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	Throbbing pain and darkness. That is what Ric Hunter awoke to. He lay in the darkened room, unsure of what had transpired. The only thing he was sure of was he was alone. Quick flashes raced through his mind of the night before, nothing that would tell him where he was or why. 


	Ric sat up on the bunk and almost immediately regretted it. His head started to spin and he lay back down. One thing that was sure was that the last time he had been anywhere near this shape, Thran and Dante had been involved. That had been just after Thran had become the Consul of the clan and the party had been epic. 


	Ric focused on keeping his balance and tried to sit up once again, his time with one foot on the floor. That actually helped and he surveyed the room he was in. It looked like a jail cell. As he scanned the room, he made out some of the writing on the wall, more graffiti and drawings than anything else. The writing looked Cantonese, which fit because they had come to Canto Bight a few days ago in search of some fun and excitement. As his eyes traveled around the room, the only other thing in it was what looked like a wadded up ball of rags near his bunk.  


	He set the bundle on the bunk next to him and opened it. It was a poncho looking cape and inside were a bunch of little items. Ric did a quick inventory of the items, mostly basic every day things, until he got to the sporting blaster. That was something you wouldn't expect to see in a jail cell. Ric checked the charge on the weapon and saw that it had maybe at the most ten to twelve shots left. He set it aside and looked over the other items. 


	He found a small audio recording rod and pressed play.


	“Good morning, sunshine,” Thrans voice beamed from the device, “Today we are going to play a game. Using only the items in this bundle, you are to make your way to docking bay 94. The use of other items is permitted but you have to get them yourself. Your mission, should you decide to accept it is to get to the ship without raising an alarm or getting re-captured. If you are caught or killed, the Empress will deny all knowledge of her involvement and you will be disavowed. This message with self destruct in five seconds. Five, four, three, two, one..... just kidding. Its more like ten or fifteen....ssqueeeee.....zzzzzzkkkkggxggx.....” The recorder burst into a small cloud of smoke and a small ball of flame	


	“Huh? Well that's awesome,” Ric muttered to himself. He put the pistol into his belt, put on the goggles he found and wrapped the nerf wool towel around his neck. The rest of the items he placed in the various pockets and pouches on his person. Once he had everything stowed, he decided to look for a way out. His eyes scanned the room and found a small, too small, window near the top of the 3 meter wall. He knew that wasnt a way out. Next he looked at the ventilation grill in the ceiling. He could get up there but he would never fit through the opening in  it. 


	Taking a seat on the bunk, Ric faced the door. He remembered the words of his very first Master, so many years ago. Bubbles voice voice filled his mind as it did when he was just a poor novice. 


	“Keep it simple, stupid,” she would say. Ric approached the door and pushed. He almost laughed as it just slide open. 


	'Well, that was easy,' he thought to himself. He stepped into the hallway outside the cell and didn't see anyone.  He could hear voices and the normal noises from a busy tourist town police station but nothing to close to him. Ric made his way down the hall to the door. He peeked around the corner and saw he was near the stairway and decided that it was going to be his best shot to get out. 


	Ric slowly crept along the wall until he was in the stairway, the darkness covering his movements. He glance down the stairs and found that he was only on the second floor. He decided to go up as it should be easier to make his escape from that direction. As he approached the third floor, he activated the glow rod on a low setting to be able to see better what was ahead. It wasn't long until he came to the roof door. With a hard push he was now outside in the darkness of night. Funny, but it always seemed to be dark on Canto Bight when he was here.


	Ric peered out over the edge of the rooftop and saw the street below as well as a smaller, less occupied building. He braced himself and leapt to the other roof top with ease. Even without the Force it would have been an easy jump. He followed several other rooftops until he dropped down to the street several blocks away from the police station. 


	Ric could hear waves lapping on a shore not too far away and knew that the spaceport was down the other end of town off the beach. He considered following the shore to get there as it would be the easiest path but he also knew that it would be the most crowded. Still, he wouldn't stray too far


from it. 


	“Ouch!” he exclaimed as he felt some form of flying irritant bite him. He rummaged in one of his pockets and came out with the small bottle of insect repellent. With a quick spray, the flying pest decided to leave him alone. 'At least that thing came in handy,' Ric thought to himself. He drew the thermal cloak tighter around himself and kept to the shadows as he moved down the alley.





	About half an hour later-





	Ric had made his way towards the spaceport and docking bay ninety four at a surprisingly quick pace. It had been so easy that he began to suspect it. He stopped in a shadowy doorway and peeked around the next corner ahead. Sure enough, there was a darkened speeder sitting at the next cross street. He could feel at least three people in the vehicle who were searching, waiting. What he didn't know was if they were waiting for him. 


	Ric pulled the goggles down over his eyes, covered his face with the nerf towel and stumbled towards the vehicle. He felt their attention focus as he approached and kept on. As he approached the speeder, t he window going into the drivers compartment slowly rolled down and Ric could see the shapes of the occupants.  


	Keeping up the drunk act, Ric stumbled into the door and dropped a handful of blinding dust into the open window. The occupants began to thrash about as he took off into a sprint towards the dark alley on the other side of the speeder. He could hear the doors open and footsteps but they were not following him. He felt that he had lost them and maybe gotten away.


	After two blocks, Ric slowed down to catch his breath. He was a bit more out of shape than what he liked but he really hadn't been that active the last year or so. As he leaned against the wall, trying to catch his breath, he heard someone approaching him. Ric slid to a sitting position and pulled his thermal cap around him. He tried to make himself look like just another trash heap in a darkened alley.


	He slid the blaster out of his belt and waited. As he waited, he couldn't feel any hostile intent from the approaching figures. He tucked his blaster away again and waited. The approaching figures giggled and laughed as they approached Ric. They were younglings.


	He dropped the small set of polyhedral dice that he carried as they approached. The little scavengers were a lot more interested in them than they were in him. As they went for the dice, Ric moved on. He knew he was close.


	Ric exited the alley way and saw the sign for docking bay ninety four ahead. He also spotted the same speeder he had seen earlier, this time with only one person sitting in it. The others had to be laying in ambush nearby. Ric circled back around and came up behind the speeder, intending to make a quick dash for the door. He dropped all the items that he had left except for the sporting blaster, the insect repellent and the weird, six inch action figure of the Grand Master. 


	Ric burst from his dark hiding spot and fired two shots at the speeder as he passed it. The door ahead began to slowly close and he knew he had to get inside before it did or he would be stuck. Two figures began to fire stun blasts at him from across the street. 


	Ric fired a quick volley of four shots at them and knew his blaster was almost dead by the vibration starting in the grip. Meanwhile the doorway was getting smaller and smaller the longer he delayed. He fired the last few shots towards his attackers and dropped the blaster before diving through the blast doors. Ric rolled off of the ground and made his way to the waiting ship. As  the hatchway rolled up, there stood Thran.


	“Do you have it?” he asked.


	Ric handed him the six inch action figure of Grand Master Darth Nehalem . 


	“Seriously? This is what this whole thing was about?” Ric asked.


	“Yeah, limited edition with the Kung-fu grip. I needed to finish the whole set,” Thran replied with a funny look on his face. “What else would it be?”


	Ric shook his head and patted Thran on the shoulder. “Well, you owe me a drink.”








	


