CHAPTER 25.0
The small, Nubian state world of Mamber welcomed the Ruby Heirloom and its three weary travelers with no surprises, no troubles, and all the help they could have in terms of repairing their ship, staying the night, or any other arrangements. The perks of having a Nubian wife wasn’t lost on Dizzy at all, but it wasn’t the reason why he piloted the ship to the friendly world. It was decided by Dizzy after he had spent some quiet time with his wife in their room that they couldn’t go on. The stress had been torturing them enough, but the final straw was Ingeles VI; they’re life and death savings was all tapped out. Dizzy answered for Muriel, and to his relief Enothchild did not even attempt to change their minds, nor was he mad at them. He was told half way to Mamber, so if there was ever going to be a discussion it would have been mute.
When they landed, Dizzy immediately made repairs to the ship. During that time Enothchild spent some time familiarizing himself with the sophisticated equipment of the space yacht, which save for docking the Ruby Heirloom could takeoff, fly and land without a pilot. Coordinates were all that were needed. A place to go. But from Mamber, Enothchild had to wonder where would he go?

Also during the time Enothchild checked his private message accounts. Some Mistryl information was sent on Juna’s possible whereabouts but none of it stuck out to him. And there was nothing from Naressa, although a quick check of her message account balance showed that she had been answering her messages -- he couldn’t access the account, but the numbers changed from day to day. Enothchild went ahead and sent a message to Naressa’s account about Dizzy and Muriel, a short one. Yet he felt Naressa all ready knew.
Stepping outside to stretch and breathe the fresh air out on the elevated landing pad, Enothchild then headed towards the rear of the ship. Dizzy climbed out of the engine exhaust and put the utility ladder away in the ship’s underbelly compartment. Seeing Enothchild, a familiar wave of regret echoed off of him. He said, “You’re all good. Don’t do anything stupid with the engines and you’ll do fine.”

“Since I won’t be piloting there shouldn’t be a problem,” said Enothchild with a small smile.

“Worse pilot I’ve ever seen,” laminated Dizzy. The Vhinphyc was a terrible pilot and he knew it all too well; Enothchild had crashed even the most simplest of space craft in a flight simulator even after hours of practice. “At least you can add.”
“Definitely helps in space travel.”

Dizzy nodded his head somberly as he rubbed his hands clean on a rag. He sighed and said, “You do understand why we’re doing this, don’t you?”

“I do,” Enothchild assured him. His friend still looked physically pale from exerting himself too much on Ingeles VI. Enothchild himself was banged up from the experience and was favoring his bad leg again. Certainly Muriel had to be one big bruise. Such a beating physically, though, was hard to match up to both mental and emotional beatings.
“I mean…I love Juna……but she’s an adult not a kid and she can take of herself.” Dizzy quickly added. “Not that I am suggesting you give up.”

“I know you’re not.” Enothchild assured him calmly. He then added, “And don’t you worry: Naressa knew this was coming.”

“Anything from her?” When Enothchild shook his head the Sullustan sulked a bit. “I wonder where she is?”

“She’s just as all right as Juna is.” Enothchild was only slightly confident in that either way. However he wasn’t going to give something more for Dizzy to chew on; he was all ready conflicted, wondering if it was all worth it. That was dangerous to think. “Don’t worry. I’ll find both of them and your ship.”
“The ship?” Dizzy questioned a bit in disbelief. For years, as long as Enothchild had known Dizzy and even with his marriage to Muriel, both Dizzy and the Millennium Falcon were inseparable. At times the married couple teased each other about the relationship between Sullustan and Corellian freighter, whether or not Dizzy preferred to lovingly tweak his lady of a ship over lovingly tweak his young wife. The way he came into owning the ship was a short explanation of his entire life history: chance and circumstances, and in such relationships were such is shared asking a space faring captain to let go of his space faring lady was akin to giving a healthy man a vibro saw and asking him to remove a limb. A male like Dizzy would rather die than lose the Millennium Falcon.
 Yet in order to change the line of such thinking something more precious and important has to come along that could alter the view of such die hard thinkers. Usually it was found in the line of love, of marriage. To the end, the death of one aspect made more sense to let happen than the other. Dizzy collected himself, waved his hand, and said, “I-I can’t put that ship ahead of my life….I mean our lives.” It hurt him to say so, but there was a finality to it. “It’s a smuggler’s ship. It’s made for smuggling things. Not for raising a family.” He side stepped the obvious slip, the other reason why they were stopping. “Besides, used for smuggling or not I can’t think of anyone else that should have the Falcon. I rather have her in good, capable hands than in the hands of some scum sucker that don’t know the difference between a hyperspanner and a hydrospanner.”
“I sure Juna’s taking really good care of her,” said Enothchild. “Anyways, to Naboo from here?”
“Yeah, yeah,” said Dizzy. “I think Muriel needs familiar surroundings. Maybe go pay a visit to her mom. Serena will love to see us.”

“I think it’ll do you two good.” There was an uneasy silence between them, one that Enothchild sent away by putting a good hand on Dizzy’s shoulder. “The rest of your lives can’t be put on hold forever.”
Dizzy grabbed Enothchild’s forearm and squeezed it in appreciation. He asked, “What about your life?”

“It’s a long, long life,” said Enothchild. Just as he had said it, he felt very alone. “Right now, Juna is my life.”

Let a snicker escape his lips, Dizzy just said, “Funny. I would have slapped you if you didn’t say that.”

A few hours later a landspeeder stood by with Dizzy and Muriel’s personal affects loaded in the back seat outside the Ruby Heirloom’s ramp. The Sullustan held his wife’s hand as they descended down the ramp. Enothchild waited for the both of them at the foot, giving them a little smile. He hadn’t seen Muriel since they left Ingeles VI, and although she was cleaned up and dressed nice she still looked rundown, beat up, and weary. It hadn’t been the psychotic race she was involved in; it was the failures of their mission that had finally wore her down physically, mentally, and emotionally. No doubt without Dizzy’s help he had doubts that the woman could walk so proudly upright.
Muriel smiled warmly back at Enothchild, reached out to him and they both shared a big, long hug. He gave her head a calming pat and said, “It’s going to be all right.”

“It feels like I’m failing her,” moaned Muriel a little.

“You would be if you continued on.” Enothchild’s proclamation was unchallengeable. At every dead end Muriel was getting worse, behaving in a way that more befitted her late, twisted father than the girl her mother raised and the woman the Order of Guardians had helped her become. In the Force the grips of the dark side were tightening around Muriel’s heart; everything reaction she had was out of anger, and most of those reactions were violent, over the top affairs that were out of her character. She needed closure, but the closure of finding Juna was not the answer. Muriel knew it as well, knew what she had to do for closure now, and hated herself. She had to totally separate herself from her best friend Juna; at least until all things are settled.
Enothchild pulled her away from his chest and looked down at her, giving her a serene face and letting her feel serenity coming from him. “Find rest and peace, my Friend. When we see each other again I want you to be surrounded by children.” Muriel laughed at that and for the moment it chased her tears away. He gave her still young face a caress and promised, “Juna will be with me too.”
Muriel grabbed his hand hard, as hard as she could manage at that point, and said, “You will let us know when you find her, will you?” He nodded, and she let go of Enothchild’s hand; the hand finding Dizzy’s quickly and from there he helped her into the speeder.

Dizzy hesitated on the driver’s side, as if he wanted to say something to the effect that if Enothchild ever needed his help to call him. Enothchild just stared him away from that idea. “Bye, Enothchild. Good luck.”
“May the Force be with you both.” In a short time Enothchild watched Dizzy jump into the landspeeder and sped away to the little place they had to stay in for the next few days, then from there they could go home.

For now, and for the time being, Enothchild Sarch was all alone.

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

CHAPTER 25.1

The ‘bad news’ that came out of Yabbula’s roaring mouth in regards to Ingeles VI completed a trifecta of private mirth and merriment for Jabba; even though the conniption his uncle was having was happening on a real time holographic transmission the ‘quality’ of such an venting wasn’t lost in the blue hues of light and likeness. Starting the triple play happened months ago when he not only had successfully blackmailed Kuat but managed to have U’ger Faust scratched off his disfavor list. 
Following that was the recent completion on a purchase of weapons from the now declared retired Rooney Tufuse, weapons that in fact belonged to Yabbula but had been given to Tufuse from Tahcee Cental, who was selling them behind her master’s back; an act Jabba would have condemned her for except for the fact that it hurt his uncle, who wasn’t having a very good month financial wise. The sale was initiated by the one called Juna, through one of Jabba’s contacts, with the promise that Tufuse would indeed complete the sale. Indeed, Tufuse did.
And now the cake taker as the Humans would say: Sarch, the scourge of all named Hutt but apparently showed no interest in ruining their shares in criminal enterprises lately, had taken down a highly profitable operation within Hutt space. Sarch had been poking around Hutt interests too much as of late, and yet Yabbula hadn’t really done anything about that. Instead Yabbula was too focused on consolidating the smugglers, and now with this failure he looked like a fading star.
“[THAT BIG, FAT, HORNED, MOTHERLESS PARFINK HAS GONE TOO FAR!]” Yabbula’s eyes ranted around just as badly as he did previously up to this very point. He said to someone unseen to Jabba. “[BRING THAT FAILURE TO ME NOW!!!!]” He glared hard at Jabba with his mismatched eyes. “[Did you know anything about this?]”
“[I knew absolutely nothing],” Jabba spat out, forcing himself to be mad. It was hard: he wanted to laugh. “[I am on Tatooine, not home!]”
“[You know something, Jabba],” accused Yabbula. “[Cental tells me that Tufuse sold you my wares! True?]”

“[Of course not],” Jabba lied. He paid Tufuse handsomely for the weapons, although they were way below cost. The Human male didn’t care, though. He didn’t want them, but Jabba knew quite a few who did and could sell them for twice the cost that Cental was going to sell them for. “[Cental is covering for her failure. She allowed Sarch to infiltrate her business and destroy it. For all we know he took the weapons and she’s working for the Republic].”

Yabbula snorted contemptuously. “[I find that very hard to believe]!” There was the sounds of feminine pleas in the background, and then the image of Tahcee Cental flashed in front of Jabba. Before she could say anything the hologram of Yabbula grabbed the begging for mercy hologram of Cental and forced her under his body. Finished, all there was in front of Jabba was Yabbula with Cental’s kicking legs sticking out from under him.

In total contradiction of what was incurring, Yabbula said calmly while Cental’s dying moans barely escaped from under him, “[I have full trust in Cental. She wouldn’t side with the Republic. To kill her on that theory alone would be pure rubbish].”

Jabba bit back his chuckles, but not out of spite. Being reminded of Yabbula’s unhinged nature made him too cautious and too nervous to be boastful. His uncle was getting worse, and he had to seize on it and take advantage. Others had to be seeing it now. If he could get into the ears of the ‘right others’ he could easily pull control of the family from Yabbula. Now, though, was not the time.

However if Enothchild Sarch continued his disrupting ways and put Yabbula in a state of mind that would causing questioning of his sanity to the other Hutetas…..

“[It is clear then, Clan Lord, that the Republic has unleashed their ultimate weapons],” stated Jabba clearly and carefully. “[Since their markets are in shambles with no recovery in sight and not enough rich to tax it only seems fitting for them to start a war against us to plunder us and make us poor. Besides who does control the Jedi if not their supreme chancellor]?”
Yabbula let his attention wander away and he thought aloud; at the same time his left hand was fondling Cental’s still feet, as if they were just part of the décor. “[It’s too soon. The Republic cannot sustain a war. I do not have my champions. I do not have my pilots. Curse you Jabba and your worthlessness. Yes, your worthlessness and all this. I will make you pay. This is your fault.]” He then looked up from his own not-so-private-sidebar and behaved as if he didn’t have it and Jabba never heard a single word of it. “[Sarch has been looking for Juna No-Last-Name for the past few months, hasn’t he]?”
“[Yes. For reasons we still do not know],” responded Jabba. “[He and two others].”

“[Yes, that was what Cental confirmed],” said Yabbula, who was still rubbing Cental’s dead feet. “[He was on Tatooine under your nose! Why didn’t you kill him]!”

Jabba was tired of arguing the point. “[I am truly sorry that he did not make his presence know to me, Clan Lord. Next time I will put a sign out that demands that all Jedi must declare themselves to me].”

Yabbula looked at him oddly, and just as oddly said, “[Good thinking]!” He stopped playing footsy with Cental and folded his hands over his very small paunch; he appeared to have been eating much less than before. “[This Juna rebuffed my advances like Tufuse and the rest did. I have warned them. Now they all pay].” He gazed at Jabba. “[Jabba, pronounce this on your world: those smugglers who do not swear an oath to me in five days will have a flat bounty of thirty thousand placed on their heads].”

To his disgust as well as chagrin, Jabba pointed out, “[Yabbula, we have more than enough smugglers working for us. But it would be advisable to have some independence to count on to haul our goods at a sudden moments notice. If we threaten them, they will not work for us].”

“[IF THEY DON’T SERVE ME, THEY WILL SERVE NO ONE!!!!]” Yabbula was bellowing again madly. “[I will own them, their ships, and their family’s lives: NO ONE dares do anything in my galaxy without my permission! They have five days, Jabba! Five fricking days]!”
For a few moments Jabba did nothing and was just going to let it go and pretend to follow the orders. But something inside of him told him to say “[No].”

“[What is this? What is thisssssssssssssss]?” Yabbula skirted off his dais, smearing Cental’s remains all over his underbelly in the process as he moved closer to the holographic transceiver. “[Did you just say…..no, my Nephew]?”

Jabba realized for the first time he had, and loudly, and at the wrong place and at the wrong time. He couldn’t, though, take it back. “[Uncle, you are treading where no Hutt has ever had control. We run half the trade through this part of the galaxy, without us the smugglers starve. Order a clamp down: no smuggling runs of our goods by anyone not aligned with us].”

Yabbula thought for a moment, and then said, “[Three days. They have three days to join us or die].”

“[Yabbula-].”

“[You will listen to me NOW, JABBA]!” Yabbula positioned himself to where only his blind eye was showing. “[The smugglers will obey me. The pirates will obey me. All who I see will obey me]!”

“[Yabbula, if you kill these beings you will alienate those who have swore allegiance to you. These pathetic creatures, though competitive, have unspoken sworn oaths to one another. Some are considered respected and beyond approach. Weighed them down first, then declare ownership over them]!” Jabba knew better to do than what Yabbula was suggesting. Such an idea would drive the smugglers either into hiding or to Black Sun or to another competitor they haven’t thought of yet. He would like to run the smugglers himself, but one could not control so many free thinking idiots; it was impossible. There were far better ways to control the ruffians; total totalitarian control was not one of them. “[We must not destroy valuable resources].”
Yabbula sighed and said, “[Never mind: no time table. Kill them all, and up the bounties to forty. And Jabba]” Yabbula pulled away to reveal his whole form and pointed a stern finger at him “[you will doll out the rewards personally].”

Jabba sputtered at that. “[I do not have that kind of currency].” A lie, but he wasn’t going to tell Yabbula he was taking hush money from Kuat: the first couple of payments was making him fat again. Besides that with him paying the money out it would look as if he had ordered the deaths of the smugglers, not Yabbula. At that rate no smuggler would want to work for him. “[You cut me down to barely survivable].”
“[Then here’s a tip, my Nephew: extort Amrosa of Kuat out of the fortune. Tell her that we have information on that lover of hers that paints her in a unfavorable light and that he is still alive. But make sure you divert that bribe money into my nondescript account].”

It was exactly what Jabba had done just a few months ago! Only that the money was going into a private account he had created far from Yabbula’s notice. Jabba had to wonder if Yabbula had discovered the treachery and was testing him. He pushed away the paranoia; Yabbula’s own paranoid delusions had a way of infecting others and he almost fell sway. “[I…will do as you ask, Yabbula. But hear me out-.]”

“[Excellent! Send me the heads of those taken as you soon as you can. Make sure they are packed in ice]!” Then he stopped himself from ordering the transmission killed. “[Oh, one…no two more things. Three things. First, I want a one hundred thousand bounty put on Enothchild Sarch, dead only. Second, I want Tufuse dead: fifty thousand bounty. A body or part of a body must be provided for proof for either case. Third, and this is very, very important Jabba: I want the Juna! Send feelers and contacts and offer her considerable wealth. But if at any time anyone sees her with Sarch I want her dead as well: same amount as the previous two!]”
Before Jabba could say anything else Yabbula just shut the transmission off. Jabba’s good mood was now soured thanks mainly to Yabbula’s insistence that he extort what he was all ready extorting. It became a question of whether or not he could keep some of it without Yabbula noticing that the money coming in wasn’t short. It was possible to give up three-quarters of what was coming in; it still put Jabba miles ahead of what he was getting in terms of scraps.
But it was his money! His idea! This time Yabbula had gone too far.

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

CHAPTER 25.2

Far away from Tatooine, Dagger Serpentine strutted into Yabbula the Hutt’s throne room, proud to flash his blaster at anyone that would notice to let them see the fresh marks on the grip. In the past few months he had hunted down several would be heirs to his late father’s title, collecting ten scratches. Yet he was missing one. One big important one that kept giving him the slip but had taken out far more creditable opponents. Rumor was getting around that the bitch was attracting offers. One of the offers beings his boss. The timing was perfect to put that rumor to rest; Yabbula had summoned him back to Nal Hutta for the first time since he had sent him away.
Entering the Throne Room, Dagger found the ugly-for-a-Hutt draining large glass vials of something yellowish and smelling. The slave girls all looked ready to vomit because of the smell, and the Human couldn’t blame himself he had joined them in the hurling. But he had other matters to attend to. “SO, Yabbula, where’s the bitch?”

The Hutt finished drinking whatever it was and set the vial down with a hard thud. He belched and the stench just about floored the young man. One of the slaves did faint. Yabbula grabbed her angrily by the neck and forced her head into one of the full large vials. She struggled and fought to find the surface but had no strength against the vile creature. During this time Yabbula looked at Dagger as if seeing him for the first time. “[What was that, Dagger, I did not quite hear you]?”

“You did,” said Dagger. “I’ve been hearing a rumor that you’ve been trying to recruit the woman who killed my Dad and kin. Is it true?”

Yabbula sighed, lifted the nearly drowned slave girl from the vile and tossed her aside in utter boredom. He gestured a lot, and finally said, “Yes, so?”
“Yes so?” Dagger took a few steps towards Yabbula, his right hand drifting towards his weapon. “Yes so! She killed my family!”

“[And a real shame that is, my Man]” the Hutt said indifferently. “[However the times have changed and business is more important than personal vendettas. I must have her, and when I do you will work by her side].”

Dagger bit his lower lip hard and forced out, “It will be a cold kliffing day in hell before I stand side by side with that one eyed pult.” He pointed a finger at Yabbula sternly. “You know what: bring her here! I shoot her full of holes before she even says hi!”
Yabbula stared had Dagger harshly. “[Now, now my Man. That is no way to talk to me about my future employee. She has nothing on you, nothing at all. In fact you will be outranking her. I am bringing back the rank of overseer to this family and you are going to be my grand overseer].”
“I. Don’t. Give. A. Shit!” Dagger took three steps backwards with a angry glare in his eyes. “I. Want. The. Chick! You. Will. Bring. Her. Here.”

“[If I had her, would I bring such a valuable asset here for you to kill, Dagger? Not in your current, unprofessional mood].”

“Mood!?!”

“[Besides,]” Yabbula continued, acting as if Dagger wasn’t there, “[you may get your wish for her death if there the rumors are true: there are indications that she is being sought out by Enothchild Sarch].” Yabbula folded his arms together as the young shootist let the news sink in that one of his late father’s most hated enemies was out and about looking for the woman he hated most of all. “[I have just put a substantial bounty on his head. If he and the Juna have a connection of any kind, if they’re seen together, then by all means I want her deader than yesterday].”
The Hutt slithered closer to Dagger. “[You may think I have written off your father, and in turn I have written off you. That is totally untrue! Circumstances, like the loss of your kin and the loss of U’ger Faust, and now Ingeles VI and the direct hit in all the Hutt families’ pockets, is forcing my hand. I must do what is right for myself and my organization and my people. YOU, well paid gun under my command, are a investment I have to protect, and the way to protect that investment is to make certain you…obey….me!]
“[In that same sense of business I have to acquire other, important, mature, and profitable assets that must work for me now, not later. Not when both Black Sun and the Republic are gearing up to take on the Hutt Empire full bore. I am putting aside my differences and have reached out to ancient enemies recently. They have accepted my invitation. Now, you will follow my example. I am giving you a role that is one step away from having a seat at my Table, Dagger; a seat your own father never achieved due to circumstances and politics.]

“[One of those facts of life as a up and coming leader is to set aside differences. Let scores go unsettled. For now, realize that this is just the beginning of an opportunity very few entities in this universe can ever have. And when its over, then you may pick up where you have left off your desire for revenge].” He let out a small exhale. “[Now don’t that sound appealing to you at all? Come now, Dagger, do this for me. Put aside this need to take out the Juna and embrace her as a sister].”

Dagger’s response was a well placed, accurately targeted glob of spit right smack in the middle of the Hutt’s large face; the Hutt did not flinch or look surprised at all. He frowned and pointed a finger in Yabbula’s face. “You are so damn lucky my Dad liked you, Slug, or that wouldn’t have been snot I just hit you with.”

Yabbula let loose a foul, smelly bellow of laughter, not bothering to clean his face. “[I take it you refuse].”

“Take your job offer and your meaningless words and shove it.” Dagger stepped back a few steps, preparing to leave. His hand suddenly drew his blaster and fired off four very quick shots…

Each shot had struck with debilitating accuracy. The auto-cannons built within the walls and ceiling of the throne room that deployed upon sensing a drawn or raised weapon stood no chance against the Human’s natural speed.

With no fear Dagger pointed his blaster dead at Yabbula. The Hutt showed no fear in return, not batting an eye. The slaves coward down in front of their master, afraid of the unknown and didn’t know what to do. The young man declared, “I’m going to hunt down Ol’ Bantha Head, but I’m not going to kill him. Not until he leads me to Juna. And after I kill them both, you don’t have to worry about paying me for it. This is personal: something you don’t know nothing about!”

Slowly Dagger walked away and put his blaster away without showing any fear of reprisal that Yabbula could have so easily ordered. Then again no one was keen on going against such an effectively fast and efficient killer like Dagger Serpentine.

“[Rise, playthings],” ordered Yabbula jovially. “[Gather around your master. It is time to review what had happened tonight].” Glancing towards his right he could see the security monitors, and on them he watched Dagger’s progress of leaving. “[Understand that I have really no intention of paying out a death mark for the girl’s head. Not that I want her alive if she’s going to rebuff my advances, the career opportunity I am giving her. Especially if she is in with Sarch. The Jedi is obviously trying to ruin me, trying to finish what Moranna had started]!”

Yabbula slammed his meaty fist on a podium next to his dais, rattling it and causing the marble to crack. “[I won’t let Moranna win from beyond the grave! Never!!!]”

Incoherency was nothing new from Yabbula to his slaves; alas the females had long ago lost their wills to live, therefore they had no comprehension for learning and understanding save for terror. Thus, they didn’t see the change of subjects. “[The Juna has dodged me long enough. My patience truly is thin with the fluff of a female. I know she will not take my job offer. So now I have made certain that a contest between her and Serpentine will happen. No longer does he work for me so filled he is with vengeance. That’s good: he don’t need the distractions. It’s time to settle it, once and for all: who is the fastest gun in the galaxy]?”
With a gesture towards one of the slaves, the young female strolled over with a data pad strapped to her back which became accessible when she went down on all fours. Yabbula typed a few keys and once he had access to his gambling establishments he simply typed in ‘Official Betting Odds on Dagger Serpentine versus the Juna’. He set the line in Dagger’s favor at seven to one.
“[It’s the least I can do, my Man],” said Yabbula with happy tones. Finished, he now had to decide what to do next about Jabba; who was going to replace Dagger at the overseer position to keep a sharp eye on his back stabbing nephew? It had to be someone he could trust enough to take over when it came time to remove the problem.
The someone was coming. Yabbula knew because he knew things were about to happen.
