Minimalist Fiction by Archean Tarentae

“Quickly, get rid of it!” Shouted Welshman.  Archean had the crystal cave in his sight. The article he was holding would be detrimental to Tarentum’s cause, if in the wrong hands. 

He sprinted through the dark path, spinning and ducking blaster fire. 

“We need that sphere!” The Jedi proclaimed. 

Inside the cave the Battlemaster saw the fires in which he needed to throw the orb into to vanquish it. Welshman rushed to his side, defeating the Jedi just as Archean hurled the artifact into the depths, engulfed by flame. 

“It is done.” The Corellian kneeled.

