The world spun uncontrollably. Smoke and dust swirl aimlessly about, threatening to suffocate the Zabrak.

Ashia coughed as she raised her hand to shield her eyes.  Lights danced in an endless array as warning sirens blared their klaxon cries.
She stood haphazardly trying to get her bearings and stumbled. The last thing she remembered was the escape craft getting struck by another ship.  Looking down, she saw a 5 inch gash across her thigh. 

The Keibatsu grimaced as she tried to stand again. Pulling out her medpac she quickly attended her wound before searching the fallen ship for anything that might be useful.

----------------------------

Ashia scanned the horizon as she tried to gage her location. Judging by the sand swept ruins she figured she was in the Badlands somewhere.  She pulled out her comlink and tried to contact home base. A crackling sound came back to her. She grabbed a piece of metal pipe protruding from the wreckage and wrap a bit of cloth around it turning it into a makeshift walking stick.  Pulling her goggles down over her eyes and wrapping her warcoat about her lithe frame, she set out away from the fallen ship.
The Badlands were a desolate dry part of the planet. Sand dunes threaten to swallow the ruinous debris that littered the area.  

Ashia moved with caution. She had heard that the Technocrats gathered scrap from the area to use in their sadistic contrivances. She pulled the Force around her as she did her warcoat keeping a steady gait and watchful eye.
The wind grew legs as dust swirled around the Keibatsu, lifting her long locks and crashing them against her face.  She braced for a moment before moving in towards one of the derelict buildings.

Commanding the Force she sought other life forms. None appeared to be close by so she sought refuge from the on coming sand storm in the bowels of what once appeared to be a factory of sorts.

The sand had buried most of it. Drifts filled every crevice and hole it could leaving little room to maneuver into the edifice.  

Ashia knelt down and crawled as deep into the structure as she could, leaving the wind and sand to rise and fall.  She put her back against part of a fallen beam and took a moment to inspect her wound.  She willed the Force through it, weaving it in and out like stitches as she attempted to close the wound. 

As the wound closed, she closed her eyes and took a deep breath.   The soot that engulfed the air threatened to choke her.
Ashia examined the contents of the bag she grabbed. She had thrown a few things in and now wanted to take stock of everything.  As she rummaged through it she found the pack of ration bars and canteen of water.  She ate one of the bars and only sipped the water some. 
There was a flare gun. ‘That might be helpful.’ She thought, ‘If I ever get to where there’s a possibility of help.’  The Zabrak let out an exasperated sigh. She should not have been on that ship in the first place. She let her mind wander. Dathomir called to her yet again and as soon as this damn fool idealistic crusade was over, she decided she was taking a long, much needed hiatus there.

Her mind drifted back to the jungles as she drifted off to sleep.

----------------------------

The Keibatsu woke with a start. The sand storm had stopped and the Zabrak sensed several life forms in the vicinity.
Ashia scrambled to her feet as she mental searched the area. Three life forms made their presence known.  She took a deep breath, centering herself and concentrated.  Two more joined their brethren bring the total to five.

Voices filled the void.

“Over here! These indentations could be footprints.”  One called loudly.  

She peered out cautiously, watching the faction as they continued their search.

“That could be anything!” Another one chided.  He responded as though he was in charge. Ashia didn’t think so though.
“This is a lost cause.” Chimed in another. “No way anyone survived that.”

The first one started following those indentations in the sand.  They lead straight towards her hiding place.  Ashia drew in a breath.
Centering herself, the Keibatsu called upon the Force and sent a low swirling wind to cover up the indentations that remained.

The crew braced against the gust of wind, pulling scarves over their faces until it died down.

The one that had been tracking looked around. “Frell! Damn wind!”  He tried to pick up the trail again.

Ashia pushed gently, creating little impressions in the sand away from where she hid. 

The tracker took the bait and started following the indentations off away from her.
Ashia’s shoulders relaxed some as the group moved off in a new direction.  Still she had to figure out how to get out of there.  After a time, Ashia ventured out of her hiding place.  She had to get to a place where she could make contact.

She moved back the way the group had come and hoped for the best.

----------------------------

The wind had begun to pick up again, an angry gyration that forced the Nightsister to try to find shelter once again.

Ashia moved in closer to some sort of wreckage that cluttered the area. A gust whipped her hair around once again as she shielded her face away as best she could.

A faint sound found her ears. The Zabrak awoke and reaching out through the Force she listened carefully.  Slowly a voice rose above the roar of the wind, only to die quickly.
Ashia moved towards the other side of the debris, keeping it between her and the voice she had perceived. She crouched low and waited.
“Check over there.”  The sounds became clearer as the wind started to die way again.

The Keibatsu watched as another patrol moved into view.  One of them had a datapad of sorts, he kept checking it and looking up…in her direction.

Ashia tried to wrap the Force around herself, concealing her from their scanners but it was too late.

“There!” He raised his hand aiming it in her general direction.  The rest of the group started moving her way at a trot.  Ashia had no where to go, she would have to stand her ground.

Taking a deep breath and checking her sabers, she met her enemy face on.

--------------------------------

The sound of blaster fire filled the air as the hum of her sabers deflect and defended her.  Ashia ran head long at the group, dodging their attack and bouncing nimbly off pieces of debris. She let out a thundering roar as she drove her sabers down on the nearest of the company, slicing him clean in half.
She landed as his body slid apart, jagged burning lines running haphazardly through his frame and sparks lighting here and there as the man’s enhancements were destroyed.  Her gaze was lowered at the rest of them, sneering with malignity and contempt.
Her sabers flew as they continued their assault on her.  She moved forwards into the fray and took a couple more out before…
The Zabrak was worn down. Her leg was better but the dryness of the planet and exasperated situation had left its toll on her.

She didn’t see it coming, she didn’t…

The stun baton hit her in the back like a bolt of lightning.  She fell to her knees, her sabers disengaging as they dropped to the ground at her sides.  

He struck her again and she went limp, her head hanging forward and her hair plastered to her face.

-------------------------------

Was this how it ended? All her training, her knowledge of the Force, is this where she would perish; alone on a desolate planet?
‘What the frell is wrong with you?’ The voice struck her mind out of nowhere. She knew that voice.

‘You’re a Keibatsu! This is not how it ends!
Isn’t it? She wasn’t so sure. “Frell you!”  the words came out low.

“What’d you say?”  The Technocratic soldier nudged her hard with his knee.

The voice continued. ‘Get up and end him!’  

A shudder went through Ashia.  “You’re not real.”  This she said louder.

“I’m not real, eh? Is this real enough for ya?” The solider shoved the baton between her shoulder blades, the current surged through her but for a moment and she slumped forward.
Her thoughts clouded, images swam in an out. Memories, pieces of them anyway penetrated her subconscious. Images of debris flying through the air, men being decimated, ships being pulled apart…
‘This is not who you are.’

A storm brewed in the Nightsister. Rage, madness, abhorrence grew into a fury as pieces of refuse began to dislodge themselves and head towards her antagonists. A beam slammed into the one that had struck her with the baton sending him sprawling several yards away.  His baton flying out of his hand.
She pulled the flare gun out and fired into his chest. Smoke climbed out of his ears and nose as the thing bore into his chest.  Her sabers flew forth to join the fray as she finished off the rest of the company.

The Keibatsu fell forward onto all fours once again and heaved a heavy sigh. Slowly she stood up and called her sabers back to her hands. Sliding them into their holsters she moved deliberately forward. She managed her way to the outside edge of the former industrial area. 
She pulled out her comlink, nothing but a crackle came back.  Centering herself and breathing deeply, she reached out as hard as she could, calling through the Force. 
She could sense him, but could not reach him.  Collapsing against the remains of a low wall, she pulled out the datapad. 

‘Ash!’  It was only one word, but it was clear in her mind. She sat up scanning the horizon.

‘I’m here!’ She reached out through the Force searching for him. ‘I’m here.’  She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the speeder pull into view, his long warcoat flapping in the wind.
