A Night At The Ale Pond Shouldn't Lead To This!

By Archean Tarentae

Glasses crashed together; amber liquid spilled to the floor. The Ale Pond was full of yelling and cheering- intoxicated bodies with arms swung over one another, the members from Tarentum celebrated the re-Clanning of their beloved home in raucous fashion. 

**

The speeder screeched around the tight bends, hurtling towards it's destination.

“You're going to make me rich, Sith,” declared the female voice excitedly.

“Oh I agree!” he replied sarcastically “Home delivered Ewok dancers will make you millions!”

The female voice stopped as her hand met with the blindfolded face of the Sith Battlemaster.

“Why did you blindfold me? ...you know I'm blind, right?” said Archean, as he smirked, bemused. Her face snapped from quiet contentment to anger quicker than he'd expected.

“Take it off him!” she barked as one of her henchmen untied the cloth from around his eyes. 

“Ah...I think you took MY patch off, too.” Archean smirked- he had a massive smile on his face as his eye sockets were revealed to the entire hunting party.

“I'm gonna be sick.” one henchman squealed as he quickly turned around, holding his stomach. Gasps around soon followed as they saw which they wish they hadn't.

“You two IDIOTS!” she exclaimed as she grabbed the thin red blindfold and quickly tied it around Archean's eyes as he chuckled to himself.

**

“Hey Arch! It's so good to have you back.” Scion beamed, beer in one hand, the other arm around Archean's shoulders.

“I couldn't stay away for long. You know I always come back.” They both raised their glasses.

“To Tarentum!” The whole party turned around “TO TARENTUM!” The ching of the glasses echoed throughout the whole room, eyes glistening with cheer and liquor. 

“SHOTSSSS!” Rang out across the bar. Bloodfyre cheered again as he beckoned the others to join him with ten shot glasses of Blue Milk lined atop the bar. “Bottom's up, gentlemen.” He grinned.

**

“Get him in there!” She shrieked manically. They pushed Archean into their ship. 

He gave her a cheeky look “We going on some romantic getaway, beautiful?” 

“The only getaway you'll be going on is a permanent one at the bottom of the sea after my boss is done with you!” she spat.

“Sounds exciting... but I've had enough of this.” Archean hissed as he lowered his stance in the cargo bay and tried to break his hands free. 
Nothing happened. “What.... how?” he wondered, looking at the figure standing before him. He quickly noticed he didn't have his sabre on him, either.

“No Force here, honey. I'll see you in a little bit.” 
She spun his sabre in her hands as the blast door slammed shut.

**

A curious figure lurked behind the bar at the Ale Pond. One that Archean hadn't seen before, and he frequented the Pond often.

“New 'ere?” He asked

“First day. Can I get you another?”

“You could tell me your name?” smirked the young Sith

“Marigold, but you can call me Mary.” She poured him another ale, not before secretly slipping a tablet into his drink.

“Sure. Well nice to meet you. I'm Arc....

“I know who you are.” she smiled wryly as she headed out from behind the bar. He lifted his glass to her as she walked away and took a sip.

**

The ship landed loudly into the hangar. The air vents whistled as the engines turned off. Staff scurried around the big warehouse going about their tasks, very curious as to who or what was on the ship. 

“He's here!” came a muffled voice from beyond the door of the ship. The blast door shot up as Archean was revealed behind it. He sprang out of the hangar, about to throw a punch when he was stopped-

“Waaaaaaait!” a voice cried. “Don't do it! We mean you no harm!” A short, large man with a moustache and a questionable stench stood suddenly in front of Archean.

“What do you mean no harm!? You drugged me and brought me to wherever the hell this place is!”

“You're Archean, the greatest huttball player in Tarentum. We've tried to get in contact with you but you never reply to our video messages..” 
Archean immediately recalled receiving thousands of messages from someone he'd had rather forgotten.

“YOU!You're the weirdo who has been trying to get me to visit you for years! Didn't you get the message from me IGNORING you?!” 

“I had to bring matters into my own hands...and now you're here, and you can never leave.” 
Out of the crowd stepped ten heavily armed soldiers.

**

“Arch, you alright, man?” Asked Levathan.

“I...ddooont knnoowww... heeeehhhhhh.” he replied, his balance swaying. The Corellian was stumbling all over the pond. Bright, swirling colours were inhabiting his usual black and white vision. 

“Heeyyy Arch! Great party, right?!” a voice came from the crowd.

“Leaving already? shouted another, as Archean's vision became cloudy and began to black out in places.

His hand eye coordination near extinct- he couldn't even pick up an empty glass. “Weehaaats going onnnn. I caaan't fheeel myy legsss.” A split second later the Sith landed face first on the pavement outside the Pond. He was rustled up quickly and thrown onto a speeder before anyone knew what was going on. 

“Hiiiii, you coooome to tahke meeh hoooome heehhhh?” 
His vision turned jet black.

**

He sat in his quarters, face in his hands, contemplating his next move. Outside his door were 3 guards making sure an escape, however possible, remained a dream.

“I need to get my stuff back.” He whispered to himself. 

“Could Archean please be escorted to the Arena at once!” A voice echoed through the speaker above his desk. A knock on his door followed. 

“Hurry up.” A deep voice bellowed.

“Show time.”

Escorted through the dark corridors by five heavily armed guards, they reached the large entrance to the arena. The cheers could be heard from outside the large durasteel walls, the vibrations from the rowdy crowd reverberated throughout Archean's body. The sheer size of the crowd was awe inspiring. The Human had never played in front of such a massive crowd. The largest guard shoved Archean, motioning him to get moving.

“Ok, ok. Yeesh.” The Sith tightened his gloves before putting his helmet on.

**

The guards returned Archean to his quarters. His datapad beeped, it was a transmission from his captor. 

“Great job! You're going to love it, here!” The transmission crackled and ended.

“Having fun?” A voice came from the corner of his room. Archean spun around and launched towards where the voice came from. His fist cocked, ready to attack.

“...Mary? You've got ten seconds to get out before I MAKE you leave.”

“Eeeaaasssy there, tiger. I'm gonna help you get out of here.” She stepped out from out of the shadow and sat down at his desk.

“Why? Why now, after what you did to get me here?” his patience running out.

“Listen, Kreelo hasn't paid me for getting you here and it doesn't look like he will. So this is going to be payback. The next time you go out to play, I'll be here.” She got up and headed for the door.

“And how can I be sure to trust you?”

“You can't.” Mary cracked a glance back to the Corellian as she walked out of the room.

**

A knock echoed through Archean's room.

“It's time.” The voice behind the door had the same serious tone as the Battlemaster was used to.

“Yeah, yeah.” He sighed. 

Kreelo got up on his pedestal and began giving a run down on the days proceedings.

“We have a special group here, today, my friends! The Twi'lek Twerkers Cheer Squad!” The Arena erupted with cheers and whistles. The girls made their way out, waving and blowing kisses to the adoring crowd. 

“They will be your special half time show! Now sit back, relax and enjoy the game!” The noise from the crowd was almost deafening.

The game started at a frenetic pace and continued for the entire first half. Archean hadn't worked that hard since he was a youngling. With the last bit of possession, the buzzer rang out and the first half ended. He hurried towards his dressing room, but before he could get through the door, he was knocked through by one of the guards.

“Men! He just attacked me!” Archean screeched at the armed guards. They all charged towards the door. 
“No! He is mine! Tell Kreelo he will play the next half then I will bring the Dark Jedi to him.” The four guards nodded. “Spread out, I don't want anyone coming near this door until I am ready.” 

The door crashed shut and was locked. The guard removed their helmet to reveal a feminine face smiling.

“Oh. It's you.” The Sith slunk back on his chair.

“Quickly, we don't have a lot of time.” Mary pressed a button on her wrist. An unlocking sound was heard across the dressing room. Two of the Twi'lek Twerkers crouched through a small door hidden within the room. 

“You wanted to get out of here, right? Well, this is how it's going to be done.” The girls were holding costumes and make up. “We're going to make you beautiful.”

**

The half time show came to a spectacular end. Pyrotechnics and lasers shooting around the arena, the crowd going crazier than ever. The dancers scurried off field. “Ok girls, back on the ship!” The tour manager shouted as he herded the girls towards the hangar. 

Archean (looking prettier than he'd like to admit)was pushed by Mary into the Twi'lek group heading for the hangar departure zone.  He was in a sequinned dress and knee high boots, with his long hair teased beyond recognition. The young Sith turned around and mouthed thank you with his lipsticked lips. He knew it wasn't the last time he'd be seeing Mary.

The ship's entrance lowered and they all boarded quickly. The pilot received the launch codes and ignited the engines. The Hangar door opened to reveal the freedom the young Battlemaster wanted since being taken from Yridia. The vessel lifted off and shot through into outer space. 

“I look pretty sexy, girls, don't you reckon?” He joked. They all giggled and quickly diverted their intrigued gazes.

The pilot retrieved the codes for their next destination. He had an inquisitive look on his face but didn't give it a second thought. 

“Tarentum are going to love us.”

