Don’t touch the ship
The Deceiver, a Kuat Systems Engineering Firespray-31-class patrol and attack craft. The ship has been in the Kalinor family for 4 generations, passing from father to son, each generation cared for the ship and kept it in fantastic condition, but each generation would also add something to the ship; it became a tradition ever since Oral Kalinor received it from his father. 
The ship has gone through many different appearances, each owner giving it a different paint job, or altering some external feature, by the time Rins’zler inherited the ship, it had a white and red tiger stripe pattern on its hull and had enough hidden systems to make Slave 1 jealous. The ship had spent several years in space dock before Rins’zler had been able to recover it, and when he was able to finally claim it, it needed some work carrying out. Rins’zler set to it, doing as much of the work himself and employing others for the work he lacked the skills and tools to do. It took 6 long months, but The Deceiver was finally space worthy. 
Leaving space dock alone was an interesting experience. He had spent so many years aboard this ship he knew each bolt and bulkhead personally, but he had never been on his own, he had always been with his parents. The ship felt empty, echoing, but he didn’t feel alone, it was as if the spirits of his parents and his ancestors inhabited the ship. The comlink light flashed indicating he had in-coming traffic, he tapped the button on the dashboard and the holocom came to life. Before him stood a small image of Aldar Paraxis of the Guild Paraxis, one of the many bounty hunting guilds he was associated with. 
“Ah Rins'zler my good friend, I hope you are keeping well” The Bothan coughed 
“I have a bounty that requires a person of your skills and experience. We have had an unfortunate incident, some of our assets have been stolen by a ‘former’ employee, we would like you recover these assets, the employee is...erm… expendable”.
Rins'zler turned his helmeted head, “It will be my usual fee for such jobs, if that is acceptable then send me the details, I will recover your assets”
Aldar rubbed his hands together “Fantastic, yes your standard fee will be acceptable, I am transmitting the details now”
Rins'zler saw the com system light up to indicate a file had been received “I have the file, I will contact you once I am done” with that he ended the holo call.
The file showed details on a Human male, Jondar Welks, he had stolen a series of documents and a portion of a credit shipment, his last known location was heading to Nar shadda, Rins'zler set a course to intercept. The journey was a long one, he spent the time tuning the ship's systems and making sure everything was working at 110%. Suddenly a warning alarm blared around the ship; the vessel was being pulled out of hyperspace. Rins'zler shot up to the bridge, taking the steps to the cockpit 4 at a time. He got into his seat just in time to see the ship drop out of hyperspace, before him lay 4 ship's, a freighter that matched the description of the one used by the fugitive, the other 3 were heavy escort fighters of some kind, by the looks of their dishevelled state, some kind of Ugly. The com lit up as a message cave over the system, a figure resolved itself on the holopad, and it was Jondar.
“I figured that fool Aldar would send someone after me, I don't know who you are, nor do I care, you won't live long enough to bother me anyway, I have the finest mercenaries money can buy protecting me” with that he cut off the com and the 3 ugly’s surged forward. Rins'zler knew his ship well enough, and it was in no way lightly armed, the two visible twin blaster cannons were but the tip of the iceberg. The Ugly's began firing, inaccurate laser bolts flashed past him, he allowed himself a slight moment to laugh, finest mercenaries indeed. Two panels slid open on either side of the ship to reveal an ion cannon and concussion missile launcher, at the base of the ship a panel slid to expose the tractor beam emitter and a second concussion missile launcher, finally two more front and two rear panels slid away to expose a twin set if repeating blaster cannons.
Rins'zler activated the com and set it to wide band transmission “To the pilots of the Ugly’s, this is Shadow Stalker, you have 10 seconds to stop your attack and surrender, or I will reduce you and your ships to their constituent parts” 
The com remained silent and they continued their attack. The ship containing Jondar hung at the back, his confidence in his mercenaries was clearly strong, and this would be the easiest recovery ever.
The Deceiver began its attack. Rins'zler grabbed all three ships in the tractor beam; he would have loved to see the shock on their faces as their ships suddenly stopped in mid space. Rins'zler sent ion blasts into all 3, their last few laser blasts finally finding their target but stopping short of the ship as they impacted against the shields. Rins'zler could see the pilots of all 3 ship's frantically trying to get their ship's working again and in the distance he watched as the freighter nervously began to lumber its way around to make a retreat, it could wait. The Bounty Hunter singled out the first ship and locked his repeating blasters on it; his targeting systems would begin to take the ship apart, section by section, prolonging the pilot's fate. 
The fight was short, the first pirate ship was demolished by repeated blaster impacts, the other 2 simple targeted with concussion missiles and removed from the galaxy. Rins’zler caught up with Jondar on the edge of the system as he was attempting to warm up his decrepit hyperdrive. He had little choice but to surrender to his fate and be towed to a designated rendezvous point. 
The Guild cruiser ‘Paraxis’s Pride’ awaited them, and the crew guided Rins’zler into the docking bay. The Mandalorian watched from the ramp of his ship as security teams blasted their way into the freighter, dragging Jondar out by his legs, at the base of the ramp stood Aldar, his smile was almost splitting his furry face.
“Ah Jandos, I see you managed to catch the fool, I hope he did not put up much of a fight”
Jandos laughed “He had used some of your funds to purchase so ‘expert’ protection; clearly his idea of expert is rather lower than the rest of us”
Aldar rubbed his hands together “Oh well, yet another crime he will answer for. Your credit account has been furnished with our agreed funds. I will be sure to contact you with more jobs as soon as I get some”
With that Rins’zler left the hangar. He set course for Coruscant, he had some credits to spend, and could do with buying something new to add to his collection.
