Tales from the Dark Jedi Brotherhood
The fall of Perdition
Rins’zler had only been back with the Brotherhood and his old Clan for just over a week. He had returned to the Clan in a state of war. The forces of the former One Sith Elder had been defeated, but were still causing havoc among the Clans system. The Asteroid belt that was relied upon for its mineral supplies had now been taken over by these remnant forces, and they were squeezing Arcona.
Rins’zler, despite only being back a very short period, found himself thrust into the final throes of this conflict, and he relished the challenge. He and his fellow Arconans were given the task of eliminating the former One Sith. This would, however, not be an easy task by any means. But it was just the kind of task that Rins’zler could put his talents too, though.
This wasn't the first time Rins’zler had been involved in such actions. His entire history was full of conflicts waged on various scales, each of which began with a serious planning session. He had spent most of his spare hours since returning to the Brotherhood aboard his Marauder Corvette, the Shadowborn. He had painstakingly constructed an elaborate hologram chamber, replacing several of the ships interior spaces to accommodate this vast room, now with this room he could visually plan any engagements, on any scale. With the assistance of Jen’ika he spent many hours poring over data from the initial conflict, piecing together engagements and getting a clear understanding of what they were facing, this would not be a simple or easy task, and the data made this very clear. The first step Rins’zler had taken in this battle was to weaken his opponent's forces. He did not have the muscle or fire power to do such a task on his own so instead, he got others to do it for him, by contacting the various Bounty Hunting Guilds he was connected with, he placed a Bounty of ten million Credits on the Head of the One Sith, Dead or Alive, but Dead Preferred, he highly doubted any of the hunters would succeed in killing their prey, but he had no doubt that they would significantly debilitate his forces.
Jen’ika had compiled all of the data scans of the asteroid belt, and had them presented in a large scale holographical display, using his new holo room on board his vessel, Rins’zler was able to walk through and examine in the greatest detail, all the elements of the asteroid field, from facility positions to ship movements, he poured over the movements of vessels, timings of deployments, patrol routes and everything else that would be of use. He was looking for patterns, not obvious ones, hidden ones that would unlock the key to destroying his target. He had spent four days locked within his vessel when he received a message from Seer Atyiru Caesura Entar, new data scans had been taken of the belt, and they were attached to the message. Jen’ika opened the file and began analysing its data, the information flowing through her force circuits, the data showed some interesting developments, so she immediately incorporated it into the holo simulations. Rins’zler activated the latest hologram data and began to study it.
The new data showed a great many changes in the status quo, the space around the belt was littered with recently destroyed ships, some were clearly belonging to the forces of Perdition, others however were less obvious, and must have belonged to some of the bounty hunters who had attempted to cash in on the lucrative bounty, equally several of the captured facilities showed clear damage some had their surface structures severely damaged, and there was clear signs of ground combat at several of them. This altered the plans that Rins’zler was developing, for the better, the less forces they had to oppose, the easier the task would be, with any luck more of these bounty hunters would arrive and the Perdition forces would be devastated, it was now time to prepare phase two.
From the very beginning both Rins’zler and Jen’ika knew they would never be able to accomplish this task alone, despite his somewhat arrogant status with his blades, even Rins’zler knew he would be no match for the One Sith alone, he would need to weigh the scales heavily in his favour. Phase one of this plan was the placing of the bounty, allowing others to waste their lives chasing after something they had no realistic hope of achieving, the second phase was to gather a force, large enough to smash whatever the hunters left alive. As a Mandalorian, Rins’zler had contacts, both from his family and from his own past history within the business; as such he had a relatively good selection of people he could call upon, for the right price. His first point of call was the Mandalorian clans, he maintained links with the various Clan Chieftains and the current Mandalore so it was a simple enough task to hire them for his cause; his next port of call was to seek other mercenary units that would be willing to do the task for the right price.
Within a week he had confirmations from over a dozen Mandalorian Clans and six different mercenary groups, though with the money Rins'zler was offering for the job, they would have been mad to turn it down. it was now that he needed to move his plans into phase three, this would be the key phase, the lynchpin to the entire engagement, he needed to precisely plan out where each of his pieces would need to be placed on his asteroid field board, and how they would need to interact with its objectives, with over seventy vessels of various size and strength, along with easily double that in troops to manage, he had an interesting time ahead.
Many days were spent analysing current data and incorporating the various units and their strengths in the scenarios. Rins’zler and Jen’ika made plans for every eventuality that they could foresee, and even made plans for those they couldn't. Barely three weeks had passed since he had returned to Arcona yet much had been achieved, but there was still much more work to do, he now required the input of the leaders of the various units he had hired for this operation. Jen’ika comm'd for take-off clearance, and The Shadowborn lifted from the star port, its destination, a closely guarded secret, for Rins’zler could not allow information of his plans to be leaked to the Perdition forces.
Rins’zler, on the back of a recommendation by his wife had chosen Yavin 4 as the location of the meeting between him and the various group leaders, this world was suitably backwater enough that no-one would ever suspect anything. The meeting was set up in one of the grand chambers within the great temple, being this close to these ancient Sith edifices, Rins’zler could feel the Darkside pull at him, whispering in his mind, and it soon became clear why his wife had suggested such a location. The great chamber was adorned with multiple holoprojectors and power generators; the room was transformed into a holographical representation of the asteroid field, a larger scale version of what Rins’zler had been using on board the Shadowborn. The room was prepped with holo controls and various items of comfort, so that his guests would at least enjoy their stay here. The guests began to gradually arrive in small groups, the Mandalorian clans were the first to arrive, the twelve Chieftains and their aids entered the great temple, Rins’zler greeted each of them individually and thanked them for their attendance, he showed them to the great chamber, and allowed them to acclimatise with the situation they would be facing. Rins'zler descended the stairs once more to the entrance, and there waiting for him was a familiar face, Captain Yar Sarong of the Ankatarian Commandos, Sarong was a close family friend, and despite his busy schedule had always made time to talk to Rins’zler even if was only by com, they spoke briefly about recent events but their conversation was soon interrupted by the arrival of the other five captains and their entourages, Rins’zler led them all to the main chamber and allowed everyone time to get adjusted to the holographic environment.
Rins’zler stood in the centre of the display and addressed the people gathered “I bid you welcome to this great hall, it has seen the fall of a great many empires and I hope that today the plans we make here will see the fall of another group of tyrants, surrounding you, you can see our target, the asteroid belt that surrounds part of the Dajorra system, hidden among this belt are the remaining forces of the now fallen One Sith, he is our target, I expect that many of your forces will fall in battle, I wouldn't be paying you so much if I thought this was an easy task, however I have employed your forces because they are the best available, and the best never come cheap”. Rins’zler adjusted the display and focused into a single asteroid “this is where our target resides, after much analysis I have concluded that he rarely leaves his armoured bunker and his forces are somewhat debilitated due to earlier actions I precipitated, so we will be facing a greatly reduced force, however The One Sith is a master of the dark arts and lethal with a lightsaber, engage him at your own risk, however I plan to leave him in such a state that he will be easier to pick off”. The holo display zoomed out once more and multiple coloured markers began to appear “here you can see representations of your forces, I have assigned each of your groups specific targets, some may seem like strange objectives, but they are key to making my plan work, and will with luck draw out more of the One Sith's forces, I will give each of your groups a detailed plan of action on a datapad at the end of this briefing, should you need to make any alterations to it, please let me know so that I can factor it into the plans”, the various heads around the room nodded, all seemed in agreement so far, this was good.
It took thirteen hours for the nineteen people to finally come to a comprehensive decision over what the best course of action would be, every single scenario was looked over and each of its outcomes was analysed and reacted too, however by the end of the 13 hours, each of the captains and chieftains left in agreement, the battle would commence in 6 days. Rins’zler dismantled all of the equipment and left the world, part of him wished that he could spend more time and explore the Sith temples of this world, but that would have to be another time, if he did not succeed in his mission then all would be lost. The Shadowborn touched down on one of the Clans Landing pads, Rins’zler walked from the command deck to the exterior access ramp, alarm bells began to sound in his head, and as he lowered the ramp and exited his vessel, he could see the reason why. Standing close to the base of the ramp saw that he had and escort awaiting him, several heavily armed warriors and Seer Atyiru Caesura Entar was there waiting for him, she beckoned him down the ramp and instructed that he was to follow them. 
Rins’zler was taken into one of the inner chambers of the House, there stood the Proconsul and Rollmaster of the House, the air inside the room seemed to be chilled, perhaps to give a sense of dread, Atyiru took her place within the chamber and addressed Rins’zler “you have been brought before us today to explain your recent actions, there has been talk of sedition and acts that may be classed as treason, what do you have to say to these accusations”, behind his mask Rins’zler was looking confused, “my lady, such accusations are false, and I can sense even now that you know this to be true, that and the fact that I can sense Kordath is about to wet himself with laughter” Atyiru turned and scowled at Kordath “damn you Kordath, you couldn't hold it in for a little bit longer”, she turned again to face Rins’zler “well you worked it out pretty damn fast, perhaps some of the things people say about you are true after all, the real reason we have called you hear is for you to explain to us your plan, we are aware that you have been utilising Bounty hunters to weaken our foe, and such action is ingenious and commendable especially as you have paid for such actions yourself, I am also aware that you have recently met with several mercenary elements at an undisclosed location, please would you fill us in on what you intend to do”. 
Four hours later Rins’zler walked out of the chamber, he had explained in great detail his plans for the coming engagement, and the Clan heads had seemed impressed, and he was released to continue his planning and preparation. 
The remainder of the 6 days flew by, Rins’zler boarded the Shadowborn and headed towards his initial planned coordinates, and upon reaching them he instructed his pilot droid to maintain a holding pattern while he consulted his plans. Rins'zler activated the large holotable he had fitted to the command deck, it allowed him to monitor events around his vessel for several thousand kilometres, on it, picked out in various allocated colours he could see that several of his elements were already engaging with the plan, flashes of light and explosions could be seen as the outlying facilities were attacked. As the Shadowborn held its possition at the first coordinate, Rins'zler could see on his displays that the Perdition forces were moving to engage the attackers, only for their responses to be met by another group of attackers. As per the plan, this series of events would chain its way through the asteroid field, until it reached the final goal, the location of the One Sith. 
The battle was evolving just as their projections had foreseen, even in the few areas where events had not quite gone to the main plan, at least one of the backup plans had immediately been implemented. The remaining Perdition forces were being massacred, two Star Destroyers floated dead in space, their hulls broken and blackened, and at least a dozen other cruisers of various types were either dead or severely venting atmosphere. Rins’zler had agreed that the contents of any recovered escape pods were free to be dealt with as the recovering party desired, as far as Rins’zler cared, they were all enemies and how they lived or died mattered little to him. Three hours into the battle and things were going to plan, so he moved the Shadowborn to his final location, the solitary asteroid base that the One Sith had taken as his base of operations, joining the Shadowborn were the remaining vessels of the armada, it was clear that many had fallen in battle and their loss would be mourned, but those who had survived were clearly ready to finish this.



In previous eras it had been the gentlemanly option to give one's enemy a warning and a chance to surrender, but Rins’zler was no gentleman, thousands of turbolaser and laser cannon shots rained down on the facility, each volley was accompanied by hundreds of torpedoes and missiles, this was a bombardment that had one single goal, destruction. 

The shielding around the bunker began to glow, bright spots began to appear as areas were on the verge of failing, then, without warning, the shield catastrophically failed, and explosions could be seen occurring around various areas of the base where the shield emitters had been positioned. The bombardment continued for another hour, reducing the entire site to rubble, it was then that the final stage commenced. Rins’zler boarded the Sorrow, his modified K-wing and, along with forty other craft of various size and class, made his way to the surface. Emerging onto the dusty surface, his atmospheric gear wheezing as he drew breath, he and forty of the best warriors among his combat group made their way to the shattered remains of the bunker. The journey was not easy, the bombardment had reduced the surface to a cratered mess; its once pitted surface now was cracked and charred. They closed in on the shattered structure ahead and Rins’zler activated the com speaker on his suit, bellowing a challenge “Chistori you fool, I know you are still alive, I can sense your foul presence in the force, come out and face me if you have the decency enough to do so, if you are lucky I may be lenient and grant you the chance to end your miserable life yourself”. 
A large section of the rubble began to shift and groan, then it exploded, Rins’zler could feel the force wave push the shattered building sections away and then shambling out of the shattered remains of his command post, emerged a battered and broken Sith Lord, his once glamorous robes and armour were shattered and torn, blood oozed from a thousand wounds, it was clear even to the most simple of individuals that the Sith Lord was done for.
Rins’zler considered himself to still be a man with some honour and offered The One-Sith a single chance at regaining what he had left of his honour, “if you have any shred of honour left in your battered form, then I give you two choices, you can take the easy way out and fall upon your lightsaber, or you may face me in single combat, the choice is yours”. The broken Sith ceased his advance, it was clear that he was considering his options, at his former full strength he could have easily bested the whelp that stood before him, but even he knew that he was dying and not long for this life. Chistori withdrew his lightsaber and ignited the blade, its long glittering red blade shone light around him, highlighting his now broken form, however even as he did this simple action, he could feel his life force drift away, his essence draining from the cuts that now lacerated his mortal form. 
Alas Chistori never got the chance to take either option for he dropped to his knees, the lightsaber falling from his now lifeless hand, and died, the former One Sith was now nothing more than a corpse, his remaining lifeblood seeping into the dusty surface of the rocky asteroid. Rins’zler recovered the dropped lightsaber and he, along with his hired forces returned to their vessels. As they reached their parent vessels and fleets it became clear that the spine had been broken for the remaining Perdition forces, the Arconan fleet was in the process of accepting surrenders from any who remained, and mopping up the rest. Rins’zler bade farewell to his allies, and offered gracious thanks and the promise of more work in the future, and with that, what was left of the Mandalorian and Mercenary fleets left for destinations unknown.
Peace, it's a strange word, Rins’zler was unsure he would ever have the chance to experience it, but there was, for now at least, an end to this conflict. He was summoned before the House Leadership, commended for his actions and was promised that awards would be forthcoming. Rins’zler however paid little attention, after over a month's planning and combat, he was physically drained, and his body now decided it enough was enough, and without warning he collapsed in the middle of the council chambers. 
He awoke sometime later in the medical ward, staff were running tests, and passing scanners over him, as his eyes opened, one of the medics told him not to worry and explained where he was, he had been unconscious for three days, and nothing they had been able to do could revive him, they helped him to sit up in the bed, and made him comfortable, apparently he was suffering from an extreme case of exhaustion, and his body had simply had enough, had it not been for his presence in the force, the medics thought he would have been lost, as it was it had apparently taken him all this time to recover.
Rins’zler spent the next few days in the medical ward, tests were run and he was monitored to make sure he was recovering, old friends and colleagues visited him during this period and praised him for his success at ending the war and wished him good luck with his recovery. Rins’zler was glad when he was able to leave the medical ward and return to his ship, he understood from people who had visited him, that Jen'ika was practically going mad, her lack of motive ability compounded her inability to be with her husband, and it was something that would have to be dealt with, but she was overjoyed when Rins’zler walked up the ramp of his ship, he was home once again, and woe betide anyone else who tries to separate him from it.
