Vizsla – Prepare for the Hunt

Colonel Kenath Zoron 13820

Another day, another credit. Zoron shrugged and tapped the green “accept” button on the datapad screen. Today's hunt was nominally listed as a “challenge” but for the seasoned hunter, it was all the same to him.

He closed the datapad's screen and walked into his secure storage locker, absentmindedly noting as the security measures disengaged as they recognized him and verified the various biometric and electronic identification on him. 

Zoron knew that this hunt would likely require some intimidation-factor, so he ignored some of his plainer armour pieces and went straight for his traditional beskar Mandalorian armour. He pulled it from the rack and set it onto his prep table and carefully re-examined it for any major damage, even though he had already done so after his last mission. It never hurt to be thorough with the things keeping you alive in a fight.

Finding no damage to the armour, he pulled the classic Mandalorian T-visored helmet onto his head and set it to run its internal diagnostics. After a few seconds, he read he on-screen confirmation that all the sensors and equipment were running optimally, so he powered the helmet down again and set it on top of the waiting armour.

With practiced ease, he double-checked that all his various tools and ordenance were similarly functional, clean, and stored safely. His utility belt, while well worn, still was in good condition and he attached the equipment to its various mounting connectors and pouches. He gathered up his scout pack from the corner and set it to its own power cycle and diagnostics, letting it run through those while he carefully loaded it with his quadnoculars, scanners, and spare explosives. 

Finally, he unlocked the weapons cabinet and withdrew his battle-tested BlasTech E-22 rifle and adjusted the sling before slapping a fresh power pack into its magazine port. As a matter of habit, he unsheathed the vibrodagger and his sapphire blade, seeing they were both still as sharp as ever. He didn't bother checking his Peacekeeper pistol, as he checked it every morning before holstering it on his belt – he knew and trusted it would perform as needed when called upon.

Seeing all his hunting gear was in good order, he pulled out a repulsorlift transport crate and packed it all inside. He tapped a few commands into his datapad, sending a pre-flight prep order to the Vizsla hanger crews to prepare the Mother Goose for launch. With that all handled, he slaved the crate to follow him and returned to his quarters.

Once inside, he made his way throughout the modest family living space and individually kissed each of his children, whispering jokes to them before promising he'd be home soon. He turned to his wife and did the same, though omitting the jokes since she was already long inured to the process and his frequent comings and goings. She whispered, “stay safe,” and hugged him before giving him a light shove towards the door with a shooing motion of her hands.

He waved and stepped back outside before setting off towards the hangers at a brisk walk, his equipment crate following behind him.
