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Xantros had very recently returned from his two years long self-exile from Clan Scholae Palatinae. He was still shocked to learn about the destruction of the Cocytus system and the Imperial Navy. Even though all his fellow Clansmates were alive, his beloved Clan was crippled. It would take a very long time to rebuild its former power and to return it to its former glory. However, the Duros was more than eager to help it rise from its ashes like a phoenix. Not only because he had to earn trust of other members of the Clan again or because he saw it as a way to spread the belief into the Unity in the ranks of Clan Scholae Palatinae. He saw the iron grasp of the Empire as the only way to bring peace and prosperity in the Galaxy and beyond it. He deeply respected the Imperial values and hoped to stand up to them.

Thus, when Xantros learned that the Emperor was looking for someone daring enough to take up a risky mission aimed to take over a Venator-class destroyer and its accompanying units, he immediately volunteered to lead the strike team. Such a powerful capital ship would be definitely a valuable asset in the rebuilt fleet of the Empire. It would be an unreasonable and foolish decision to  resign from an attempt to obtain the starship.

The remnants of the Imperial Intelligence Network tracked the desired destroyer to Carinth star system in the Wild Space, where it served as mobile headquarters of Larza Garish, a human smuggler and leader of a large pirates' band. It was necessary to act quickly as it might jump to another star system at any moment. Aware how difficult the mission would be, if anyone made an attempt of frontal attack, Xantros quickly came up with an extremely unorthodox idea how to capture the ship with minimal casualties on their own side.

The Duros briefly explained his plan to Jorm Na'trej and Zehsaa Hysh, two members of Clan Scholae Palatinae, who seemed to be the most suitable partners for the mission. They both immediately agreed to assist him in the endavour. Few hours later, the trio of the Force users followed by a group of fifteen elite intelligence operatives with necessary equipment and false ID cards embarked on a GR-75 Medium Transport. It was going to be a comfortable trip, but it was necessary.
The next day, aboard the Venator-class destroyer, Carinth star system
„Sir, they are hailing us,” spoke one of the operatives. „Audio only.”
„Patch them through,” replied Xantros.
„Unknown transport ship, stop and identify yourself,” said a woman. „We shall use deadly force, if you do not follow our instructions.”
„We are stopping right now,” confirmed the Duros. „We are Holonet documentary film-makers.”
„What?” asked the woman. Her simple question expressed her utmost surprise.
„We are Holonet documentary film-makers,” explained the Seer. „We are currently working on a film depicting life of smugglers, who risk their lives to provide their customers with various black market goods. We have heard that you are the best in the Galaxy, so here we are to make a film about your 'company' and operations.”
„How did you learn about our location?” asked the woman.
„You know, we work for the Holonet,” answered Xantros. „We have our ways to obtain necessary information, but we cannot compromise our sources. We would be screwed in the bussiness, as no one could trust us.”
„Let them in,” commanded a male voice. „Ladies and gentlebeings, it is Larza Garish, the head and the owner of the Garish Industries. Anyone brave enough to pay me a visit for such an interesting reason deserves my attention. I will personally greet at the hangar bay two.”
„Thank you, sir,” replied Xantros and sighed with relief, when received the coordinations for the approach. The easiest part of the mission was completed. However, the most demanding task was still ahead of the strike team.
Few minutes later, the transport landed in the hangar bay. They were indeed welcomed by Larza Garish himself assisted by seven heavily armed bodyguards. When Xantros, Zehsaa and Jorm disembarked the transport, the smuggler greeted them with a smile on his face, „Welcome aboard the Pride of Freedom, the headquarters of the Garish Industries.”
„Thank you, sir,” replied the Duros smiling too and the trio shook man's hand. „We are glad that we will be able to make the documentary film about one of the most famous company owners in the Galaxy. Whole society must learn about your bravery and efforts to smoothly run your company in so unstable and unfriendly environment. It definitely requires a great deal of skills to be so successful in your endavours.”
Larza Garish looked just like every other human. He was in his fourties with an average height and fit body. He had brown eyes and short black hair. He was wearing a black uniform that contrasted with his slightly pale skin. He was so average that he could simply be anyone else and he would fit the role well.
„Pardon me asking, but are you going to film it on your own?” asked the smuggler.
„It would be too much work for three of us,” explained Xantros. „There are fifteen other people, who deal with technical aspects of the production. They are inside of the transport, as they are preparing our equipment. The task of our trio is to come up with general vision of the film.”
„You need to have your equipment scanned before you will be allowed to proceed,” spoke Larza Garish.
„It is just a recording equipment,” said the Seer and waved his hand to focus himself on dominating man's mind and making the man change his decision.
„It is just a recording equipment,” repeated the crime lord with a dull voice. „It does not need to be scanned. You will be allowed to proceed as soon as you are ready. Is there anything that I could do for you?”
„Definitely, sir. We would like to see whole ship,” asked Xantros politely still influencing Human's mind with the Force. „We also need a large room with two entrances to interview the senior staff of your company so that we can learn more about its day to dayoperations.”
„It may be arranged,” agreed Larza Garish. „I will give necessary orders.”
The next few hours were extremely busy for the strike team. While Xantros, Jorm, Zehsaa and two other operatives were showed around, the rest of the task force was preparing the assigned room for the interviews. Thanks to Duro's efforts, the head of the smugglers band ordered to turn the security cameras in that room off, so no one was actually aware of what was going on there.

During the trip around the destroyer, five guests silently discussed various places, where they could set explosives so that they would be able to threaten with ship's destruction in case that the initial plan failed. However, their whispers finally attracted attention of Larza Garish.

„What are you talking about?” he asked suspiciously. The effects of mind domination were slowly wearing off.

„We are discussing the best places to include in the documentary film,” explained Xantros and discreetly waved his hand in another attempt to dominate Garish's mind.

„Fine. I will make sure that you will be able to film them at any time you will find suitable,” replied the smuggler and continued showing them the ship.

When the team visited every single corner of the destroyer, they initiated the third phase of the plan.  It was probably the most difficult one, but with the leader of the smugglers under their control, it would probably be much easier to carry it out. Jorm assisted the operatives in setting the explosives, which were disguised as mini-cameras, that would provide images from different angles, in chosen places. It took another three hours during which Xantros and Zeshaa kept an eye on Larza Garish, who was still unaware of their true identity and ordered the crew to fully cooperate with the strike team. Few members of the crew expressed their doubts but they were rebutted by their leader, who did not tolerate even the smallest sign of insubordination. The most inquisitive inquisitive pirates were invited for an interview from which they never returned, just like the senior staff of the pirate's flagship so that they would not interfere with the plan.

Finally, after ten hours from arriving at the Venator-class destroyer, the strike team was ready to proceed with the last phase of the plan. With all starfighter pilots and command officers eliminated and Larza Garish under the influence of Xantros they had all chances to succeed in their mission. Thus, one of the operatives returned to the transport and sent a message to the Victory-class star destroyer Sidious, „The show is on air.”

As soon soon as the message was sent out, the Duros and his Force-sensitive companions approached Larza Garish, who was present on the bridge. The Seer said, „I would like to ask you for one more thing, director.”

„What is it?” asked the smuggler.

„Order your crew to surrender ship,” answered Xantros and waved his hand again to spread his influence on man's mind. „It will be better both for us and...for them.”

A grimace of fury appeared on Garish's face, who said angrily, „You filthy scum! Do you want me to abandon all that I have worked for my whole life?”

„It would be a wise decision,” explained the Duros calmly, even though he was a bit nervous, because he was no longer capable of controlling Larza. It was necessary to initiate plan B. „There is a Victory-class star destroyer coming here. I would not bet that you have any real chance of defeating it.”

„Why would you think so?” asked Garish proudly.

„Because your most of your pilots and senior officers are dead by now. The remaining ones will not be sufficient to threat the hostile destroyer,” answered Xantros.

„We still might jump into the hyperspace.”

„We have mounted a tracking device, so that you would not be able to run away for a long time,” claimed the Seer. „Also, we have set multiple explosives all over the destroyer. The chain reaction should be enough to heavily damage the interior of your ship. I do not think it would be able to survive in the hyperspace for a long time in such situation.”

„Why?”

„Because we need your ship and you do not have any real choice. You and your crew may either leave the ship intact or get killed in the battle that you have no chance to win.”

„I will never leave this ship. I have made too much efforts to get here.”

„Then, as you do not want to leave the ship, you do not leave us a choice,” said Zehsaa.

„What could such a tiny gnome do to me?” asked Larza and burst out laughing.

„This,” said Zehsaa angrily, as she did not like comments on her short height, quickly took out her Relby-k23 Blaster Pistol and burnt a hole in the human's head with a single well-aimed blaster pistol. „Does anyone has any comments regarding my height?”

No one dared to speak, but no one made a move from their seats. It seemed that they were not willing to surrender the ship. Xantros said, „Anyone, who pledges loyalty to our leaders, will be questions and possibly allowed to stay on this ship to serve with us on equal terms. The rest will be dispatched to the nearest law enforcement center, where they shall be interrogated and sentenced for your criminal activities.

There was no reply again and no one made a move. The Seer looked around and said, while grinning evily, „Jorm, do your worst.”

„With pleasure,” replied Jorm with a nasty grin.

Few seconds later, they heard a loud sound of a small explosion near the bridge, as Jorm activated the first set of the explosives. It did not cause any severe damage, but it was enough to convince the crew to surrender and follow orders of the strike team. 

Thanks to that, the Venator-class destroyer was ready to take it over, when the Sidious arrived. Slowly, all crew members were questioned. Over three quarters agreed to serve in the Imperial Navy, so they were accepted into its rank as soon as they got examined by the Force users of the Empire, who were capable of sensing people's attitude and thoughts. The rest were imprisoned and delivered to the nearest backwater planet of the New Republic with necessary proofs of their crimes. Soon after, the Venator-class star destroyer, now christened as Vader, 
