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“All hands, Abandon Ship!” 


Ric Hunter had heard that dreaded call before. He picked himself up off the deck and fought his way towards the row of escape pods nearby. Everything had seemed to have been going well in the battle, however, things had changed with the assault of suicide ships. The ISN Amedda was now a burning wreck floating over Nancora.


Ric pulled himself inside the pod and looked down the corridor to see if there were any other survivors. Through the haze, a figure was making his way to the pod when a secondary explosion blew them into the hatchway. Ric watched as a huge wave of fire made its way towards the pod, incinerating everything in its path. He slapped the emergency release on the hatch and sat back as the pod went into launch mode. With a jolt of thrusters, the pod shot from the bay, hurtling towards open space.


Ric let out a sigh of relief as the small ship drifted away from the battle. His feeling of relief was short lived as the proximity sensor began to sound. He checked the small screen and watched a blip, identified as a Z-95 Headhunter swooped by. The ship made a high speed approach and broke off as a TIE Defender closed with it. As Ric watched on the small screen, the Defender dropped into the kill slot behind the much older Z-95. As the ship disappeared from the scope, two blips headed towards the escape pod. In the last few seconds of life, the pilot of the doomed starfighter had launched a pair of concussion missiles.


Ric expected a flash of light and a brief second of pain but all he felt was a sharp thump as the projectiles smashed into the craft. They had been fired too close to the pod and did not have a chance to arm before impact. That being said, Ric knew that he was still in trouble as the impact damaged half the systems in the small ship and sent it on a collision course with Nancora itself.


The small pod spiraled out of control as it began its descent to the surface. Ric strapped himself into the acceleration couch and grasped the control sticks, trying to keep the pod from skipping off the atmosphere or burning in to the planet. He didn't know if the heat shield was intact or even if the thrusters would fire to land him safely. All Ric could do was trust in  the force to guide him in. 


As soon as the escape pod hit the atmosphere, Rics entire world went dark...


Ric awoke hanging upside down in what was left of the escape pod. He hit the emergency release and dropped to what was now the floor. Ric knew that it would only be a matter of time before the enemy cam looking for him. He had landed in their backyard and they were not very forgiving of guests. 


Ric made his way to the hatch, groaning as he found it. The pod had rolled on landing and was now resting on his only way out. He checked his belt and was happy to find his flashlight still attached. With a click, the interior of the pod lit up revealing the damage. Ric knew that he had to move and do it fast so he began checking for supplies.


Once he had gathered what he could, Ric put it all in the survival pack and grabbed his lightsaber. From what he remembered, the escape pod had a section of hull that could be cut away if needed. It was designed to be done on the outside, but that just wasn't an option at the moment.


Ric ignited his saber and began to slice through the hull. It wasn't long before he had made an opening big enough for him to exit the pod. Planting his feet, Ric leapt out of the ship and landed on the ground outside.


Once on the ground, Ric checked over what he had managed to save from the ship. It wasn't much. He had a ration bar pack, a canteen full of water, a flare gun with a single round and  performance datapad. Along with what he was already carrying, he had an okay chance to make it to one of the Brotherhoods landing sites. First he needed to figure out where he was.


From the look of the terrain, he was in what they had been calling the Badlands. It was an area of deserts and canyons, carved from the high winds in this part of Nancora. From what he remembered from the briefing, there were a few landing zones in the Badlands,  hopefully he would be able to find one fairly quickly. Ric looked at the compass built into the arm of his Katarn Class armor and decided to head to high ground to try and get a better lay of the land. He packed the gear into the satchel and began to walk to the nearest hilltop. 


As he made his way up the hill, he began to hear the whine of a repulserlift in the distance. Someone was coming. Ric kept moving, feeling that he would be better off if he had the high ground.

As he reached the top of the ridge, Ric looked back towards the crash site using the built in binoculars of his helmet. He watched as several speeders arrived on scene. He magnified the view and watched as around thirty troops disembarked the speeders and began to search the area. The Battlelord knew it was only a matter of time before they found his trail. He would have to move fast to avoid being captured or killed. 

He glanced once more in the direction that he had come from and watched as a female Chiss exited the speeder. Curious, he magnified the view to give him a better look at the figure. So, Kendra Icasta was following him, more than likely with her Huntress' pack not far behind. He had heard stories about these women, all more or less cloned perfection. He admired that, cloning was something that he knew well and knew how hard it was to meld the right qualities into the subject. Checking his compass once more, he set of towards the west, hopefully in the direction of the clans landing forces.

Several hours later


Ric had taken a small break from his march and was chewing on a ration bar when he heard the buzzing. He grabbed his helmet and the rest of his supplies and slid further into the crevasse he had taken refuge in. Once his helmet was back on, he scanned the area to find what he had heard. 


Sure enough there it was, a small flying probe droid. The droid looked like an I9D Seeker droid but it also looked to be in bad shape. Ric watched as it hovered nearby and then continued on its way, scanning the ground as it went. Just what he needed, now not only did he have the Huntresses after him, but also their droids as well. 


This mission had just gotten a little more challenging.

Night time , The Badlands of Nancora - 


Ric tried to blend in to the shadows as best as he could. The auditory pickups in his helmet told him that the Huntress patrol was close by and he knew that they only way he could beat them was by ambush. From what he could hear, they were closing on him and he had no choice but to attack. 


As they came into view, Ric sprang from his hiding place and activated his lightsaber, its purple glow flooding the small area with light. Ric cut down the first huntress with a backward slash and spun to avoid the second one as she raised her blaster. Calling on the Force, he pushed her back into the third and rolled in.


The Huntresses rolled apart and took up positions on opposite sides of him, bringing up their stun batons to attack him. Ric brought his lightsaber up into a high guard position and smiled. It had been a long time since he had such a challenge.


As the Huntress on his left feinted trying to draw his attention, the one on the right moved to attack. He parried the baton and spun to avoid the others attack at his back. The stun baton grazed his armor and sent sparks into the air. He dropped to a low guard position and fired his flame projector at the left huntress, setting her on fire. As she screamed in pain, Ric turned towards the other one and attacked.


As he moved in, there was a flash of light, enough to cause his helmet visor to darken, and she was gone. She had dropped a concussion grenade and made her escape. By now, she was reporting in to his whereabouts and he knew that he didn't have much time before more arrived. 


Ric deactivated his saber and hung it back on his belt, deciding on his course of action. The first Huntress was lying near where he had been hiding so he went to search her. He found a datapad, one used mostly by assassins and more than likely encrypted. That might be useful once he found his people and they could try and slice into it. He stowed it with the rest of the gear he had and moved on. There was no point searching the other, she was a bit crispy. Ric was very glad that his armor filtered out THAT smell.


It was time to move, he had a sense of incoming threats. His helmet sensor were already picking up the sounds of speeders and they were already getting closer. As he started west once more, he checked the fuel on his flame unit and saw that he had enough for maybe one or two more shots at most. Hopefully, he wouldn't need it too soon.

Huntress Command Speeder - 


“You had this Force User and you let him go?” Kendra asked incredulously. She paced back and forth with absolute anger. The Huntress who had survived merely nodded and looked down. “You left your sisters dead on the ground and did nothing to avenge them?”


“I felt it was my duty to report, not to die and have them to die for nothing,” the Huntress replied.


“Did you at least see which way he was going? Maybe that will be your saving grace,” Kendra asked icily. 


“He was heading west, I do not know why but that was the way he had moved.”


Kendra thought for a moment. That would make sense, the enemy had been trying to land forces west of their position and maybe this Force user was trying to reunite with his people. 


“Order all to head west. This Forcie may be trying to find more of his people. He is on foot so he should be easy to track and run down. Do not fail. As for you, you must pay a price for failing your sisters,” Kendra flicked out her electro whip, activating it with a crackle of power.


“This is the price of failure,” Kendra told the assembled Huntresses as the unfortunate one lay dying in the sand. 

The Badlands - 


As he scanned the horizon, Ric could see the active search going on for him. After his run in with the earlier party, they had finally figured out which way he was heading and were determined to stop him from getting away. He took a sip of water and another bite of the ration bar as he watched the pattern the ships were flying. From what he could see, there were at least seven speeders searching in a cross weave pattern. This allowed ever speeder to see every other speeder and cover every inch of ground. These Shikari were well trained and may be too good at their jobs for him to evade. 


He ran through several plans, from digging in and covering up to trying to take a speeder to running the other way and nothing appealed to him. He checked his com unit and there was still nothing there. Either he was out of range or it was damaged in the crash, he thought damage was more likely. So calling for pick up was out. 


One thing he still had going for him was the fact that he still had his jetpack and it seemed to be okay. He hadn't tried it, there was only so much fuel and he figured he would only get a  a couple dozen kilometers from it in the atmosphere. He'd used it several times before but mostly while he was in space and that didn't require the fuel that fighting gravity did. 


He figured he only had maybe a few hours before they were on him. They were being careful to miss nothing and the rate they were moving meant that around dawn they would be here, That gave him two hours at the most and he hoped to have a plan before then...
Badlands, around dawn - 

The first speeder came into view and was being escorted by seeker droids. As they drew near, Ric knew that he was about to get into a running fire fight that would only end in one of two ways. Either he fought his way through or he didn't. He had no other choices now. 


He braced on the rocks and lined up his EE-3 blaster rifle on the lead seeker droids. It shouldn't take much to destroy them, they already looked beat up enough. Ric had to wonder how they even still functioned. As he began to press the trigger, a new sound caught his attention. It was not coming from ahead of him but from behind.


As he turned, he caught the glimpse of several speeders heading his direction from the east. They had boxed him in and the search from the west had been both a distraction and a deterrent. His time was running out so Ric looked back down the scope of his rifle and let loose a shot.


The bolt hit the droid, which spun and crashed to the ground. Ric took aim at the next and fired again. After he had knocked down several, it was now time to move. He rolled left and sprinted for his next firing position. Blaster bolts were already hitting the area he had just left and soon began to track him to his next spot.


He peered around the rock he had taken refuge behind and saw that they speeders were now moving towards him.  Ric let loose another volley of fire towards them and they slowed. However, the speeders coming in from the east picked up speed and closed with him. Ric turned and fired a few shots in that direction, not doing any real damage to his attackers. It seemed that one of the improvements had been to their armor. 


The line of attack had gotten close. Ric decided to try and use his jetpack and put some distance between them. He took a running start and jumped, activating the jets while he was in the air. With a whoosh, his pack pushed him forward at speed. Ric smiled as he passed over the enemy front and dove for the cover of the gullies below. His smile turned to frustration as he saw several contacts in the air behind him. It seemed the Huntresses also had jet boots. If he could go fast enough, he could outlast their smaller fuel supplies but he knew that the faster he went to faster he burned through his fuel.


Blaster bolts began to pepper the air around him as they opened fire. He dived and juked to try and throw off their aim, but they were skilled in their craft. As he passed a depression, a blaster bolt hit the left nozzle on his pack and sent him into a spinning dive towards the ground. 


“Well this was a fun ride,” was the last thing before he hit and the world faded to black.  

Command Shuttle, Badlands of Nancora - 


“Yes sir, we have the Dark Jedi. His armor and other equipment show that he is from Scholae Palatinae and he is an Equite,” Kendra reported to Rath Oligard. “What shall I do with him, my lord?”


“Take him to Daggo Mouk. That should keep him entertained for a while. Once you have completed that task, I want you to do another sweep of the Badlands to make sure that there are no others out there,” Rath ordered as the viewscreen faded to black.


“You heard the man, load him up and take him to Daggo,” Kendra ordered as she made preparations to move out.

