Chapter 1: Intruders on Caina

Corsair Malodin'Tater (Mercenary) / House Excidium of Clan Scholae Palatinae   Pin#3160


Corsair Malodin'Tater let out a sharp stream of curses in his native Chiss language as the spanner slipped and busted his knuckles and fell. It clattered deep into the twisted pipes and wires of the engine compartment, to place he knew he wouldn't be able to reach easily. Cursing some more, Tater climbed out into the main compartment to stretch his muscles and relax before attempting to recover it.


As he stretched, a small light flashed on the control panel. Someone had just boarded the ship and was coming up the main gangway. Tater pulled his small holdout blaster and laid it under a rag on his lap. He wasn't expecting anyone and he knew that he didn’t have and active contracts going. He took a sip of the water as the hooded figure appeared at the door. 


“Ah, I see you have been keeping yourself busy,” Battlemaster Lucyeth said as he pulled his hood back to reveal his face.


“Just some stuff that needed to be done. So, how did I rate a visit from the big boss of Excidium? Am I in trouble?” Tater asked, showing a flash of rare humor. 


Lucyeth let out a small laugh as he sat down across from Tater. He knew that Tater was only here to fulfill a debt he had owed his friend, Ric Hunter. He was free to come and go as he pleased but he always attended to House and Clan business with dedication. 


“Actually, I have a mission for you. Now I know that you don't work for free so I am authorizing payment to your account of two hundred thousand credits. Provided you want the job,” Lucyeth pulled a small holoprojector from his robe and laid it on the table. He activated it and a map of Caina appeared. Tater watched as a small blip entered the system and went into orbit. Two other blips, he assumed were the ships on picket duty converged and sent the first blip towards the planet. The map enlarged and showed the location the unknown vessel had came down. It was in one of the worst parts of Caina to go.


“This ship entered orbit a little over eight hours ago. It was challenged and refused to answer hails. After being ordered to identify or leave was ignored. I decided to shoot it down. As you can see it came down in a bad spot. We don't know if that was intentional or not. There's nothing out there that’s of any interest. We sent four teams of our best scouts and they haven't reported back, at all. They made regular check ins until about four hours ago,” Lucyeth turned off the projector and replaced it inside his tunic. 


“Whats the job?” Tater asked, “Sneak and peek or guns blazing?” 


“Right now, we need intelligence on the ship, crew and possibly what happened to our scouts,” he stood to leave. “You interested?”


“Two conditions. One, I go in alone. No back up, no shadow, unless I call for it,” Tater stood and moved back towards the engine compartment.


“And the other?” Lucyeth asked.


“Can you get my wrench?” Tater smiled.







Forty Minutes Later...


Tater landed his YT-1300 as close as he could to the crash site. He knew he was almost twenty kilometers from it but due to the bad weather he couldn't fly any closer. This part of Caina was notorious for bad weather and had taken many ships down, some never seen again. Ric would always tell him stories about the area and how he hated going in there. Tater was surprised at the because Ric had never seemed to be afraid of anything, let alone bad weather. He has asked him about it once and Ric had replied that it wasn’t just the weather, there seemed to be something else in there.


Tater unloaded his hoverbike and pre-warmed the engine. He knew at these temperatures, it wouldn't do for something to crack due the warming too quickly. As he waited he checked his datapad  and found his direction. With the blowing snow, his visibility would be very limited and he could easily fall into one of the canyons and deep crevasses. He didn't mind the cold. He had grown up on Csilla, the Chiss homeworld. It was much like Caina; cold, hard, and unforgiving of mistakes. He hopped on his hoverbike and headed towards the crash site.


'Somethings not right here,' he thought to himself as he neared the crash site. Almost hidden in the blowing snow, he could barely make out smoke coming from his left. He slowed his bike and toggled on the infrared filter built into his helmet. The heat signature shown like a beacon and he moved towards it. 


He expected to find a crashed ship but only found the Imperial troop transport that had brought the Excidium scouts. It had a huge hole in the side and he could see weapon damage. As he approached the transport, he drew his pistols from their leather.


'No sense in taking chances,” he thought as he peered into the damaged vehicle. His visor readout showed him that there were seven bodies inside. None showed any signs of life, they were well below the normal body temperature range. There was also and slight discrepancy and one was missing.

Lucyeth had told him there were eight scout. Maybe he had gotten thrown outside in the crash, Tater felt sure he would never know for certain.


He made his way to the communications panel and saw that it was beyond repair. The screen was smashed and its insides were a charred mess. Tater activated the comlink that was built in to his helmet and reported his findings. He let Caina control know he was proceeding to the target area.


After a very long hour of travel, Tater reached the down ship. A heavy dusting of snow covered the engine section of it as the fore-ward section had embedded itself into the snow and ice. Tater had not seen this type of ship before, this was something new to him.   


He spent most of his time in the Unknown Regions or Wildspace and had only heard rumors about a new Empire that had sprung up to replace the old one. In the thirty or so years since the Fall of Palpatine at Endor,  there had been a few holdouts that had clung to the dream of Empire. Most had fallen to the New Republic, beginning at the Battle of Jakku.   That had been the end of the large scale fleet battles for the First Galactic Empire, almost the end for the fledgling New Republic as well, since they had never recovered fully from the battle of Endor. 


On a ridge overlooking the wreck, Tater scanned it with the tactical gear built into his armor. He noted the damage that the picket ships had done to it as well as the crash damage it had sustained. It was odd that the ship was mostly intact, not a complete loss as it should have been after crashing from orbit like it had. Less crash and more tactical insertion was how it felt to him. He had used similar tactics before to infiltrate heavily defended places.


Looking over the crash, Tater found no one there. No bodies, no survivors, there was just nothing. He switched to his thermal optics and scanned the area hoping to pick up any heat signatures. It was doubtful that he would, it was getting darker and the temperature was beginning to drop.


Tater continued to scan the area. It was then that he noticed the faint impressions left in the snow near the cargo ramps. The odd shaped prints were hard to identify since the wind had began to scour them from the surface. He did get a direction and decided to follow up on it until he would have to seek shelter.


Tater crest a drift almost half an hour after he began to follow the trail and caught sight of shapes against the white snow. It was hard to see, the gray shapes, but he did see them. Magnifying the optics built into his helmet, he scanned the area he had seen them. From the way it looked, they seemed to be droids of some sort. 


With a flash of motion, a shape burst from the drift and knocked Tater to the ground. Tater drew and fired his blasters in a single motion, hitting his assailant in the chest, knocking it down. He looked down and saw that it wasn't a droid after all, it was a humanoid in a battlesuit. 


Tater treid to call in to report and all he could hear was static. The picking up storm was now playing havoc with his comms, Tater picked up the dead man and strapped him to the back of his speeder bike. He had to get back to the base and report on what he had seen and which direction they were heading...



