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The airlocks hissed as the doors opened, mist and smoke billowing into the hallway.  Darkness filled the metallic corridors, emergency floodlights illuminating what they could.  The smell of ozone surrounded everyone, the ship still feeling the effects of having its engines disable.  Various alarms chirped and rang, the sounds of feet scampering and orders being barked dancing throughout the ship.  If one could listen closely, they could even hear the spirits of captive souls lifting slightly.  Smoke continued to pour from the airlock, shrouding any invader in a white wall of protection.  The slavers stood opposite it with guns at the ready, trained to fire at the first sign of movement.  Their profits had been threatened, their captain made angry.  Whoever had the gall to attack them would surely pay for the injustice with their lives, the blood from their body used to apply a fresh coat of paint to the captain's quarters.  


“Shursa, go check it out.” said one of the thugs, pushing a smaller man forward.  Shursa chewed on his lip slightly, fear cascading throughout his body.  He had just joined their crew, and already he was regretting it.  He made no motion to move forward, like a statue he remained where he was.


“Well, go on!” said the other slaver, pushing him harder.  


Shursa stumbled forward, his blaster rifle shaking drastically in his hands.  His palms were sweaty, knees practically buckling with every step forward.  In the deepest recesses of his mind, Shursa knew he wasn't cut out for this kind of work.  He wanted to go home, wanted nothing more than to see his mother's face and loving daughter.  Sadly, not all desires came true in this universe.  He pierced the shroud of smoke, disappearing from the eyes of his crew mates.  


Seconds flowed to minutes and still Shursa remained in the smoke.  The other two slavers looked to each other nervously, both calling for Shursa to come back out, their voices trembling with a twang of fear.  When the new member didn't return after their beckoning, the duo began inching towards the door.  The sounds of their feet clicking at various intervals against the metal floor only covered the beating of their hearts so much.  Their throats were dry, their tongues like cacti in the midst of a desert.  Closer and closer they got to the airlock, the smoke finally starting to clear.  Even through the helmets and visors, each of the slavers knew the expression on the others face when they saw the fate of Shursa.


Slumped against the corner, they found the newest member of their crew stabbed in the chest with a dagger.  The leather jerkin he always wore gave little protection against the sharp bone blade that had been thrust through the sternum and into the aortic valve of his heart.  Nothing but shadows and dust remained of the assassin, like a summer rain he had vanished as quickly as he had came. Their eyes remained fixed on Shursa, his helmet having been ripped off.  His face was contorted into a mask of agony, bruising around his throat contrasting against his pale skin.  


When the slavers saw the fate of the greenhorn, both of them froze for a brief moment.  They weren't used to being hunted, being afraid.  Fear made them immobile, made them dumb, and their assailant used that to his advantage.  Dropping down from the shadows that housed him within the airlock, the assassin plunged another dagger into the skull of the closest slaver.  The assassin's arm snaked around the slavers throat and brought him close to the Jedi's body, using him as a meat shield as the other slaver wildly fired at the Gungan.  The energy cell in the blaster rifle had quickly been drained by the spray and pray delivered by the surviving slaver.  Kah's left hand gripped the dagger that still stuck out of his shields skull, wrenching it from its resting place with relative ease.  His mind roared with the memories of his brother and sister being taken away, anger pulsating at the thoughts.  His eyes burned with rage as he focused on his enemy, trying his best to remember the teachings of his brethren.


His enemy fumbled to grab another energy cell, and Kah used that to his advantage.  He thrust his meat shield forward, hitting the surviving slaver and sending him to the ground.  Using his powerful legs, the Gung burst forth and landed on his enemy, dropping and bringing his knee down upon the slavers throat.  He thrust his dagger into the right wrist of the slaver, making it impossible for him to get to his comm or rifle.  The slaver tried to make an attempt to formulate a word, but Kah just pressed harder with his knee.  The crushing sound of a larynx could be heard, and it brought a sick smile to Kah's face.  The Jedi loathed slavers, and while he stayed true to the light path, he was a firm believer in showing no mercy when mercy had not been shown to others.  He tried to cool the flames of his anger, but the thoughts of his adolescent youth continued to pour outward.  Memories long repressed or thought purified bubbled to the surface, fueling the Gungan with purpose.  


He turned his head back to the greenhorn he killed, focusing on the handle of his other bone dagger that still lay embedded in the dead man's chest.  He harnessed the power of the Force to wiggle it free and have it fly towards him.  It sailed through the air towards Kah, his eyes never wavering from the blood soaked blade as he sent his long tongue jettisoning outward to grab it, the muscular appendage wrapping around the leather handle.  He spat it into his open hand and glared at his captured prey, the fear on the slavers face snapping the Jedi out of his anger and back to the present.    


The slaver did his best to be quiet, hoping that cooperation would mean he could retain his life.  Kah felt these thoughts crawl around his own skull, but knew in his heart that if he allowed any of these slavers to live they would only continue hunting and trading other denizens of the galaxy to the highest bidder.  He had seen far too many Gungans captured and brutalized to allow that to happen.  The Scourge of Lianorm, Kah Manet, had a promise to keep.  No mercy to those who give none.  Though the Jedi showed mercy, the newly anointed Odanite knew that certain ancient tenets of his order no longer rang true.  Being decent in an indecent time, with monsters dressed as men, was no longer an option for him.  Slavers had ruined that for him, the Empire burning that desire to ash.  He took the other dagger and plunged it deep into the eye of his prey, killing the slaver once and for all.  He took his daggers and returned them to their holsters, not wiping the blood away from the bone that made their blades.  His father always told him to keep the blood on the blade, as a symbol of your prowess in combat.  Clean blades meant a fresh warrior, and Kah was anything but fresh.  


His adrenaline pumped throughout his body, and the freedom of being out of combat and unseen allowed the Gungan to center himself briefly.  Darkness nipped at his mind, anger and rage wishing to overtake him, but he calmed the loathsome tempest that was his thoughts.  


Quiet, calm, and feeling only a slight pang of accomplishment, the Gungan moved onward.   Kah moved further into the freighter, navigating halls and passages as stealthily as he could.  Years of being a swamp fox against the Empire had taught him how to be like a shadow, and he employed that training well.  He went through the freighter quickly, not finding any more slavers or enemy personnel that would hinder his mission.  He thanked Oma-Oma for the blessing of no more enemies, saying the life of the captain would be the last one taken by his hands that night.  As quietly as he could, he made his way towards the cockpit of the freighter and found the captain frantically trying to get some kind of distress beacon out.  


The captain was a tall man, muscular broad shoulders and a face like a bear hidden beneath a bushy beard.  His left eye was replaced with a cybernetic one, some kind of fluid dripping from the ancient looking piece of technology.  The captain's fingers pressed a multitude of buttons, cursing at his inability to remember the password he had set.  


With lightning speed, Kah unsheathed one of his daggers and threw it at the communications array.  Sparks burst forth as the whirring mechanisms went into their death throes, smoke filling the small cockpit.  Wasting no time, the Jedi leaped forward with his powerful legs and delivered a strong right hook to the Captain's jaw, causing the man to lose his footing and smack his head against the metal casing of his navigational computer.  Crimson blood dripped from a wound caused by the corner of the navigational computer, mingling with the cybernetic fluid of his implant.  


“Slavers.” spat Kah. 


 The captain dabbed at his head, the sight of his own blood causing his face to flush red with madness.  The captain roared as he gripped his blaster pistol, whipping it out in front of him and taking aim.  Without hesitation, Kah sent his long, muscular tongue snapping outward and ripped the blaster out of his enemies hand.  The Gungan's eyes narrowed, disappointment radiating from them.  The Jedi gripped his dagger and sent it flying through the air, the bone blade digging into the meat of the captain's shoulder, breaking through the clavicle with the aid of the Force.  He screamed and cursed at the Gungan, calling him a beast and a savage.  The curses and empty words brought Kah back to Naboo, back to when he was running from the Empire one day only to attack them the next.  He could smell the stagnant water, hear the birds chirp, and he felt at peace.  All the anger and rage that the slavers initially brought out of him had been purified by one simple word from a crude, vile man: Savage. 


“You callin' me a savage?  Yousa da one who bein' takin' oddas and forcin' dem into a life of slavery.”


With the last of his words, Kah gripped his lightsaber and thrust it deep into the heart of the captain.  The blue saber slurped as it pierced flesh and bone, rendering lungs and heart useless.  Thumbing the switch to his saber, the Jedi returned his weapon to his belt.  He reflected on the pain that was caused, on how close he was to fully giving into the dark side, on the good that could come out of his negative actions.  


The Gungan began searching the Captain for a datapad or cargo manifest, hoping to find the Harakoan's unharmed on the vessel.  His fingers grasped what he was looking for, and the information it had on it calmed the Jedi.  The Harakoans were safe and well taken care of.  Now all Kah had to do was get them home safely. 


“Dees is Kah, meeshun accomplished.  Ready for pick up.” he said into his commlink. 


“And the slavers?” asked the voice on the other side. 


“Dey paid for their crimes.  Mesa paid for the Harakoan's freedom with deeir blood.” replied Kah. 


“We're sending a shuttle now, we'll debrief you when you get back.  Congratulations on a successful first mission for Odan-Urr, Kah.” answered the voice. 


Kah nodded, falling into the seat of the captains chair as he relived the events of what just transpired.  It had been two full years since he had killed, his training with Odan-Urr having made it far easier taking a life.  Where before he would have felt a high or adrenaline rush, he now felt only the calm, pristine presence of the Force flowing through him.  Kah had finally learned what it meant to be a Jedi, Kah had finally had hope for the future once more.  

