Ryloth

Versea Estate Grounds
Firith leaned his back against a large boulder and re lit his pipe, savoring the feel of warm sun on his skin and the solid ground beneath him. Lilith, lying next to him on the blanket, glanced up from her schoolwork and winked at him.

Smiling back at his wife through a cloud of smoke, he reached out, putting his rough and gnarled hand on her, silently assuring himself she was still there.

The pair had both been back only a few days after managing to bring a derelict space cruiser back to House Marka Ragnos space. Both were exhausted from the ordeal, and somewhat saddened that members of their own House or Clan had not congratulated them.

The aged Mystic knew his wife would be going back to study at the Shadow Academy- wherever it was currently located- while he would be traveling to Aeotheran to train at the new Devil's Shroud facility in Myrmidon. Or more likely, he would find himself being used as grunt labor to assist in the building of it. However, for now they were both on leave and enjoying their time together. 

A soft rustle on the grass caught his attention. Looking around, he espied his former master approaching.

“Firith, greetings. I see you have turned your communicator off, as usual,” the young man said, “which I have had to reprimand you for repeatedly,” he continued. 

Squinting up at the Rollmaster, Firith grinned around the pipe stem and simply nodded.

Bentre rolled his eyes and tried to assume a sterner demeanor with his former apprentice, knowing it was going to be a waste of time. “Firith, Lilith, you KNOW how important it is for me to be able to get a hold of the members of the Clan at any time. Lilith, I am sure you understand the importance of it, even if Firith refuses to.”

Lilith did not bother to look up from her studies and gave a noncommittal shrug. “My holocommunicator is in the shop. It got broken on our last mission; you know the one where we brought back major assets for House Marka Ragnos and for the clan? The mission everyone every one seems to quickly to have forgotten about? Besides, Firith and I are on some much needed R and R.”

Firith chuckled at his wife and her attitude. The trip back to Marka Ragnos space in the derelict Hammerhead Cruiser had been one problem after another and neither of them had gotten over one of the problems- the spirits of the dead Jedi on the ship. They were constantly popping up to tell either of them how wrong they were and trying to tell them about the Light. As both the Grays had turned their back on the uptight strictures, they were in no mood to listen for hours on end about their former beliefs.

“What is it you need, Master?” Firith asked, cutting off the argument before it started. “You wouldn’t have come out here if it wasn’t important.”

Bentre deflated a little and gave Lilith a hurt look. Shaking his head he looked back at Firith calmly smoking his pipe and drinking from the hip flask, he had taken to carrying around with him. “Grand Master Muz has been trying to contact you personally, Firith. He is not happy about something going on back Tarthos and so now he is naturally not happy about having to track you down. I will be honest, I have better things to do than be his lackey and gopher right now.”

“I’m not a Blackguard any longer. What’s going on, on Tarthos that would require my services? Is the Grand Master upset with me for leaving my former office and rooms in the Governor's mansion a mess?” Firith answered back, his temper beginning to get the better of him.

“No I believe it has something to do with what is going on in Kar Alabrek. He is mad at you for not carrying your communicator,” the Battlemaster shot back, “as you have been told to do so again and again. You know I can’t cover for you on this one.”

“Master, I can handle myself, as you well know.” the old Gray said, grunting as he stood up. “Lil, I’ll only be a moment. Come up to the house when you are ready and we’ll have dinner, aye?” Firith said, looking down at his wife.

The woman looked up from her studies, smiled and blew him a kiss. “I’ll see you in a bit.”

The two men headed back towards the Versea mansion.

Ryloth

Versea Estate

Communications Office
Tasha’vel Versea, matriarch of the Versea family was chatting with Grand Master Muz Ashen Keibatsu, the Quaestor of her house when she heard Firith and Bentre approaching. Both men seemed to be bickering over something as they walked into the room.

“Yes Master, as usual you are right Master.” Firith said in a resigned tone as he followed his former master into the office. Neither of them noticing the Twi’lek woman or the shimmering figure on the holocom.

“Damnit Firith! How many times do I have to tell you to stop calling me master? While I was at one time, you exceeded my expectations and got yourself knighted, remember? Fancy ceremony? Lots of pomp and regality?”

“Aye, I remember it Master, it was quite moving and I was honored by your decision to do it in such a formal manner. Mostly I remember the drinking to be honest though,” the older man responded.

“Again with the Master! You can address me by my name, you know that right? Or title? Or rank? Remember those things? Besides, I seem to recall you have a predilection for killing your masters.” Bentre shot back, “So you wonder why it bothers me?”

“There ya go with the exaggeration again. I have only killed one and he was a Jedi, so you should be happy, Master Bentre” Firith said with a smirk.

Tasha stood behind the two men and watched the interplay with a raised eyebrow. The holocom image of the Grand Master flickered and the figure crossed his arms in displeasure.

“Seriously Firith, what is it going to take to get you to address me by my rank or even by my name? You have never been one to show false honors to anyone.” The Rollmaster asked.

“I don’t know, maybe I’ll just have to kill you then.” Firith said with a smile.

“I would prefer you didn’t kill the Clan Rollmaster, as he has just assumed the post and it would be difficult to replace him.” A voice said, causing both men to turn and look behind them.

Bentre immediately bowed. “Grand Master, you honor me. As you can see I have found the Jedi you asked for.”

Firith crossed his arms and leaned against the wall in a relaxed pose. Pursing his lips, he observed Bentre’s actions and Tasha’s gestures that he should be bowing too. Looking back at the image he gave it the barest of nods, and matched the scowl on the face of the Grand Master.

“Mystic Stormwind, so nice of you to join this conversation. One I should have been able to have with you directly. You are aware you are to have your communicator on you at all times? Yes?” Muz asked in a menacing tone.

Firith could feel the power of the man, even through the electronic imagery. He felt his gut begin to roil as the fear slowly began to seep into him. Fighting it, he took out his pipe and began to clean the bowl to hide his feelings. “Aye, Grand Master, I am. So send me to the disciplinary committee so they can spank my backside, or tell me why you called me away from my wife and my rest and relaxation.” 

Tasha gasped and Bentre’s eyes betrayed amusement at Firith’s insubordination and disrespect, but the figure of the Grand Master began to laugh. “Good, you have spirit, you will need it for what I have planned for you. In addition, if you survive this, maybe, just maybe I will allow you to join MY house. Where you will learn respect and reap rewards and glory, or die.”

“I’m on leave. Lilith is on leave, We. Are. On. Leave. Much needed leave after bringing you that thrice damned cruiser. And without so much as a good job or a thank you from ANYONE in the whole kriffing Clan!” The Equite shouted at the figure.

“Effective immediately you are on active duty. The Rollmaster here will escort you to Tarthos where we will finalize the mission.” The Quaestor said.

Firith shook his head and sighed. “Fine then, but you get to tell Lilith.”

The Grand Master stopped his retort and swallowed. “There are some battles even I cannot win,” he said laughing, “if you survive that I will see you on Tarthos, Muz Ashen Keibatsu out.” And the holocommunicator went dark.

Firith looked at the other two, anger flashing in his eyes. Then turning he stormed out of the room. “I’ll see you at the shuttle pad in twenty minutes!” He yelled, walking away.
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Versea Estate Shuttle Pad

20 Minutes Later

Bentre had said his goodbyes to Tasha and was waiting for Firith to arrive. He was checking over some cargo in the shuttle again when he heard Firith stomping up the gangplank. 

Glancing over he noticed the shoulder of Firith’s robes were damp. He also saw the start of a black eye and a bright red handprint on Firith’s cheek.

“How’d she take it?” He asked with a smile.

Firith turned and gave him a baleful look.

Tarthos, Inbound

Approach To Kar Alabrek
Firith watched out a viewport as the shuttle descended. Glancing down at the information packet Bentre had given him, he tapped the cover and tried to work out just what he was going to do.

“Firith? You ready? This is going to be a big deal if you can pull it off,” the Battlemaster said, leaning back into his seat.

“Aye, it is at that. But I am wondering why they need an assassin? Why not use you or Tasha? You are both better than I am, Hells, you trained me.” The old man queried, looking across the aisle at his former master.  Then his expression changed as he realized the answer. “It’s because I’m expendable isn’t it? It’s because I’m a nobody.”

Bentre had the good grace not to meet Firith’s eyes. 

Level Nine

Beneath Kar Alabrek

Tarthos

Firith looked around at the others in the room, trying to get a measure of them all. The Grand Master radiated an aura of power. Not unlike Firith's first master, the one he killed in a duel. Ophelia hidden in her robes sulked in the corner, pent up rage emanating from her. Whether it was aimed at him or just her attitude in general Firith could not tell. The young knight Inyri, was casually chatting with her Battleteam leader DarkHawk, both in dusty, blood-spattered armor. In addition, both making the typical hand gestures and motions of warriors everywhere as they described their recent fights to each other.  

The only non Marka Ragnos person in the room with him was Bentre and he was no longer a Dakhani since he had been elevated to position of Rollmaster and was now a “neutral” Clan member.  

The Grand Master looked up from a holotable that showed ghostly outlines of a city in the process of being rebuilt on the ruins of the old. Various aspects showed colors where pockets of resistance were still holding out. Getting everyone’s attention, assignments were doled out and the various members and Warhost commanders headed out to deal with the few remaining problems. 

As DarkHawk headed out to brief his Battleteam he stopped and walked over to Firith. “It is good to see you again, old man. I hear you may be coming to work for me in the near future. It will be like old times on Mygeeto, yeah?”

Firith shook the Warrior’s hand and then embraced him as an equal. “It’s good to see you my friend. You look as though you have been enjoying life as of late.” He said looking at the well-used armor. Leaning in he whispered to his fellow soldier. “Do you know why I am here?”

DarkHawk leaned back and slapped the Mystic on the shoulder. “Sure do, I recommended you.” He said smiling, and headed out after the others.

Muz had been watching the interplay between his Battlemaster and this outsider from his House. He could see there was a mutual respect between the two men. This struck him as odd because everything he had read or heard about the aged Gray in front of him said that he was a loner. He supposedly was not even liked by the members of own House because of his surly attitude. There were even comments he had heard from members of the Brotherhood about what an ass this old man was considered to be.  

From what he gathered, it was due to his inability to keep his temper and his mouth in check. Then again at his age maybe he felt he did not have to. This mission would decide if he was House Marka Ragnos material, or if he should be left to his own to drown in the mire he had made for himself in Shar Dakhan.

“Step forth Mystic, I have something for you to take care of for me.” The Grand Master ordered. “You have done great service to this House, time and time again. And I believe you will this time also.” As he spoke, he dialed in the holotable to show a section of the ruins that seemed to be one building surrounded by factories, storage tanks and numerous pipelines.

Examining the older man he smiled at the black eye, “I see you survived the conversation with your wife none the worse for wear.”

Firith, chose to ignore the bait and examined the layout, but could not see why he was being shown it. Looking up the Gray Jedi shrugged his shoulders. “Very nice, so?”

“There is a report of a heavily armed group hiding out in this particular building,” Muz said pointing to the central building that had numerous pipes coming out of it. “And your job is to assassinate the leaders.”

Firith took his pipe and tabac out of its pouch on his belt. As he studied the building layout, he began to fill his pipe by rote. “What building is this? Oil refinery?” He asked pointing to all the pipes and numerous large tanks around the image.

“No, water treatment and filtration processing for the city and surrounding areas.” the Dark Jedi said, leaning forward and placing his hand on the table. “A valuable resource to the city and one I don’t have the manpower to take.” He continued, looking at Firith through the violet images of the buildings.

Raising his pipe to his mouth he bit down on the stem and began to light it only to see the figure opposite him shaking his head no. Putting the firelighter away Firith looked back at the building and surrounding area as it rotated 360 degrees. “Why me? I mean aside from lack of manpower, why an assassin? What aren’t you telling me?” He asked chewing on the stem of the pipe.

“You, because I say so. As for the rest, everyone we have sent has been killed. Granted they were only Warhost and not house or clan members. Clan assets, yes, but replaceable ones. I need the building, pumping equipment and other infrastructure kept intact and working, whoever or whatever is in there is strong enough to wipe out our forces and keep us from the area. Rumor has it that the building will be destroyed from within before we could take it by force. You saw the cathedral on your flight in?”

“Aye, and a fine building it is too, even with the scaffolding and damage done to it. Why?” Firith answered staring intently at all the different ambush sites and assault venues the map was offering him.

“The building you are infiltrating was built along the same lines. It is a masterpiece of the mason’s art. I would not see it destroyed. I have been told you have a love for beautiful architecture, that you study it.”

“I wouldn’t say study, appreciate, yes. Native architecture, stone carving, statuary, things that take time to build, yes. Those are things I have a love for. Things you cannot order or get out of a box. Those are dying arts in this galaxy,” the old man responded, warming to the subject.

“Then we understand each other. Minimum, preferably no, damage to the building and equipment. Any and all explosives, if there are any, removed and rendered inert or brought to us for use or disposal. Elimination of all senior enemy personnel. With luck the group will opt to surrender once the senior ranks have been removed.” The Grand Master said.

Nodding, Firith cocked his head and tapped the pipe stem against his teeth as he thought. Glancing up and meeting the solid jet black eyes across from him, he smiled. “Doable. What are my allotted assets? And do you have blueprints or anything current on the building?”

Muz stood up straight and smiled too. “Excellent. Assets? Just you and your equipment. As for plans of the building...doubtful. And I honestly doubt that they would benefit you any longer.”

“Very well. Then I am going to need some minor work done to my armor, make sure the charge in my wrist computer is full. I will need new power charges for my knives. In addition, some kind of transport to get me to the area. I will also need a loose outer layer of the typical native garb and a cloak to match to wear over my armor.

The Grand Master nodded and pointed to a member of the Warhost standing by. The Lieutenant left and Muz turned back to Firith. “Done. While we aren't on a schedule the sooner you are done with this, the sooner I take this city back.”

Firith nodded and bowed. “Then if you will excuse me, I will retire to my assigned quarters and prep for my mission.”

The Dark Jedi nodded briefly to the Gray, dismissing him.

Kar Alabrek, Industrial Zone

Tarthos

Four Days Later
Firith sat perched high on a gantry that supported some of the pipes heading out into the countryside from the processing and treatment plant. He had been using the Force to cloak himself from anyone or thing and the drain of constant concentration was starting to give him a headache. He had been recording the movements of the posted guards and using his wrist computer to work out a gap or weakness.  So far, all he had been able to see is the guards always avoided a certain area of sidewalk, about ten feet deep by fifteen feet long in front of the main entrance.

Shifting his gaze to a series of windows that ran along the top of the primary building and allowed light and fresh air in, he wondered for the hundredth time if they were a viable point of entry.  

Firith felt the vibration of feet on the gantry somewhere behind him and he uncloaked long enough to duck into an alcove and then re cloaked.

“Firith,” a soft voice whispered, “Where are you? It’s me, DarkHawk.” An armored figure spoke, coming into view and pausing near to where Firith was hiding.

“Lad, this had better be good.” The old man hissed in his friend's ear, causing the armored man to jump a little.

DarkHawk smiled back at him and nodded. “The Grand Master wants to know what the hold up is. Why haven’t you taken out their leadership yet?” He asked.

“Because I have not been able to get into the building! That’s why!” Firith whispered back. “The guards are patrolling non-stop and there are gun emplacements on other buildings and on the roof of that one. Now I see why your people kept getting killed off.” The frustrated Mystic answered, pointing out various issues.   

DarkHawk relayed the information to over his helmet com and answered simply, “yes,” to someone. “Keep up the good work.” He told Firith and then hid in shadows again and began to back away.

Firith watched the man go away and shook his head in bewilderment.

Casting caution to the winds Firith opted to go in through the roof windows. Now he just needed to wait for the cover of darkness.

Ten Hours Later  

Firith used the shadows to conceal his approach and timed his final dash to the fire escape ladder to coincide with the guards walking away and around the corner of the building as he made his rounds.  

Grabbing the lowest rung, the old man pulled himself up and hoped the aged structure would not come crashing down. Finding it was safe, he continued up, pausing only when he heard movement below, Soon he was peering through the upper windows and into the plant.

Searching for anything that might clue him into the whereabouts of the leaders of the group, Firith slid inside and onto a catwalk.

There were minimal lights on, and the Jedi hoped one of them would have the people he needed to eliminate within its cone of illumination.

Finding a ladder, Firith began to make his way down to the next level, and then the next, slowly taking his time.   

The only voices he could hear were some muffled ones coming from an office tucked away in a corner, so he chose to investigate them.    

Getting closer, he noticed the voices seemed to be higher than the norm. Within moments, he was at the door. The windows were lit from within, but to covered in grime to see through

Clearing his mind and taking some deep breaths, Firith pushed open the door as slowly as he could and entered the office.

The voices were all coming from a holoprojector. Pinned to the side of it was a piece of paper with Firith’s name on it.

Firith ripped it off the projector and read it. “If you are reading this, you have passed my test. You have avoided capture or detection and you have ‘eliminated’ your target. While some of the Summit believes you could have done this faster than you did, I believe in the studied approach to a problem. If you are willing, I would be happy to have you as a member of House Marka Ragnos. Grand Master Muz Ashen Keibatsu, Quaestor, HMR”

