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Quaestors Office – House Imperium

“I need you to go on assignment. This is going to be a difficult mission but I know you can do it,” Shadow Nighthunter was saying. To be honest, Ric Hunter had more or less tuned out on the briefing a few minutes before. He knew that his partner, Malodin, would get everything and fill him in later. That was something that the Chiss would always be good for, but he'd do it in the most embarrassing way possible. It didn't help that Ric was nursing one of the worse hangovers of his lives. He never used to get hungover but this time, for some reason, he did. Maybe the clone DNA he had been using was starting to degrade. 


“Okay, we'll handle it, boss lady,” Ric had always liked working with Shadow. He could remember when she was just starting out. They had gone on a mission together and it had gone bad. Bad enough that Ric ended up floating in a clone tank.


Shadow slightly frowned at the pair, although she did know that the job would get done. Ric was nothing if not good at what he did. With a wave, she dismissed them to begin their mission.


A Few hours later – YT1300 “Holdout”

“So it's a manhunt then,” Ric clarified. With a nod, Malodin affirmed the mission. “And we have to go to Maqor to track him down. Oh yeah, no problem at all. A fresh conquest, probably a hostile populace, and best yet, fresh smoking battle damage. This will be easy.”


“We've done worse,” Malodin reminded Ric. “Remember that time we tracked that bounty down on Hoth? That was worse than this.” Even R2-K9a chirped in agreement. Ric nodded at that memory.


“True,” He looked over at K9, “How would you know, you stayed on the ship?” K9 sent a stream of chirps back as Ric watched the translator, turned out to be a very long winded, profane reply. 


“Watch the language,” Malodin warned, inwardly smiling at the uses of some of those words.


With a blast of tweets, K9 left the hold and went back to the engine room. He knew that they would soon be leaving and wanted to make sure the ship was in top shape for the mission. Ric smiled, he was very happy with that droid. Little guy pulled his weight for sure.


“Should we leave the system and come back in or just jump straight over to the main spaceport?” Malodin asked.


“We'll get some new ID codes for the ship, jump to Mantooine and back. Arms dealers or Hitmen?” Ric asked.


“Arms dealers should be perfect. There should be a lot of people looking to buy weapons and get a little payback. I just don't want to get involved in any firefights that we don't have to.”


“Agreed. This should be a simple in and out job. It won't be simple of course but we'll manage as always,” Ric got up and adjusted his belt. “Let's get it started.”


Mantooine Orbit - 

“Codes are updated. We are now the Aluminum Falcon out of Mantooine,” Ric patted K9 on the dome. “Nice work, little buddy.”


“Preparing to make the jump back,” Malodin called from the cockpit.


With a flash the old YT1300 jumped to light speed.


Maqor Spaceport - 

Suspicious eyes peered out of the darkness at the approaching ship. They watched every ship, hoping for a possible way out. He could feel the noose tightening around his neck, he had to get away. What he knew was too important and the Emperor had to know. They could make the invaders pay.


There would be a way out soon. He could feel his luck changing.


With a hiss of escaping air, the seals on the hatch broke open and descended. Ric, dressed in his dark flightsuit and cloak peered into the night. Satisfied that there were no hidden surprises, he walked into the night. Malodin would wait with the ship for a little while longer and then move out into the city. They felt that splitting up would cover more ground quicker. 


Ric followed the road towards the well lit city. He knew that the best places to look would be near the port so he headed for spacers row. The seedy dives that catered to the spacefaring peoples would be where he would go if he was being hunted. Or rather, that's where people who were hunted would go. 


The sign over the door said 'Hunted Mynoc' and Ric decided that he would try that one first. He entered the smoke filled cantina and looked around. There was a booth in the corner and he headed for it. As he slid into the booth, a server droid rolled up to take his order.


“Good evening gentle being, what may I get for you this evening?” 


“I'll take a local rum if ya have it?” Ric muttered in a Mantooine accent. The droid nodded and headed off on its way. Ric watched as it made its way to the bar and placed the order. He settled into the shadows to wait.


Slopes of Coruscant Cantina - 

Malodins piercing red eyes scanned the interior of the seedy cantina looking for his target. He had been here for a few hours with no such luck and had just about decided to move to another place to continue his search. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught movement and slightly shifted his gaze towards it. Two men were approaching his table, each wearing a hooded cloak.


The first man stopped and let the second pass. The second, smaller man slowed as he approached and raised his hand to show he was unarmed. Malodin turned his full gaze at them both and nodded that they smaller one could continue. As he approached, Malodin gestured that he could sit.


“Good evening, sir,” a higher pitched voiced said. Mal realized that it wasn't a man but a woman that had taken a seat across from him. 


“I take you it you have business to discuss,” Malodin was many things but he wasn't over talkative. 


“Why yes, I do. I have friends around that keep eyes on things for me. One of my friends let me know of a Mantooinian ship had made port and that the pilot had come here. I was curious if you were here on business or pleasure?” The woman said.


“My business is my own. However, if you have eyes out, I may be in need of some  assistance finding someone I was supposed to meet,” Mal reached into his tunic and pulled out a small photo. On it was the man they had been sent to find. “He is an old dear friend to me and I must find him.”


“Ahh, you are a sentimental then?” Her eyes flashed in amusement. “Not something I would have expected from one of your kind. If I have seen this man, what would be in it for me?” 


“I'm sure we could work something out.”


“Let me check around. I will be back here in an hour and I will let you know what I find. Then we can discuss payment,” she rose from her seat and with the flash of a smile raised her hood. “The name is Kristil by the way.” With a flash of her cloak, she was gone followed by the larger man.


Mal waited until they had left the cantina and he was sure that no one was watching and activated his comlink. With a quick tap he sent Ric a message letting him know he might have a lead. There was a small vibration and Mal knew that the message had been received. Now all he had to do was sit back and wait. 

  
One Hour Later - 

Ric sat at the bar watching the booth that Mal was in. He had placed himself in a spot that he could see the entire place with a small shift of his eyes. As the hour ticked away, he noted the two cloaked figures enter the bar. They were as Mal had described them, one tall and one smaller. Ric could make out a few details that Mal couldn't with his use of the Force. The smaller one, the one named Kristil, felt as if she was running. The sense of apprehension was almost palatable. The other one was a cold professional, one would assume that he was a body guard and knew his job very well.


Ric watched as they sat with Mal. The bigger one scanned the bar constantly as Kristil talked to Mal. She reached into her cloak and drew out a small datapad, activating it and showing the screen to Mal. He nodded at the image and then sat back.


After a few minutes of conversation, Kristil and her body guard rose and left the bar. Ric left his seat and moved towards the booth. As he approached, Mal finished up his drink and stood. 


“We don't have a lot of time. The target will be moving soon,” Mal said as he dropped a few coins on the table. 


“Where too then?” Ric asked as they headed towards the door.


“Not far, Kristil tells me that he is waiting in a warehouse close to the landing bays. We need to get there soon before he finds his transport,” As they exited the cantina Mal pulled his hood up to cover his dark blue complexion and they made their way to the bays. 


“What was the price for all of this?” Ric asked.


“She wants to be of use. She knows who we are and what we are and wants to join up. I told her I would let you decide and she was good with that,” Mal slid his blaster around to the center of his chest and made sure it was ready to go. They would be at the warehouse before long and he wanted no mistakes on his part. 


“Fair enough,” Ric slid one of his lightsabers up his sleeve for quick easy access and made sure the other was firmly attached to his leg. He had lost a few lightsabers over the years and didn't want these to disappear. “That's for another time. Right now, if we can't take this guy, he doesn't escape.”


“Copy that,” Mal set a breach charge on the wall and waited for Ric to give the go.


With a nod, Ric and Mal looked away from the demolitions and as soon as the smoke had cleared, they entered the building. 

YT1300 Holdout -  

“Well that sucked. At least we got his comlink, datapad and code cylinders. Maybe intel can figure out what he sent and where. Contact Kristil and ask her if she still wants in. She gave us good info and a deal is a deal,” Ric watched as Mal pulled out his comlink and made the call.


“It'll be five minutes,” Ric nodded and took his cloak off. 


Five Minutes Later - 

Ric sat in the passenger area of the ship as Mal met the pair at the ramp. After they had been scanned and checked, he walked them into the main area. Ric waved at the seats and they sat down.


“Mal tells me you want to come with us?” he began.


“I want to, yes,” she replied, “But he is going to stay here.” She pointed at the big guy sitting next to her. “He will be my eyes and ears here while I am away. I don't want the street life anymore. I want to go to where the big action is.”


“It's not easy but it does have its advantages. Plus, you never go hungry,” Ric smiled. “Welcome aboard.” He rose and headed towards the cockpit. 


“We will be leaving shortly. If you want to change your mind, this will be the last time we are here for a while,” he said.


Kristil turned towards her companion and gave him a hug. The man turned and walked down the ramp without another word and disappeared into the darkness.


Within a few moments, the YT was lifting off and heading towards space. They would soon be back at Imperiums base and could begin to plan the revenge for the attack on the Empress.

