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Sith Battlelord Ric Hunter sat atop a spire over looking the Valley of the Darkjedi on the ancient homeworld of Korriban. He had stepped foot on this desolate world less than twenty four standard hours ago and it had exacted a large toll from not only his body but from his very soul. The landscape, never one of beauty, was littered with the dead and the wreckage of war. Out among that wreckage lay both friend and foe alike, death cared not whom it took this day.


He looked down at the fresh battle scarring on his armor and the tattered cloak he still wore. He pulled the cloak from his shoulders and let it drop to the dusty surface, its purpose had been fulfilled. He closed his eyes and let time take him back to the beginning...

“We will be landing on Korriban. The Grandmasters forces have already sent a small advance party and are fortifying an area in the Valley of Dark Lords. Our job is to disrupt them and hopefully prevent any other forces from landing,” Quaestor Sith Warlord Xen'Mordin Vismorsus  was laying out the objectives onboard the Excidium II prior to arrival in the system. Ric had only just returned from the Unknown Regions and hadn't even settled in before the call to arms had sounded. He noticed on the tactical display that they were to rendezvous with a small fleet of Taldryan ships near Korribans moons before the shuttle launched to take them to the planet. Something about the formation of ships seemed odd to him.


“Something isn't right with Taldryans fleet. Could this be a double cross?” Ric asked.


“Not likely. Their fleet took a pounding over Antei not long ago. This is whats left of it,” Xen replied. Ric marveled at the size of the Taldryan fleet. He had been a member of Taldryan a lifetime ago and remembered the glory of the armada they possessed. With that thought, Ric turned his attention back to the display.


“There are others reported in the valley that may or may not have to be dealt with. If we run across any of them, they are to be treated as hostile if they interfere. Otherwise, don't waste time with them. Our main objective is to prevent the Grandmasters forces from further fortifying and finishing the same ritual they performed that burned Antei. Any questions?” Xen finished with.


There were no questions from the gathered Dark Jedi. After a few moments, they began to disperse and prepare for the action ahead. Ric stayed seated and looked over the datapad in front of him, trying to get caught up on the events leading to the place they were at currently. It was a lot to take in. He finished with the reports and decided to catch some rest while he still could.

“All personnel report to your shuttles. Departures to begin in ten minutes.”


Ric looked around at the team he had been assigned. There were few of the faces he remembered. War and time had taken its toll on his house and he was unsure how these new faces would be to fight with. He decided that this wasn't the first time that he had been in this situation and it wouldn't be the last. 
 
“Shuttle launching in thirty seconds,” the pilot called through the headset. Time seemed to slow and speed up all at once from that moment. It seemed to take forever for the thirty seconds to complete but then the drop into the atmosphere and onto the ground took no time at all. Ric looked out the window and watched as anti-aircraft fire rose to meet them. Apparently the Ashen forces were awake after all. 


With a lurch from a near miss, the shuttle dropped to the left side. It was enough that it knocked the assault team off their feet. Ric pulled himself to his feet and slapped the door release. The others were on their feet and hooking up to the drop lines in the shuttle. It wouldn't be much longer until they were down.



Ric stood in the door as gravity took over. He dropped the last thirty meters to the sandy ground below. He hit the release on his harness and let momentum roll him forward into a crouched position. Immediately he began to scan the area for the enemy that were bound to be there. The others had begun to land and move to cover as a blast of fire hit the right wing on the shuttle, making it veer to the side and drag three suspended Dark Jedi into the cliff walls.


“All right, we know the plan so lets get to it. Our objective is to take the lower level of the old Sith Academy. We are going to have to clear out the tomb of Ajunta Pall. Be warned, there are not only enemy forces in the area but traps set in the tombs. Colyn Skybender may be held up in the tombs with a group of loyalists as well. Lets move out and get this done,” Ric took off at a sprint towards the narrow trails leading down. 


They small group had only gone a few hundred meters when they ran into their first contact with the loyalist forces. Both sets literally round the same corner at the same time and engaged each other at point blank range. The flash of lightsabers and the whine of blaster filled the air instantly. 


Ric ignited his twin sabers and moved to engage a man wearing Arconan robes. The man seemed unused to the feel of a lightsaber in his hand and Ric parried his attacks easily. With a swift back swing Ric decapitated the man and moved onto the next target. 


“Ahh, Hunter. It has been a while. You should have stayed gone,” the man said, squaring off with Ric. 


Ric stayed silent, he let his skills with the saber answer the man. Ric moved into attack, becoming an engine of destruction as he moved forward. The loyalist began to give ground and falter as Ric moved in. He pummeled the man relentlessly with cuts, parries, and slashes, his sabers creating swirling patterns of light in the air. The man tripped and went down to one knee and Ric used the opportunity to finish the fight. 


He looked around and saw that the fight was about over now. His team had taken a few losses but had successfully destroyed the loyalists. A young Jedi Hunter, whom Ric failed to recognize, lay leaned against a rock, holding a wound on his stomach together. Ric could see the pain and the fear I his eyes as he began to slip behind the veil of death. 


Ric felt anger at the loss of this young man. He knew that death could take him at anytime but to die fighting ones own people was meaningless. That anger was focused on both of the architects of this conflict, a Grandmaster and a former Grandmaster. Two men who played with people like they were pawns in their twisted games. Ric closed the eyes on the Jedi Hunter and stood. It was time to move forward, his time for revenge would come soon enough.


Moving forward again, Ric drew the shadows to him. He began to blend into the darkness that surrounded the valley. He moved ahead of the rest and scouted for anymore of the enemy. Crouching down on a rise overlooking the entrance to the tomb of Ajunta Pall, Ric scanned the area. He noticed heavily defended positions, mostly defended by members of the Grandmasters allies. Here and there were Dark Jedi scattered about, not as many as he expected but enough to slow Scholaes advance to the academy.


A slight movement caught Rics attention just to the east of the entrance. Ric focused on the movement and noticed Kell Dante leading a small group towards the wreckage of a cargo lift. The lift was capable of reaching the top of the plateau where the academy sat and would allow troops to enter the academy quicker. All Dante needed was a distraction and that was something that Ric was going to give him. 


He waved one of the troopers to him and took the mans' rocket launcher. It was a dual shot type that would allow him to hit quickly. He lined up on the position closest to him and farthest from Dantes 

 small team. The reticule turned green, showing that he had a lock on a heat source and he let loose the two missiles. With a loud whoosh, the rockets slammed into the enemy positions, obliterating them in fire. 


Troops began to shift to cover the newly created hole and left the flank open so Dantes Nightstalkers could slip by. Ric slid into a new position and watched as Dante and his men scaled the old lift frame and disappeared over the top. 


“This is Silver Snake flight to ground team Orange Iguana, do you copy?” 

“I copy Silver Snake, this is Iguana six. Do you have strike capability?” Ric scanned for targets for the aircraft overhead. 


“Affirmative Six. I have five ships with full loads wanting to unload. Do you have a tasking?”


“Will mark targets with flares for attack runs. Be aware it will be danger close as we have assets in the area, over,” Ric signaled his team to get marking flares ready to go. 


“Copy six. Snake flight rogers that,”  Ric launched a marking flare at an armored transport. The flare landed near one of the generators powering the weapons emplacements. He rolled back into cover and signaled his people to take cover. 


“Silver Snake, all targets are marked. You may commence your run,” Ric peered over the ridge as the TIE Hunters began to make their runs at the lines. With a bright flash of blue, the line disappeared. Running without lights and just using the force, the Silver Snakes had completely leveled the enemy. Ric jumped up and ran forwards, deflecting stray bolts from the lesser dazed enemy that survived the attack run. He leapt over the walls of the emplacement and engaged the enemy.


After dispatching three of the dazed enemy, they were beginning to come out of the daze of the concussive attack. Ric noticed more fire being sent towards him and contemplated a quick retreat. While preparing to leap back over the wall, a flashbang landed at his feet and he stumbled. Ric could feel blood running from his ears and saw bright spots in his eyes. He landed awkwardly on the ground was was immediately surrounded by loyalist. 


Ric waited for the flash of pain that would signal his death. Closing his eyes to accept his fate, he heard the whine of blaster fire and the scream of lightsabers clashing. Ric rolled left into the ruined remains of a bunker until his vision could clear. The battle for the entrance to the tomb was short. The Scholae Palatinae troops easily overwhelmed the enemy.


Ric rose unsteadily to his feet and fought to quiet the ringing in his ears. His balance was a bit off and he focused on overcoming the loss of coordination. Waving a medic over, he took a small vial of kolto from the aid kit and put a few drops in each ear.  The dizziness faded and his equilibrium returned within a few moments. It was only a temporary fix but it allowed him to continue for now.


“Where are we at with securing the tomb and the academy?” he asked.


“So far as we can tell, Dante has entered the lower level of the academy and set up a foothold there. No word on reinforcements at the moment nor where anyone else is. Are we still going into the tomb?” Dark Jedi Knight Delak Krennel asked, a look of fear on his face.


“Yes, that is our mission. We cannot allow an unprotected avenue of attack to exist. Once we hold the academy, we need to prepare for a counter attack. Darth Ashens troops could drop on us at anytime. Head them out,” Ric started inside the tomb to begin the process of securing it.

“General, you need to come see this,” the marine trooper was pointing to a side tunnel. He had a small datapad with a tactical readout on it and it showed to heat signatures on it. Ric thought he could make out human shapes but the image was too fuzzy to be sure. 


“Have you sent in a probe droid yet?” Ric asked the marine.


“It should be reaching the target momentarily, sir,” the armored man replied. The image came through on the datapad, showing two Twi'lek women under cover in the dark. 


“Looks like we found Rhiaen and Nalia Ust'essi at least. Get a small detachment together and make sure no one goes in or comes out of that tunnel,” Ric made his way down the stairs into the main chamber of the tomb. The chamber ran for at least a kilometer and then had offshoots that more than likely ran for several hundred more kilometers in total. The two Jedi had tried to hide in one of the incomplete runs and had become trapped. 


Ric stepped inside the entrance to the tunnel and peered into the darkness.


“We can do this  the hard way or the easy way. Which do you prefer?” he yelled down the tunnel. Blaster fire was his answer. He drew his lightsaber and deflected shots into the walls and back down the tunnel. 


“It's the easy way then,” he replied, then turned to the trooper taking cover by the mouth. “Blow the entrance.” The trooper nodded and began to set the demolition charges. Within a moment, he had it rigged to collapse and looked at Ric for the go ahead. Ric nodded his ascent and the trooper set off the charges. With a thunderous roar, the mouth of the tunnel collapsed sending dust and dirt drifting into the chamber. 


“One problem solved,” Ric muttered to himself as he turned back towards the main chamber.


“Shame, I liked those two,” a voice said from the shadows.


“Show yourself or die,” Ric replied. A man stepped forth wearing a dirt stained flightsuit. He looked like a smuggler but Ric could feel the force within him. It wasn't Skybender, so it had to be Conor Grey, the rogue Jedi.


“Easy there big man. I am not looking for a fight. Just trying to ride out the storm,” he said. 


“What can I do for you Conor Grey?” Ric asked. Momentarily surprised at the use of his name by a stranger, Grey smiled. 


“Like I said, just trying to stay out of the way. I am not here to do the Jedi Councils bidding anymore than you are here to do the Grandmasters,” Grey sat down on a piece of rubble that had fallen from the ceiling. “I am just looking to get out from between the three armies waging war on the surface right now.” 


“There are other tombs in the valley. Might be better to try for one of them. Less chance of a Sith entanglement,” Ric replied.


“The One Sith is coming from the south, the Brotherhood is coming from the east, you all came from the south. The west is one very tall cliff that I could never climb. So that leaves me in  predicament,” Grey sighed.


“Alright, but stay out of my way or I will kill you,” Ric went back to directing the clearing of the tomb of hostiles.


Clearing the tomb went quickly, finding only a few pockets of loyalist resistance. He walked towards the room that the few prisoners they had taken were being held in, he needed more intelligence. There were two more sets of  troops converging on his position and he needed to know when they were to arrive. Ric chose the highest ranked member he could find. It looked liked a Sith Warrior from Tarentum. 


“Your name,” Ric demanded. The man merely stared at him. Ric flicked his lightsaber to life and drove the point into the prisoners hand. The man screamed in pain yet did not answer. Ric turned from the man and signaled for another prisoner to be brought forth. The second prisoner was a young female also from Tarentum. The mans eyes lit up with fear.


“She means something to you then. If you do not answer, she will suffer. I do not want to do this but I have my orders as you have yours. Now, when are your reinforcements to arrive?” 


“They should arrive within the hour,” the man started, “And you will not be able to stop them. They will kill you all.”


“I know, brother,” Ric pivoted on his heal and decapitated the man. He knew it was another useless death in this war of brother against brother. “Kill the rest and prepare for the assault.”


The whine of blaster fire filled the small chamber.

“We have the tomb of Ajunta Pall all secured. Whats the status on our reinforcements?” Ric asked Xen'Mordin over the comm unit.


“Its on schedule and should be here shortly. Hopefully should be in position before the main enemy force arrives. Something is bothering you?” his quaestor asked.


“I don't like this fighting brother against brother. It reminds me of the great schism that led to the Exodus. I lost brothers then too. This war seems pointless,” Ric admitted. 


“Will this be a problem?” Xen'Mordin asked.


“No, I serve the Empire over all. I will do what must be done, as always,” Ric answered.


“I had no doubts,” Xens' image clicked off and vanished leaving Ric staring at an empty spot. 


Ric felt what seemed to be impact tremors. He knew what that meant, the enemy had landed war machines. He knew I was only a matter of time now. After the impacts had ceased, a new rumble began, a rhythmic pounding that seemed to get closer.


“Get everyone on the line. We will hold this cursed place no matter the cost,” Ric said to Delak.


The clash of armies began just after sunup. The loyalist arrived on the field first, it began pounding the rebel positions with artillery fire. Scholae Palatinaes positions were not in the direct line of fire with Taldryan taking the brunt of the assault. The Jedi from house Odan Urr flew cover for the defenders, doing what they could to blunt the assault. 


The loyalist assault from the south was disrupted not by the rebel defenders but by the spearhead of the One Sith with Clan Plagueis in support.  The rebel forces stayed in their holes while the loyalist and One Sith slugged it out, they would wait until the perfect moment to strike. Death was everywhere and time seemed to speed up. Night became dawn which became day and with the sunrise the carnage of the battle became clear. 


“Prepare to go on the offensive. We have orders to try and crack the left flank. Command sees that the flank is weakened due to the massive walker assault there.” 


Ric led his small force from the tomb of Ajunta Pall out into the fray. With the support that had arrived they were now fully armed and ready for battle. The assault tanks rolled forward towards the walkers, launching round after round of cannon fire. With the speed of the assault, the small force pushed through the flank and began to cause havoc behind the lines of the One Sith. 


From the savage fray, the battle turned more personal when they got in close. Ric ignited his twin sabers and attacked a downed transport that had been using its guns to unleash fire at his position. Ric knew that even his skill with a lightsaber would not be enough to stop a turbolaser blast from one of those cannons so he relied on his speed to carry his closer to the fight. Ric reached the transport and sliced through the armored hull, throwing a thermal detonator inside. He turned to take cover when the transport exploded behind him and threw him thru the air.


Ric landed hard and felt the world fading to black. He knew that the guns were silenced and only hoped that if death was his reward, he had saved some of his people from being cut down by them. With that thought Ric slipped under the veil of black.

Ric awoke sometime later, alone, sitting atop the spire over looking the valley. He felt at peace, a serene feeling that he had never felt in his lifetime of war. Ric smiled and watched soundlessly as the sun set on the Valley of the Dark Jedi Lords on the planet of Korriban. He felt he would be here for quite sometime...

