
Over the surface of Korriban


Smoke flowed rapidly from the 2a fission engine mounted on the right dorsal fin of a Z-95 Headhunter. The pilot, Raistline Majere, slammed his fist on the emergency reset switch, letting the engine turn off, and recycle through the start up process.  While fighting the yoke, Raistline reduced power from the engines and transferred it to the rear shields. “C’mon baby,” he spoke to the ship as it continued to slow in speed. 


The Hangman’s Jury was Raistline’s pride a joy. Though highly outdated, the old ship had been modified enough with current technology to still be a match with current star fighters. A feeling a hope rose in the Krath Epis as he guided the ship back towards the battle raging over Korriban. The engine had re-fired, though smoke still flowed as the Hangman’s Jury sped through the planet’s atmosphere. Raistline clicked his teeth unconsciously as he scanned the radar and the battle ahead, eagerly planning his attack. He never thought of himself as a great pilot, just a very lucky one. Unconsciously he returned the engines to normal power. 


Voices of elation and terror called out across the intercom from the combined forces of Odan-Urr, Schola Palatinae and Taldryan.  Raistline prepared to engage when a call for help caught his ear. Looking downward instinctively he saw 4 T-65 X-wings desperately defending a troop transport ship heading to land on Korriban. The Blue striped X-wings of Odan-Urr’s Paladine Squadron flew with tenacity and incredible skill but were horribly outnumbered by several squadrons of Arcona’s favored T-65XJ X-Wings. The Paladine Squadron was not only outnumbered but outclassed as well. 


Jerking down on the yoke, hitting hard on the left foot pedal, Raistline raced the Hangman’s Jury to the quickly deteriorating situation ahead of him. There was a blast of fire as one of the X-wings from Paladine Squadron exploded from a dual torpedo impact. The troop transport would definitely reach the planet’s surface, but maybe not in one piece. 


Keeping the targeting computer off to better mask his approach, Raistline fired with the two sets of triple blasters at the nearest Arconan star fighter. Three of the XJ’s ion engines blew out and the ships pilot backed off from the assault to instead fight Korriban’s gravity. Switching the targeting computer on and setting the weapons to concussion missiles, Raistline targeted the next XJ as the star fighters continued their chase to the planet’s surface. With a quick flick of a finger the torpedoes set to dual fire and the Hangman’s Jury  set off two sets of payloads to the now panicking target. The XJ swerved to port but was too late in avoiding the sets of torpedoes. 


Raistline allowed himself a smile as the explosion blew past his cockpit. Just then an alarm blared. Looking up at the display he saw in dismay the dorsal engine had failed again. The other engines  immediately compensated but the Headhunter slowed immediately. The pursuers grew smaller in his vision but he saw the transport had almost reached the landing destination near the Sith Academy. Clicking off the alarm he was startled the sound continued. His realization of the threat was too late as two torpedoes ripped his star fighter’s shields apart and blew out the other dorsal engine.  


Before he could react the repulsorlift generators over compensated power to the remaining two engines and burned out. The XJ X-Wing flew past to rejoin it’s wing group as Raistline fought for his life. The yoke was too loose as the ship lurched towards Korriban’s surface. He was able to fight the ship enough to clear the mountain side, the rocks ripping the belly off the ship with a loud shout. “By Tiamat’s desire,” he thought as the ground raced towards him. 


The heat was unbearable. Raistline awoke groggy and confused. His face was wet. Wiping away the moisture he was startled there was blood. Looking around he saw his beloved ship had crashed on the planet Korriban. The port side wing was in flames and the starboard was completing missing. The computer was completely offline. He had no idea how much time had passed but looking up he saw the battle still raged above. Quickly he grabbed his Epis robes, fought the canopy and struggled to the ground. 


His legs ached as his boots struck the sandy ground. Looking around he saw he was in the valley before the Sith Academy. Scrap metal scattered behind his destroyed star fighter. Removing his flight suite, donning his Krath robes, he took a deep breath. In the distance he could see the relief troops from the Odan-Urr transport securing the area around their downed ship facing away from the academy. The academy must be secured. 


With the release of the sigh ended his grieving for his beloved “Hangman’s Jury.” Giving the nose of the ship a small pat, Raistline Majere walked away towards the academy. His thoughts wondered to how he would acquire a new ship. The Z-95 Headhunter burned behind him, alone in the sand. 


