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Cole measured the pair of Darksiders as their ruby blades wavered slightly in their hands, as did their chests. He must have given them a better chase then he had expected. His hand cautiously moved to the holster where his heavy blaster rested, but resisted to the urge to seize the weapon. The cool grip would feel most comfortable in his hand right now.

But his pursuer had other things in mind. Time seemed to slow. He felt as if he existed out of his body, watching. The Sith's body moved across the empty side street, his boots scattering over the duracrete floor. 

Cole still did not reach for either his blaster or the lightsaber in on his back. Before the first ruby blade reached him, he sidestepped pistoning his knee up. His knee connected violently with the belly of the Sith, folding him in two as it did so. The other however who had hesitated a second too long was now facing the working end of Cole's blaster. 

Power went before a high pitched whine as an orange bolt of super heated plasma traced a hot line between himself and the Sith. The Sith paried the bolt just in time but it had stopped him dead in his tracks, allowing Cole to give chase again as he jumped up two stories for the end of a nearby fire escape.

His pursuers were already after him again, climbing up the ladder. Cole raised his blaster again. The leading Sith knew he couldn't dodge or reflect the high concentrated plasma burst from the Paladin's weapon. He accelerated his moving, just before he reached the top rung, Cole unleashed another volley of plasma – but not at the Sith. 
Above him.
Too late, the Sith realized Cole's tactic. The bursts struck the junction where the ladder was fastened to the platform the Paladin stood on, vaporizing the junctions into tiny clouds of molten metal. 

The ladder fell and the Sith with it, growling at the Paladin.

One story up, Cole slipped through an open window and through the living room of a Nautolan couple who peered at him blankly through their large black eyes. He nodded at them and made his way out of their apartment. Back on the street he wound his way through a couple of back alleys without further incident, he emerged in the corner of a small square in the Blue Sector. This part of the sector was lesser crowded but still buzzing enough that Cole could keep an eye peeled for other pursuers. 

He was nearly at his destination, when something in the pocket of his coat started to buzz slightly. He rifled through through the pocket and produced his comlink while continuing his way into to the spaceport. 

"You are late... Got some trouble down there?!"

"Nothing, I coudn't get done with."

"Good, got the disk?"

"Sure."


"Then let's get off here, I have a bad feeling..."

------   

The Sith sat on a bench inside the spaceport pressed between a female human on his left and a male Rodian on his right. The leathery Rodian reeked of sweat and he couldn't resist at probing his mind, only to exploit the fear of getting arrested for the spice he was trying to smuggle off from Corellia.

He smiled, and watched the Paladin enter the spaceport. The man glanced around, while talking into his comlink. But the Sith had spent years in perfecting his own inconspicuousness under the tutelage of his master, and so the paladin moved past him. He rose when the girl did. She carried a small travel bag and he stayed close to her and let her body language suggest they where traveling together. 

His fellow Sith had inform him about their  failure to accomplish the mission moments before the paladin had entered the spaceport, so he had to do it on his own. He turned from the girl and walked straight into the path of the paladin, effectively blocking him on his way. 

"Do I know you, friend?" the paladin asked, his eyes taking in every detail of him. Luckily unlike his fellow Sith his face didn't sport the red-and-black facial tattoos known to those of his kind. He slouched some,  and adopted as harmless a look as he could.

"I don't think so. You from here?" 

The paladin took a step closer, angling his body for a strike. He fought down the instinct to adopt a fighting stance of his own to eliminate the off-angle of the paladin's approach. The paladin would recognize his heritage immediately. "No, I am just on the loop." 

"Ah, then have a great day, sir."

Cole pushed himself past the stranger, turning when he reached the turbolift that would take him to the docking bay where his ship lay. Something about that guy felt off, but Cole couldn't quite tell what it was. Even now he was still standing there smiling at Cole. Then he draw something from his back, something gravely reminding him of what he hid on his back as well, then bolted for the turbolift...

With a fierce electronical hiss, ruby energy shafts surged forth from both of it's ends. The crowd banked from the now obivously Sith in panic. Cole pushed the button to close the lift doors and slowly the cab started it's descend to the docking bay.

------  

"LEVEL SEVEN"

The cab shook as something heavy hit it's ceiling and Cole didn't have to wait for the glowing spot above him to know that it was the Sith who had just landed atop the cab and was now cutting himself a way inside with his lightsaber. 

Cole pulled out his comlink and hailed Ballzac Ript while distracting the stranger with randomly placed shots into the cab's ceiling. "Ballz?"

"What's up, up there? Where are you?" Came the immediate reply from his fellow Paladin.

"Almost there. I'm in a turbolift, heading down to the Docking Bay. Listen Ballz, we got company. Get the ship ready then come up and cover me, I will come in hot."


Ballz voice broke in. "On my way."

Cole unleashed a final volley into the ceiling and then when the cab finally came to a halt keyed the door open and slid into the well lit corridor.

He pelted over the flooring, as he approached the first docking port, Cole saw Ballz stepping out into the corridor from Bay 8 about fifty meters ahead of him. He took up a defensive position, both Blasters trained on something – or someone – behind him. 

Cole felt a ripple at the back of his head and fell to his knees skidding across the floor when Ballz loosened a first barrage of blaster bolts. The Bolts whistled past his fleeing comrade's head. 

Out of the corner of his eyes he saw the Sith whirling his doublebladed lightsaber in order to catch the incoming blasterbolts. 

His momentum brought him past Ballz who still held his ground, unleashing volley after volley of super-heated plasma, but except to slow their assailant down it had only little effect. Cole rolled over to his belly, aiming his blaster along the polished surface. The bolt hit the Sith just above the ankle. 

The shot had the desired effect and the Sith howled in pain while angling his blade too far off in distraction. 

At once the two Paladins emptied their power-packs into the now unprotected chest of the Sith, who toppled over and fell face-forward to the floor.

As Cole stood up, he glanced back up the corridor at the fallen Sith. He had been hit presumably at least twice a dozen times and the clothes along his back were smoking in places. 

Feeling safe for the moment the pair made their way into the docking bay and into their ship. They already had the ok from flight control. The ship's sublight engines surged with smooth acceleration and within less than a minute they entered the busy skylines of Corellia. 

When they exited the atmosphere Ballz asked: "And? Do you know where we heading?"

"Yes, give me a minute to feed the coordinates to the navcomp. Coordinates for Karufr are locked. Prepare for lightspeed."

The pair braced themselve as teh stars ahead turned into streaks and the familiar unreal tunnel opened up ahead of their ship as it rocketed into hyperspace.
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