Another enemy craft burst into shrapnel, and Rayze felt the all-too familiar thrill of smug satisfaction that came from besting an enemy with relative ease. He knew that his Jedi senses were an almost unfair advantage, but by that same token he wasn’t going to hamstring himself by not utilising them.
We’re in enough trouble as it is. Any advantage, no matter how slight, is more than necessary at the moment.
The young Warlord felt as though his arrival in Dajorra had seemed to signal some sort of chaos, as the assault on SCEPTER had begun almost as soon as he had pledged his loyalty to the Clan that his father had led, but he knew that such thoughts were foolish and, more importantly, distracting. Clearing his mind, the Erinos swung his ship about and began to scan for more enemy fighters to destroy when he noticed the light on his commboard blinking at him with an incoming message. Flipping a switch swiftly with his left hand, the man spoke even as he dove once more into the dogfight that roiled over the Clan’s capital planet.
“Rayze here, what is it?”
Another craft exploded, unaware of the Sith’s approach until it was too late as a quad burst of laser fire punched through the engine housing and ignited the delicate machinery and fuel within.
“It’s your Aedile, I need you planet side ASAP. We have heard that a force of enemy soldiers is assaulting the Savric Flight Academy to deprive us of the pilots and machines that it houses, as well as essentially pulling control of Boral from us. I need you to rally the men that we have there and drive the enemy back.”
This time the kill was less spectacular, with a burst of crimson laser fire from Rayze’s XJ X-Wing shearing the wing clean off an enemy TIE fighter, sending the craft careening off away from the fight.
“Can the garrison not hold itself and what about the SCEPTRE agents that are meant to be stationed there? It’s a bit of a mess up here too.”
“Erinos, we cannot afford to lose that base. Get down there, I haven’t heard anything from our agents there for almost an hour, I need a soldier to assess the situation and show these men how it’s done.”
The compliment was unnecessary but not unappreciated and Rayze brought his craft around towards Boral and kicked as much power as he could into the engines, pushing the starfighter forwards as quickly as it could go.
“Hope you’ve got a holorecorder handy sir, because I intend this to be quite the show. Rayze out.”
=====-----*-----=====
Rayze ran quickly from his craft, not even bothering to lock down the starfighter as he quickly made his way towards the academy’s administration facility. He had seen the state of the battle as he approached the academy and he knew that if he was to help the men and women of the 10th Division stand, he needed to act fast. However tempted he might have been to simply throw himself into the fray however, he knew that he would first have to contact the two people in charge of the flight academy’s defence; the academy’s headmaster and the commander of the 10th Division. 
The trip itself didn’t take long and Rayze burst into the administration facility to find it in a state of chaos. Trying to tune out the distractions, the young Warlord sensed the biggest cluster of people nearby and broke into a jog as he made his way towards them, coming through a door to find several officers standing around a holoprojector which was displaying how the battle was going.
Not very well, in a nutshell.
“You need to reinforce the left flank; I spotted a contingent of tanks coming around towards it from far off to the side in an attempt to take them unawares.”
His suggestion seemed to surprise everyone around the table except for one middle-aged woman who simply pressed a button on her commlink and spoke into it.
“We need 200 men to that left flank from the reserve force ASAP, preferably any men who are armed with heavy weapons. Now, who the hell are you, and what are you doing in my academy?”
The question was directed at Rayze and was accompanied by a steely glare that went some way to explaining why this woman was in charge of the academy’s garrison. The Warlord caught a flicker of annoyance flash across the face of an older gentleman stood near to the woman who had spoken, but it quickly disappeared.
That’ll be the headmaster then.
“My name is Rayze Erinos Arconae, I have been dispatched by my leaders to come here and help you and your men repel the assault which threatens to break you. We cannot afford to lose this academy or your men, and I have some level of skill when it comes to killing. Now, where can I do the most good?”
The commander regarded him coolly for a moment and must have seen something in his stance that indicated his boast was more than hubris, as she pointed her finger at the holoprojector.
“Right here. We need you to be seen, and if we can break their centre then we have a much better chance of winning this battle. As it stands, we stand on a knife-edge between victory and defeat, and I believe this could be the strike we need to swing this fight back in our favour.”
Rayze listened to the analysis and found himself understanding just how this fierce woman had risen up the ranks; she spoke a lot of sense. 
“What about the SCEPTER agents that are meant to be stationed here, what is their status?”
The woman looked down for a moment, her hard gaze softening imperceptibly before looking back up at the Sith with that same look of determination as before.
“We don’t know is the honest answer, they were deployed with the rest of my men so, if they still live, they will be on the battlefield with the Tenth Division.”
Rayze nodded once and turned to go, rushing over to the door. As he did so, he managed to hear the words being exchanged between the headmaster and the commander as he left.
“He will get himself killed, and that will break the men’s spirit. It’s too much of a risk.”
“No, I don’t think he will. Anyway, this is where the battle will turn and I would rather have a Sith there than not, wouldn’t you?”
=====-----*-----=====
Rayze felt the wind whipping through his hair as he piloted the speeder he had taken from the Academy, the sounds of the battlefield growing loader over the roaring sounds of the repulsorlifts on his vehicle. Before setting off, he had managed to grab a load of explosives from the armoury and strap them to the bike, setting them for up to be triggered by the push of a button which he held and he had to admit that flying into battle on top of enough explosives to turn him into a fine pink mist was all kinds of terrifying.
Needs must though, this whole situation will require risks for us to come out victorious.
Coming over the crest of a hill, the young Warlord saw the fighting spread out across the ground below, crescendos of blaster fire sweeping across the plains between the two forces as men fell on either side and, more importantly, the Arconan forces steadily retreated back towards the Academy. Spotting the thickest area of enemy forces at the middle of their line, Rayze expertly swung his speeder around to point directly at the thicket of opposing troops and readied himself for a mid-air bailout.
Hold your nerve, get as close as possible and then get the hell off this thing. 
The Erinos swallowed as he approached, praying to whatever deity was listening that the enemy wouldn’t spot him before he was close enough. Smatterings of blaster fire began to come his way, however the shots could be described as sporadic at best and none of them found their mark. The distance closed quickly as time seemed to slow down, the Sith focused entirely on his approach and, reaching the point he had aimed for, he jumped off the speeder bike and let the vehicle’s momentum carry it forward, ploughing into a group of enemy soldiers. Rayze didn’t stop to watch however, instead grabbed the lightsaber from his belt and thumbing the weapon to life and beginning to sweep the blade towards the cluster of enemy troops who seemed to be stunned for a few precious moments by his unconventional arrival. With his left hand, the Warlord flicked the switch and triggered the explosives which he had haphazardly strapped to the speeder he had ridden into battle, and a flash of light and thunder of destruction rocked the men and women in the area as the devices detonated at once. A plume of red-tinged smoke spurted into the air as troops on both sides of the conflict turned to see what had happened.
One man didn’t turn, and that man began to cut through the distracted enemy soldiers like a farmer cutting crops.
Five men died in the first second, and another three fell before their comrades realised that there was a devil in their midst, cutting them to pieces. It took four more deaths before the Arconan forces realised that somehow the enemy’s morale had been shaken by the deaths caused by this newly arrived Jedi and his makeshift bomb, and it was this realisation which caused the Clan’s forces to surge forwards, their morale restored by the young man who was cutting down soldier after soldier. Rayze continued to fight, his lightsaber swinging seemingly of its own volition as he turned back to the Arconan fighters and shouted out to them.
“Charge men, to me!”
The Clan’s troops were already charging, but the Warlord’s words served to speed them up, as blaster fire erupted from the line and cut into the massed enemy forces. Rayze turned his attention back to the combat and felt the blood lust begin to overwhelm him as he struck again and again, his blade a blur of crimson death as it cleaved opponents apart left and right. The Sith danced forwards, his weapon never resting as he fully succumbed to his love for battle and let himself be ruled by the nothing more than the next cut, the next stab.
The next kill.
Time passed in a haze, and Rayze found himself emerging from the battle fury to see the field around him littered with corpses. At the sight of the dismembered bodies, tiredness seemed to descend upon the Warlord as he realised that he was stood on his own, the sounds of battle growing more distant as the Arconan soldiers continued their rout of the enemy troops. It took the Erinos a moment to realise that he wasn’t alone as he had first thought, and that there were two men stood nearby, watching him warily. One of them, noticing that Rayze seemed to have regained some semblance of focus, spoke.
“Who are you?”
Disengaging his lightsaber, Rayze clipped the weapon back to his belt and allowed himself a deep breath before replying.
“Rayze Erinos Arconae, Warlord in Arcona. I was sent to assist SCEPTER forces with the defence of the Academy. I assume we were successful?”
The agent who had spoken let a small smile creep on to his face before gesturing around.
“Would we be talking like this if not? I’m Agent Hebi, and I can handle the mopping up from here. You on the other hand are probably needed elsewhere if we are to survive this. Go, Warlord Erinos...and good luck.”
Rayze threw a salute towards the man and his partner and walked off, slowly making his way back towards the Academy and his ship. The battle for Boral was won, but he had a sneaking suspicion that the rest of Arcona’s holdings may not have had the same success.
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