Into the Fire

Part 1

Battlelord Ric "Tater" Hunter (Sith) / House Imperium of Clan Scholae Palatinae 

3160


Coruscant Undercity – Late Evening


Shrouded in darkness in a corner booth, Ric Hunter canned the smoky cantina looking for his target. It had been a long time since he had been on Coruscant, not since before the fall of the Empire, and not in his current shell. He wouldn't have chosen to return either, but his job had led him here. 


“No sign of him as of yet,” a small voice said in his ear. He nodded slightly to acknowledge the message. Ric couldn't see Malodin, but he knew that his partner could see him as well as every other being in the bar. “Maybe this is another wild bantha chase.”


“I don't think so. I can feel it. He'll be here,” They were after a smuggler named Hansen, a Devaronian, who had a fairly hefty price on his head. Ric wasn't concerned about why the price was so high, he just needed the credits. 


Ric felt a tingle in the back of his mind and glanced towards the entrance to the cantina. The door swished open and in walked their target. Clothed in a dark flightsuit with a dark maroon cloak, Hansen scanned the room as he made his way to the bar. Ric took a sip of his Kaminoan Rum and glanced around the room. As his eyes turned towards Hansen, he saw that the man was looking right at him. With a flash, Hansen turned and bolted towards the door. Ric leapt to his feet to follow.


Fighting his way through the crowd, Ric made his way outside. The dark, moist air hit him as seen as he passed the threshold of the bar. Looking both ways, Ric could see that Hansen was pushing his way towards the speeder stand. Ric started after him, trying to keep him in view.


As Hansen cleared the corner, he looked back and smiled. Ric was hung up in the crowd and he knew that he was home free. As he rounded the corner, an armored arm caught him chest high and knocked him down. Standing over him stood a figure in darkened Clone Trooper armor, aiming a DC-17m at his face. Hansen put his hands up in surrender and leaned his head back. 


Ric rounded the corner a few seconds later and pulled the stun cuffs from his belt. He flipped Hansen over as Malodin covered him and proceeded to cuff the prone man.


“Come on now, is that even necessary?” he complained. 


“Actually, it is. We've heard about how hard it is to keep you contained, Ric answered.


“What would it cost for you to look the other way? Just for a few minutes?” Hansen pleaded.


“I don't think that there is anything you could possibly posses that I want,” Ric looked over at Malodin and nodded. He dragged Hansen to his feet and pulled him towards their rented speeder. Malodin opened the rear hatch and Hansen got in. As soon as he was seated, Ric buckled him in and Malodin sat next to him with his blaster pointed at his head.


“Wow, I must have a really bad reputation, and you'd be surprised at what I can offer,” Hansen chuckled.


“Not really, but the credits are too good to take any chances. We'll be at the spaceport shortly and then we can get you where you need to go,” Ric closed the hatch and got behind the controls.  It was a short ride to the hanger where the Aluminum Falcon was parked and they would be there soon.


YT 1300 Aluminum Falcon- Leaving Coruscant orbit

Ric went aft to the holding cell. He was curious about their guest, something didn't feel right about him somehow. As he entered the hold, Hansen looked up with a worried expression. 


“You don't have to be afraid of me, I'm not going to torture you. I'm just a bit curious is all.”


“I know who you are. I know what you've done,” Ric could feel the fear emanating from the Devaronian. It didn't really add up for him.


“How did you know I was there, in the bar?”


“Contrary to your belief, not all people who feel things are Jedi. I could sense you as soon as I entered, I just couldn't find you,” Ric had heard that Devaronians were more than likely attuned to the force but had never really picked a side. Some sort of natural ability that they never really made a big deal about. Sometimes, Ric wondered how things would be different if the Sith and the Jedi had felt the same. He knew that the galaxy would be a much different place if they had.


“Back there, outside the cab stand, you mentioned you had something to offer. Something important to me.”


“Like I said, I know who you are. I know where you are from and what's important to you. I have some information that you can use. All I want is that you let me go, or kill me before you hand me over.”


“Alright, give me this information and I will decide if its something I want,” Ric said.


For the next few minutes, Hansen speaks and as he does, Ric gets a very bad feeling. Afterward, Ric exited the holding area and made his way back to the cockpit. He slid into the pilot seat and called up the fastest route to the Caperion System. They were going home.

Caelestis City – Moon of Ragnath

As Ric brought the ship in towards the spaceport, he could see the devastation to Andoniram Towers. He had checked the news and knew about the attempted assassination of the Empress. He had tried to make contact with anyone in the clan or with Imperial Intelligence with no success. He decided to land and find out what he could do to help.


As soon as the ship was on the ground, he unloaded his FC-20 Speederbike and head to Imperiums base of operations. He knew that battle team Krennic would have more information and he could pass on what he had learned from Hansen. 


Imperial Intel was a sea of motion and chaos when he arrived. He grabbed a ranking member and spun him around, looking right into his angered face. The man sputtered in anger and then instantly turned white when he realized who had grabbed him.


“My apologies sir, I didn't realize...” Ric cut him off  with a wave of his hand.


“Its OK, I fully understand. I need an update as well as to pass on some information that I have acquired,” The Captain led Ric to the tactical display and pointed  out the various events that had transpired. Once he was fully up to date on the situation, Ric activated the small holo unit he carried.


“I know from a source that the Meraxis Empire is going to take down the statue of Palpatine in Caelestis City on Ragnath. They are going to do it not long after they assassinate the Empress. Here are the coordinates of their safe house. Is that enough for you can I go free now...” Hansen pleading voice fades out as Ric sets the unit to mute.


“I need a small detachment of troops to go with me. I am going to take out the bombers before they attack,” The man nodded and pulled his com unit out. 


“They are assembling as we speak sir,” Ric headed towards the exit where Malodin waited. As he approached, the visor raised in his direction and cocked lightly to the side in a questioning manner. Ric nodded and they headed towards the squad bay.

Palpatine Colossus -  Caelestis City 

“Its almost time. Is everyone ready?” the cloaked man spoke into his communicator. He was met with three replies showing that his team was ready to go. After months of planning, the time had finally come to push the interlopers from Meraxis territory.


The man watched as normal people walked by on the streets, heading to and from destinations beyond count. He was doing this for them, the common person. Never in his life had he ever thought he  would be a freedom fighter. He had led a pretty dull life until the day that these vile Dark Jedi had landed. No it was time to drive them out.


He glanced around and noticed men watching, men who had a hard look about them. Professionals. He felt uneasy and knew they would have to abort.  As he reached for his comlink, he felt something else, a pressure on his throat. It was if someones hands were wrapped around it, choking the life from him. He reached up to find no hands just an immeasurable pressure. His last thought before blacking out was that he was doing it for his people.


Ric gently lowered the man to the ground using the Force. He could feel that the man was still alive and would very soon be visiting a interrogation room. Now he had another problem, they had  three other people out there that they had to stop before the attack happens. 



“Target one is down. Be advised that there are three others somewhere near her we need to stop,” Ric glanced over at Malodin and the two men joined the search.


“I have eyes on a possible target. Tan jacket and dark pants with a satchel near the food stand,” one of the agents called. 


“I'm on it,” Malodin replied. The Chiss had shed his normal clone trooper armor for a more sedate flightsuit and cloak. He silently drifted away towards the food stand. 


“That leaves two other targets out there with explosives. Be alert, we can't let one go off out here or it will start a riot,” Ric looked over at a security officer and they loaded target one into the speeder. Ric searched his pockets and found an identification card as we ll as the comlink and a credit chip. 


“So your name is Marik Mangels and you are a local boy,” Ric muttered. He checked the comlink and saw that the settings were scrambled and he wouldn't have the time to crack it. About the time that he went to set it aside, it beeped and a voice came from it.


“Are we still a go?” It said.


A flash of inspiration entered Rics mind. He grabbed his comlink off his belt and activated it.


“Keep an eye on the crowd and look for anyone acting strange. You'll know when,” Ric then switched frequencies to one that they never used and help his comlink next to the one he took off of Marik. He pressed but transmit buttons and when they squelched loudly, Ric watched the crowds to see anyone react.


“I have one, the man near the food stand is one for sure,” Malodin called.


“I also have one, near the monument, left side,” one of the agents reported.


“Take them, try to be quick and quiet,” Ric ordered. 


As the teams moved in, the one by the food stand broke and ran. Malodin broke into a run and followed with another agent behind him. The agents moved closer to the other identified figure, the one near the monument itself. He raised his arms to the sky, looking much like he was offering a prayer. With a flash of blue light, the agents fired stun beams at the man and they seemed to just absorb into the cloak and did little to stop him. Seeing the ineffectiveness of their fire, they switched to kill shots. The figure finally dropped to the ground and stopped moving. 


The man Malodin was chasing, disappeared into a crowd. He slowed his pace and tried to catch a glimpse of him but lost sight in the shuffle. The agent that was with him also entered the crowd and began to search. It wouldn't be long before they flushed him out.


“Agent, take this man back to headquarters and keep him in isolation until he can be questioned,” Ric ordered before he made his way to the main monument square. They had to find the last bomber before he could set his explosives off. Not that he cared for these people, but the unrest and panic it would cause could lead to the city becoming destabilized and create more problems. 


Ric could feel a flash of fear and then felt the rush of an explosion. He knew that it was then too late to stop the last bomber. 

Imperium Quaestors Office -  

“We have the ring leader of the attack and one of his men. The other one got away and then the one successfully exploded. Nothing we could do about it but we can hopefully learn something from the others. I'll let the agents file the reports, I need a drink...” Ric finished reporting.


“Overall, it could have been much worse. Nice work,” Shadow picked up the datapad off her desk and handed it to Ric, “Here are some of the best places around. Don't get too messed up, we have a lot of things to do. Also, your quarters are still ready anytime you want them.”


“Thanks Bosslady, I'll consider it,” Ric smiled and then he turned to leave. It was good to be home again.
