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The world of Korriban had lit up in the fires of war. Three factions of Sith had battled all over the planet, with most of the conflict confined to the Valley of the Dark Lords. 

During the violence and confusion, relics of importance had disappeared and were thought to be in the nearby city of Dreshdae. 

With the city under control of the One Sith, efforts from the loyalist and rebel factions to recover missing scrolls are under way...


After what seemed like and eternity but had merely been days of combat, Sith Battlelord Ric Hunter was summoned to the command shuttle by the Emperor, SWL Xen'Mordin Vismorsus. Ric knew whatever reason he had been summoned must be important otherwise he would not have been pulled off the line. The battle had become a stalemate with the only real winners being those who had plundered the tombs for priceless relics. Ric had caught a few of these treasure hunters, men seeking only fortune and not fighting for any particular cause other than that, and had brought them to command to be questioned. 


As Ric entered the shuttle, he spotted members of Clan Taldryan speaking with Xen'Mordin. He tensed and felt a wave of distrust wash over him at the sight of them. Deep down, part of that feeling was at himself as he had once been one of them. That had been a very long time ago and technically in a different life.


“Ahh, Ric. How are you my friend?” Xen'Mordin asked.


“I've been better. I need a shower and a decent meal. Those ration packs are horrid. But enough of me, I take it the looters I caught were helpful?” nodding his head towards the two Taldryans.


“Very. It seems that they were looking for something specific. A high price was offered for scrolls from one of the tombs and they were looking for them. By the time they made it to the inner chamber, the scrolls were gone,” Xen walked to the holo display and keyed up an image of Dreshdae. “From what we can tell, the scrolls were already gone and may be in the city by now. As far as we know the One Sith do not have them in their possession as of yet.”


“And we know this how?”


“We are still alive. If they were to have gained them, we would have been burned as Antei was. Anyways, I want you to look over this packet and plan a mission. You are to infiltrate the city and find out who has them and retrieve them. I know you are exhausted but we need them at all costs,” Xen looked as weary as Ric felt. He knew that he had been sending troops out and not all had returned and it was weighing on him.


“As you command my Emperor,” Ric bowed and left the shuttle. On his way out he used the force to nudge the Taldryan Jedi Hunter a bit which made him stumble. The look on the younglings face made Ric smile.


Ric cruised in the crisp night air on his speeder bike towards Dreshdae. He couldn't tell that there was a large battle going on around the planet here. This one spot of Korriban was more or less peaceful for want of a better word. Yes, it was controlled by agents of the One Sith but the flames of war hadn't reached this far as of yet.


He turned his bike towards a small settlement on the outskirts of town and looked for a place to hide his bike. He spotted a small alley with a empty, abandoned looking storage shed at the end. Slowly guiding his bike to the unit, he shut it down and closed the doors behind him. He knew he had to find the scrolls or at least the location of them and he had to do it quickly. 


He pulled his cloak tighter around in the chilled night air and made his way towards downtown. There was a cantina there that  was legend. It had stood for over four thousand years and it was said if it existed in the galaxy, you could find it, buy it, or get the location of it there. He had a small stash of precious metals he could use to buy information as well as his sparkling personality. He had no doubts that he would find the scrolls but he wondered if he would find them in time.

As he made his way down the wide street, there were few denizens moving about, even for the late hour. He wondered if it was because of the battle being fought over the surface of the world or if it was something else. 


He began to feel something in the force, it was a mixture of sorrow, rage and hatred. He turned into a darkened alley and faded into the darkness. The boiling storm of emotion was coming his way and he decided to wait for it.


“I know you are in here Sith,” the femlae voiced called from the other end of the alley. “I can feel you in here.”


Ric recognized the voice of the Twi'lek Jedi Rhiaen Ust'essi,  curiously without here ever present sister. He knew that there were others seeking the scrolls but he didn't think that the Jedi were involved. He waited in silence for her to come closer and as she did he could feel the storm brewing inside. Something had happened to this Jedi and she was possibly ripe to being turned. 


She approached where Ric was waiting and when she got into range, Ric sprung from his position and grabbed her. She struggled to break free and even tried to push Ric off of her with the Force. Ric merely shrugged off her force attacks and tightened his grip cutting off her air supply. Her struggles became weaker and weaker and finally stopped.


Ric looked at the unconscious Jedi and wondered what might have befallen her to turn her into this. Even while she slept, he could feel the turmoil she felt, unlike the last time he had crossed her path along with her sister.


Ric bound her with a pair of stun cuffs he had  and prodded her awake. He needed answers and she was convenient. He watched  the alleyway as she finally began to stir, starting to struggle in her restraints.


“I will kill you Sith,” she spit towards him. The venom in her voice was unmistakable. Someone had corrupted her and Ric had a pretty good idea who it might have been.


“Calm yourself Jedi. I just want answers,” Ric pulled out a data pad and pulled up the map of the Valley of the Darklords. “Where are the scrolls? You know don't you?”


“I'm going to kill you Sith, I promise that. I am going to kill your whole Order. Best thing you can do is run and hide right now,” the fire in her eyes let Ric know that she meant exactly what she said.


Ric felt a flash of anger and grabbed her by the throat. He could feel the Darkside rising with his anger. He stared in her eyes and forced his way into her mind. He could feel flashes of anger, hate and finally sadness as he watched Necren cut off Nalias' head. Ric now understood why she had become so lost.


“Listen little Jedi, I want the same as what you want. I want to stop the scrolls from getting out and being used. I also want to end the One Sith and anyone associated with it. They disrupt the balance that is important for the galaxy. Like it or not as long as you exist, so must I,” Ric used persuasion mixed in with his words to hammer home his point. 


“I will never help you Sith. Your kind murdered my sister and for that there can never be forgiveness,” She glared at him defiantly. 


“At least tell me the name of the one in possession of the scrolls and that will buy your freedom.”


“As long as you free me and don't stand in my way, plus I may get another chance to kill you. Connor Grey has the scrolls. He has them but I don't know where he is at the moment,” she waited for Ric to free her.


“Thank you Jedi,” Ric ignited his saber and cut her down in a flash. The look of shock on her face told Ric everything. One less person looking for the scrolls at least. 


Ric spotted Connor going into a small cantina near the spaceport just after mid day. Wearing his cloak made him stand out too much so he ditched it in favor of his flight suit. He blended in with the spacers sitting around the dimly lit watering hole and looked just like anyone else trying the get off world through the blockade of warships in orbit.


 Taking a booth near the back corner, Ric could watch the entire bar. He spotted Connor in a booth on the other side of the place speaking to a blue skinned Duros. It looked like he was trying to book passage offworld and with the look on his face, it seemed not even the Duros would attempt to flee as of yet.


Connor moved to another set of pilots. It was obvious that he was trying to get off the planet. Ric knew if he was patient enough, he would come to him. None of the other pilots seemed interested in trying to leave just yet.  


A few hours went by and Ric had just finished his last drink when he noticed Connor approach his table. The rogue Jedi seemed to be weary from his failure dealing with the other pilots.


“Mind if I have a seat?” he asked.


“Sure, take a load off,” Ric replied.


“I can feel your power so you don't have to try and hide it. I'm just not sure whose side you are on,” Connor ventured. 


“I am an independent contractor you might say. I gave up all my ties years ago. Lets cut the small talk and get down to business shall we?” 


“I am looking for a ride off this rock. I have a buyer for a few items and my time is limited. Name your price.”


“Depends. How soon and what the cargo is. I don't like surprises,” Ric replied.


“Just a few odds and ends and myself,” Connor didn't like giving too much information and Ric knew that he would have to dig a bit harder to get the truth. 


“Look, I am sure you have what I am looking for. I don't want to start a fight in here so lets keep it quiet. I know you have certain Sith scrolls in your possession and I am interested in acquiring them. Name your price,” Ric decided to lay it all out and hope that the Jedi would see he was sincere.


Immediately the Jedi tensed up and Ric could feel his apprehension through the Force. He decided to not force the issue and kept his hands on the table near his drink to calm Connor down.


“My buyer wouldn't like that,” he replied quietly.


“Look Jedi, we both know all sides are looking for the scrolls. They are willing to kill for them, regardless of the cost to you. I am giving you a way out. I have need of them and maybe we can come to an understanding,” Ric was forming a plan to get the scrolls without having to fight for them. He would lure Connor in and then make him agree to the terms. “Do you know the Twi'lek Jedi sisters, Rhiaen and Nalia Ust'essi?”


Connor nodded. He knew them and knew that they were on the planet also looking for the scrolls. 


“They are dead, at the hands of a Sithlord. She got your name from them, so that means they will be looking for you. I know what its like to have a Sithlord looking for me and I know its not fun. I can give you a way out of all this,” Ric could tell he was making progress with his argument.


I would need a favor if I gave you the scrolls. I would need to disappear. Can you do that?” Connor asked.


“Yes, I can get you off planet and somewhere safe. I have contacts in Wildspace that owe me and you could hide there until the heat died down. Do we have a deal?” 


“Yes, meet me at warehouse aleph fourteen in five hours. Make sure I can get away and I'll give you the scrolls. They have caused me nothing but trouble since I found them,” Connor rose from the table and walked towards the exit. With a final glance at Ric, he was gone.


Five hours later...


Ric was waiting in the dark corner of the warehouse as Connor approached. He had a small satchel over his shoulder and Ric could feel an echo of the darkside from it. He knew that the scrolls were there and he would have just a short time to get them before others felt them as well. 


“Right on time,” Ric stepped from the shadows and motioned Connor over towards him. 


“Is everything good to go?” He asked.


“Yes, take this datapad and go to hanger ninety five. My man will be there waiting for you. This pad contains the codes to get past the blockade. It also has a course laid out for my contacts in Wildspace. You will need to show them this before they will allow you to enter the station. We best be hurrying along. The shift is about to change and you will want to go before the new patrol starts. Do you have them?”


“Here they are,” Connor handed Ric the bag containing the scrolls and watched as he inspected them. Satisfied that they were genuine, Ric handed Connor the datapad.


“Pleasure doing business with you. I also listed a contact point in there in case you ever need anything else. Just in case,” Ric watched as Connor made his way towards the hangers before he departed. He knew he wouldn't have long before they One Sith that occupied the city were on to him. Sticking to the shadows, Ric made his way back to his speeder bike and left Dreshdae behind.


Once he was clear of the city, he headed towards the coordinates that Xen had given him in an encrypted message. He was relieved to see the small MAAT/SOC shuttle waiting for him guarded by a small detachment of Scholae Marines.


“Sir, this is a message from the Emperor. Its encrypted to your DNA only,” the sergeant said.


“Very well. How long until lift off?” Ric opened the message and read the contents. It was a surprise yet not a surprise. “Change of plan. Have the pilot plot a course to this spot.” Ric handed the man the coordinates and settled into a troop seat. The shuttle lifted off and within an hour had arrived at its destination. Ric stepped off the shuttle and opened the small container that sat there.


Inside was a single use transmitter with a frequency already programed in. He keyed it up and waited for a response.


The holo formed into a small image of Grandmaster Ashen.


“Do you have them?” he asked.


“Yes my lord. I was instructed to make contact as soon as I obtained them and to request a pick up. As far as I know, Taldryan and the Jedi do not suspect our arrangement,” Ric replied. “I hope that you will show favor to us over our service and that we can once more become a clan.”


“I shall see to it that you shall all be rewarded for your service...” with that the transmission faded out and left Ric with a sense of unease. What had they gotten involved in now...

