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Dacien Victae thought the plan was suicidal.  Ziost, a goldmine of ancient Sith artifacts and unfathomable secrets, was surely well defended.  The One Sith had been beaten back from planet to planet during the interminable “Crusade,” but they were not weak and they would not surrender a prize like Ziost without extracting a painful price.  Plagueis had little left to give. 

“They can’t be serious.  We lost a dozen Dark Jedi on Kalsunor and the Council commands us to throw away more lives?  There won’t be much of this House left if something goes wrong,” Dacien grumbled.
“What would you have me do?  Refuse the Grand Master?  Not likely.  You said it yourself, we’re underpowered.  We have no leverage,” Battlemaster Montresor said. “Besides, you’ve survived this long.  Longevity is a rare trait around here, so you must be doing something right.”

“I avoid fights I can’t win,” replied Dacien, “that’s exactly what I’m talking about.  If I take a recon team down to the surface I expect to make it back, but what about our Wraiths?  It’s dangerous; it’s wasteful.”

Montresor looked down at the holomap table between the two men.  The map overlaid satellite and topographical data for a region of the planet’s surface just a few clicks from the ruins of Ajunta Pall’s Citadel.  The Dread Lord pointed at an obscured spot on the map, which appeared to lack the detail of the surrounding area.  

“Dacien, that is your target.  I’m not saying you’re wrong, but you know how this works.  Just find out what the One Sith are hiding there and do your work.”  With that, Montresor turned from the table and strode to the front of the Nebula-class Star Destroy Ascendancy’s bridge.  Dacien took that as his cue to depart.  Montresor could handle the final fleet preparations without the old Imperial officer’s help; besides, there was precious little time for Dacien to gather his wits before launching the mission.

The Warlord left the bridge at a fast clip, barely tapping the force to increase his gait without looking hurried to passersby.  His team, preselected from among the most talented Wraiths in House Plagueis’ somewhat depleted ground forces, would have no opinion about the mission.  They lived and fought only at the pleasure of the Dread Lord of House Plagueis.  So long as he faithfully served as the Dread Lord’s Wrath, Dacien commanded their absolute obedience as well.  

As he neared the staging room for his team, Dacien sensed no apprehension, fear, joy, apathy – he sensed nothing, a void of feeling.  Typical, Dacien mused, even I’m troubled by the mission but these vicious slaves would just as well jump out an airlock as take a nap.  Dacien stopped at the door, squared his shoulders, and entered.  

Blood everywhere.  

The door locked tight behind Dacien with a hisssss-crunch and a blood-red streak of light hurtled at his head.  Dacien, relying entirely on his force-enhanced instincts, ducked his head and dove to his right, rolling into a crouch on top of a decapitated Wraith.  He looked around the bright room but saw nothing except blood and limp bodies. 

His hand darting to the hilt of his lightsaber, Dacien reached out with the force to feel for… anything.  Suddenly he felt the force grip his torso, the invisible power tugging him toward the center of the room.  Still feeling no other presence, Dacien flicked on his saber and concentrated all of his attention on the space directly in front of him.  Throwing his full power into it, Dacien used the force to push off from the floor in the direction of the tugging.  Now moving at high speed, Dacien lunged forward with his saber and heard the familiar snap hiss of another.  And another.  And another.

Dacien could finally sense three other presences sharing the room with him.  He could also see one directly in front of him.  The man was tall and well-built.  He wore a dark robe with red trim and held a deep red lightsaber in his left hand.  

“Don’t bother, weakling,” the man growled, “you’re going to tell us what we came to find out and then, maybe, we will let you die.”

As he spoke, Dacien could feel his body constricting despite his attempts to fight it.  These three were strong.  All One Sith, obviously.  He would have to feign helplessness and wait for a chance to lash out.

“How did you get on this ship?” Dacien demanded.

“Not how it works.”  Dacien let out a grunt as an invisible fist struck his gut.  “I only have one question, Brother,” hissed the man.  “Where is your Anchorage?”

Dacien grew enraged.  These three were not the enemy, the One Sith, but they were a more dangerous enemy – they were allies.  Here at the end of a long and bloody Crusade – for what, more artifacts?  An overextended empire? – his fellow Brothers had come to cripple his fleet, kill his soldiers, and seize his home.  They had sworn to put aside bitter rivalries to pursue an existential threat, but this must have always been the endgame.  

He knew that the Dark Council wouldn’t bat an eye if the combined forces of Arcona, Naga Sadow, and Tarentum turned on the remnants of House Plagueis.  In fact, they would probably be pleased: one fewer unruly House and spoils aplenty.  Despite his fury, though, Dacien could not stop the corner of his mouth from peeling up in a grin.  

“Do you think the Grand Master will let you keep what you find there?”  Dacien asked with a hint of amusement.  “Will you have the power to demand it?”

Dacien sensed his captors’ anger now and could feel their next blow about to land.  Quickly, he tapped the force and twisted in the air so that the hand gripping his saber aimed directly at the Sith to his left.  In an instant his lightsaber leapt from his grasp and burrowed deeply into the other man’s chest.  With a muffled cry the man dropped to the ground.  At the same time, the power holding Dacien in the air slackened somewhat and the Warlord thrust his other hand out toward the captor on his right.  A massive wall of force struck the traitor, sending him tumbling backwards into the wall.  With that, Dacien was free.

Grinning dangerously, Dacien turned on his inquisitor.  The other Sith held his saber at the ready, prepared to defend himself.  He lunged at Dacien, bringing his lightsaber in a downward slash.  Dacien met his blow but was knocked back by its sheer power.  Several swings followed in rapid succession, forcing Dacien to retreat with each strike. The man’s arms moved in a blur of motion; it was all Dacien could manage to parry and stay on his feet.  

As the enemy shifted his attack, Dacien dropped into a roll, sliding – just barely – under the blade as it moved through the space he had recently vacated.  He jumped back to his feet and turned hard, his lightsaber going before him.  The strike hit the warrior across his thigh, but was pushed away before it could cause serious damage.  In response, the man bludgeoned Dacien’s forehead with the hilt of his saber, drawing blood.  

The two moved away from each other again, repositioning for the next round.  Dacien wiped blood from his eyes.  

An explosion rocked ship, followed by a second powerful shockwave that sent both combatants to their knees.  The traitorous Sith growled as his lightsaber rolled across the floor.  Then he let out a cry of anguish as Dacien’s lightsaber ripped through his sword arm, severing it just below the shoulder.  Dacien grabbed the man by the throat and pulled him close.

“Your Summit will be thrown into chaos, your clan will fall, and you will die, now.” With that, Dacien’s lightsaber plunged into the man’s abdomen and then cleaved up through his chest, neck, and the top of his skull. The body collapsed.

Dacien paused, briefly, to survey the room.  Blood everywhere.  He would have to find new Wraiths for his mission. 
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