The Devils Gift

Battlelord Ric “Tater” Hunter (Sith) / Battle Team Tacitus Athanasius of House Excidium of Clan Scholae Palatinae [SA: IV] [INQ: III] 


Malodin'Tater leaned his head back and closed his eyes. He had spent the better part of three days trying to line up a source of revenue for his current house, Excidium. The hum of the engines in his YT-1300 freighter droned in rhythmic vibration, nearly lulling the hunter into a light sleep. It had been a very active few days. 


He hadn't been involved in either raid that the house had participated in since Cocytus had been destroyed, yet he had been very busy none the less. During the destruction of his home on Caina, Tater had been doing contract work for a Hutt named Tula. Tula had been embarrased by some slicers that had uncovered his secret accounts and tried to sell them to  the highest bidder. Tater had tracked them down and ended the sale before it could go down. He had returned to the smoldering world, took a look around and punched out of the system as fast as his engine could take him.     


That was the arrangement he had with the now former Quaestor of his house, Blade Tav'ar, that he wasn't to be tied down and could come and go as fate took him. He had never been a true believer in the dark side or any of its philosophies but he was loyal to the memory of his friend, Ric Hunter. He had promised his friend that if something happened to him he would do what he could to avenge him and to aid Scholae Palatinae as much as he could. Ric had been killed a few years back and Tater had held true to his word. He had done all he could to bring in some credits to help the struggling house set up somewhere new. 


Tater had tried to contact some members of the Black Core on Ulress. The hollowed out moon was a haven for his type of people, ruthless and soulless. He had never had any contact with the Black Core but had heard of their reputation. They lived by their own honor code, loyal to their own and no one else. Tater could understand that. He felt the same after the betrayal of his house by the Iron Throne. 


Tater hadn't had many dealings with many of his current house. They were mostly young and untried in his eyes. That wasn't saying much as he had been gone more than not the last few years. He would try to get to know some of them, if they lived that long. 


Taters attempt at dozing off was interrupted by a new noise coming from the comm unit. He had received an automated signal from the central computer in Rics lair buried seep on Caina. Puzzled, Tater checked the message. 


As soon as he clicked the activation button, Tater felt the ship lurch out of lightspeed. He straightened up in his seat and began to check the sensors, fearing an ambush. Relieved that there was no Interdictor nearby, he worried why the ship had dropped into normal space early. As his eyes flashed over the panel, he saw that the navi computer had began to set a new course. He tried to override it to no avail as it set a new course and the ship jumped to lightspeed.

In orbit around the ruined world of Caina...


The small craft dropped out of lightspeed and made approach to Caina. Tater had figured out that the message he had received was sort of like spyware and that the ships computer brain had been subverted by it. He also knew that the ride was far from over. 


Tater looked down at the world. It seemed the same from this far out. Tater knew that every structure on the surface of Caina had been decimated and that the planet had covered the destruction with a fresh layer of snow and ice.


With the ship on autopilot, Tater sat back and watched as it entered the atmosphere and made its way to the southern hemisphere. Ric had set up a lair deep in the bedrock in that section of the planet and it had survived the destruction of the world. 


As the ship settled in to land, Tater noticed that the area had been cleared out and an doorway had been opened. He grabbed his helmet and rifle and made his way back to the boarding ramp. As he approached it, the hissing of the pistons releasing filled the air. Tater walked down the ramp and was glad to feel the warmth of his armors heaters kick on. He trudged across the frozen ground to the dark doorway. 


As he entered, the automatic lights kicked on and lit the passage way. Tater had been here many times before and was a little shocked to see that the rubble had been cleared. Most of the damage had been fixed, though there wasn't really much. The bunker had only taken vibration damage from the attack and never had sustained a direct hit. 


As he ventured into the lower level of the lair, he noticed that it was getting warmer. Even if the droids were busy down this far, they wouldn't have any need for the warmth. He knew that there was a sealed door down this far that led to the workshop, a few storage rooms, and the mechanical rooms that kept this place running. 


With a rush of escaping air, the sealed vault door leading to the workshop hissed open. Tater spun towards the movement and scanned for treats. He slowly made his way into the now opened room and looked around. In the corner was an old Ektrosis cloning chamber, the kind not seen since the Brotherhood had fled Eos.  


What seemed odd to Tater was that the tank was empty. He had seen it before but it had always had a forming body in it and to see it clean was just weird. 


It dawned on Tater finally what had happened. The signal, the flight, the empty tank; There had been a clone in there It had finally matured and been ready to decant. He moved to the small chamber against the wall and looked inside the viewing window. 


Sitting in the chair inside the learning booth was Ric Hunter...

