Slice of Pizza, Slice of Life
“Tim, I have something to confess to you my buddy, my friend. I am not really sure how to proceed.” The Shadow took a hand from the saw, and made a sweeping motion . “I mean after all, I can't just keep lopping off body parts. After gathering three buckets or so of limbs, I think it is pretty clear that I have learned all I can without books and the like.” Stahoes placed his bloodied tool upon the table with a loud clank. “That and I don't see how you doctor types can put up with all the gore day after day.”

The Warhost medic glanced at the Sith uneasily, his face a tinge of pale green. “You normally get used to it after a few weeks or months. Though I have to say your work is a little more *gruesome* than I am used to.”

“Here I thought you considered yourself a medic?” The Corellian shook his head. “You are allowing yourself to get a bit sick over a saw jammed with all this tissue and sinew? I thought you were a professional.” Bentre shook his head, his eyes narrowed slightly. The expression only lasted a moment though. “I don't want you to worry your head though my fair Tim. There are no hard feelings, I assure you.”

The Sith smiled for a moment, giving a nod. “We are done here for today, good sir. I hope and expect to see you here bright and early for some more fun little experiments. Until then I want you to attempt to relax a bit. We have plenty of opportunities to enjoy ourselves with these little tests tomorrow I can assure you. All this work has left me ravenous, so I am going to grab a bit of food and grab some sleep. If you need anything, you can contact me via commlink.”

With a nod, Stahoes turned toward the doorway and set off at a brisk pace. All this grisly research had left him more than  little parched. First I will get a large glass of Corellian ale. I will drink it down slowly and really take time to savor every drop. Once I am a little more relaxed I will be able to really enjoy my little treat. With each step, his hunger grew and he could practically taste the bread and cheese in his mouth, in all its warmth and deliciousness.

As he entered the dining area, Bentre turned toward the kitchens. Without looking at any of the kitchen staff, he walked through to the cooler. The bottle was sitting exactly where he remembered storing it.

“Can I help you, sir?” Stahoes turned to regard the human female who was looking him over curiously.

“Unless you can retrieve the pizza I had waiting, you can be of little help.” He held the bottle up for her to see. “I was going to get a glass but after the day I've had I will just take the bottle.”

“Pizza,” the woman's expression faltered for a moment. “you mean the large one with the gundark meat and the blue cheese?”

“Where is it?” the Knight's eyes narrowed dangerously.

“That Twi'lek from the Night Raptors grabbed it. She was headed toward t-” Bentre didn't hear the next words however. He was already heading out of the kitchens. Grabbing his commlink, he compressed the button on the side.

“I have had a very long day Versea. All I wanted was just a little bit of comfort food, and a nice drink to go with it. So tell me, before I come and take back what is mine- what do you have to say for yourself!?” The Sith's anger was mounting with every frustrated step.

“I think I would have to say,” the commlink crackled for a moment. There was a brief silence before he heard a laugh. “Thanks for the pizza, Bentre. We will have to do this again sometime.” He knew that Tasha'vel was smiling to herself.

I will wipe that smile off her lips as soon as I get my hands on that girl.
“You had better hope I don't find you, Tash'.” The Corellian growled into the commlink.

“I am enjoying a nice pizza in the comfort of my room, Bentre. Perhaps you would like to join me?” A girlish giggle followed the words. “Your choice in toppings is quite good.”

I am going to make that scar on your lekku look like a love bite, Versea. Stahoes growled as he increased his pace down the hallway. He knew where her room was, even if he had never been there. He had never expected to use the information, but as this proved, it paid off to be prepared.
As soon as he reached the doorway, Bentre didn't bother to knock, kicking the door. To his surprise, it gave no resistance. Tasha'vel had left her door cracked open. Hitting the wall with a slam, the door rattled a little on its hinges. As his eyes adjusted to the dim lighting in the room, he saw the Twi'lek taking a large bite from one of the pieces. His eyes scanned the room, and in the corner he saw the empty box.
“I didn't expect you would find your way here quite so soon, Benny.” The Marauder smiled as her eyes flashed with humor. “This is the last piece too. I am afraid I don't have any left for you.”
“E chu ta!” the words came from the Human with a deep growl. “You really think that you are something special, don't you?” 
“Oh my, and here I thought you were quite the gentleman. Such language.” Versea wagged a finger mockingly at Stahoes. “
Between his fatigue and his hunger, her words were more than enough. Dropping down to a knee, Bentre placed the bottle of ale to the ground before pulling out the vibroknife from his boot.  Gripping the weapon firmly in his left hand, the Shadow let out a yell and charged the smaller humanoid. “I am going to make you regret your decision!”
Training took over in that short moment. Without losing a beat, Tasha'vel stepped forward, driving her heel down just above her rival's foot. Driven by his own momentum, Stahoes found himself losing his balance. The knife scattered away somewhere into the shadows on the room as he struck the ground hard. Turning over, the Corellian gritted his teeth as he felt his face turning red.
“That was a cute attempt,” Tasha'vel stepped tenderly around the man before dropping to one knee. Giving a wink, she leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Nice try Benny. Maybe next time we can share some pizza.” With a childish giggle, Tasha'vel got back to her feet, and giving a playful wink, proceeded to walk out of the room. 
For a few moments, Bentre allowed himself to brood in the dim light. In his mind he began to imagine all sorts of interesting and creative methods of revenge. You may have gotten the better hand here, but next time you won't be quite so lucky. You better hope you are ready for our next encounter. Brushing himself off, the Sith assured himself it would come in time. Revenge will have to wait for another day. Right now, I need to grab a bit of soup or something.
So, with a sigh, Bentre lifted himself from the ground. Passing by the door, he scooped up his treasured bottle of Corellian ale. It would not go as well without the pizza but perhaps he could convince the kitchen staff to whip him up something special.  
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