CHAPTER 59.0
The slave girl slowly awoke to find herself first alive, secondly unspoiled, thirdly refreshed, and lastly for a few heartbeats struck hard by a tremendous throbbing pain inside her elongated skull that made her cry out in pain. She laid still for quite awhile, afraid that the pain would come back again. Why would she move, on the other hand, when she found herself in what appeared to be a heavenly state in such a hellish place?

The Twi’lek laid in a real bed, soft and comfortable, with real pillows light and cool. A real blanket covered her clothed body, and in such a cool location under Jabba the Hutt’s townhouse a blanket was necessary. She had only known of dank hollows, of straw and torn wool, of skimpy clothing that had more holes than what passed as a cover for rest. Her body had taken beatings from many sources and what passed as normal sleeping arrangements for slaves just made certain the bruises never quite healed and sore muscles remained tender to the touch. She did not want this good fortune to stop.

She remembered, however, that such good fortune usually comes with a price; it held true on Ryloth, it held true on Tatooine. She had come this way because of Magus Prophet, not because Jabba had found sanity and good conscious; Jabba liked her because she was beautiful, and yet Jabba showed her no favor above the others. Jabba liked her because she recovered well from beatings and whippings and could dance every day and night. Unlike many Twi’lek girls she did not like to dance; in fact all she did was move about with flinging arms and legs. That did not deter the Hutt. She feared that it will not deter the Horned One whose touch made her beg for mercy.
Strangely she realized that the brute had done just that. Prophet, though, had his reasons.

For a time she let her lekku wither around, free from the awful bondage of the headdress the Hutt insisted all the Twi’lek wear. Made of leather and weighing a figurative ton, the Twi’lek couldn’t address their own kind properly; it ‘gagged’ them, forcing them to accept the words they spoke out of their mouths. Twi’leks relied on their lekku as they spoke as a means to convey their message concisely and as a means to assure their kind that what they say is indeed in the true context of what it means; without the use of the silent hints of the lekku the Twi’leks in Jabba’s domain did not trust one another. Clearly the Hutt did not want them to unite, but what could they do against such a mighty gangster with armed guards. So paranoid he was that the evil headdresses were padlocked on, and if they didn’t stay on rivets and piercing was used and that guaranteed the poor Twi’lek would never have free lekku again.
Opening her eyes again, she could see the damned headdress on the floor. She cursed at it with a subtle quiver motion with her head-tails and turned away from it. A pain touched her when she twisted, but this time in her stomach. Carefully she sat up, and she nearly panicked at the sight of blood stains on her exposed midriff and on the bedding. She probed her abdomen and found…stitching. She was stitched up like a broken doll! But she was no doll! She had blood, not cully wool stuffing! Her head began to hurt again.
The door to the room opened, and strolling in was one of the Human slaves that worked in Jabba’s kitchen. Malcom was his name, and he brought in a tray of food. He whistled as if happy -- reality was he had no reason to be happy or to whistle; Humans were like that, particular the male. There was a partition that separated the bed and the rest of the room. His shadow was upon the partition. “Hey, Meeou, are you descent? I hope not, hehe.”

Not waiting for an answer, Malcom came around the partition. He took a good, long look at her; the only light source in the room was the small desk lamp next to the bed, illuminating her form. He eyed her for a very long time, which made her shiver in fear.

Licking his lips, he said, “You’re the best looking alien in this whole place. I guess that’s why the new boss is making sure you’re getting the best eats.” He showed her the tray, and for once Meeou understood him. But it was more than that; she understood his language; Casual Speak -- better known as Basic. Like many of the creatures in the Outer Rim most spoke Huttese and knew little of the common tongue of the Republic; at best they went by instinct and observations, often misinterpreting intentions with grave results.

There was no mistaking what the male was thinking. Meeou drew her blanket closer to her as he sat the feast down at the foot of the bed; eyeing her and making her feel uncomfortable. He just said, “Now I guess this food is for you because…hell, whatever our new boss eats it ain’t this good stuff. There isn’t enough for him.” He lifted the lid on the fancy tray, and Meeou immediately smelled familiar foods of home.
Malcom put the lid back on the tray and moved towards her, walking along the side of the bed and the partition. Meeou eyed him suspiciously as he asked, “So where’s the boss? Because if he ain’t around you and I can test this b-.”

Prophet’s hand reached over the partition and swallowed Malcom’s head within his grasp. Meeou ducked from Malcom’s flailing feet as the man was taken off the ground and over the partition -- never once did Prophet or Malcom touch the partition in the frantic sequence. Before she could get over the surprise of it all, Meeou jumped when something dark and wet splashed shadow struck the other side of the partition; it didn’t take her much time to guess what the dripping substance was, causing her to whimper. What scared the Twi’lek most was that Prophet’s presence was not betrayed at any time.

Even when Magus Prophet spoke from the shadows there was no hint of where he was. “EAT!” Meeou hesitated, for she knew fairytales and monsters that ate little children preferred their meals fat plump. His command was obeyed for she was under his command; a part of his plans.

Meeou was consumed by her own desires to satisfy her memories of a long, forgotten home by eating every Twi’lek delicacy on the tray. For a few moments she forgot to breathe and slowed her chewing and swallowing. What passed for food for the slaves was fodder, and the question of whether or not it was truly excrement was answered every time she tasted pourja from a spoon, cresly and me’sure from a fork, and crust gemdem, chased down with isurum. It energized her body, and her mind became sharper, coherent.

But when she stopped eating, believing she had enough, Meeou could hear a terrible sounds come from the dark; sometimes a growl; sometimes slurping and gulping; sometimes something being torn; sometimes, to her terror, a pain-filled wheezing; the gurgling breath of Malcom. Prophet always enjoyed his kills fresh and alive. Meeou forced herself to eat so the noise of her chewing would block the unseen horrors from entering her ears and form terrible pictures in her mind.
After a long while the door to the chamber opened and a curse slowly came out. Prophet’s voice ended it. “Place it on the floor and leave!” His voice followed the closing door. “Speak to me in the language I speak to you now. The new tongue I have given you.”

Meeou realized that he was talking to her. Her head hurt again, but the pain went away when the foreign words she never spoke with any real knowledge of before came out of her mouth. “Are…you…going to hurt me?”

“Only if you do not do as I command of you,” said Prophet. “I am your master now. You will answer to no one else.” He had moved but she did not hear his steps. “You may ask the questions you are afraid of asking.”

“Will you…will you take me?”

Prophet chuckled first and then said, “I have conquered many women, and you would be no different. Your Temple of Life has been desecrated too often by those who do not care to worship you properly. You have had enough violations.” She wasn’t too sure what some of those statements really meant, but she felt like crying because he took pity upon her; no one pitied anyone here.
Prophet’s footsteps found Meeou’s ears. He appeared around the partition, and he still frightened her; she could tell he enjoyed her fear. She felt so vulnerable and alone, and if he changed his mind she had no will to fight him. She timidly asked, “Worship…me? I am no…one.”

“You will no longer accept the propaganda of the Hutts in my presence, Child,” ordered Prophet. “You are weak, but far stronger than the bloated, stinking meal above us. For that I honor you with food, with drink.” He emerged fully from the edge of the partition and laid at the foot of the bed a bundle of clothing. “With proper attire and with intelligence long withheld from you to go along with your new freedom.”

Meeou looked at material from a far; even with not really looking at it she knew it was more than she had ever worn; that it would encompass her entire body, including the boots that fell out from under the clothing. She said, “I…am free?”
Prophet moved towards her, and she backed up against the wall and the headboard. That was before she saw the front of his body covered in Malcom’s blood. She did not see his eyes, but she would be afraid of such gaze nonetheless. Her body locked in fear when his fanged hand stretched out towards her, even as he stroked the stitches on her stomach.

“I have removed the Hutt’s ability to track you and kill you. I have given you much more than that. In return I expect your undying loyalty to me. Otherwise you are free.” The hand reached up and held her head to make her look up at him. “Are you my loyal servant? The loyal servant of Magus Prophet?”
It was so contradictory, but Meeou found in this slave arrangement was her freedom: free to choose to obey him. Prophet had freed her, and therefore she owed him her allegiance. “I am your loyal servant, Master.”

Prophet nodded in approval and released her from his hold. “You will dress in these clothes I give you, and you will leave this place at once. There is a ship waiting to ferry you off this planet in the docking bay only three streets away; you will know the ship and pilot. Your passage has been paid for, and it will take you to a place called Coruscant. You will tell a port authority officer that you are a Twi’lek slave of the Hutts seeking political asylum and have an importance that you must show. This importance is in the right slacks pocket. Never remove it from your pocket. Show no one except to the proper beings; you will know who once you see them. These beings will ask you questions. You will answer them.”
Confused at first, suddenly Meeou remembered every detail of his directions. General in explanation, the details would become specifically exact when put into motion. She asked, “And then?”
“You are free.”

The thought of being free was enough to cast aside a great many doubts and her fear of him. Still, she was coy enough to ask, “My Master who is strong….will I be allowed to leave this place?”

“Yes. You will. Walk out the front door. No one will stop you.”

Prophet said no other word and left her sight. Meeou finished eating, removed her slave wear and put everything one that was provided by her new master; a lot of clothing for one individual in her opinion. It was nothing special: undergarments, a jump suit and boots; it was more than she had ever possessed in such a short life.
Prophet appeared before Meeou as she apprehensive approached the edge of the partition. She froze upon seeing him. He said, “You must leave now. My Faith favors no females in my presence.” Confusion slowing her down, Prophet aided her departure by grabbing her arm and nearly tossing her through the door before it had a chance to open enough to let her out. Despite the oddity of his statement -- to her he was referring to his religions beliefs suddenly having a problem with her being around him -- she obeyed her new master’s commands.
Meeou still had her doubts. She progressed up the stairs and soon was in the main chamber of Jabba’s town house. It was night, and the other slave girls were dancing in poor choreographed unison before the fat, smelly Hutt and his band of misfits. Loud music as well as the stench of body odors and smoke drenched the poorly lit scene. Meeou could never stand it, but even with all of the activity as a cover she still believed that she was going to be caught. Nonetheless she did what she was told; the only way out was along the front edge of the crowds, near Jabba’s head on the far left. Meeou walked as fast as she could, expecting the male hands of the crowd to grab her with or without Jabba’s orders.

She never believed it once walked out the open front doors; none of the guards even gave her a second look, they saw her and opened the door. It was evening, of course, and the suns were missing from the cloudless night. There were no moons so the stars were brilliant before Meeou’s freed eyes. Strange as it was, Tatooine was a rather normal world when it was dark: quiet and cool. She remembered herself and where she was. Mos Eisley was the place: she walked quickly down the street.

She never believed it once she entered the docking bay after three streets. Meeou passed a few ships and had no idea which ship was hers. Suddenly she happened upon an elongated, horizontal spire and she knew this was the ship. The pilot, a Human, appeared and asked her if she was Meeou. She was. She was escorted to the ramp.

Before ascending the craft both Meeou and her pilot found themselves shuddering. The desert world was cool at night, but this was cold and the cold was unreal. Unnatural. It pushed Meeou to get on board; something in her mind told her to flee. She was free.
She believed she was free now, going to a strange world.

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

CHAPTER 59.1

With Meeou long gone, Jabba and the others just assumed she was dead; killed by Prophet to feed his hunger for death -- they were half right. But Jabba was no less upset, for Meeou was his strongest, most athletic, and healthy dancer. Now he was regulated to the entire B-squad of his slave girls. Fair dancers they were, and they were enough to get his mind off of things. So far Prophet had done his little changes, but for the most part the new overseer had not bothered anything of Jabba’s immediate operations. Ephant Mon appeared very restless still in the corner of the chamber, contemplating on what to do. Backu continued to function as a spy, but on the behalf of Prophet not Yabbula.
Not long after Meeou departed the town house the dancers took a much needed break from hours of dancing. Jabba wanted them to continue, but the Rodian dancer looked ready to pass out. The band played on, a large group of Nacortites letting loose with their jam and jar instruments. A few more scoundrels than normal filled the room, and a few of them Jabba did not recognize, but Jabba and the rest in his court did not care of them. No one in the town house had weapons except those Prophet chose to have weapons -- the guards at the front door.
Alas, Jabba’s attentions were drawn from his pipe. As everyone seemed to take notice of the change in climate, Jabba himself felt cool. Something had changed and created an ill air; it did not stop the party, but it brought the tones down all around down a notch in volume.

Large eyes scanning the room, Jabba wondered aloud, “[Prophet]!” Ephant Mon and some of Jabba’s guards drew their attention towards Jabba. In turn the group looked around and saw no sign of the Vhinech beast.

Ephant Mon shoved his way through the crowd and reached Jabba. “What is it? Do you think Prophet is up to something?”

“[I do not know],” pondered the Hutt loudly. “[Something is amiss here. Do you not feel it? OHHHHHHH]!” His foul breath appeared before him in visible vapor. Mon noticed it, and noticed his breath coming out as if frozen as well. Both large entities felt their bodies cool considerably. “[What is this trickery]?”

“The lights are dimming!” Ephant Mon was not wrong; the dim lighting of the place appeared dimmer; no one else seemed to care about it. He reached for his slug thrower, and then realized it was checked in like all the other weapons. Then again it would have done no good have they gone against the dark presence they could not see and could not destroy.
And suddenly it all passed. The air warmed to its previous humid condition and the lights seemed brighter to those who paid attention. It was not the drain of power that affected the lights. Power here was not of electrons but of life energy found in all creatures, even these foul ranks. The energy of the Force being drawn from them siphoned for the purposes of empowerment.
“[Something is foul here],” spat Jabba.
“Perhaps it is the air controls, your Excellence,” Backu pointed out. Though cybernetic, the entity felt just as drained as well. Still, like the others, he could not explain it.

Mon looked at Backu with the same disdain as one would have staring face to face with rancor droppings. “Do you have a screw loose in your frickin’ skull?” Which the statement wasn’t necessarily figurative in its description since Backu did have screws in his skull. “Enviro units don’t drop like that and come back to normal.”

“[It must be Prophet’s doing]!” Jabba was annoyed by the arguing abound. He felt like ordering -- not asking -- the overseer to come before him. The crowd making a way seconds before Prophet appeared delayed the order to Backu. “[Prophet! I want a word with you]!”

Prophet ignored Jabba. He stomped his way towards the music group and slapped the lead singer out of his shoes. The alien sailed into the master control kit behind him, bringing the loud and disjointed noise to an even louder, more disjointed halt. The band had never seen anything like Prophet before, and their lead singer was too dead to gawk along with them.
“The celebration is finished!” Prophet announced with a loud, commanding voice. “Those of you who are not in the permanent employment of Jabba the Hutt are to leave immediately!” There were some groans, which were silenced when the Vhinech began to growl; the curling disapproval from deep within his throat caught their attentions very quickly. “DO I STUMBLE MY SPEECH! IS IT I WHO STUTTERS AMONGST THE ASS DRAGGERS! LEAVE!!!!!!!” 
The last command carried the great weight of the dark side of the Force upon the now attentive listeners; the weight of the words leaned against the rabble, pushing them towards the entrance. The band was also encouraged to leave under Prophet’s glare, and they dragged their dead singer out along with their equipment.

Jabba was enraged. “[Prophet! I was enjoying myself]!”
“You will spare me your displeasure and move your worthless, fat carcass to your sail barrage. The others most loyal to you may come.” Prophet gave Ephant Mon the most unpleasant of reassuring stares; all Mon did in response was turn and spit away. “If they do come, they will not be allowed to leave until I give them their leave.”
“[I will not go where you demand I go unless I know why],” Jabba spat out.

Prophet turned to him and appeared to eye Jabba with a glare that suggested murder. The others suddenly noticed that the giant was shaking with restraint. His long, thick fingers twitched. The tendons on his exposed forearm rippled. His lips curled and rippled but he exposed none of his teeth that could grow the wider his mouth opened. Contempt was to be given not taken; the most powerful had the right to smite the lesser when the rule of contempt was violated, but the Vhinech Magus needed Jabba alive for a few more days.
Prophet took two steps towards Jabba and the others held their ground. He said, “If it will accelerate your departure then I will tell you why you will go; the Jedi move against the Hutts that roam away from Nal Hutta. They are knotting the holes to force both Black Sun and the Hutts into a truce, forcing their leadership to focus solely on” he paused to search for the proper Basic expression “’tying up’ whatever loose end that may lead to their fall from their cliff of power.
Jabba interrupted Prophet to blow the threat off. “[This is news to me if it is so. My sources are vast and tunnel deep into the heart of the Republic. Such a thing would not escape their notice. And what are your sources, Prophet? Who are they and where do their allegiances truly lie? Perhaps they move because it is you they pursue].”

“Interruptions only slow haste,” said Prophet plainly to shut the big gaping hole Jabba had to form on his head in order to communicate. The Hutt dared to consider Prophet his equal; all because he had the power over the entire criminal activity in an entire sector, the Hutt comparing it against a slayer of hundreds of thousands, a campaigner of wars, a devote user of the True Force. “You are privy to the information from your sources because the Jedi have identified them. They allow your sources to know only so much, let them go free to tell you what they believe to be valuable information. Meanwhile, without revealing the true nature of their movements even to the most supreme of Republic leaders, the Jedi move about freely. They have decided to be a lone entity during this time of growing uncertainty.”
“[That is unbelievable]!” Jabba had to interrupt again. The whole idea of the Jedi deciding to become a private, uncontrolled entity within the Republic was ludicrous. The idea played on every fiber of paranoid thought that existed in proven criminals: that the Jedi did what they did unsupervised and without their controller’s blessings; that in some way the Jedi Order was just a law-enforcing version of a criminal enterprise. Huttwash the idea…and yet Jabba couldn’t convince himself in one sentence to disown the idea. “[The Jedi Order does not dare circumvent the authority of their supreme chancellor or their money providers, the senate].”
Prophet only grinned. “You think you know little, and truly you know nothing!” That was an insult, and Jabba’s eyes widen to it. “I will allow you to save face by illustrating what I know compared to what you know to be true. Tell me; has your talk quietly in their law ministry have told you of fugitive hunt, that they are searching and desire to apprehend a woman suspected in the deaths of key Neimodians on the planet Hapes?”
Jabba was not sure how Prophet knew of his contacts in the Supreme Justice of the Republic for he kept no records of his most trusted contacts anywhere. No mind reader could read a Hutt’s mind, but it was said that the Vhinech were the exception to that golden rule. Still, Jabba had faith that Prophet was merely guessing. “[The Jedi have been instructed to arrest on sight one Naressa Rapier of Naboo if she so happens to cross their paths].”

“Do you know who she is, Jabba,” was Prophet’s plain question. The Hutt did not answer; he wanted to hear what Prophet knew. “If her name sounds familiar it is because she is the chief executive officer of Rapier Technologies of Naboo; now you know of whom I am speaking of. And I have had past dealings with her and her family. She is also a powerful ally of the Jedi.” He read everyone’s sudden quiet reactions. “Yes, a very powerful Jedi ally. Suddenly, the Jedi simply turn against such an asset? Is it merely to take over the power that she possesses, to turn them towards the enemies of the Republic? This has happened before, Jabba. You have read much about this play of three acts lasting five thousand years.”
Understanding it, Jabba found himself on the wrong end of the argument. The Jedi, indeed, had done something like this before: the Jedi had taken over the Republic to turn the tide of the war against their hated enemies, the Sith; disguised under the premise of democracy, the Jedi and several thousand members of the Senate had colluded to overthrow the Dark Senate; the Jedi rule was noted in history to have only lasted a month, but like so many Jabba believed the Jedi rule had never truly ended; they held sway. That was told to Jabba from another set of lips; from a mouth he had not heard from in many, many years…
“The Jedi have seen a reckless galaxy before and have pressed against it in the name of peace and to protect the innocent.” Prophet shook his head. “I have seen such a plan before, working so carefully to weaken my people’s resolve on Vhanba until the Savior Pern showed me the reality. The Jedi are using this new…Sith hunt to move about within the Hutt’s realm, positioning themselves and are preparing to strike.” He looked at Jabba queerly. “Has not the sworn enemy of all Hutts, Enothchild Sarch, been close to your doorstep, has he not scratched on your door?”

The last sentence sold the lie to everyone in the room; Jabba’s ‘HO!’ adding a large exclamation point to it. “[How can my uncle allow such transparent movements to occur so close to our Empire]!”
“He is aware of them, Jabba; I have told him.” Prophet lied again. “All of Sarch’s movements have been choreographed. Along with the one you call The Juna, who is the daughter of Naressa Rapier, a sworn member of the Nubian Royal Court Authority, they have acted together to bring the Hutts rule to an end. To date they are successful, and I am most certain that Sarch and his former apprentice Ros Ofcheck will be coming for you soon since both know you and Tatooine so well.

 “It is why I am moving you and your court to the Lost Garrison of Tusken, south of Mos Essa. It will be difficult for them to find you there.”
Jabba and Ephant Mon exchanged looks. Jabba said, “[You speak as if the garrison is still unfounded and heavily fortified. I know better! If it is indeed the Garrison of Tusken the sands and suns of Tatooine have made it brittle. I would think to flee this planet to avoid my demise].”

Prophet knew that Jabba had a point. He also had a counterpoint to it. “To flee this world would prevent the trap I have planned for our enemies. I will not allow that to happen.”

“We’re bait!” yelled Mon. “I’ll be bantha stomped!”

“You will be if you stay here.” Prophet turned away from Mon to engage Jabba again. “Away from major ports the Jedi will not be able to escape the trap once sprung. The garrison is hidden well within the deep walls of the valley the proud settlement had once bordered. All one had to do was brave the nomads in the valley. We shall with your sail barrage.”
“And the Jedi are going to lie down against the Tusken Raiders?” mused Mon.

“The nomads do not play any importance in the trap. The purpose of all of this is the trap itself that I will spring upon our enemies.” Prophet raised an impatient hand and pointed towards the corridor that would lead Jabba to his minor transport that would take him to his sail barrage outside of Mos Eisley. “You shall see the trap unfold once we reach the garrison and the Jedi move against you.”
Jabba peered at Prophet with distrust. “[I do not like this arrangement of being the lone lure. Yet I cannot dismiss all that you say].”

“You have no alternatives,” said Prophet. “As I swore to the Huteta you will not come to any harm. The Jedi will not survive long enough to give you a cold.” He put more emphasis on his pointing.
Jabba took the hint and lead his large party to the minor transport. The sail barrage would be fully stocked as always so the need to gather supplies or other matters were not necessary; the prisoners in the dungeons could fend for themselves, and if they starved to death what did he care: one less pathetic mouth to feed. Along the way, Jabba asked, “[Speaking of cold, were you sneaking around my humble home Prophet? Before your arrival we were basked in an unexplained chill].”

“I do not ‘sneak around’ the places that I rule, Jabba,” Prophet stressed adamantly from the rear of the convoy. “If I demand information I will have it. I have convincing methods of persuasion at my disposal.”
“[So the chill was all in my mind]?”

Prophet just said, “My Faith is now amongst you.”
Ephant Mon gave Backu a look before sharing a look with Jabba as he walked along the side of the slithering Hutt. Jabba silently told him to remain silent and speak of nothing else. It was going to be a long ride to the Lost Garrison of Tusken, if indeed Prophet had found it; that was one of the many unanswered questions. Jabba’s inner circle had grown tired of Prophet’s riddles, but for now the weight of the threat against them from the Jedi weighed heaviest of their minds. If Prophet was right, the attack upon them was coming sooner than any profit gain.

