Double-Cross

Even though the craft was small, Quo had managed to get a corner to himself in order to rest and recuperate from the latest round of scavenging that the Captain and crew had completed. This time it had been a cargo runner, long abandoned. The Corellian vessel had been dragged into the midst of an asteroid field by it’s own trajectory, aided by the gravitational field of the small planetoid that it surrounded. Quo had been assigned to the cockpit, watching from relative comfort as the retrieval crew brought aboard all the parts that could be sold. Later, in the small cargo hold he had laid eyes on what had been salvaged.

“Not bad, not bad at all,” Captain Nrelpho was saying as Quo entered. 

Scattered around were modules for navigation arrays, engine parts, cargo storage units, bits of weapons systems, and related ephemera taken from the remains of the once living ship. Quo’s senses were tingling, almost an itch lodged deep within the cortex of his brain. Even using the living Force to guide him he couldn’t distinguish what was trying to attract his attention. He knew it was within this mass of equipment somewhere. 

“We need to sort through this lot, and stow it. Mark on the Nav where we found all this, and put a tag on the ship so we can find it again on the next run. Ah, Quo, a good hall, yes?” The Captain turned his face toward him, as he noticed him entering the cargo hold doors. Quo nodded his ascent. 

“All this from one area as well, we didn’t have to go far to get it. There’s enough on board to keep us going for another four or five trips. I’m surprised that nobody else had found her before. All thanks to your new sensor array,” slapping Quo on the shoulder he turned and headed towards the cockpit. 

Quo looked at the other 3 occupants of the ship, Pelgo Bratte, the Human navigator and first mate, Sleenko Nab, the Dug engineer, and Blargo Siem, a slow witted Besilisk, who was the muscle, excellent at moving things that didn’t look like they would. Still the tingling persisted There was something here, and it was nagging at him like he imagined a wife would. Turning, he made his way aft, towards the comms computer interface. 

Keying in the code that he had memorised before he left on his mission he waited for the confirmation. Within a few seconds the code came up, secure connection was enabled. 

“It’s here somewhere, my Master. What is Thy bidding?”

The voice of Tasha’Vel Verea came into his earpiece as his small holo-emitter produced a five centimeter reproduction of his Twi’lek Master, “Are you sure?”

“Positive, my Master” Quo replied, his head bowed in respect.

“Use aggressive bargaining, remind them of their contract with me. Persuade them, then bring the item to me as soon as you arrive back here, directly to me” Tasha’s hologram smiled, but the smile never reached her eyes. 

“Yes, my Master” Quo intoned, as Tasha’Vel terminated the communication. 

Whirling, his gold/red eyes steely focused, he headed for the cockpit. With a wave of his hand the hatchway opened before he physically got to it. Without breaking stride Quo went through, another gesture closing and locking the hatch as he entered. Captain Nrelpho was sitting in the co-pilot’s seat, engrossed in some kind of display on the instrument panel. 

“My Master would like me to remind you of terms of our contract” Quo stood seemingly relaxed, although this was always an illusion, he was always alert. 

“I was just thinking that the weapons array we found would make a nice addition to my ship, and I could still get a good price for the old one. Yes, I think that’s what I’ll do when we get back to Inos,” he looked almost dreamy eyed at the prospect, “now about that contract....” He spun his chair around on its pivot, blaster levelled at Quo’s midriff. 

Quo stared at him, impassively, never moving. “That would be a mistake.”

Before Nrelpho could squeeze the trigger, the Zabrak before him seemed to fade into the background. Where had he gone? Quo had moved deliberately and slowly, now standing in between the pilots seats, the Captain still had his pistol levelled towards the door. Without ever firing a shot, the last thing the Captain felt was the sensation of two arms wrapping around his head, before Quo twisted and pulled, snapping his neck with a satisfyingly audible “crunch”. The blaster fell to the floor.

Quo made his way back to the cargo hold. The three others were still working through the latest acquisitions. Silently he rounded the corner, igniting his lightsabre as he did so. 

“Captain Nrelpho attempted to renegotiate the terms of the contract, would anyone else like to do likewise?” Standing with his feet shoulder width apart, his eyes scanning each of them in turn. 

All three looked shocked, fidgetting nervously as realisation dawned that their Captain was no longer able to negotiate anything. They shook their heads, almost in unison, even Blargo, who wasn’t the quickest on the up take. 

“Captain Bratte, we are returning to Inos, immediately. I will look after the cargo”

“C’mon you two, let’s get the ship ready to go back.” She nodded her head towards the exit. They looked like it was their most favourite door in the Galaxy, and they couldn’t wait to partake of its wonderful portal-ness. 

Left alone Quo opened his mind to the Force, allowing himself to be led through the pile of equipment. He kept being drawn back to a control panel for a weapons system. Running his hands over the console, gently and lightly, searching for any tell tale clue. On the right hand, lower quadrant of the graphical display he spotted a paint chip on the corner, but there was something strange about it. At first he didn’t register what he was seeing, but then it hit him...... the chip ran down between the display and the next panel, not a surface scuff as it should be. Pressing around the edge of the unit, he pushed in the corner, feeling a click as a mechanism within it released. Pressure from beneath it released the panel, springing up from the right hand side, hinged on the left. Pulling it upwards he saw it. Red. Almost glowing. Adorned with Sith symbols there lay a holocron. Tasha’Vel was right, there was something important there. 

Secreting the precious item within his tunic he made his way back to the communication relay again. Keying in the second code, he again waited for the confirmation signal before keying the holo-emitter. 

“It is in my possession, my Master”

This time it was voice only, inside his ear he heard the satisfied sigh that preceded Tasha’Vel’s words. “Excellent my young apprentice, excellent. Execute Order 33”

“Yes, my Master.” Order 33, communications blackout until he was face to face with Tasha’Vel herself. The ship moved away from the asteroid field one crew lighter, heading towards Inos.

