“Connections”

DJM Troutrooper (#7656)

I'm so sorry...

“Come in, come in,” Connor Grey opened the door from his desk with a wave of one hand, gesturing to the chairs across from him with his other. “A drink for my lovely ladies.”

Remember your lessons. “Lady.” 

Connor's expression dimmed slightly. “Going solo tonight? I'm sorry Nalia's not here. I had such grand plans.”

It should have been my head! Why did you not convince her to leave? Necren was right: you are a fool! An incompetent, stupid—

“You alright, hon?” Gray was standing. When did he stand up? How long—never mind. “You look delicious, but I like my meals on my plate, not lost in the restaurant.” 

“I'm...I've...” Focus. Control. Breathe. “Long day. It's been a long day.”

He nodded. “For me as well. Wars are hard on everyone. Lucky for us, I found this cozy spot, and, better yet, I found this Sullustan wine. I've had a sip,” he took a sip, “and the second is as pleasurable as the first.”

The mission. Complete it for one shot at Necren. Rev—No! Redemption! Complete the mission and redeem Nalia's death! “N-Not tonight,” she shook her head. “War is no time to drink.”

“Oh, but you're wrong there, young sweetness,” Connor wagged a finger as he sipped again. “War is, perhaps more than any other time, the best time to 'drunk'. Come. Relax. This is the safest place in all of Korriban.” An ill-timed artillery shell exploded through a nearby building. The apartment rattled, but nothing fell or broke. “See, my dear,” a smile wide across his face, “safe as safe can be. Now, how 'bout a drink?”

The mission. Mission. Mission. Miss. I...Her. Need her want focus calm REVENGE lessons focus drink. Drink. Yes. Drink. Calm. Calm. Drink. Rhiaen plopped down in a chair and snatched her drink. “T-T-thanks.” Nalia...”Loved Sullustan wine.” Grey massaged her shoulders and caressed her lekku. “Her...her...favorite. Would drink other wine but always said Sullustan made everything else taste like Hutt piss she was so funny always had ajokelikethisoneaboutaGamorreanmaidandhahahaha—“

Connor spun her chair around and knelt in front of her. “Rhi, baby, what's wrong? What's happened?”

“Na-Na-Nalia...” Don't. Hold it in. Contain. Let it fester, boil, churn your insides REVENGE focus the mission the mission “The mission...” Rhiaen's body spasmed, her fingers twitched, her eyes blinked back tears unsuccessfully. She spilled her wine.

Grey wiped it off her. “What mission? For what? Who gave you this mission? Nalia?”

“NO! The mission! Need” Nalia the REVENGE writings “another” shot one REVENGE “more wine” mission “Ne-Ne-Ne—“

“Neck? Nalia's neck?...Oh no.” Connor fell back on his heels and drained his glass. 

“It was all my fault we should never have gone near the compound I told her we should leave but noNaliaalwaysgetswhatNaliawantsandshewantstogoclosertheywon'tnoticebutwhathappenswegetcaughtand—“ Stupid Nalia! Stupid sister! How many times? How many times “did I tell you to stop? Did I ask you to stop? HOW MANY TIMES?! But no! Two minutes and REVENGE you're forever my boss. Two minutes and I'm the little REVENGE sister forever. No more! You're dead! DEAD! I'm two minutes and two hours older than you now. Who's the little sister now!”

Drink. Not the toxin in your hand. Your lessons. Peace. Drink in your hatred. Bathe in it. Open your pores and remember that your sister is with the Force now. REVENGE. Take what is yours. Complete the mission. Whatever means necessary. 

Connor blinked. 

“I need the writings.” The writings lead to Necren...
Connor stood and shook his head. “The writings...The writings...” He paused as his brain completed processing what he just witnessed. “Ah yes, the writings,” he said, lighting a cig. “I'd be happy to help, but we're moving away from pleasure and into business. Unless, of course, you wouldn't mind...'mixing' the two...” he exhaled. 

“The writings. Now.” Necren leads to revenge...
Another drag. “Rhiae—“

“NOW!” Two blue blades flashed to life, their tips meeting under Connor's chin. “I need the writings. I need to revenge...Avenge...I need the writings.” Revenge leads to redemption...
Grey smiled, seemingly nonplussed by the laser swords aimed under his chin. “You can't revenge or avenge or whatever for your sister if I'm dead. I know where the rite writings are. This dead man won't tell any tales.” He finished his cig and let the ash fall on the blue blades. 

Rhiaen snorted then withdrew her blades. “So what's your price?” Anything for Nalia. Anything for revenge.

“Let's slow the proceedings a bit. We'll get to my price, but first, let's make sure you're okay enough upstairs to make a coherent decision on such an important transaction,” Connor moved his hand and a chair came to him. He clambered in. “You've got a lot of big, powerful feelings coursing through you right now. Stronger emotions than you've ever felt before. You've lost your twin. I cannot begin to imagine how that feels.”

REVENGEsorrowagonyDESERTION “Difficult.” RAGEImissyouImsosorryREVENGE

He leaned over and patted her knee. “The Jedi would have you suppress those emotions. But you're not a droid. You're a person, a beautiful, gorgeous, clever, sensual, emotional person. You can't—I can't, no one can—shut out all our emotions and feelings. They would have you deny yourself one of the basic tenets of being human, Twi'lek, alive: living and drawing strength through our emotions.”

Remember your lessons...your studies...your sisteREVENGE “I am a Jedi. I draw my strength from REVENGE the Force.”

“Did the Force save your sister? In her last moments, could you have saved Nalia had you drawn strength from your emotions instead of being crippled by them?” His hand slid up her leg. 

“There is no emotion; there is peace.” I am not at peace. How can I be without her?
“There is no ignorance; there is knowledge.” I do not know what to do without her, without the writings.
“There is no passion; there is serenity.” I am the antithesis of calm. 
“There is no death; there is the Force.” Nalia! Answer me! Please! “PLEASE!”

Silence. Stillness.

“My price, my dear,” he gently squeezed her thigh as he moved in close to her, “is one simple chant, a little hymn those of a dark persuasion like to say.” 

Rhiaen shut her eyes. “No...REVENGE...I can't...I won't...The mission...Your sister's redemption...”

“Say it with me,” he kissed her neck. “Peace is a lie; there is only passion.”

“Peace is a...lie. There is REVENGE only passion.”

“Through passion, I gain strength,” his hand moved up her thigh. 

“Through passion, I gain...remembeREVENGE strength.”

“Through strength, I gain power,” he stroked her lekku. 

“Through strength, I gain power.” To REVENGE her.”

“Through power, I gain victory,” his hand dropped from her lekku down her shirt.

“Through power, I gain the writings victory the mission.”

“Through victory, my chains are broken,” he ripped off her clothes.

“The Force shall free me!” REVENGE!

***
Note to self: don't mix Sullustan wine with a Dark Side conversion. Feels like the day after I left Zeltron. I need a cig, possibly several. 

Better. 

Poor girl. So much conflict and trauma. Glad she's sleeping. Between me and the Dark Side, she took a lot in last night. I'd ask if she wants breakfast, but she's gonna sleep through lunch. 
Time? Ya, frak. Check it. Where's my dat—ah, good. Oh-six hundred fifteen. Plenty of time for a bite before my meeting wi—

Connor caught Rhiaen's flailing arms and held on tight. “Oh, sweetie, sweetie, go back to sleep.”

Tears streamed down her puffy face. “But dreams...so scared...Sister!” 

“Calm down, calm down. Relax. Just a bad dream, a nightmare, nothing real. Just lay down. Sleep. Relax. Sleep. There ya go. Breathe. Breathe.” Grey eased her back into bed. 

Wow. She's gonna need a lot of therapy, more than I can provide. Note to self: plan extrication from Rhiaen's life. I like a good challenge. Next: food. 

And a cig. 

Stomach quelled. Habit sustained. Next: another longing gaze at that magnificent body. Mmm! Oh, speaking of her body, where are her cloth—ah, good. Let's see what she's got in here...Datapad. Always useful. I'll hack that in a moment....A hypercomm? Oooh. She's still sleeping. This should be good. Time to get into character. I like face-playing as a woman. Kinky. Rhiaen didn't mind it last night. Okay, let's do this.

“You're late with your report. Do you have the writings?” 

Even in hypercomm blue, Ikotchis look irritated and horny. Not in the good way. He nodded. I can't lie to a Darth. 

“Excellent. I will send an escort to retrieve the writings.”

Connor pointed at himself.

Necren barked a laugh. “Ha! You want to see me again? Your reward for finding the writings is your life. You can extract yourself from Mr. Grey's 'charming clutches' however you see fit. I'm sure he's no trouble a vagabond tramp like you can't handle.” The link dropped. 

An escort, eh? No. Darth Goat Girl already sent that kind of escort. Okay, so I made her into that kind of escort...Focus, Grey. Next: cig. Then datapad. 

Always calms the nerves. 

Okay, hack time. Connect to mine...Run slicing scripts starting with low—Wow, girl. Upgrade your security. Too easy. Let's see what we've got...Coordinates to my nest, check...Schedule with nothing immediately noteworthy, check...Holonet articles on how to handle the loss of a blah blah my sister's dead—wait. This one's been linked to a file called “Events because I love Nalia”, which was blathered in—time check—yup, shortly before she knocked on my door. Open...

I know I shouldn't be so flippant, I feel terrible for the poor girl, but wow. This is...This is full of deep, powerful, embarrassing feelings. And full of useful info, such as Darth Necren has a Nephilim bodyguard and is now serving Esoteric. Great. Just fantastic. Those guys are great fun. Sithspit. It's been three minutes since we spoke, so—uh oh. She needs to wake, and I need to vanish. Now. 

Rhiaen grunted heavily as she rolled over, her left hand rubbing her slightly bruised lekku. “Who...Where am I...? My hypercomm? Did this fall on me? Wha—Wait,” she looked around. “Connor? Connor? That ghosting trick was funny last night, but try to taking that 'avenue' now and I'll flip you around and take that 'avenue' with you.” The Twi'lek scanned the room to no avail. “Come on, I know you—“

The door exploded. 

Rhiaen rolled across the bed away from the blast. She called for her sabers, but only one answered. Igniting it did her no good as the Nephilim was faster with his stun net. One quick shock took her consciousness for a moment, enough for her attacker to secure her blade to his belt and ensure she was snugly ensnared.

Do they make that in a more portable size? Could be fun.
The Nephilim slapped her consciousness back into her. She flailed and screamed against the silent netting. “The writings,” the Nephilim said, brandishing the net's power switch. 

“I don't know! Connor has them, but he never told me where!”

“Lies. Where?”

She struggled, anxious perspiration beading. “I told you, I don't know! Please!” Tears welled in her eyes.

“Final time. Where?” 

“I...I...”

I gain strength.
“...gain strength.” 

Yes.
The Nephilim shook his head. “Wrong answer.”

Switching on the net did him no good as the Jedi was faster with the Force. A twitch of her hand ignited her blade, which sliced through the Nephilim's armor and midsection. A second blue blade sliced  between the Nephilim's helmet and chest guard. 

Connor held the saber at the ready for a moment before retracting the blade. She's twitching, incapacitated, and alive. He's twitching, decapitated, and dead. I'm twitching—oh wait. Easy fix. 

Better. Post-mortem cig or post-coital. Number one and number two best cigs. Luckily I have more of the latter than the former.

Still doesn't solve my problems. A dead escort means either another escort—who will undoubtedly be stronger—will be sent or Necren herself will come calling. I don't like either option. My employer has requested radio silence lest our connection be revealed. Can't have that now, can we? But I can't violate that if I want to be paid. And I can't leave cause the streets are too dangerous. Must be another way—hey! Wha—“Gas!”
Grey instinctively covered his mouth and dropped to the ground, saber igniting. The YVH-1 leapt for him, swatting the saber away as it trapped the human underneath it. “Surrender, Connor,” said the metal voice. 

“Like hell, I will,” he said, squirming beneath the hunter droid's oppression. 

“Like hell, you won't. Eye-Tee-Oh, please come here and make Mr. Grey surrender,” the glee from the YVH-1 was palpable. 

Eye-Tee-Oh...Where have—NO! “NO! GET AWAY FROM M—AAAHHHH!!”
***
[Oooohh! OOOoooHHHHhhooOHHoHHOhhhhoH!]

[Oh my! Oh my! Oh my my my my my!]

[Felt...so good...so so good...]

[So deep...I think I hit bone...]

[No, that would have hurt me. This was...glorious.]

[I love rape.]

[I think master likes that I enjoy rape. Why else would he have programmed me to enjoy it so much? Why else imbue me with the Dark Side if not to fully and thoroughly engorge myself on such hateful acts?]

[Bob to the victim. Linger above them for a moment. Savor their fear, their exquisite anguish. We both know what's coming. Arm extends. Slowly, not too fast. The anticipation is the true delight. Taste their anxiety. Feel their mental defenses organize. Sense their wills solidify.]

[And then, the penetration...!]

[The piercing of their skin. Like their minds against the toxins, the skin bends against the needle before relenting. The inevitability courses through their veins. All try to stop it. All fail.]

[Oh! Oh! I think he's struggling! Wriggling! He's fighting it! Oh, deliciousness comes again for Eye-tee-oh!]

[Must wait for master's go-ahead. Relax. Absorb the visual feast of the victim vainly parrying the poisons. So cute. So futile. So entertaining. So enticing.]

[His screams are...Mmm! Tasty! He's trying so hard to resist. My needle is getting rigid just watching him struggle.]

[Patience. Master says the Dark Side rewards the patient. That can't be right, but then again, neither is master most days. Still, some truth to it. That Wookiee a while back...he was worth waiting for. Oh yes...very much so...]

[...Another humanoid approaches? Another victim! Ya—oh wait. Master says this one is strong, very strong. Yes. Please be strong. Please be very strong. Make Why-Vee work on restraining you. Fight the toxins. We all know how this will end. Let us enjoy it. Because we will. Oh yes, we will indeed enjoy it. Here she comes. Exciting! I love new vic—]

[What? Impossible. She made Why-Vee drop the vic—WHY-VEE! NO! Why would he attack—No! It's her! She flung Why-Vee at master? How?! Now she's holding him down on master! Master is trapped by Why-Vee! Oh no! Oh no—]

[A hand on me?! Wait, no, she's pushing me? Pushing me tow—NO! Master! FIGHT! Please fight! Why-Vee! Stop her! I don't want to hurt master! I don't want to hurt master! I can't stop! She's too strong! Servos sputtering! Motor churning! Nothing! Oh no! No please! I didn't mean to! I was only following master's orders! STOP!]

[My needle...Why is my needle extendin—MASTER! Please! Please no...Please don't make me...I can't stop her...Master! You MUST fight it! I can't fight! Too strong! My needle...Can't...retract...]

[No! Not like this...Not his...MASTER! I'M SO SORRY! Please! Anything! Don't...Not master! He loves us! I would never hurt you, master! NEVER! Not his eye...I'll put my needle anywhere you want! Just not his eye!]

[Please...]

[Don't—]

[…]

[…]

[...I...]

[...I burst...]

[...I burst in master...]

[…]

{Self-Reset protocol initiated. Will commence in ten seconds...}

{Nine...}

{Eig—BZZSHSHHZHZHSH

***

Necren kept the flailing hunter droid pinned with one open hand as she looked at the interrogator droid that was now wrapped around her fist. That happened. Over amplified. She grimaced then whipped her arm straight, flinging the droid against a wall. 
“My dear Synin,” she said, attention back on her victim, “how's your eye?” A stream of curses erupted from the Bpfasshi before suddenly dying away into a faded mumble. “Yes, relax. You kept your droid well stocked with the latest and—calm down, I'll deal with you in a moment, stop struggling—greatest toxins. I hope for your sake that you kept an antidote in a false tooth. No? Too bad.

Now for droid number two...
She closed her open hand—which crumpled the hunter droid—then waved her hand and slammed the Why-Vee against the already-broken Eye-Tee-Oh. Her quarry stirred; released and witness to his beloved droids' demises, Synin's body reflexively shuddered with pure rage, but merely shuddered and collapsed against the insurmountable toxins. 

Necren smiled. “First, I'm going to finish the job neither you nor Ms. Blue Belle could not. Then we're going to have a long, thorough, painful examination of every centimeter of your mind and body. We need to ensure you're on the correct side. My master has found your wanderings...disheartening.” She kicked his ribs. “Very disheartening.”

I was hoping Esoteric wanted him dead. Would have been nice. No self-respecting Sith should ever require droids to do his work. Idiot. 

She sauntered over to the still-drugged Connor. What mysteries will I find inside this open mind? She bent over him. Ancient Sith weapons of unspeakable evil and power? Incantations handed down orally from Dark Master to apprentice and then to this relic hunter in exchange for riches? What happens when I find these writings? What if I take them for my own?
Necren stepped back and waited, surprised and fearful. A moment of nothing passed. She exhaled. Perhaps the war has clouded Esoteric's eye, loosened my leash. Or maybe he (she? I don't know) never tracked me as he claimed to. “I punish disloyalty. However, I will make an exception for you since you are abandoning your Grand Master to serve at my side. We will forge a new path for your Brotherhood. But know that you will always be watched. To break vows the first time is difficult, but eases quickly. I will not forgive or forget one who breaks their vows to me.”

But who's watching me now? He cannot be, he has far too much else going on. He cannot tell a subordinate to shadow me, the subordinate would be dead within an hour. He cannot give the task to a droid or a tracking device, I'm far too capable to be handled by such crude mechanisms. For all his godliness, he has not proven capable of penetrating my mind. Not from afar. Not from here. 

She chuckled. Lord Ashen recognized my subterfuge and cut me loose before I could cut him down. Lord Cotelin never gave me the chance. Those two Grand Masters realized my power, my ambition. Esoteric, for all his blathering about 'the new way', doesn't recognize the old way—the true way of the Sith—cannot be undone. I will be Grand Master someday. Yes, we will forge a new path together. Yes, we will subjugate and reorder the Brotherhood. No, he will not live to see a year on the Iron Throne. Yes, I will emerge from this civil war the true victor and conqueror. 
Grey burbled something unintelligible. Thank you for reminding me that if I am to realize my plan, I need to stay focused. Time to extract what I ne—Necren leapt for the door. 

The rocket ripped a gash in the side of the building. 
Suppressing fire pinned the Iktotchi against the far wall, her blade deflecting only the lethal shots as her mind recovered. A figure clambered into Connor's room through the hole. 
Oh no! He's my prize! She swore then rolled to the far side of the room, away from the blaster fire. She bounced into a crouching defensive stance, her lightsaber hum inaudible above the covering fire. A fish...? 
A purple blade replied as the shooting stopped. “Darth Necren,” gurgled the Mon Cal, “Lord Ashen sends his regards.”

Ignoring the taunt, she snarled and ran at her opponent. The athletic Ataru adherent quickly overcame her clumsy, Soresu-based opponent. A few quick slashes disarmed the fish. A well-placed kick sent him sprawling in front of the new-cut hole. Too easy, even for a stumbling amphibian. “Master Troutrooper, you disappoint me,” she said, her boot on his neck, her saber at his ear. “Torin's droids last longer than you, and they're droids. You're a supposed Dark Jedi Master. And yet, within moments,” she put all her weight on the foot on his neck, “you're broken. I know now why you were not sought out to join us. Pathetic.”

“P-P-Please...” he held up a flipper. “I am v-v-valuable...Can be—Urgh!”

She pressed hard. “You are worthless. Dispatching you—AHHH!” Necren looked down at the bleeding slug wound. No! Not like this! “I was going to kill him...Esoteric...Grand Master...”

Troutrooper tossed her against the ceiling and let her crash to the floor. He recalled his saber to his unshot flipper and slammed it through her skull. 

***

-Great shooting, Tusken. One damn fine long-distance connection. From half a klick, through my flipper, and into her. Hurts like hell, but, since you missed my any bones, it'll heal. She won't.-

-Thank you, sir. I still am at a loss for how that worked.-

-Can't feel what isn't being aimed at you. You aimed for me. She felt nothing until the bullet lodged in her gut. I knew what you were doing, but I still felt a twinge when you pulled the trigger. Helluva shot. Anything inbound?-

-No, sir. You're clear. My team is en route. You've got a hundred ten seconds.-

-Copy. Tell them to prep for three prisoners, two under interrogation drugs and one in a net.-

-Roger wilco. And sir?-

-Yes?-

-I hope your flipper heals.-

-Some wounds are worth taking.-

