Harbinger Safe House - Korriban

Location Redacted

Before the Battle

“Where are we to find him?”  The Rodian bounty hunter said.

“I know he's here on the planet, but his exact location is not my problem.  That's why we're paying you.”  Omega said sternly into his datapad.

“You have the dossier; I don't care what you do so long as you get the information.”

“Yes sir”  The comlink buzzed off.

Korriban – Datchi Cantina

Grandy switched the comlink off.  The bounty hunter had been promised quite a large sum for any information on Lord Ashen's forces.  He knew better than to cross the Harbingers.  Getting onto their retainer was beyond important to him.  They had hundreds of bounty hunters across the galaxy in their service; Grandy wanted nothing more than a piece of that pie.  He set off from the cantina to the back alleys to find this “Connor Grey” that the dark jedi were looking for.

It wasn't long before Grandy found a small shop; in the middle of the homeless section of Korriban.  It dealt in arms; relics from jedi tombs.  This had to be the place.  A fat old man stood behind the counter.  Wearing a large shirt, that exposed a matted mesh of grey hair; on top of which was a gold chain and pendant.

“I'm looking for Connor Grey” Grandy said.

“Who's asking?” The fat man replied.

“I seek information.”

“Information.... is pricey.”

“I want to know about Lord Ashen, and the Tomb of the Jedi.”

“Pricey indeed.  We can't speak here.”  The fat man motioned for Grandy to follow him into the back room.  Grandy's senses were on edge.  He was not adapt at the force; but he could sense this was not what he wanted to do.  He followed anyway.

The back room of the shop was cluttered with …. for lack of a better term.... shit.  There was stuff pilled everywhere.  It was surprising that the fat man negotiated the room the way he did.  Grandy smirked as the fat man groaned and sat down.

“Now, let's talk about price.”  Cluttered from his own chin fat, the man was hardly intelligible.

“First, tell me who you are.”  Grandy could smell the stench of the fat man in this office.  He was ready to get to the point.

“I'm who you seek.  I'm Connor Grey.  My price for information is 15000 credits.”  The fat man snorted.

“15000 is more than I care to spend, fat man”  Grandy lowered his disruptor onto Connor.  At this range, and such a wide target, he didn't need to be precise.

Connor Gray laughed.  “Go ahead Rodian, pull the trigger.”

Grandy didn't have to think twice, he pulled the trigger and braced for the recoil of his disruptor.  Nothing happened.  Grady looked down at his rifle and squeezed the trigger again.

“You really think I would let you just waltz in here with a firearm?  This aint my first rodeo kid!”  Grady laughed as he pointed to some electrical device over the threshold.

“That instantly disables all firearms.... well except this one.”  Connor said as he pulled the small pistol from the top drawer of his desk.

Just great. Grandy thought.  He launched at the pistol.  Connor fired and missed the small Rodian.  Surprised by the attack; he lost control of the gun.  Grandy had secured it in his hands and was coming down on top of the fat man's head.  Connors eyes grew wide, as the butt of the pistol slammed in hitting the mark; right between them.
Connor woke up in a dark room.  One light hung over him; and he struggled to move his arms, they were restrained.
“WHAT IS THIS?”  Connor screamed.  But no one answered.  His eyes could see a dark figure; but they were still blurry from the hit.
“We have ways, of extracting this information.  If you tell us what we want to know.  We will let you go; otherwise....... our ways.... tend.... to kill.”
It wasn't Grandy's voice, who was it Connor wondered.  He reached out with the force; but nothing came back to him.
“Ha, this room is cased in Mandalorian armor.  You aren't going to be able to reach outside of this room.  We've dealt with tougher Jedi than you.”  The voice said.  “Now, tell us what we want to know.  We have little time!”
Connor resisted at first.  But ultimately he succumbed to the voice.  Spilling information by the bucket ton.
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Omega's comlink beeped as he picked it up.  Grandy was there.  
“What information do you have for me?”  Omega replied.
“Sending now.  My fee?”  Grandy inquired.
“Will be paid after I read what you have gained from that fat slob.”  Omega said looking over the information.
“This is good, we can use this.  Credits have been transferred to your account Grandy.”
“Thank you sir, what shall we do with him?”
“Kill him for all I care.  He's your problem now.”
Omega closed the chat and continued reading the information.  He looked at Armags and grinned.
