlink. “Boss, he’s coming in.”

The door, so heavy, opened and the sunlights nearly chased Faith from her concentration. She held focus as the silhouette of Yabbula slithered into view. Faith had never saw Yabbula when Prophet met the wretched and thin Hutt, and she had wished she never saw and smelled him. Hutts smelled terrible, but with her sensitive nose Faith discerned that, various perfumes meant for bipedal males and females in overly abused mass quantity, and blood, hair, skin, saliva, urine, fecal matter, vomit, and various other component odors, from hundreds of various and often feminine species, that make up the smell of death from a crushed and smeared dead body on top of millions of other smells. Faith nearly vomited from the stench that all the others around her could only smell if they themselves were stuck under the Hutt.
“[It is about damn time],” roared the Hutt, who’s milky blinded eye made Faith sneer dejectedly. He looked at Ephant Mon and said, “[Who do you serve]?”

Ephant Mon’s race was the same as his name, and it’s most glaring characteristic was their heads were their entire body; Mon’s face was a good one and half meters tall. Faith, and no one else, could not miss Mon’s condescending look -- how could anyone?!?! -- when he bowed with large eyes downward and saying, “I serve you, Bloated One.”

“[Smart coward],” was Yabbula’s response, pushing the hearty Mon’s body-face away and slithering by him. Mon’s scowl was so evident the guards with Yabbula kept an eye on him even as Mon followed along.
In a flash of movement that would have awed the unaware beings, Faith executed a corkscrewing somersault easily over the approaching horde of Yabbula and his two dozen bodyguards, marching in rows of three on either side of his slithering body. Faith landed outside without even disturbing the sand dust. Ahead of her, mocking Jabba’s rule, was Yabbula’s ship.

The soldiers of fortune outside Jabba’s townhouse were no better than the ‘elite’ group Jabba hired to protect him. As Faith casually continued for the ship, Jabba’s men’s one advantage, surprise, became evident after the blast door closed quickly and when a power bot droid slowly lumbered from an alley towards the town house. The big, bulky, outdated automation was never used in the Republic anymore. However on Tatooine everything was recycled, and the power bot droid, known only as Gort for his often repeated use of the word in its garbled way, had been used many times in so many ways other than for emergency power supply. Power bots were thick, but not all of its space was used up by the power generator or circuitry. Its thick legs allowed it to carry much heavier weight than itself, and in this case, within it’s body casing to be exact because of the extra room, it carried a frequency jammer.
Just as Yabbula’s mean began to inspect their various forms of communication gear for malfunctions, Jabba’s men struck and struck hard. No one in Mos Eisley, mostly women and children because their men were inside Jabba’s townhouse, was looking for safety when Yabbula’s ship landed, but they ran when blasters were recklessly fired. Pure chaos was how a freshly trained military cadet would have called it. The lack of any training and discipline was obvious, made clear when Faith was confronted with an exchange between one Jabba man and one Yabbula man in her way. In the middle of broad daylight just after second noon, the men, both Humans, were no more than a stride apart with fumbling blasters in their hands and after each took four shots at such close range Jabba’s man finally wounded his opponent, and his opponent was dead after the fifth shot found the other’s stumbling gut.
Jabba’s man aimed for another of Yabbula’s men heading for the closed blast door. The man sneered with the barrel pointing squarely on his target’s back. Unfortunately for him Faith was standing right in the way.
Another of Jabba’s hirelings, a Bith, was shot dead for stopping and gawking at the most grotesque sight his dying eyes had ever seen. One moment his Human ally was ready to shoot a Yabbula man dead, the next moment his arm holding the blaster tore off at the elbow, and before he could shout in pain his head -- his head! -- ripped off his body and sailed over Yabbula’s ship like it was a children’s super ball.

Faith did not stand around to admire the carnage or her impressive ability to separate heads from bodies. She walked right on top of the dead body and kept a straight line for the ship. More of Yabbula’s guards ran from within the ship, running past her, leaving the ship unprotected. By the time she reached the ship Yabbula’s ship was empty of soldiers and guards and the war outside Jabba’s town house was nearing an end.

The ramp pulled up and the hatch sealed. Faith sensed presences on board the ship and after very little searching she found four Yabbula slave girls awkwardly bound in heavy chains, their faces directly over the Hutt’s boiling golalush bong; the smell nearly defeated Faith it was so horrible. Thought spirit broken and body defeated the females’ instincts of survival kept them trying to fight themselves out of the torturing predicament, made difficult by their bindings, the hot steam blinding them, and the highly intoxicating nature of the golalush. It was Yabbula’s way of making certain that his play things were not bored while he was away on business.
Their chains slowly, and painfully in some cases, unwrapped from their natured forms and instantly they fell back; Faith used the Force to also shut off the burner under the bong. They were too hurt, too tortured, too high, too full of trembling adrenaline, and too exhausted to even begin to understand what just happened. The collection of females laid where they were and panted and frothed.
Faith moved over to one of them, a Human with no hair but by no means old enough to call herself a woman, and put Chewie’s warm and fuzzy body in her hands. She said, “Chewie.” She waited for the young girl to make some sign that she understood; none came. Faith took the young girl’s hand and had her stroke Chewie’s body. “Chewie!” The girl then slowly, reflexively, continued to pet the varmint with her eyes tightly closed.

“[Keep an eye on them],” whispered Faith in Chewie’s long ear. She did not wait for the varmint’s answer as she went to the unoccupied cockpit. She all ready knew the trip to Nal Hutta in the shuttle was going to be long; she didn’t thank Yabbula for the fresh food he had left on board for her. The ship was hers, ready for take off.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 90.1)

The town house never impressed Yabbula the Hutt. He could never understand why Jabba thought so small on such a desolate world. To Yabbula, it never occurred to him that his lack of charity to his nephew or the fact he had taken nearly every pence of Jabba’s tax revenues was the cause. Jabba was just incompetent; Jabba was now in grave danger, not expected to live much longer.
Jabba watched Yabbula and his two dozen men enter his main audience chamber; how he so hated his uncle! He kept himself from giving the order to kill immediately, desiring to gloat just as any Hutt would when in the position of certain superiority. This was it; he made no attempt to learn if his outside forces were successful. On this day Yabbula was going to die and Jabba was going to take over what was rightfully his. Either Jabba was successful, or Jabba would die.
As Ephant Mon hung back behind Yabbula, he readied his heavy cannon from under his large coat.

“[Ah, stupid one],” began Yabbula, “[It is not good to see you, my Nephew].” The guards took their station around him and looked ready to raise weapons. Much of Jabba’s audience chamber was empty, but that was only an illusion. Considering all other matters, everyone in the room was in some way armed for death. “[Where is Backu]?”

“[In pieces],” said Jabba cryptically. “[He had angered me for the last time a few days ago].” He considered Yabbula as if he didn’t know the truth. “[Why do you care]?”

Yabbula chuckled heartedly and moved closer to Jabba’s dais. “[He was my most effective spy against you, my pathetic underling. He unwillingly reported all of your failures and your disloyalty. Such an effective investment].” He sighed. “[I was going to anoint him the new ruler of Tatooine].”

Jabba let loose his customary, hearty laugh all were accustomed to that unnerved them. “[That would be you, Yabbula: foolish enough to put a cyborg in charge of Hutt business].”
Yabbula appeared ready to explode, but calmly he said, “Huteta, Jabba. [I am your Clan Lord. You will refer to me in that proper respect].”

Jabba only said, “[You are not my proper, and you do not deserve my respect, Yabbula].”

“LZND’ HUTETA!” Yabbula’s whole, thin body trembled with power; though seemingly anorexic in the eyes of others and perhaps a few Hutts, no one was foolish to think him frail. Yabbula was still many thousands of pounds.
“[As you say],” remarked Jabba unimpressed, bowing just slightly from his raised position. “[What brings you here, Yabbula]?”

“[You know what brings me here],” said Yabbula. It was a mute point, for now, to argue for Jabba to show him proper respect. Jabba was going to die anyways. “[You have betrayed me for the last time, Jabba]!”

“[What betrayal]?”

If Hutts could smile sinisterly, if at all, Yabbula would be doing so. “[Oh yes, I knew you would deny it! Thank you so very much]!”

Jabba narrowed his eyes. “[I have not denied anything]!”

The lunatic yelled, “[LIAR]!” and then went to impossibly whispering “[Oh yes, you are a liar, my young friend. A thief and conspirator, yes].” He narrowed his mismatch eyes. “[You are the betrayer of my brother, and you are the betrayer of me].”

“[I gave you my Father’s position, Yabbula],” said Jabba with no fear of the consequences. So what if the others knew the truth. Would anyone believe Yabbula now, in his state of mind?  “[Nothing gave me more pleasure than to give it to you, for you to ruin and destroy. Business dealings with the Republic: how did you ever manage to pull the coup off]?”
“[My business dealings save us]!” Yabbula pointed his finger at Jabba. “[We are not here to talk about my greatness! We are here to talk about your doom]!”

“[The other lords have approved of my dismissal]?” questioned Jabba reasonably. “[Why have they not sent a hit squad]?” It was Hutt Law that clans were not to war with one another, and it was forbidden for such strife to occur within. It required approval from the other Clan Lords, or otherwise the others would not do business with them any longer. A clan without their fellow Hutt support was a clan without a future. It did not necessary stop such incidents, and sometimes the other clans looked the other way and conveniently forgot the law, however the threat was more than real and reprisal for such acts could come at any time. But for Jabba the rewards would far outweigh the risks!
“[I do not need the approval of idiots to kill my own blood],” said Yabbula in error. “[It is Overseer Prophet that will kill you. After all he is a rather frosty killer is he not]?” He then yelled loudly, his voice booming large and filling every empty space in the town house. “[PROPHET]!” He repeated it two more times, getting louder every time.
Jabba chuckled loudly. “[I am sorry, Yabbula, but Prophet is not here right now. He is being dealt with by Jango Fett, my best bounty hunter. One of my greatest assets].” Proudly he leaned towards Yabbula and mused, “[Jango is probably mounting that head as we speak]!”

Yabbula worked his tongue around the slit of his mouth, contemplating the new information. “[You speak from a position of confidence. Do you honestly believe such a Human man has the balls to face the likes of Magus Prophet]!”
“[All I know, Yabbula, is this].” Jabba raised his body upward proudly and said, “[I have the balls to face the likes of you]!”

“[I am your Clan Lord, Jabba],” roared Yabbula, “[and no matter the consequence you are dead! DEAD! I will incinerate this entire planet and blame the Republic! I will have my full scale war against them! You will not stop me, Jedi snitch]!”

“[FIRE]!” Jabba and Yabbula gave the order at the same time.

The fire fight exchange was just as chaotic as anything else. What was lost in the attack was the force fields that were individually wrapped around Jabba and Yabbula. Yabbula tried to turn, but the tight-forming field buzzed them enough to make him sit still. Yabbula could not even turn his head; he could only glare in surprise and hope to set Jabba on fire with the hate that spilled from his orbs. Meanwhile Jabba just laughed, and enjoyed himself as he watched shot after dangerous killing shot deflect harmlessly when it struck the force field he had installed just last night. The field was very power consuming, dimming or knocking out the lights in various areas.
Ephant Mon whistled, and from the shadows of the hall came the drafted men of Mos Eisley, running in a full bull charge into the fray or else their families were murdered. With the added attackers Jabba’s forces outnumbered Yabbula’s guards by a twenty to one margin. In the next two minutes that margin was whittled down to twelve to one because of foolish charges and a few of Jabba’s minions shooting Eisley regulars just for fun, but the last Yabbula guard was killed when the ratio reached the mark.

After another thirty seconds the force field generator shorted out. The field coils were not supposed to be augmented with the type of power system the Hutt had in his town house. However, Jabba was content with the results. Yabbula, of course, was clearly not.
“[Mon],” said Jabba when he got his wind back from so much hilarity, “[check on the progress outside].” Mon went down the long hall but not in any hurry. “[With impotence out of the way, it will be easier to deal with you myself].”
Yabbula backed away from Jabba to allow his nephew to slide off his dais. Everyone that was still alive in the room began to make a quick exit for the hallway; the dead bodies were about to be given to their respected kin in ancient letter form, flat enough to fit in a mail slot. The living did not want to be mailed like the dead, no matter the coming Hutt fight, a spectacle very few had ever witnessed.
“[My death only guarantees the end of the Hutts],” Yabbula tried to proudly certify. “[You could never explain to the others. They will not accept you as Clan Leader]!”
“[I will just tell them Magus Prophet did you in],” said Jabba, using Yabbula’s reasoning for the only and last time. Yabbula was perhaps correct in his assumptions, but at this point Jabba rather died fighting than serve one more minute under his controlling, unhinged Uncle. “[That he consumed every stinking, humanoid feminine piece of you. Your remains will rot for a thousand years in the Sarlacc’s belly, with no other the wiser].”
Yabbula only appeared impassive to Jabba’s confident boasts. Finally Jabba had enough of Yabbula’s superior look. He slithered slowly as expected by those who thought they knew Hutts. The misconceptions of Hutts were due to their slug-like nature and how so many acquainted slugs and Hutts together as one and the same. Jabba’s body then uncoiled and struck fast at Yabbula like a dangerous, tubular venom worm. A Hutts body possessed no fat upon it, just extra layers of skin on skin on top of solid, powerful muscle. Hutts moved slow to conserve their energy; moving so much bio-mass required tremendous fuel, even given their cold blooded nature.
Yabbula and Jabba locked hands, both pushing aggressively against each other, chest to chest. Their mouths opened to draw in air and attempt to painfully clamp each other. Though Hutts possessed no describable teeth, their mouth slits were bone hard and their jaws muscular powerful; they could clamp onto another Hutts’ flesh, turn and spin properly, and thus tear open their enemy Hutt’s thick, leathery tough hide.
After several seconds of pushing with their short but very powerful arms, Yabbula forced the lower end of his body to coil about to attempt a roll. Jabba pulled his body away from the attempt, losing his momentum in the hand lock. Yabbula recovered and pushed, using Jabba’s own arms to lift his body up to attempt a jaw lock around the top of his nephew’s head. Jabba pulled back, Yabbula fell, and Jabba regained advantage, causing Yabbula’s frailer looking arms to bend more towards him.

Yabbula was forced down, but then he nipped Jabba’s chest. Immediately Jabba pulled away, looped his body close to Yabbula, and together the titanic creatures rolled. A few of Yabbula’s dead henchmen were squashed by the behemoths during the roll. They were quickly upright and at stalemate once more.
Jabba forced a roll with his arms, but Yabbula let go. Jabba had to continue the roll or be caught ‘belly up’; in that position Yabbula could clamp hard, tug and roll, or force Jabba to roll, and Jabba would be gutted. Jabba came up to find his disadvantage, Yabbula uncoiling a strike of his own that was much faster than Jabba’s uncoiling strike. Every front part of Yabbula struck Jabba like a battering ram, striking Jabba like a brutal punch and driving some the air out of his opponent that was still in the back of his sinuses. 
Yabbula seized the moment, locking his mouth around Jabba’s left arm He had every intention of tearing it out in a roll, but Jabba kept his wits and managed to roll. Even then, Jabba felt the great tug on his shoulder and the tearing of his inner flesh. Damage that could prove major the longer the fight progressed.

Jabba had no choice but to continue the roll in the direction Yabbula wanted to originally take it; otherwise, if they stopped, Yabbula could have turned the other way, or get behind Jabba and achieve what he had originally set out to do. The two rolled across the floor thunderously, tearing up the sand hardened floor, squishing the dead, flattening whatever else decorated the landscape of the audience chamber. They struck the wall collectively, causing the massive town house to tremble, forcing both Hutts to roll the other way. Their rolling crushed all that was all ready crushed. Their rolling direction altered and both eventually struck the entranceway of the hall; their audience, thought safe there at the entrance, ran for their lives as so much tonnage came at them with more intense reckless abandonment.
Yabbula let go of Jabba’s arm when he tasted his nephew’s blood. He meant to bite another location. Jabba used the entrance to jam Yabbula into its edge, and then pushed. The lower part of Yabbula’s skull met the edge and caught his spinal cord, causing him great pain. Jabba relished the small victory. Yabbula stuck his tongue up Jabba’s left nostril.

Jabba became incensed, confused, and suddenly very worried as Yabbula’s tongue just kept pushing painfully up his nostril and was still going. The tongue tip could be felt under the mucus lining between Jabba’s orbital socket and his eyeball; the most disturbing sensation Jabba had ever felt in his many years of life! It was a gross, disturbing, yet powerful tactic. Both had expended great amounts of their energy in just a few minutes, their breaths laboring, great amounts of waste mucus filtering through their noses in great gobs of green slime. The fight could easily overheat them, but for Jabba it was the lack of air. The nostrils were plugged by snot and Yabbula’s tongue, causing his lungs to burn, starving hungrily for air. Jabba just let go of the pressure hold he had on Yabbula and back away as much as possible. More of Jabba’s blood splattered out of his nose when Yabbula’s tongue was forcibly removed.
Both managed to pull away and collectively slithered to one side; Jabba’s right, Yabbula’s left. Both panted terribly, both drooling and slobbering and trembling with muscle and adrenaline burn. Both were covered with debris from all the objects they had rolled over; annoying pains, sticking into the upper dermal layer of their hides. Jabba bored such a scowl of determination in his eyes, his pupil slits enormous even in the brightly lit chamber. Yabbula looked more insanely furious in actions, not just in his mismatched eyes; he didn’t control his tongue, and it lulled out and withered with a mind of its own. Only Jabba thought he was going to die of exhaustion, or of an attack of his heart. Hutt fights were rare events indeed, for in the old days before hired henchmen and servant gladiators Hutts fought and the victorious died right with the losers.
“[You are beaten, Jabba],” mused Yabbula; it took a moment for Jabba to ascertain what he had said; Yabbula’s tongue was in the way of every word. “[Give up, and I promise to kill you quick]!”

Jabba knew Yabbula was stalling, but the stall was not for rest. Jabba could feel his injured arm swelling. It would become numb and useless in a few minutes, or even less. He just saw Ephant Mon out of the corner of his eye raise his cannon rifle….

“[NO]!” ordered Jabba. Mon looked at his friend quizzically. Yabbula turned around to regard Mon…

Jabba wanted Yabbula dead, but more importantly he wanted full credit for himself for this particular kill! It wasn’t a matter of honor or pride. It wasn’t that he really cared how Yabbula died or how he was going to make it look like Prophet had killed him. He proved it by springing powerfully at the distracted Yabbula.

Yabbula turned quickly, but not quick enough, when he realized his error. Jabba knocked the wind out of him, locked his arms around at the base of Yabbula’s head the best he could, and proceeded to thrash roll with all of his muscular might, twisting one way, then the other, and sometimes trying to feint by twisting his tail in another direction while his main body went another way. Yabbula could only go with the roll. He felt up Jabba in attempts to take control of the rolls. Though durable Hutts were organic and had limits; they were a slave to physics as anyone else, and such tumbling, bouncing, throttling and impacts with such bodies at pounding speeds were taking a toll. Jabba betted, in his exhausting gamble, that scrawny Yabbula did not have enough Hutt in him to last.
Jabba took Yabbula in a rolling off road course of sorts: upon hitting the hallway entrance again, Jabba rolled Yabbula towards his dais, and after several attempts they managed to roll on it, over it, and crashed over the back side of it. The both of them missing Jabba’s prized hookah, the two rumbled back over the dais, busting its repulsorlift system, causing it to completely crash to the floor. Jabba landed hard, but Yabbula was flying a few feet further due to momentum.
It was a break for Yabbula, whose greenish body showed dark spots indicating bad bruising. The Hutt, however, twitched at the very sight of himself. Jabba watched the zenith of Yabbula’s instability come to pass. “[YOU ARE RUINING MY LOOKS]!”
“[No one…questions…your looks, Yabbula],” mirth Jabba between labored breaths. “[Given your….insane perceptions of yourself….you must be…the prettiest scum of the universe]!”
Yabbula just roared; loudly, he opened his mouth. He charged as fast as he could possibly. Jabba meant to take him by conceding the stand up fight, going down to take Yabbula’s paunch with his mouth. Yabbula managed a snap roll to his immediate right, but continued his momentum forward. Suddenly Jabba, overly labored, was too slow to counter Yabbula’s course change. Jabba had unwillingly given Yabbula his back.
Jabba never turned fast enough to see Yabbula clamp his enormously large mouth around his back line. Though invertebrate, there were important nerves, blood vessels, and other organs close to the top most surface of the body. Clamping them was like a combination nerve hold and slicing of the throat, and it required great physical force, such as a Hutt’s mouth, to get the desired affect.
Jabba bellowed loudly, in agony, and his lower body felt dead. He almost called out to Mon, who he could not see, but instead he forced his upper body onto his dais, dragging his dead weight and Yabbula’s mass up with him. Yabbula held the advantage, but he was foolish with it. Yabbula attempted many times to roll Jabba, but every time he tugged for the roll he felt his grip loosening. A smart Hutt would just continue the hold and kill Jabba with it in a minute. Yabbula was too impatient, and when Jabba made his move on the dais he attempted to pull again, and that loosened him, and that gave Jabba a little of his lost strength back. The only way Jabba was going to be rolled was if Jabba did the roll.

Jabba rolled backwards, pushing with his upper body. Yabbula’s neck bent and forced him to let go due to pressure, and Jabba rolled over Yabbula. Once he stopped rolling, Jabba struggled to right himself up.

“BOSS!” yelled Mon.

Jabba spared no time to beg. He was lost in the fight like all beings would be. If he was not, he would have reconsidered using blasters on Yabbula. Jabba was beyond rational, beyond civilized reason. He wanted to kill Yabbula with his bare hands. He was going to do it. He had a way….
Yabbula spat his own blood out, a puddle of green that splashed as a gallon across the floor. He rushed Jabba slowly, his mouth bruised but his eyes open and wild…
Jabba slithered back as if to recoil, but instead he revealed what he had brought from his dais the last time he was up there; his long, golden hookah pipe. He snatched it up quickly with hand and drove it right into Yabbula’s left eye, his lone remaining good eye.

Yabbula was bellowing loudly and began to thrash about, completely out of control, shaking everything and everyone. Jabba did not stop. He had remembered his father Zorba’s words well about keeping track of one’s hookah, about the dangers of compromised equipment when gaining pleasure from the highly volatile golalush. Jabba rolled several times until he came across a blaster that did not get flatten by the brawl. He aimed the best he could and fired at Yabbula’s face repeatedly. There was always golalush in the draw straw of the hookah wand, even when the wand was not hooked up to the hookah bowl.
There was a spout of flame that emerged from one end of the hookah wand. Yabbula rolled again, and his blinded eye exploded in a milky puss. Yabbula rolled onto his back and convulsed. After a minute, after Jabba spent taking his time approaching his Uncle, Yabbula expired upon reaching him.
Jabba could only smell his own blood, but the rest slowly entered the audience chamber and gagged on the stench of roasted Yabbula brain. The blaster in Jabba’s hand was loud when it hit the floor. A sigh escaped him at that point: Jabba was going to need a hookah wand; it was going to be weeks before he got a brand new one.
Ephant Mon strode around Jabba to stand before the exhausted Hutt. He said at once, “My Huteta, we have taken the guard outside.”

Jabba regarded his friend and then he looked at everyone else that was forming around him. In them, he saw just enough commitment in their eyes to his lead. He expected little loyalty, but no one dared spoke out about this, at least not for a few weeks at least. It did not matter to Jabba. He did not care about the consequences, about the laws of his people. All he wanted was his power and dignity back. Yabbula had taken it away and constantly rubbed it in. Magus Prophet and his Study only made the matter worse. 

The demons had been exorcised, but those demons left impressions in Jabba that came out after the fight. Jabba the Hutt was forever changed, and slowly it would be for the worst of his benefit. He would never realize it; his end would come decades later because of it. This was his day, a victory that began the countdown towards his final defeat many decades later.
“[What of Yabbula’s ship]?” asked the tired Hutt. He was so thirsty, and he wanted so much food, drink, and women to pleasure him.

“That took off,” said Mon. “Probably fools that didn’t want to mess with the battle. If they were any serious threat, they would have made it back to the battleship.”

Jabba slowly moved his bruised body towards his ruined dais, and realized he was not going to be resting on it with a loud sigh. He said to Mon, “[That is my ship they stole, whoever took it. Make contact with the Battlelord, tell them I have assumed Lordship, and if the vessel is not with them they are to search for it, and bring it back with prisoners alive].”
Pausing, Mon asked, “Just like that? They’ll take your command, without question?”

Working up his familiar “Ho, ho, ho”, Jabba said then, “[Though there was no advanced warning about Yabbula’s dismissal, you will find the Hutts and others on board the Battlelord, in my family home, eager to oblige me. Trust me, my friend: to them, today is a happy day].”

Jabba looked to another underling that he could trust. “[Send a message to Nal Hutta. Jabba the Hutt is now Lord of the Desilijic Family]!” He then looked about and ordered, “[Ready a skiff to take my dear uncle’s remains to the Pit of Carkoon so he may get the burial he properly deserves]!”
From there Jabba was going to get wasted so he could lance the blood out of his wounded arm. This Hutt was proudly going to take his species’ letter ‘h’ in put it in hedonism tonight!
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

13 DAYS (CHAPTER 90.2)

No sooner than Slave One exited hyperspace, a warning shot missed its nose from a Hender Fifty light cruiser, an old but reliable Trade Federation-built assault vessel. 
Jango Fett was quick to adjust his shield harmonics, what was left of the harmonic generators anyways, and brought his weapons to full hot. Before him, in the field of view, Tatooine was covered in dots or rather numerous vessels of make and size were between him and Jabba’s planet. There were pieces of junk the ships, but even enough pieces of junk could bring down Slave One. The Hutt Battlelord Cruiser that came on his scopes made Jango almost think twice about ever bothering Jabba with anything again. Pride, though, held his course.
The hailing transmission from Mos Eisley was not surprising; the fact that someone actually used the transceiver to contact on-coming ships was. Clearly, the people in the so-called tower did know how to do the job, and did it with all the hospitality Mos Eisley was famous for. “Eh, yeah, okay…shut up. Look, this is Mos Eisley tower to unknown ship coming in. You can’t land. Get outta here!”

“Subtle,” was Fett’s sarcastic response. He opened his channel. “Mos Eisley tower, this is Jango Fett. Tell Jabba I’m coming down, and if any of you take another shot at me I’m coming down and strafing the tower.” He just shut the transmission off and continued through, and immediately ships moved out of his way. Everyone knew who he was, and everyone knew who employed him; the latter did not matter so much as the former did; the former was what got him to land his ship in one of Jabba’s private docking bays. He didn’t wait for permission; as far as he was concerned the Hutt owed him for damages done on his ship.

Landing, Fett was barely down the ramp when a few of the Hutt’s stooges appeared, armed but not pointing their weapons at him. Of course the stupid aliens never saw Fett without his helmet before. A few of them thought he was droid after all this time. Some thought he was an imposter because he didn’t have the helmet. Fett had restocked his armor and weapons, but repairs to the armor and a replacement rocket pack and helmet were going to take time, and they were going to be retrieved from another place.
“Your boss is expecting me,” said Fett, and they all knew his voice. He looked about and asked, “Where’s Backu?”

“Dead,” one of the skiff guards snickered.

“Explains much,” Fett offered dryly. He was going to pick and prod Backu for the repairs on his ship, but it appeared that he had to do all the business with Jabba. The cyborg deactivated and a rag tag fleet of pathetic ships above told Jango he had caught the Hutt at a really bad time.

“Yabbula is dead too,” squeaked another, causing his companions to throttle him.

To that news Jango managed to lift his injured brow line. The reaction of the henchmen was just as telling as the news of Yabbula’s demise. Jabba had Yabbula killed -- the bounty hunter would never believe that Jabba did it himself, not until he saw the Hutt for himself later. As it related to business Fett found this to be bad news; it was the end of the no-reason bounties Yabbula had put on everyone in the Fringe; not all too challenging bounties, but good for a quick fill up of funds. Fett did not like how this all the sudden fell together. He had just got done taking care of Magus Prophet, and Jabba eliminated the Hutt who would have had a problem with that to assume control of the criminal enterprise. It made Fett feel like he was bait; without Prophet for back up, Yabbula was doomed once suckered into Jabba’s sights.
One look at Slave One infuriated the bounty hunter even more. The Vhinphyc-Vhinech horror, by bare hand and by lightsaber, had tore up the nose of the ship, and that was the damage Fett could see from the sides. Systems in the ship told him that the long range deflector shields used for hyperspace travel were never going to come online again until the entire unit was replaced. He was stuck on the worthless world, and it was Jabba’s fault!
Fett knew where to go. He pushed back the idiots and made his way for Jabba’s townhouse, steaming, and not really caring if he infuriated the Hutt. Just before he left the docking bay, he heard one of the hull generators short out loudly. It only made the Mandalore walk faster, up the stairs, down the street, kicking a nuna at his feet.
A couple more wiring shorts occurred across the nose of Slave One, though no one was there to notice it. The unit that originally shorted, the one that got Fett’s ire, rose from one of the holes by its emitter. It dropped down a little, and then the entire three by three by three meter cube was easily tossed out of the hole, chased by an very angry, grunting roar, lastly followed by an overly muscled, badly burned, fanged finger arm that smoked in the glaring sunlight that shined above. Magus Prophet did not care at the moment, struggling out of his protective, cramped hiding place.
During Fett’s flight to the void, Prophet began to understand the reality of the situation. The Vhinech was quick to study Slave One, its hull, its outer components, and the other facets that allowed the ship to function in space. He was equally as quick to make a hole in the hull by the deflector emitter, and then make sure he cut through by the emitter frame where the hull would be at its least thickest. Prophet tore up his body considerably squeezing into the hole, and then got burned badly by the force fields that protected Fett from being blown out from the compromised hull. Relief was found when he squared himself behind the emitter before the jump to light speed. The trip was harrowing: the emitter struggled to stay on throughout the flight, and Prophet could do little to prevent any failure.

He jumped from Slave One and found relief in the shade created by ship and hanger. He moved in it, then through the corridor that was much darker, and finally to an underground chamber. There a three-legged Waeveli that had busied itself with stealing used junk parts heard its cry of terror end before its skull and life was completely crushed by Prophet’s mashing jaws.
There wasn’t much to the Waeveli, therefore Prophet took his time eating her to contemplate all that he had heard between Fett and Jabba’s henchmen.  For the first time in a long while the Vhinech smiled. The Hutts participation in his Plan was almost complete, and to date the strategy had worked brilliantly. It did not matter to Prophet who was alive; the goal all the time was to get Yabbula out from his home on Nal Hutta. As much as he could had easily taken the fortress by force, the attack would have aroused the suspicion of the other Hutts. He did not help to do it alone; without Faith, and even if he had his right hand, that attack would have been fruitless. Discretion, to be sneaky like the Sith Lord Palpatine, was the road to achieve victory.
Wishing to know more, Prophet weighed his options while chewing the fat of his latest kill -- surprising sweet tasting the Waeveli’s fat; ‘chocoholic’ was the best word to describe the Waeveli. He let his presence drift about just before he sent a message to Faith.
“Faith,” he said aloud, but no sooner than he had said his Daughter’s name did he realize she was no longer on Tatooine. The Hutt had not killed her. She had taken it upon herself to leave. Never really one to shout out his thoughts, Prophet instead squeezed most of his meal’s innards out through the neck, through where the head used to be, with his tightened grip. He had told her to remain on Tatooine and safe guard their Legacy work! And if Juna came to Tatooine now, Prophet felt he had little chance of survival.

Simmer with gore in his hand, Prophet considered more. Faith, he surmised, was going to Nal Hutta, or worse she was going to Naboo. He never believed the latter, but he could not rule out the possibility; Faith was defying him all ready by leaving, and she so much wanted Juna, wanted her real mother. It bugged him, and yet he felt damn certain that Faith was just going according to the Plan. It made the most sense; if the Legacy was unleashed sooner rather than on time, then Juna and her friends had nowhere to go and Faith would without question rush to Naboo. Juna would go to Naboo because, as far as Prophet knew, that was where the Black Rose would be, and thus the logic applied to Faith going to Juna made sense; the daughter running home to the safety of her mother. Without Faith, there could be no certain answers to Prophet’s questions.
Prophet’s sigh was emphasized by his snapping maw on raw, bloody flesh. Fine if Faith left to carry out his bidding! He had supreme confidence in her abilities. He had time, for Faith’s trip was many days through hyperspace. Between now and approximately four days from now he had to be off Tatooine. He decided, right then, that he would go to Naboo and wait for Faith’s arrival. If Faith had kept her wits, Prophet surmised that she had taken measures to secure whatever ship she had taken to protect it from Legacy infection.
For now he had to get himself a ship for the Naboo trip.

First, however, there was a little matter to take care of. Based on what little he saw above Tatooine from his vantage point, Prophet understood that any starship theft would be taken seriously by Jabba. The Vhinech had no way to know whether Jabba was going to keep the ships up or not. The large Hutt ship did give Prophet some concern. By this logic, it gave Prophet the instant ready excuse to exact full revenge upon Jabba the Hutt, Jango Fett, and every single entity he came across in Mos Eisley.

Prophet was going to wait for night. Then it would become very messy.

