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KP Arkane Maithal(Krath)/Marka Ragnos of Naga Sadow, BZ/SC

The young man ran fast. Extremely fast. A few meters behind him were stormtroopers—seven of them. Red bolts of blaster shots struck durasteel surfaces, or whipped past the young man harmlessly. The young man held a datapad in his left hand, and a Relby k23 blaster pistol in his right. He speeded through a durasteel hallway, his footsteps echoing as he ran.


“Halt at once!” the nearest stormtrooper to the young man cried.


In the distance ahead of the running man, a electronic sign displayed “Visitor Hangar Bay 02.” An Imperial trooper guard stood guarding the large sliding gate. Seeing the chase, the guard immediately slammed his hand on a switch, and the gate began to slowly close.


Blaster bolts were everywhere, and the young man skillfully dodged out of the way. A blue bolt from the man’s Relby k23 slammed into the gate guard’s chest, instantly killing him. The gate was halfway closed. He took a small sequence charge out of his pocket, activated it, and threw it behind him. The stormtroopers noticed it, and tried to dodge out of the way in panic. But it was too late—the sequence charge detected life presence, and exploded. The small explosion caught five of the seven stormtroopers, setting them ablaze, and tossing them into the durasteel walls.


The gate was almost closed. Using all his strength, the man leapt on both feet, sending him right through the small hole before the gate slammed shut. A single bolt from the other side zoomed through, but struck the side of a light freighter, doing no damage. Standing up quickly, the man shot the computer panels of the gate, destroying the access controls and preventing opening.


A single stormtrooper patrol guard noticed the young man.


“Hey you! What are you doing?” demanded the trooper, as he proceeded toward the man. The young man did not reply and ran to his battered Y-Wing at the end of the hangar bay.


“Hey! Stop right there!” shouted the stormtrooper. The young man did stop. He whipped around and shot the trooper square in the face. The guard dropped dead on the spot. 

Wasting no time, the man quickly climbed into his rusty Y-Wing. He hit the controls, and the engine fired up. He entered the hyperjump computation and the coordinates. The mechanized astromech computer processed quickly, and he flew into the sky, entering space. The hyperspeed engines activated, and the stars became starlines. Minutes later, he came out of hyperspace, and soared toward Nal Hutta.

He sat straight and proud, as he waited for the control tower to process his arrival. He was a human, the age of sixteen. The young man, still a boy in fact, had fresh auburn hair flowing down to his neck. His eyes were of a fiery hazel, with a penetrating ice-cold stare. The young man had a sturdy, clean face, and dark eyebrows. He was medium-built, medium-height. The seriousness in his visage was disturbing, almost frightening. He could be considered handsome, but his expression was too deadly.

“Unmarked Y-Wing, please state your name and ambition,” crackled the control watch over the comlink.

“This is Arkane Maithal. I have business with Biala the Hutt. Just tell him I’m here,” replied the young man.


There was a brief silence. Then the control watch transmitted, “Your request to enter Nal Hutta has been approved. Biala the Hutt is waiting for you. It is important that you stay in the traffic lane. Otherwise you will be immediately shot down.”


“Noted,” said Arkane dryly.


A few minutes later, he arrived quickly in Biala’s private landing pad. He exited his starfighter, and walked to Biala’s Fortress. Biala’s Weequay guards escorted Arkane to Biala’s throne, blasters trained on him.


Fat Biala the Hutt sat on his throne—or more like a platter. He smiled with his fat lips at Arkane as he entered the throneroom. Biala was an ex-crime boss, but soon began to deal in decent business. He became one of the heads of the Nal Hutta administration (Nal Hutta didn’t have a government).


“Ah, Arkane my friend,” Biala said in a heavy accented Basic. “Have you got it?”


“Yes,” Arkane replied plainly.


Biala paused for a minute. “Well? Let me see it.”


Arkane smirked a bit. “The credits first.”


“Ah, of course.” Biala licked his lips with his slimy tongue. A Weequay guard came up to Arkane and opened a metal case. In it was a datacard of ten thousand credits.


Arkane nodded. Biala said, “And now the Imperial datapad.”


The young man extracted the datapad and handed it to the Weequay as the Weequay gave him the case of credits.


“Nice doing business with you. I will be leaving now.”


Biala said, “Sure. Guards, see to his way out.”


The same two Weequay guards flanked Arkane as he proceeded to the door. Before he exited the throneroom, Arkane added mockingly, “Now you use smuggler tactics to deal in decent business?”


But before, the Hutt could answer, Arkane walked briskly out.


Arkane was in space again, just arriving out of hyperspace. He was on his way home, toward the Outer Rim planet of Sarpin.


“Another day of work completed,” whispered Arkane to himself. He had sunk to the life of a smuggler mercenary, doing theft jobs for anyone who paid well. He relaxed, and sunk into deep thought.


His thoughts didn’t last long. As Sarpin’s moon moved out of the way, and the planet came into view, two starships floated before it. They were huge. One was an Imperial-style modified frigate, and the other was an Interdictor-class cruiser. Panic rushed into Arkane. The Imperials were waiting all this time.


How in the galaxy did they find Arkane this quickly? thought Arkane worriedly.


TIE Interceptors and TIE Fighters swarmed out of the hangars of the cruiser and frigate, respectively. 

The public channel of the Y-Wing’s comlink crackled on, “You are under arrest by the Imperial authorities for committing the crime of grand theft info. Surrender now, or be destroyed.”

Arkane was not a fighter pilot, and even if he was, he was vastly outnumbered. He could not run in time to escape the cruiser’s tractor beam, nor would get very far because the cruiser’s effects locked his hyperspeed engines. He returned shamefully, “I surrender.”

Arkane was brought aboard the Imperial frigate StormWind. Squads of elite stormtroopers escorted Arkane into an interrogation room, locking him into the interrogation seat.


Minutes went by, and the time passed seemingly snail-pace. Worry consumed Arkane. Finally, an interrogation officer stepped into the room, along with a high-ranking officer, two stormtroopers, and most frightening of all—a DED-7 Interrogation Droid. Fear shot into Arkane, but his eyes flared in defiance.


The high-ranking officer first stepped in front of Arkane, and spoke. “Greetings, thief.”


Arkane spat into the officer’s face. The interrogation officer immediately punched Arkane in the face—hard. Blood flowed freely out of his nose. He moaned softly in pain.


“Now,” continued the high-ranking officer, wiping his face with a handkerchief, “I am called Volos, and I rank Lieutenant Commander. I command an Intelligence branch in this ship. This is my assistant, Agent 003. These are my personal guards. And this, of course, is my prized DED-7 droid. You are aboard the StormWind, in the hands of Imperial Intelligence.”


Arkane’s eyes shot wide open. Imperial Intelligence were ruthless, and known for their ability to cause intense pain and retrieve any information.


He recovered himself and asked, “How did you find me?” 


Volos chuckled. “Your grandfather was a Jedi Knight. Our Emperor terminated him, but he put up a good fight. Destroyed two of our facilities too. Of course you would be in Intelligence Records, Arkane Maithal.”


Arkane was stunned on the knowledge the Empire had.

“The process will be simple,” proceeded Volos. “I ask you a question. You answer. You give me no answer, a bad answer, or a false answer, then you will experience pain. Is that understood?”

Arkane gave an unenthusiastic nod.

“Tell me, what is on the datapad you stole?” asked Volos.

“Information on how to build a star destroyer,” replied Arkane immediately without fault.

Volos shook his head slowly. The DED-7 droid floated above Arkane and sent a blue shock of electricity through Arkane. The pain was astonishing, and all Arkane saw were white spots for a long time. His head spun, and he convulsed rapidly. It didn’t feel like a whole area of pain in his body, but like thousands of small pain spots all over his body.

The ringing in his ear cleared, and he heard Volos’s voice again. “That was just a test question. Shall we begin now?”

And from that point on, Arkane told him everything he knew.

Arkane had been in the interrogation room for hours. He had been shocked four times in addition to his initial one. He was quite out of his senses, and could not do anything straight.

Volos was taking a break, while Agent 003 was asking questions. Then a black cloaked man stepped into the room.

Lieutenant Commander Volos, Agent 003, and the stormtroopers bowed immediately in respect. The black shrouded man nodded gently. Volos stood straight again, as his assistant and guards did the same. Volos shuffled uncomfortably in his uniform. It seemed that he feared the dark man. One thing Arkane noticed murkily was that the Imperials didn’t salute but bowed instead.

The strange man spoke in a deep, ominous tone. “Release him to my custody.”

“But he is a thief who stole important Imperial data. It’s the World Devastator plans!”

“I know who he is,” replied the deadly man in an annoyed tone. “Do you dare question my orders, Volos?”

Volos backed off. “N-no, of course not, milord.”

“Good.”

Volos nodded to one of the stormtroopers. The trooper unlocked all of Arkane’s durasteel cuffs, and dragged him to his feet. Arkane balanced dazily on his weak legs.

“Come,” said the ominous man. “There is nothing to fear…at least not yet. I will show you unlimited power, I will train you well.”

Arkane followed the man slowly, through a seemingly interminable hallway. He noticed through his dazed senses that all guards and officers retreated as the deathly man passed them.

As they walked, the strange one said softly to Arkane, “My name is Kumba. I know your bloodline, Maithal. You have the potential. You will come with me to Aurora Prime…to the Shadow Academy. I will train you well. I will show you the way to success.”

Arkane only heard the words “success” and nodded in agreement. He knew there was something strange and wrong about what was happening currently, but he merely shrugged and followed this strange person who calls himself Kumba.

As soon as the two left the frigate on Kumba’s shuttle, Arkane’s passage to the Dark Side had begun.


Yes, Arkane remembered his past. At least most of it. He sat down in the seat of the Tetrarch’s chambers. He pulled out his lightsaber that he had constructed when he became a knight. He caressed the cold, steel surface lovingly. Intricate Sith markings decorated the surface of the weapon. It translated to “In the Name of Marka Ragnos.”


Marka Ragnos…the great Dark Jedi Master. It was also the name of his home. His sanctuary of darkness. His haven of the Dark Side.
