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The day had gone from bad to worse almost from the time they had got in position at the spaceport. First, the plan to slice the landing beacon computers did not work for the simple fact there were twice as many troops as initially expected.  

The firefight started as soon as we had made their appearance. “Kriff, this is bad.” Firith'rar thought to himself. Second, his slicer tech was killed in the first exchange and his backup severely wounded. When did the order come down to go off stun? Was there an order to use live fire? Hearing his communicator chirp he snatched it off his belt.

“This is Stahoes to Team Bravo. Are you all in position?”

“Firith'rar here.” He answered back to his former master. “ It looks like Quo-Wing-Tzun was ready for us.”

“Alright, well, do what you can, give them as much trouble as possible. Try not to kill my wife’s apprentice though, thanks. I will never hear the end of it otherwise. Macti-“ He snapped off the communicator and ducked as blaster fire zipped over his head peppering the building behind his squad.

Firith'rar then called out to the remaining soldiers. “Battlemaster Stahoes wants prisoners if we can, so keep weapons on stun until further notice.”

Looking around a wall he was behind, he quickly ducked back as beams of destructive energy made their way towards him and dug into the spot he had just stuck his head out from.

Thumbing his communicator back on he tried to call back Bentre. Before he could speak he heard: “Darkblade, draw back your forces now! Those soldiers are not under my command.” Firith'rar looked at the communicator stupidly, not believing what he had just heard. The sounds of blaster fire and yells of surprise from behind him brought him around to see one of his squad firing his blaster into the troops next to him.

Rage fueling him, he launched himself at the soldier and tackled him. Rolling and grappling with each other for a superior position Firith'rar finally managed to get his forearm against the throat of his opponent. “Talk! Talk now or you are dead!” He yelled in his face.

“You can’t win, you are compromised at every level.” The trooper croaked out, his features morphing into those of a Clawdite.

Firith'rar drew his vibroblade and activated it. “You’re one compromise I will nae need to worry about then.” He growled, punching the blade into his enemies gut.

The Clawdite yelled in agony as Firith'rar drug the blade through its insides. Shoving his hand in even harder, he forced the blade and his hand into the alien, slicing its heart out. Pulling his bloody hand out with a sickening squelching noise, he smiled at the death. Wiping his blade clean on the clothing of the Clawdite, he re-sheathed it and picked up a nearby blaster. Looking it over, he suddenly felt weak as the Rage fueled adrenaline left him. Shaking his head to try and clear the dizziness and fatigue, Firith'rar crawled away into an abandoned store to recover for a few minutes.

Reaching into his pouch for his communicator, he realized it was still out on the ground where he had dropped it. “Och, kriff my life!” he grumbled. Grabbing an energy capsule off his belt and popping it open, he grimaced knowing he was going to be sick to his stomach in a few hours because of the drug, he took one of the tablets and chewed past the bitter taste.

Awake, alert and somewhat nauseous, he crouched low and ran over to grab up his communicator. Dialing the volume down, he listened to his former master’s voice. “This isn’t a simulation anymore, guys. It looks like we have something serious. We might be facing a real attack sooner than we thought.” Stahoes spoke quickly over the comm. “With or without our preparation, it looks like we gotta defend our home.”

“nae shite laddie, tell me something I didna’ ken.” The old knight muttered. Ducking back into the store, he looked for a way out the back. Maybe, just maybe he could still deny the spaceport to the enemy.

Concentrating, he slowed his breathing as best he could and attempted to cloak himself. The drug coursing through his system kept causing him to lose focus. “Damn, looks like it’s the old fashioned way.” He said sliding into the shadows and looking for a sewer entry. Finding one about 25 feet away, he cautiously made his way towards it, ducking behind trash cans and other refuse when the Dominion’s soldiers marched by the end of the alley. Getting up to the lid of the sewer, he found it bolted shut. “Damn, alright lad let’s see…” He pondered aloud while edging up to the end of the alley. 

Peeking out, he could see a Dominion soldier was standing by the intersection where the fight had just taken place. It was pointing and making wild gestures at the dead Clawdite and it’s gory appearance while talking into a holocommunicator. An evil grin appeared on Firith'rar’s face and he silently started to creep towards the unsuspecting troop. 

Saber in hand, he crept closer and closer. When he was close enough, he thrust his saber forward, igniting it so it speared through the Clawdite’s back and out its front. The alien collapsed as its spine was severed. Grabbing the saber's hilt. Firith'rar lifted against the fall and sliced the Clawdite in two.

Picking up the holo, Firith'rar focused on the tiny figure that appeared in it and said. “Ye are next laddie, I’m comin’ for ye.”

Looking around, Firith'rar spotted his initial objective, the radio beacon for the landing coordinates. The number of troops had thinned and there was only a small detachment keeping watch in this area. Using what cover that was available he made his way around to the far side and hiding in a derelict building he assessed the layout.

The design of the spaceport looked akin to a giant curved table, with some of the ships coming to rest on top of it and others sticking through holes in it. The “legs” not only supported it, but acted as lifts for both people and cargo. Next to the leg nearest him was the radio communications and holo communications offices and equipment. Surrounded by a high chain link fence and topped with coil wire, a speeder gate was the only access into the area. And it was now being guarded by Dominion troops.

A direct attack would never work and Firith’rar  didn’t think his fence climbing skills were up to what needed to be done. Suddenly, one of the Dominion troopers spotted him and pointed. Opening fire, they forced Firith'rar to duck back from the window he was looking out of. A heavy trooper stepped forward and leveled his cannon at the trapped Jedi. As the heavy shells hit home, he started blowing chunks out of the wall of the derelict building. Firith'rar felt the already old and beat up structure shudder from shots being blasted into it. Groaning and creaking, the building began to collapse. Looking around wildly for an exit away from the Dominion troops, Firith'rar didn’t see the concussion grenade bounce through a missing window on the far side of the room.

The grenade going off blasted Firith'rar into a wall and slammed shrapnel into his flesh. It also caused the rest of the structure to fall in upon him, burying him alive.

