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Icebreaker
“He's a big bastard,” Archangel Palpatine said to himself, as the icy monstrosity loomed towards him, a plume of powdery snow and mist hiding its lower extremities, and obscuring its feature from view. It seemed so far away, from the Battlelord's perspective, perched atop a bluff overlooked the valley through which the creature was striding. But when such vast size differences come into play, speed is relative. The Colossus of Caina could traverse over twenty-five meters for every stride, which could easily outpace any man on the ground, and most of the heavier vehicles in the Scholae Palatinae arsenal.

The valley had been a lucky break for the Scholae Palatinae forces, albeit a double-edged one. The landscape narrowed in two areas down it's twelve kilometer length, shifting from an average of 400 meters in breadth to just forty. These choke points had been used as a portion of the defensive scheme for the people of Caina since the planet had been colonized, and this area had been mapped extensively. With the plans provided, the landing force had been able to establish their plans with alacrity. That landing force, however, consisted of one LAAT/i transport, a squad of troopers, one entire mortar and half a crate of thermal detonators.

“Is this it?” Archangel asked, turning to the Corporal behind him. The man shivered in the knee deep snows which perpetually covered the valley and its surrounding lands. Caina was an unforgiving planet, and rarely abides idiots. This poor soul had managed to 'forget' his heavy weather uniform, assuming that his armour would keep him cozy and safe. Safe, perhaps, but the suits were not meant for long-term exposure to the elements, especially not the frigid temperatures they had trudged through from the landing site.

“This... is ittt... my Lord,” the man stuttered through chattering teeth. Archangel glared down at the man, the wretch would not last long in the service of the Emperor if he's incapable of forethought and planning. He'd be lucky to make Sergeant. The Sith turned to the side, looking out at the Colossus as it continued it lumbering gait, heedless of the small party watching it. The LAAT/i, idling down the hill from their current position, revved its engines slightly, in a near futile attempt to keep the hydraulic lines clear of ice.

“Corporal,” the Battlelord murmured, turning back to the squad, and nodding to the mortar, “Set that up here. Wait until it's in range, and open fire. Draw him this way. High-Explosive, full yield, maximum spread. I expect you can do that without further instructions?”

The Corporal looked downcast, his expression sullen. He didn't like the Battlelord, the pompous, arrogant git. But he was too cold to care, his toes long since lost feeling. He turned to his men and started stuttering out orders. The Palpatine shook his head slowly before bounding down the hill towards the LAAT/i, taking a couple meters for every stride. He clambered into the tight troop compartment, which had been built originally to the height requirements of Clone troopers and Jedi, not a war machine of his bulk.

“Pilot, let's get up above the weather. Come back down after five minutes, and we'll see where we are at,” he shouted, over the roar of the ends, and the whipping winds. The LAAT started to rise, fighting against the press of the winds and the sheer frigidness of the air, before slowly ascending. The relatively light transport was buffeted by the rising weather and gales, but the pilot was well trained, making the ascension smoother and quicker than Archangel had anticipated.

Above the clouds, the air was calmer, free of snow flurries and winds, but well below freezing point. The troop cabin was open to the elements, though it was capable of closing, Archangel hadn't wanted it to be. He loved the cold air on his face, the tender numbness of the tip of his nose, and the frost which formed on the stubble of his chin. His childhood had been spent in the sweltering jungles of Shaevalis Prime, and he rarely had time to bask in the war zones he'd spent the intervening years.

After five minutes, the pilot turned in his seat and looked back to the Battlelord, who nodded in response. The pilot gave a quick salute and began to descend. The turbulence bucked the deck under Archangel's feet, and he had to rescue his equipment box with a deft use of the Force. He swore under his breath and held it under his arm as tightly as he could manage. The transport dropped through the clouds, and he finally had a chance to see what was happening.

The Colossus roared with fury as it charged at the mortar team. Half a dozen blackened pockmarks marred its chest and back, and several strata of cracks had spread through one of it shoulders. The Corporal and his team had performed better than expected, but even from his height he could see the men starting to waver. He tapped the pilot on the shoulder plate and pointed down at the Colossus. The pilot stared at him for a long moment before giving him a sharp nod.

“Hold on, my Lord,” the pilot warned, as Archangel moved out of the small walkway between the cockpit and troop compartment. The huge man wrapped one of the tether lines around his arm several times and grunted, ready for the dive. The pilot began the steep descent a moment later, aimed at the creature's back. It seemed so fixated on the mortar crew that he didn't register the incoming transport.

A bare ten meters from the creature, Archangel leaped from the transport hatch, one hand holding the equipment locker under his arm, the other his ignited lightsaber. With a howl as loud as the Colossus, he landed on its back hard, sending striated cracks with each foot fall. Apparently this creature was not as sturdy as previous believed. He slammed a piton into place, and hooked his armor tether to it. 


The Colossus halted its advance, though momentum carried it a dozen meters further. It raised its hands and attempted to rid its hide of the insect now perched upon it. With a pair of quick slices, Archangel relieved the creature of a pair of fingers, and the tip of a thumb. The monstrosity roared with rage, shaking itself violently back and forth. The Battlelord lost his footing, but the piton held fast, saving him from a sixty meter fall to the hard packed snow.

He grunted, teeth bared, as he slashed at the creature's back with his lightsaber, gouging a hole deeper and deeper into the ice. Shards of frozen water sliced at his exposed flesh, leaving thin lines of blood in their wake. He ignored them, the cold and his resilience keeping his muscles and mind focused on the task at hand. He thought of the men, women and children even now cowering in the homes, which lay in the path of this behemoth. He could not fail them. He could not fail his Emperor.

He shoved the equipment locker into the hole and pulled his torso in as well, one hand unlatching the box carefully. He drew five thermal detonators out, one by one, until the sixth flew out of his hands after a particularly violent jerk by the Colossus. It seemed to be trying its best to foil his plans, but the dive had been performed brilliantly. If he survived this, he would make sure that pilot got a promotion or a prime assignment.

He fiddled with the explosives, setting timers and delays. Satisfied that his mission would at least go off with a bang, if not without a hitch, he extracted himself from the creature. The Colossus' huge hand was there to meet him, swatting him off with an impact which rattled the man within his armor and breaking at least one rib. The huge man flew in a parabolic arch, slamming unconsciously into a snow bank.

The Colossus reared and turned awkwardly, seeking out the fallen foe who had wounded it. It took two long strides towards Archangel before the thermal detonators, deep within it's upper back, exploded all at once. The internal structure of the creature vaporized in an instant, the molecules holding its components together violently ripped asunder. The creature seemed to fold in on itself, crashing to the floor in a shower of ice and a cacophony so loud the nearest settlements could hear it above the storm. 

Archangel sucked in a long draft of air as he lay supine in the snow. The powdery white flakes cradled his head, looking up at the stars above Caina. One down, he thought, only three to go. The LAAT pilot knelt down behind him a few moments later, checking his pupil response in a frantic manner. This man clearly didn't want the Battlelord to die on his watch. Archangel gave him a punch-drunk grin.

“Let's go, pilot. I have other things to kill this night.”
