Civil War has befallen the Brotherhood. The Clans have split into three factions: the Loyalists, who have rallied behind Grand Master Ashen; the Rebels, following the banner of Jac Cotelin; and the New Order, led by the mysterious Sith Lord Esoteric. Each faction has stormed the surface of Korriban, establishing impressive fortifications and moving towards the Valley of the Dark Lords. Loyalists, Rebels, and the New Order clash across Korriban's surface, but almost nowhere more important than the ruins of the ancient Sith Academy, a site of dark power since the days before the Great Sith War...

One of the bloodiest days in the Brotherhood’s Civil War took place early, at the ruins of the ancient Sith Academy, where the three opposing forces met beneath the towering structure’s pyramids... Now is your chance to tell the tale of what transpired there.r

-~-~-~-
The two Taldryan Dark Jedi strode along the dusty path toward the ancient Sith Academy, the soft crunch of Korriban’s sandy soil mixing in to the soft whisper of the wind that rushed through the canyon.

"Do you think your plan will work out as it’s supposed to, Lord Rian?"

"It had better, otherwise we will be just another pile of bones rotting in Korriban's sun."

Omega eyed him sidelong, but kept his own assessment of their current mission to himself.

"You may speak your mind, Omega."

"It's not your plan at at all - I mean taking the Sith Academy - but I don't trust him."

The statement startled the Consul. "What do you mean?"

"I know his master and you have been close friends. Some may even say you were like brothers. But what is this all about him and this 'soup' drinking? Whenever I see him, I am not sure whether I should trust him or draw my lightsaber to be ready to deal with him."

Rian nodded,understanding the point of the Sith's query. On the one hand, Omega trusted the words of the Consul, a man whose orders he would follow into death. On the other hand, he made his judgement on self-perceived wisdom. "You, like Arvalis and his Master, choose to fight in the name of Taldryan, Omega.” Rian thought the conversation was over, but the Dark Jedi Knight wasn't done yet.

"I do not question your point, Rian, but I still don't think he can be trusted, whether or not his foremost desire is to fight in the name of Taldryan."

His built-in comlink received a message just as they passed the remains of four columns. He tapped a key to decrypt it.

Preparations complete. Ready to engage. 

On our way, he keyed into the device. Await my orders.
Before them rose the steps leading up to the stacked tiers of the Sith Academy. Its ancient stone glowed orange in Korriban's bright sun. Intelligence proved right as they recognized three uniformed soldiers bearing the marks of Grand Master Ashen's personal guard, blaster rifles in hand, standing watch near the entrance as well as a fourth guard visible on a high ledge to the right. A quick glance at the fourth guard revealed a soft glitter in the bright sunlight. A slight nod was all that was needed.

The three soldiers ahead of them warily watched their approach. One of them spoke into a chest mounted comlink, probably asking for direction from someone above him in the chain of command. Upon receving orders from the other end they would know what to make of Rian and his companion. Rian and the other allies of Grand Master Cotelin had been decreed enemies of the Brotherhood for their attempt to prevent Ashen from performing the Rite of Immortality. But Rian would teach them the truth of what Ashen had on his mind.

"Stop right there," the one with the comlink said.

We cannot stop. Rian thought. For the future of the Brotherhood, not ever. The Taldryan Consul nodded to the Knight who grinned as his pace quickened. 

The three guards spread into an arc as the Sith Knight closed the distance between them to mere meters, their movements cautious, weapons ready."I said stop," the lead soldier repeated . The last word hung in the air. 

Omega's lightsaber filled his hand and its brilliant blade humming in the air. He cut down the first soldier before him, a black scorch running over his chest, before continuing his motion through the soldier on his left. The Consul dealt with the remaining soldier, hurling him violently into the temple wall, shattering his bones upon the impact. At the same time, the fourth soldier toppled over the ledge, having been impaled by the blade of the Anzat. Omega deactivated his blade and hung it on his belt. 

On the ledge, Arvalis nodded down to the Consul before disappearing into a window on the upper tier of the Academy. 

We are in, he keyed into his comlink, and they entered the Academy.

Where the decay of time had taken a heavy toll on the outside of Korriban's architecture, the inside of the Academy had mostly stayed intact.There was an enormous pyramid-shaped edifice in the center of the Academy's main hall with two rows of staircases lining the opposite side of the room. Ledges and balconies drew a line around the hall.

Ahead, half a dozen soldiers clad similar to those guarding the entrance marched down the steps and took station in front of them. Another soldier descended the stairs on the left side, his steps measured, almost calculating. Despite his appearance, the latter radiated a Force Signature.

Colyn "Tusken" Skybender stopped two meters away, measuring the Consul and his companion through squinted eyes. "Look what we have here," he said. "Lord Taldrya, it is, right?"

Rian had seen the man a few times before the civil war, always trailing the scholars of Ashen, though he has taken less interest in his name. The Consul only nodded. "It is, though sadly yours won't come to my mind."

For a brief moment the lips of the soldier looked saddened, only to replace it with a sardonic smile. "Colyn Skybender," he replied, bowing slightly. "And as stated by intergalactic terms of warfare, I am pleased to hear you surrender, my Lord." More and more soldiers gathered in the doorways leading deeper into the bowels of the Sith Academy.

"If you want to put it that way, I, too, am pleased to hear you surrender." Rian smiled at Colyn who in return smiled back at the Consul, and for a second it seemed that  everyone was laughing out loud.

Colyn was the first to regain his composure. "In all honesty, my Lord, these brave men have been trained to fight against Dark Jedi like you. You are just two and I have a fully geared platoon to deal with each of you at my disposal."

Still smiling, the Consul spoke, "Very well then, I am pleased to accept your surrender." The comlink on Rian's wrist began to beep. He didn't need to look at the message as he already knew what the message signalled, though the slight sound seemed to wake Skybender and his men from their thoughts. Within the blink of an eye Rian and Omega were looking down the working ends of half a dozen blaster rifles as well as the muzzle of Colyn's DL-22 Blaster Pistol.

From above another sound broke the silence. The heavy whine of a Multi-Altitude Assault Transport's engines screamed beyond the open doorway. The soldiers stepped back a step, their eyes following heavily armored transport as it deployed a full contingent of Massassi Warriors led by the rest of the Harbinger Battleteam.

Blaster bolts crisscrossed the hall from left to right as dozens of soldiers poured out into the hallway, meeting Rian's Dark Jedi and Massassi charging out of their transport. The hall was a cacophony of sound: shouts, screams, the hum of lightsabers, the intermittent sound of blaster-fire tracing hot lines through the battlefield.

Rian nested deeply in the Force, perceiving the dozens of bolts and their trajectories with perfect clarity. Without giving any ground he whipped his blade from one side to the other, angled it a few degrees, and turned a volley of super-heated plasma back at the soldier who'd fired them, killing the man with three well placed bolts to the chest. 

Beside him, Omega's blade dealt with a soldier dumb enough to engage the Knight in close-quarter combat.

Arvalis leapt over the railing from the upper tier, landing amidst a score of soldiers rushing into the hall. His silver blade caught them off-guard, cutting them down without effort.

Rian knew the battle had turned, that it soon would be over. He glanced around, seeking out Skybender. Before he could locate the loyalist, three more soldiers swarmed him. Each drew a short vibro-sword. Accepting their challenge with a grin, Rian sheathed his lightsaber in favor of the Amethyst Kukri resting on his leg. He parried the chop of the first, leapt over the low slash of the second, severed the sword hand of the third, disarming him before he was even able to engage the Consul, then pushed him away with the Force. Leaping high over the following cross-slash from the second soldier, Rian landed behind the first soldier, who whirled around an instant too late, cutting himself in half by his own motion. Ducking again under a high slash from the remaining soldier, he placed a force-augmented thrust into his gut, folding him in two.

Rian finally spotted Skybender, rushing up the stairway to the upper tier of the Academy. "Skybender!" Rian shouted, charging through the battlefield. Skybender must have heard him, for he turned and met Rian’s eyes. 

One of the Massassi also must have heard the Consul's shouting. The Massassi turned, following his eyeline, and fired several bolts at Skybender.

Colyn, his eyes on Rian throughout, dodged the bolts and continued his advance up the stairway.

Rian too rushed up the staircase, following Skybender more by his senses than his eyes, finally locating him in a room that once might have been the Council Chamber of the Dark Council of their time.

Skybender was waiting for him. For the first time, the lightsaber he had left on his belt throughout the entire battle was in his hand. A red blade erupted sizzling from its working end as Rian entered the chamber.

"I take that as a refusal to surrender." Rian said, fetching his own lightsaber from his belt. Their blades met, screaming in opposition. Skybender shouted into the Consul's face, enraged. Shoving away the loyalist, Rian unleashed an onslaught of extremely fast slashes and cross-cuts. Colyn backed off, parrying, unable to match the power of the Consul or even respond with blows of his own. Keeping his pace, the Consul spun around, slamming the pommel of his blade into the leathered skin of Colyn's face before reversing his motion and riding his blade into a spear that drove through the chest of Skybender.

Colyn staggered backward, stunned by the pain that rapidly expanded throughout his body until a second later he collapsed onto the floor..

Back in the main hall, Rian Aslar strode through the gore of the battlefield where two platoons of Loyalist troops had given their lives trying to defend the ruin of the Sith Academy. It had all been in the name of someone willing to sacrifice entire planets in his unholy drive for immortality. The members of the Harbingers waited amidst the bodies. He approached them quickly, congratulating them as well as any member of the Massassi circle that had fought that day. "This is a great victory for our cause, your names shall never be forgotten for each of you has been an important part of this operation. For Taldryan! For the Brotherhood!"


- The End 
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