Dentavii Delta, after escaping Locke-loyalist forces
Everything seemed to be going smoothly enough. Bentre had managed to slip away from the mess with Tasha’vel, Macron and the others with an eerie ease. Between Macron, Sang, Darkblade and the rest, I was not in poor company. Did they let me go for some odd reason?
This is not the place to be distracting myself with such things, he chided himself silently. There is still the mission. Marcus still needs the shard, and Locke and Vexatus are still out there. The last thing thing I need it run into someone like Atra or gods forbid, Muz.
Shaking his head, the Corellian tapped the side of his commlink. “This is Stahoes. The package is secure. Can you send a shuttle out here?”

The commlink crackled. “That is a negative, Stahoes. We have a slight situation out here. There is a civilian aspect in the area.”

“Of what nature?” the Corellian grumbled.

There was a rustling on the other side of the commlink, and Bentre heard a throat clear. “There is a transport convoy passing through the area. Our intelligence reports indicate that most of them are people immigrants, ready to start new lives. A few criminal elements are reported to be possible among them.”

“Oh,” the Shadow chuckled, “that sounds like great fun.”

There was a long pause on the other side. “In any case, there have been no responses to reported comm hails and they have not diverted course in any fashion despite the asteroids. The situation is highly suspicious. There is enough for us to deal with here. Remove them from the battlefield. Do not allow the transport to land. This is an order. Do you understand?”“

“I am a Dark Jedi Knight,” Stahoes laughed into the comm. “but yes, I will consider your suggestion.”

Almost as though on cue, Bentre looked up, seeing a line of freighters approaching his position. They were clearly intent on landing here. Looking around him, the Human could see why. This area was far calmer than most on the asteroid. If they needed to stop somewhere to conduct repairs, this would be a decent place to stop. 

Too bad I don’t have my lightsaber. I might be able to at least try to wave them away. This was going to take some thought. It did not look like he was going to have the chance. They were coming in a little hotter than he cared for.

Maybe they have a good reason they have to stop, he mused. 

The first shuttle hit the asteroid’s surface with a loud clang. The shuttle settled a bit, causing Bentre to draw a sharp breath in anticipation. With a hiss and a creak the shuttle door opened, and a yellowish light cast a long shadow from the doorway. 

Without thinking, the Knight dropped down, his hand slipping to his blaster in his jacket. After a moment of his eyes adjusting, Bentre saw to his slight disappointment that a lanky teenager had stepped out onto the landing ramp. He was not looking at the Shadow however. He wasn’t armed either.

“I will be right back Mom! After being stuck on this bucket of bolts for all these hours, I just want to get a little time off the ship!” There was more than a hint of whine in his words. The kid flashed a crude gesture at someone within the cabin before spinning around in a huff. 

The Shadow was on his feet and was just behind the youth before the teen had a chance to realize he was there. Whipping out his blaster pistol, Stahoes shoved the muzzle into the boy’s chest roughly. The kid let out a grunt and his eyes widened in surprise. 

“What do you think you are doing, guy?” he demanded.

Bentre raised the weapon slightly, letting the brat get a better view of the weapon before jabbing it back against the teen’s chest. “Here is the deal, buddy. You are going to back yourself back into the ship.”

“Calm down,” the youth stiffened up, raising his hands, and walking slowly backwards. The flash in his eyes and the sensations pulsing off him in the Force were of a silent defiance. 

“Three.” The warrior looked into the kids eyes.

“What? Are you serious?”

“Two.”

“Alright, alright.” Like a scorned pup, the kid then turned and darted back into the cabin.

“Good dog.” Stahoes smiled, flouring his blaster playfully. He heard some obscenity yelled back at him. It didn’t matter though. Things were going smoothly enough.

As he stepped into the cabin, Bentre was struck in the face by the relative warmth of the chamber. There was also a less-than-fresh smell about the enclosure. The Corellian had been on enough long trips in tight quarters though. He was not very surprised. As his eyes adjusted to the dull light, he saw about two dozen passengers, including the shifty-eyed teen who was now glaring at him from the relative safety of his seat.

“Hello, everybody,” the Shadow raised his charred hand in mock greeting. “First off, I would like to thank you all for flying with us.” He saw the confusion in their eyes, and felt the disrest rippling off the occupants. “I would first like to apologize for the slight delay here,”

“What do you think you are doing?” A loud deep voice called from behind him. Turning slightly, Bentre realized that a rather muscular looking man was behind him. 

“Excuse me?” Bentre smiled, doing his best to feign pleasantry.

“I am going to have to ask you to put your blaster down, buddy. We have enough problems with our engines without some pirates trying to steal my freighter. I’ve had enough of your buddies hassling us. Nearly destroyed our engine as it was. It was a miracle we managed to escape.”

“Pirates, you say?” Bentre’s eyes widened. “Oh my, what misfortunes have befallen you!”

“As you say,” the man was obviously suspicious. The Corellian could hear the sound of a weapon powering up.

“I don’t think you want to do that.” Stahoes’s words were even, and no less friendly in tone. However, as he glanced back at the man, his eyes were cruel. “I don’t think we want anybody to get shot now, do we? I don’t want your freighter any more than any junk dealer in this system.”

“Shut it!” the captain yelled. “I want you out of my ship. Now!”

“Now, now, sir. Can’t have the captain losing his temper in front of all these nice people, can we?” Without missing a beat, Bentre pointed the blaster over his shoulder, and loosed three hot bolts. The passenger’s gasped as the captain’s body hit the ground, but it was otherwise silent now. 

“I am here to present you with a very very kind offer from the stewards of this system.” The Corellian smiled cruely. “First off, is there someone else in this ship who can fly a freighter?” A timid-looking Duros raised his hand from his seat in the back. “Ah, my good fellow! Please please, won’t you come and join me here at the front?”

As the man stumbled up toward the front of the cabin, Bentre removed a fancy-looking hat from the corpse’s head. The man trembled slightly as he stood up before the Shadow. 

“Ah, my good man, my good fellow, my friend.” Bentre allowed a playful chuckle to escape his lips. The man’s eyes widened. The Sith tenderly placed the hat upon his head before giving the man a tender pat on the head. “See now, doesn’t that feel better? How do you like the promotion, my dear captain?”

There was a slight murmer in the cabin at these words. The man stammered to reply, but words failed him utterly. He looked to the others, his eyes silently pleading for someone to save him from this madman. When no one volunteered, his gaze returned to gaze back into the hazel eyes of the warrior who had boarded them.

“Now, now there is no reason to be afraid. You see, I am giving you a very fun little assignment.” There was a distinct whimsy in Bentre’s tone as he spoke in soft tones. “This mission, should you choose to accept it, will be to take these nice people away from this nasty little asteroid. Find them a nice planet, or a space station, or a black hole to fly to. Just get them far away from here.”

“This is nonsense!” a rough-looking man stood up, drawing what appeared to be a military-grade blaster rifle. It was small and compact, so he had probably kept it hidden below his seat. His finger was on the trigger. He must have been one of those less-than-desireable criminal sorts.

Without warning, Bentre extended his charred hand, and a flash of white death forked from his palm. The man did not have a chance to react before he was caught up in the white tendrils of the lightning which rippled over his body as he screamed. The Shadow’s face was split in a wide-mouthed grin as the man fell to his knees in agony.

“That’s better,” Bentre nodded, “now let the adults speak a little more.” The man collapsed, having either lost consciousness or having died. At this point the Corellian didn’t care enough to figure out which. “Where was I? Oh yes, my dear Captain.” He threw an arm around the man, and pointed to the stars outside the port window. “You will fly these people far away from here. After all, neither of us would like to force me to kill all these nice people now, would we?”

The man looked at Bentre in a mix of disbelief and relief- but mostly just fear. “Now, before you go, you are going to comm ahead to your friends in the other freighters. Hopefully they haven’t chosen to land yet. If they have, though, maybe you can tell them to take off again. Perhaps then we won’t have to experience a nasty little incident like we had here today?”

The man nodded silently, shifting back toward the cockpit. The timid man stunk of little more than fear and incompetence. Drawing a breath, the Dark Sider brushed himself off, and drew a deep breath. Looking back up at the people, his face took on a facade of compassion. “Oh I do so hope you will enjoy your new lives in this system. Don’t worry, so long as you are nice and cooperative people, I am sure you will have happy lives here.”

With a slight skip in his step, Bentre began to walk towards a shuttle that was about to land. The message had not gone through quickly enough, he supposed. He would be making this one much quicker.

Tapping his comm, Bentre spoke in a curt tone, “This is Stahoes, speaking. The situation is nearly contained. Send me a shuttle in about five minutes.”

“Understood.” The commlink crackled. “Your ride is on its way.”
