Naboo Spaceport
"Get in the cargo hold and shut up or I'll knock you unconscious."

The bounty hunter unceremoniously closed the door to the refitted cargo container he used to transport merchandise.  Through the transparisteel window he could see the gungan sit down on the metal bunk and lower his head in defeat.

He walked through the narrow corridors of his Firespray class vessel towards the cockpit and activated his comlink, "TC-94 inform my employer we have his delivery and clear us for launch."

"Very well, sir" the droid's mechanical voice crackled in reply.
Chommell Sector

Naboo System
"Sir, incoming holocall from Client Alpha."

The hunter sat up in his bunk and reached for the helmet which had become a permanent fixture to his person over the last few years.  He had received it as payment for a contract from this very client, and few had seen him without in since that day.  When he activated the projector the blue tinted image of a man in robes blinked to life in front of him.
"Lord Pravus, to what do I owe the pleasure of chatting with you again?"

"I have a contract for you hunter.  I trust your schedule is clear enough accept it?" the Sith's eyebrow arched, as if daring the mercenary to decline the proposal.

The hunter paused for a second, the gungan in the cargo hold could wait.  That contract value was on the low end anyway, "I can make some adjustments to my contracts with other employers easily enough.  You've always compensated me for my deliveries generously, it wouldn't be wise to displease my most profitable client." 

"Very good... I want you to go back to your old home my friend.  I've received reports from some of my inquisitors that Arcona is having some trouble adjusting to the changes I've made.  It seems some of them are even turning on each other" the Sith Lord's face slowly formed into a cruel smile as he pondered that last point.
The hunter nodded.  Who could Pravus want to set a bounty on in Arcona?  Anyone in the Summit he could eliminate with a simple summons to meet with him and an arc of lightning.  This contract didn't make any sense, there was no need for subtlety for the Grand Master of the Brotherhood when dealing with his own.

Finally curiosity got the better of him, "And who is my target in the Clan?"

The older man's face changed to a mocking look of shock, "Oh Valhavoc, you misunderstand.  Do you really think I would contract the death of a member of my Brotherhood?"  the Sith cackled briefly and turned back to the hunter with a face as serious as death, "I don't trust them.  I want you to contract with them, become their ally once again and betray them to me.  Fan the flames of this rebellion if it will aid in that, or help stamp it out.  It is a trivial matter to me which will pass in the blink of an eye."
"I understand.  We'll set course for Selen," Valhavoc replied.  The image of the Grand Master blinked out of existence and he turned to his droid, "TC maintain present course.  We'll go to visit our old friends after we complete the current job."

The droid looked frantic, "But sir!  Client Alpha will be most displeased if he hears that-"

"Shut up droid," it was obvious to Valhavoc that the Grand Master, or Client Alpha as TC had been programmed to refer to him, wanted to avoid any questions of why a known bounty hunter would stop mid job to return to an old haunt.  Completing his current job was the logical move any bounty hunter would do before moving on to another, so Valhavoc would do exactly that and deal with any complications from the Sith later.
Unknown Regions

Dajorra System
Valhavoc finished sending a message to a contact in one of the Korda criminal organizations, informing his old friend he was looking for work in the system.  The corellian leaned back in his bunk and decided to get some rest while waiting for the inevitable replies to come.
Ever vigilant TC-94 posed a query to the man, "Sir, shouldn't we contact Consul Atyiru if we're to become contracted to the Arconans again?"

The human rolled his eyes, "We just did TC.  The DIA will intercept that message any moment now, along with whatever other factions are involved in this mess they have going.  All we have to do is wait to see who wants a hired gun... which is probably almost everyone."

"Oh, I see sir.  Very good" the droid replied.

"TC, while we wait have the your memory wiped of everything since launch from Naboo.  Can't have your mechanical mouth running off and messing this up."

The droids shoulders sank, "Oh no, not again.  Very well sir, it seems to be my lot in life to know nothing of your plans."

