A New Home
By DJK Jaorrus Morraus

Jaorrus glanced around his quarters. They were much smaller than his old place in Castle Tarentum. Even the old frigates had larger quarters than this. He was not pleased. He prided his personal space above all else.

After organising his collection of holovids and finding a home for all the rest of his possessions Jaorrus decided to take a walk around his new home. The corvette was very plain and boring. The decor was the standard white found in all corvettes and whilst it made the place very bright it didn’t seem to fit the aura a ship belonging to the dark brotherhood should have.

‘Needs to be darker. Perhaps entirely black with candles lighting the walls...’ Jaorrus mused as he strolled towards the command deck.

He passed by some of his now comrades on the way. He recognised a few faces but he had never served with any of them before. He missed the old days of Cube and Myn and the others. 

Things had gone downhill after that row with Steiner. Jaorrus had been too busy focusing on his research and the team had lost its edge. With time the entire brotherhood had been reforged. The Mystics were no more. Although Jaorrus would never say it out loud, he missed the Mystics of the Black Sword. For a time it had been his team, and he had inherited the title from his master, Death, who had once led the Mystics years before. Even his team mates, whilst he openly hated every one of them, he still would have preferred to fight alongside them than anyone else.
Reaching the bridge, Jaorrus gave a brief salute to his new commanding officer. Dux Anahorn Dempsey. Jaorrus had little knowledge of his superior, and for the time being didn’t want to know. Jaorrus intended to let Dempsey know that he worked by himself, and that when he wanted to work for the team it would be on his terms. 
“Sir! Dark Jedi Jaorrus Morraus reporting!”

“Ah, Jaorrus. We haven’t had a chance to meet properly. I’m Anahorn Dempsey, I’ll be leading Hetaeria three.”

Dempsey offered a hand but Jaorrus merely followed his arms behind his back. Dempsey seemed slightly taken aback, but continued.

“We’re still deciding on an official title for the team, but we should have it soon. How are you settling in?”

“Well enough, sir. Rooms are a little small but...”
“Yes, I noticed that too. Really we could do with a better base of operations. Sadly this is the best those upstairs could give us.”

“With all respect sir, can’t we just find somewhere else?”

“Do you have somewhere in mind?”

“No... but it wouldn’t take long to figure something out.”

“Very well, consider it your first mission.”

“Yes sir.”

Jaorrus threw another salute and departed from the bridge. At least now he had something to do...

* * *

Jaorrus looked around at all present.  It included the entire team and the some of the crew of the corvette. Certain they were all listening, he flipped on the holographic projector. It projected a small station orbiting a gas giant.

“Station Furtim. This is the base of all slave trade in the area. It is run by a man called Ven Otra. For years he has been able to operate under the noses of the Emperor’s Hammer by making deals with the directorate and changing locations periodically. He has also been known to fend off a strike force every now and again. He isn’t considered a big enough threat to take down at all costs, but a big enough pest to warrant investigation.”
Someone Jaorrus didn’t recognise raised a hand.

“If he is so illusive then how did you get this information?”

Jaorrus smiled.

“That is my secret.”

‘I haven’t lost my touch with intelligence gathering... Those devices I borrowed from my father were very helpful...’

“Anyway, I have developed a plan. We switch our IFF codes to a known slave trader craft and infiltrate the station. We make our way to the upper levels using this,” Jaorrus held up a small square of plastic, “Key card. This will allow us access to the administration levels. At this point there is a good chance we will be discovered, so it will probably break into a fight, but Furtim is a slaver station and whilst they may have excellent mercenary in their employ they have nothing to meet the strength of a Dark Jedi. We enter Ven Otra’s personal quarters and slay him. In his quarters there is a master control for the entire station. If we take that room we control the station.”
“And what do we do when Ven’s underlings come to stop us?”

“They won’t. Ven’s second isn’t very loyal. If we kill Ven and offer the second more command of the station he’ll fall in line.”

Dempsey nodded.

“Alright, can’t hurt to try. Let’s go.”

* * *

The corvette glided smoothly into the large hanger bay. All around transports and ships of various shapes and sizes sat, waiting for their cargo to come and go.
Jaorrus stuck his head out the door of the corvette. The IFF code had worked, there were no guards coming to arrest them. The warriors of the Third Hetaeria marched forward towards the express lift that transported goods and people about the station. When all were inside, Jaorrus produced the key card and placed it into the access slot. The machine rumbled into life and swiftly ascended to the administration level. When the doors opened once more, Jaorrus’ lightsaber was in his hand.

Kor’lylith, Jaorrus first blade. Igniting its purple beam, Jaorrus swept into the guards carving a wave of death and destruction. Around him the other warriors of the Third Hetaeria  began to move as well, slaughtering all standing in their way.
Dempsey darted through the maelstrom towards the rapidly closing doors to Ven’s office. With a final leap Dempsey leapt through the gap and using the momentum to keep going slice straight through Ven’s neck, letting the old man’s body collapse to the floor. In a few moments Dempsey had the alarms shut off and the doors re-opened. Flipping on the internal communication system, Dempsey broadcast:

“Attention! Station Furtim is undergoing new management! Would Cald Surren please come to the main office? Thank you!”

It wasn’t long before Cald appear, escorted by his cohorts. Cald was a medium build man with a small goatee and dark hair. His dark eyes reflected some menace behind his eyes, and dark blue clothes had an almost royal look to them.

“I must congratulate you on your successful assault. It’s taken the EH years to finally bring Ven down. I was beginning to think you weren’t going to.”

“Yes, but we have capture this station for... personal reason,” replied Dempsey, sitting in the ridiculously comfortable chair Ven had once occupied.

“Well, provided you don’t kill me, I’ll be happy to help you in any capacity I can.”

“No, you won’t.”

Dempsey shifted in the chair, leaning forward closer towards Cald.

“You’ll run this station. But you will answer to us. If we want this station for slave trade, this station will run slave trade. If we want to become mercenaries or a major organisation, so will the station. Whatever we decide to do, this station will fill our needs. You will command the station, and you will ensure it serves our needs. As a result you will receive a sizable cut of whatever we decide upon, and we might turn a blind eye to anything you decide to do, provided you appraise us of the situation so our mutual interests don’t clash. And of course your station has the defence of a unit of dark jedi, something money can’t buy...”
Cald smiled.

“Sounds fair enough. I suspect you’ll be wanting quarters on the administration level? I can have it organised momentarily...”
* * *

Jaorrus looked around his new quarters.

“Much better.”

