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The first clue that something was wrong was when his datapad news feed began to stutter. With millennia upon millennia of development, Coruscant’s communication infrastructure was one of the most stable in the entire galaxy and the choppiness surprised Kenath Zoron. After a few moments of buffering, the entire feed dropped, something he had never seen in the few months he’d been spending on the capital since he’d resigned his military commission and had taken up freelance mercenary work.
The second clue was much more obvious. The screaming sounds of Imperial Supremacy-class fighters and Extinction-class bombers were all too familiar to the former Republic Colonel, victor of many battles against those very same class of starfighters. Zoron ran to the small veranda attached to his mid-level apartment and looked up towards the sky. From his height, he could just make out the shapes of fighter wings escorting the heavier bombers. A quick mental check of his orientation and he realized the Sith Empire craft were moving at high speed toward the heart of the planet – the Federal District.
As he continued to stare into the sky, he lost count of the number of enemy starfighters flowing across his view. After what seemed like dozens of minutes, but was likely only a matter of seconds, larger shapes came into view over the tops of skyscrapers – cruisers and assault transports. Seeing those ominous shapes finally snapped him out of his reverie and back into action.

He ran back into his apartment and grabbed his equipment bag. A quick inspection of it confirmed that it still held most of his field gear from his most recent mission. He had been trained well during his military time to be prepared for the worst at a moment’s notice and it had again served him well here. He turned to the locked closet by his bedroom and disengaged the locks with his handprint. The door slid open smoothly and he began methodically slipping into his armour. The whole process took less than two minutes from years of practice and training.

Finally, he reached back into the closet and withdrew his rifle and sidearm. Both had full charge packs and had been cleaned before being put away. Slinging the rifle and holstering his sidearm, he moved smoothly toward the door, spinning his pack on as he walked. He slapped the door release and strode out into the hallway, hearing the panic and shouts of alarm coming from within nearby units. No one else had entered the hallway yet, but he was certain that would change momentarily as the residents began trying to flee for the perceived safety of the spaceports.

Zoron, however, knew better than that. He had seen enough invasions and battles to know that running to the ports was an almost certain death trap. The Imperials would have landed troops at every major port and had probably blown up the remaining smaller ones to prevent escape.
No, Zoron knew that he just needed to get deeper in the planet and hide. As much as his old life itched at him to go and fight the monsters, the rational side of his brain threw two arguments at him: first, he was vastly outnumbered. Secondly, not a single contract had hit his datapad yet, so he wasn’t planning on risking his life for nothing – no, he’d done that long enough for the pittance that the Republic paid its soldiers and there was no way he was doing that again.

He slapped the call button on the turbolift and prepared to descend to the lowest levels he dared.

