
There was dim chirping in the distance; blackness slowly began flicking into light. And from light there slowly came color. The chirping grew into more defined sounds; beasts and other animals. The colors slowly ebbed into more defined shapes; holes above him with dim light. Tyraal blinked wearily, his head throbbing. What was this? He tried to roll, but his entire body ached painfully. He groaned and sat up, inadvertently removing the holed camouflage covering that had been cast over him. A dozen or so creatures turned and dashed away, adding to Tyraal’s groggy confusion.


He blinked weakly, looking around dimly. Finally his vision began flicking back to a decent enough level to look around himself. A tiny 2.5 meter square of clearing in the middle of a dense jungle. He pushed himself to his feet, stumbling about, his legs numb and bloodless. He leaned against a tree, and frowned feeling something cloth-like under his hand. He blinked, his eyes refusing to focus. He frowned and rubbed his eyes; his muscles were tense and stiff. His frown deepened, trying to stretch his arm, wincing as it his arm twinged in stiff agony. He turned and leaned back against the tree, massaging his dead right arm with an equally numb left arm. Finally restoring his arms enough blood to feel them freely, he reached up and pulled down the satchel from the tree.


After prying it weakly open, he felt around and found two blasters: one being his LN-21 and the other being a BlasTech T-6. He swallowed; he hadn’t even noticed that he was unarmed. He slowly drew out the two blasters, sliding them into their holsters on his legs. He slid the satchel around his shoulders and then looked around again. This time, he spotted another satchel, dragged off a bit into some greenery. He slowly yanked it out, prying it open to reveal two canisters, plus a canteen. He sat down and pried open a canister, pulling off the top to reveal food inside.


He cautiously ate some, and then placed the canisters and canteen in his satchel. He rose, looked around and leapt at a tree. He climbed to the top, pushing through the foliage, bursting through the canopy to spy out the land around him: it was all green. He sighed, and pulled himself higher, and something got his neck, coiling around it. He gasped and pulled at it, falling off the tree. As he dropped quickly to the ground, he felt the thing around his throat tensing, holding him suspended about a foot from the ground. In a panic, he grabbed his blaster and shot through the chording. He slammed to the ground, uncoiling himself just before blackness hit him. 


He lay there flat on his back, gasping. After several minutes, he rose to his feet, rubbing his raw neck and slowly heading through the trees. As he passed along, he became aware of another presence. He slowed, calming himself and increasing his sensing. Nothing. Tyraal paused. Then a tiny flare of presence. He whirled and saw a tine glimpse of red vanishing into shadows. He stared at the spot of disappearance, slowly dropping to one knee, drawing a blaster. 


Something slammed mentally into him, and he rolled forward, barely avoiding something heavy hurling over him physically. He whirled, blaster coming up as his head snapped around to find his adversary. A massive red creature was rolling to its feet, turning to face him. He paled, and slid back, staring at it. The creature growled, its long neck reaching towards him; its shoulders were bulging with muscle as it heaved itself towards him. He pulled up his blaster and pulled off half a dozen shots. The beast roared in agony as his shots hit its shoulder, but it kept plowing towards him. Tyraal jumped to his feet and leapt forward, vaulting over the beast. As he sailed over, he pulled off another dozen shots into its neck. The beast screamed into the air and toppled to the ground, smoke rising from its thick hide as it lay there. Tyraal crashed to the ground, his blaster trained on the beast. It didn’t move. He slowly rose. Keeping his distance carefully, he examined the brute. It had five enormous fangs extending well past a foot in length, sticking out from its jaw. Each long leg had a foot with three toes, and each toe ended in a talon that could’ve sliced through a tree with ease.

He frowned for a moment, eying it, and then whirled. Another three of the species were emerging from the shadows. He swallowed and took a step back, wishing he had a Lightsaber at his disposal. Not having a Lightsaber, he pulled up his blaster and pulled off several shots at the approaching brutes. One shot hit the creature’s shoulder and ricocheted skywards. He blinked in shock and the three turned to face him. He swore explosively as the three began sprinting towards him, and whirled around, rushing into the bushes around him. As he sprinted through, he heard the snarls of the beasts following him. He turned abruptly and heard something click as his foot came down. He panicked and leapt, using the force to boost him into the trees. He landed and turned to look down and saw an impressive array of blaster fire erupting below him, illuminating the entire area. 


He frowned. Someone had been waiting. Or, he was getting too close to something he shouldn’t. Either way, someone was here waiting for him. He watched as the predators following him sprinted into the line of fire. Within 30 seconds, they were completely dead; however, the experience had been educational. Tyraal noticed that about a quarter of the shots fired had actually done any harm to the beasts. Most of them had hit their armor and ricocheted off: only a spot just below the shoulder blade, along their side where their front limbs would lie flush against their body, and two rings on their neck would actually penetrate them. As he sat on his tree limb, watching the smoke from the dead brutes rise to the heavens, he heard something lumbering through the underbrush. He leaned over stealthily, and saw a large, squat, greenish reptilian brute push through the foliage and wander towards the now dead beasts. 


It sniffed at one for a space and then sank its teeth into its neck and began dragging it off. As the red predator passed off the pressure pad, the blasters erupted again. The green beast panicked and fled, but the turrets followed the motion and converged fire on the form attempting to flee. All five turrets hit, and the reptile fell to the ground smoking. Tyraal sat motionless for a bit; the realization had hit him that the turrets were motion sensitive. He cautiously rose to his feet, and one of the turrets rotated; he froze. The blaster settled back into sentry mode, and Tyraal slowly made his way along the branch toward the tree, getting as far from the turrets as he could. By the time he had made it to the trunk and slid to the ground, sunlight was beginning to recede. He slipped carefully past the turreted area, making his way through the trees.


He continued slowly through, gripping his blaster tighter as the light faded. Something cracked near him and he ducked to the ground, whirling in the direction. In the growing gloom, it was hard to recognize quite what was there, but there was something that was a bit darker than the shadows. Something massive. Tyraal stepped back cautiously; and the something roared. It stepped out of the shadow, and Tyraal paled to a florescent white. It was much more massive than it had looked a few seconds ago. He also recognized it; a Jedi at the academy had mentioned it in passing and he had researched the brute. It was a Zakkeg; an alpha-predator, found on one planet in the entire galaxy. He slid down weakly. The Zakkeg slowly padded towards him, sniffing the air, not seeing him. Tyraal slowly and softly slid himself to the side, and the Zakkeg continued sniffing the air. It stopped moving as its head became parallel with Tyraal’s.


It was clearly a battle hardened veteran, because Tyraal noticed some of the plates of armor were scuffed and torn, and in some places missing entirely. His realization was coming late, because the predator had found him. Tyraal pulled up both blasters and fired as rapidly as he could at an empty patch on its neck. A few shots hit directly, most of the others glancing off the armor around it. The Zakkeg groaned in agony. It shifted its weight and stepped about, and Tyraal sat up, staring in hope. The beast took several more steps, and then turned back towards Tyraal, very angry. There was a red glint in its eye as it puffed like a bull ready to charge. Tyraal swallowed, swore, and rolled to his feet, booking it to get as much space as he could between the two of them. He heard the Zakkeg roar behind him and start charging towards him. He pushed through the greenery, feeling the ground start shaking from the pounding feet of the alpha-predator behind him.


He ran into something; something hard; it gave slightly and then bounced him back onto the ground. Tyraal slammed onto his back, and panic began attacking him again. The forest was entirely pitch black now, the ground was shaking, the Zakkeg was roaring, strange animal cries were echoing through the trees; if he was anyone else, Tyraal may have broken down in tears from stress, panic and fear. In fact, if he had had the energy, he may have. But a dull tingle in the back of his head told him to move, and he forced his trembling body to crawl towards a tree nearby. The Zakkeg came thundering through the foliage as he just barely cleared its path. It slammed into the barrier, and it looked for a second like it would make it through. But then there was a colossal flash of white light as the barrier supercharged and burnt itself out. The Zakkeg was thrown back, and it landed on its belly, legs splayed out, electrocuted to its death. The odor of burnt scales filled the air, and Tyraal pulled his knees to his chest as he sat back against the tree, slowly rocking back and forth, his mind and body out of action.


After sitting there for awhile, he reached into his satchel and pulled out one of the canisters of food. He ate some of it; and though he never ate much, he was so out of order that he stress ate the entirety of the canister. He looked down at it and swore. He sat there and took a careful sip from the water canteen, and set it down. He ran his hands slowly over the T-6 blaster, killing time until he summoned the will to continue. He stopped and frowned slightly when he heard something shifting nearby. He looked around, not that that would help him considering it was black out. He tightened his grip on his blaster, looking around, trying to pierce the darkness as the shifting continued. It sounded like rattling…. And it was coming from above. He tried to roll, but something wrapped around his shoulders and held him. He looked up and something else wrapped around his neck. He gasped in a quick breath before the thing constricted around him.


It began lifting him off the ground; he struggled to turn himself around to see what was holding him, but he couldn’t move. Then slowly, he was rotated around; he saw nothing above him. He managed to pull his arm and wrist around and pulled off a shot. The flash of light was enough for him to see the mouth of the thing he was headed towards. He forced the blaster up toward the gaping opening and pulled off another three shots. They all flashed out, illuminating the carnivorous plant. They also made contact, and the plant dropped him. He landed on the ground, hard. He grabbed his satchel and scrambled away. His first landed him flat beside the Zakkeg, and he whirled around and leapt through the powerless barrier. 


Tyraal slowly made his way along through the foliage, suddenly stopping as the ground beneath him ended abruptly. He grabbed a tree beside him as he fell forward, swinging around back onto the ledge. He looked down, seeing…. absolutely nothing. He swore and sat down, his legs hanging over the ledge. And waited. And waited. And waited. And waited… And waited… And waited… And…


When Tyraal came to, he found himself in a tree. He yawned, and looked out; it was morning, and the sun was dimmed by the hazy mist everywhere. He slowly dropped out of the tree, stretching arm and leg, looking out across the ledge. He turned around, hearing footsteps. Someone stepped out of the mist, and looked up at him. Tyraal’s eyes brightened for a moment; and then the man pulled up a blaster and fired. Tyraal leapt to the side, dodging, and inadvertently sailing off the cliff. As he descended, he heard the man say into a comms unit, “He’s alive; he’s getting close, just falling off the south cliff.” As he descended into the valley, those words echoed through Tyraal’s still waking mind. Close to what? South cliff as in southern from it whatever the what was, or just located in the southern hemisphere? He crashed through the canopy of trees and landed hard on the ground, smashing through a dozen branches. He lay there, his body burning in pain. Finally, he managed to roll onto his front. His body still on fire, he slowly lay his hands on the dirt, slowly pushing himself up. 

Up on his knees, he sat on his heels, looking around him at the all too familiar sight of trees. It was much drier down in the valley, and looking around, he heard unfamiliar cries among the trees. He slowly rose to his feet and took a drink from the canteen. He had no food, but he wasn’t particularly hungry; most likely, his stomach was still recovering from the 350 meter fall. He looked around and slowly made his way through the trees, along what seemed a very rough path. He slowed down whenever the path seemed to flicker out, but made decent speed through the trees. 

He stepped into a clearing and stopped. The trees looked scarred by blasts: perhaps blaster fire, perhaps explosives. Regardless of what caused it, Tyraal looked carefully around the trees for blaster turrets, hidden sniper canopies or anything else that might set off and kill him. He saw nothing. He paused, and then stepped back, pulling a branch off of one of the trees. He hurled it into the clearing, ducking in case someone would train their sights on where the branch had come from. The branch smashed into the ground and split off into a dozen shards. Tyraal waited. Nothing happened. Then suddenly, the ground erupted. A massive explosion ripped apart the clearing. Tyraal blinked. 

Mines.

He waited, crouched for a bit, until the dust and dirt had finally stopped raining from the sky. He slowly rose to his feet, carefully walking through the clearing, watching his footing very carefully. He noticed a dull red slowly flickering in the ground, and carefully avoided it. He made it through the mine clearing, and continued back into the trees, working his way through. He could feel the heat rising as the sun got higher in the sky. He finally stopped, sweat pouring down his brow, and sat against a tree, taking a drink. As the water dripped down his throat, his mind flickered back to the man’s speech when he fell off the cliff: “He’s getting close, just falling off the south cliff”. What did that mean? Close to what? It was apparently time to find out.

Following the assumption that South Cliff meant south from the mysterious point, Tyraal climbed into the trees to get his directional bearing. Having achieved it, he hopped down and made his way northwards; until another pack of those long-necked, big-toothed, brown-red predators wandered across the path. And now armed with the knowledge that they were blaster-proof, Tyraal was even less pleased to see them. They stopped and saw him, and Tyraal pulled up his LN-21. The first one snarled, and Tyraal sent a bolt down its throat. The brute whimpered as it leapt back and then slammed to the ground. The other five came around, and Tyraal backpedaled, keeping his blaster trained on their mouths; while there were the few weak points, Tyraal preferred an easy down the throat kill shot. One snarled, and he pulled the trigger; however, it merely destroyed the predator’s tooth. He swore, and looked around quickly for a handy tree or something in which he could elude them.


But the split second his head was turned, they charged, snarling. He heard the footsteps and whirled. Two open mouths, two shots, and two lay dead. One leapt and he ducked, sending two shots into its neck. It sprawled out dead. The other two got him hard. One clamped at his arm, getting a glancing wound on him; the other swiped across his belly, sending him hurling into the foliage. He gasped on shock and pain as his vision flashed. He slammed down, on his back, unable to do anything; including breathe. After a second, he managed to force his pain-filled torso to take in a breath. He gasped it in slowly, struggling to inhale. As he gasped, he heard rustling nearby and watched the two remaining predators step into view. He would’ve spat out a dozen curses, had he been in possession of enough air to do so. He also would’ve pulled his blaster around to pull off as many shots as he could before they could get in a killing shot, but what little he could feel of his arm was in excruciating pain.


One of the beasts leered down at him, opening its jaws to massive proportions to take a chunk out of his torso. Suddenly a blaster bolt fired into its gaping maws. The other leapt back in surprise, snarling, while Tyraal blinked at the T-6 that suddenly appeared in his other hand. Apparently, his will to live was much stronger than the pain he was feeling. The last of the predators leapt at him, but Tyraal reached his hand up, dropping the blaster, and feeling the Force soak through him. With an effort, he managed to call upon it, and pushed the beast away. It slammed into a tree, and lay there dazed. Tyraal gasped and struggled in agony to sit up. His clothes were soaked with his own blood. Whatever this place was he was trying to get to, it was now a life or death gamble. 


When he had finally managed to sit up, he sat there, struggling to breathe. He sat trying to steel himself against the pain with the force. He gritted his teeth and forced himself to his feet. His head reeled with the effort, but he managed to stumble in the general direction of north. Each step he took sent tremors of pain through his body, but each step also steeled his will to make it to his destination. His own physicality was rapidly fading, and more of his senses and abilities were being replaced by the force; within minutes, he was so groggy from blood loss and exhaustion that he wasn’t even fully conscious. He was dimly aware of his feet stumbling along, and the world moved in jagged, shaky slow-motion. 


He stumbled into another clearing, which was guarded by turrets; turrets so poorly hidden that even his groggy senses detected them. Before he could move, they trained on him and erupted into fire. Somehow, through some extreme heightened ability of the force, he evaded the blaster fire, his senses suddenly fully operational; even if his control wasn’t. He reached out, telekinetically picked up a boulder and hurled it in the direction of a blaster bank. Though his aim was off, it rolled into the blasters, cancelling out most half of the fire trained on him. Two more banks, one on each side of the clearing, were still firing full power. He turned, and vaulted away, boosted by the force, flying out of the clearing in the blink of an eye. He slammed to the ground, rolling dimly to slide backwards away from the clearing, one knee sliding against the ground, one foot skimming the surface.


When he finally came to a stop, he rose, feeling the adrenaline of battle, fear and force amplification fade away. He pivoted around, trying to get his bearings; and he found his goal. An old stone citadel rose from the trees; at his feet was a more beaten dirt path, leading towards the structure. He gave a sigh of relief, and stumbled down the hill, making his way desperately onward. His legs gave out as the ground abruptly leveled, and he crashed to the ground. He felt the wounds across his body open up from the collision with the ground. He cried out in anguish, his body trying to coil up to evade the pain, but not being able to roll or do anything. After several seconds, he managed to roll onto his front; he looked up at the citadel and, with groan and gritted teeth, he slowly began dragging himself toward it. Within the first two meters, his gashed limb gave out, and he pulled himself along with one rapidly tiring arm.


Somehow, dragging bloodied body across rocky soil, Tyraal managed to lay a finger on the stone steps. He dropped flat, gasping for breath and groaning in torturous pain. He rolled onto his back, moaning. So much effort. So much work. So much determination. No, no, no, he couldn’t fade now. He had made it this far, he had to… finish. Even if it meant finishing with nothing else, it was better to make it and live than to finish strong here. He opened his eyes and gasped seeing a humanoid form above him. Before he could speak or move, the figure gave him a hard punch to the cheek. It wouldn’t have been so bad, had Tyraal’s head not be slightly airborne abover the stone stairs. His head snapped back, landing hard on them. His vision went completely black. Blind, he threw up a desperate left swing. Somehow, he made contact. He heard the body land beside him. And nothing else.


He slowly opened his eyes. The sky was fading into a maroon-purple dusk, and a dozen or so stars were visible above him. He couldn’t move his arm, nor could he sit up, and his head blazed with pain. After a few minutes, during which he watched the sky grow darker, he finally forced himself to sit. He managed, somehow, the scabbed gash across his torso cracking with each movement. He leant back against the stone steps, wincing with pain. His stomach growled too, and he noticed his head beginning to swim from dehydration and hunger. He looked around and noticed a body draped on the steps beside him. The one he had seen earlier which had traded punches with him. It appeared that when the body fell, his skull had cracked on the steps. Tyraal leaned forward weakly, rolling the body over; the being was a Vultan, with orange-tinted skin and a massive scar running from the corner of his eye up along his scalp. 


These details didn’t matter much to Tyraal, as he reached towards the satchel the near-human was carrying. Inside was a canister of food, which he ate ravenously, a power cell for the blaster rifle that had flown from his grip and lay nearby, and some medical supplies, conveniently. The next few moments were spent patching up the various wounds he had attained through this two day jaunt. Injuries accounted for, as much as they could be, semi rested, sustained with food and drink, in possession of a new weapon, and even granted the bonus of an Adrenal injection, he made his way up the stairs, walking carefully to avoid causing further damage to his wounds. As he made his way up the few thousand steps, Tyraal examined the rifle he had collected. It was an Imperial Proton Rifle; which most likely meant there was a New Order presence on this planet.


Tyraal gripped the blaster tighter and slipped through the doors of the citadel. It was illuminated by the occasional torch, an ancient way of casting light around, but was still rather dark. Tyraal slowly made his way along, resisting the urge to call out; it would be a disastrous ending if it turned out that First Order troops had claimed the citadel. As he slipped through, he felt the ground suddenly give a tremendous shake. He nearly lost his footing. He blinked, flexed his wounded shoulder, and pushed along, through the dimness. He heard a loud hiss echo through the stonework, and another earthquake tremor seized the citadel. He made his way onward, making his way towards a tall doorway cut into the stonework. He ducked through it, and heard a hiss explosion behind him. He turned to look inside this new room and found…. Something beyond description.


A Drexl. An ancient beast, one which he had looked up in the academy for an exam; it was also known as the Warbeast, and was extraordinarily difficult to kill due to size, power and fierceness. And before he could move to attack, the Drexl swiped at him; he ducked, and the clawed limb smashed the doorway. He pulled up the rifle and took several shots at the Drexl’s head. One glanced off a scale, one hit an eye, the other hit the corner of the mouth; the last two caused the Drexl to break off into agonized wailing. Tyraal stared hopefully: maybe, just maybe, the reports of Drexls being impossible to kill were just myths. Then the Drexl swung its arm and slammed him to the side. He skidded across the polished stone floor, and felt his morale sink to the core of the planet. He rolled and cried as he pulled the wound on his belly. His head began swimming and he sank back down to the floor, feeling his blood oozing out onto the wrap. 


The Drexl shrieked, half in agony, half frenzied from the odor of blood. Tyraal knew he had to move in order to live, but the fact that it was a Drexl defeated his will. He kept trying, and then rolled his head to look at the Drexl: it was lumbering towards him, limping on its smashed limb. He swallowed and again struggled to move. He planted his hands on the stone tiles and pushed with all his might, feeling his shoulder pop. He cried in agony, but himself to his knees. The Drexl, seeming to guess what was happening, increased its pace in order to catch its prey. Tyraal stumbled to his feet and sprinted painedly across the floor towards the blaster rifle. He dove at it, slamming on both shoulder and belly wound. He felt his body slam down, and felt his senses jolt and then rapidly start darkening.


He pulled the blaster around and aimed it at the rapidly fading purple mass. He pulled off as many shots as he could. He felt his fingers going numb and his eyes went black entirely. He felt his mind fleeing as… he… pulled… the trigger…


He came to in a puddle of multicolored liquid. He sat up, crying in agony at his wound, still unscabbed. Through teary eyes, he saw a purple mass before him, grey-green blood oozing from a dozen blaster wounds; and with disgust, he found that it was this muck that was mixing with the blood he had lost. And this disgusting mix was what he was lying in. The smell was revolting in the absolute least. He weakly turned onto hands and knees and tried to get up, but his body refused his command. He stumbled back down into the still growing lake of interspecies blood. He groaned and slowly began dragging himself one tired limb at a time out of the slop. He could feel his wounds burning with agony from the Drexl blood. He screamed in agony and rolled onto his back.


And then something grabbed him.


It was quite unexpected and was so startling that he got the hiccups from gasping so harshly. The gasp turned into a moan as whoever it was began dragging him by his injured arm. Once he was clear of both Drexl and lake of blood, the one dragging him threw him over. He landed on his torso heavily, feeling the stones cut into his abdomen. Another pair of hands grabbed him, and the twosome began dragging him through the citadel. Finally, in a dark room, they threw him down. He landed heavily and moaned. Something landed on the ground above his head. He weakly lifted and looked. A familiar looking cylinder of metal. He feebly reached up and gripped it, and as he did, two lightsabers ignited on the other end of the room; bright yellow in the gloom, not illuminating their wielders in the least.

“No, wait….” Gasped Tyraal exhaustedly.


One began walking toward him.

“No please, stop…” Tyraal slid back towards the way he’d come, but someone grabbed him and thrust him back forward. He landed on his knees painfully. He tried to stand, trying to formulate how on earth to get out of this ever deepening mess. The foe was close now, twirling the golden weapon. Tyraal found his escape; at least from this one. The opponent twirled its saber and then rushed him, leaping at him. Tyraal yanked out his LN-21 and fired a single stun bolt. It hit directly, and his opponent moaned quietly as it sailed gracefully through the air to the stone floor and slammed down. There was silence and then a single slowly applauding hand at the end of the hall.

“Most impressive, Proselyte,” Spoke a voice. A strangely feminine voice.


Tyraal was done being surprised that people on this God-forsaken planet knew who he was. He wanted to be done, either killed or released. He rose, holstering his blaster and gathering his downed enemy’s lightsaber. He gripped it weakly in his bad arm, igniting it. The yellow blade shone brightly on his face. He ignited his own lightsaber, now returned to him, and the green blade burst into existence as if it had missed being away. He slowly approached his remaining foe, limping woundedly. His opponent aided him by walking forward, until the two stood roughly five meters apart, slowly circling each other. Tyraal jabbed and his opponent blocked effortlessly. He jabbed again, another block. He whirled, aiding his useless arm with centrifugal force. As his foe blocked, he brought down his non-dominant arm in a weak attack. Against blocked. With his non-dominant hand having to lead his attacks, Tyraal’s already weakened dueling was brought even further down.


He continued on, forcing his already failing body harder than he thought possible. Finally, a hard kick sent him sprawling. He landed on his back, skidding and tumbling along. He ended on his face, tearing his nose and jaw into new waterfalls of blood oozing down his face. He coughed and pushed himself up, extinguishing both lightsabers and laying them down before him. As Tyraal waited on his knees, weakly breathing, his opponent stepped toward him.

“You fight well, Proselyte Bitshiver.” Tyraal spat out a clot of blood forming in his mouth. “Beyond which any would give you credit for…”

“What do you want?” His voice was strangled and weak, plugged up with blood and a small supply of oxygen.

“To train you to be better.” Tyraal swallowed, careful to avoid downing a pint of trickling blood. “To grant you more power than—”


Tyraal moved, and with a telekinetic push, sent the yellow saber-staff hurling at his opponent. His opponent was caught off guard, and pulled up a hasty deflecting block. He threw himself to his feet, igniting his own saber and catching the ricocheting blade. He leapt and twirled, bringing both lightsabers down mightily on his opponent. She blocked, and Tyraal landed, stumbled, and lashed at her again. His fighting, spurred by his desperation for survival, was dogged and pathetic, but fight he did. Once, he managed to clip his opponent’s saber-staff hilt, but it was a low cut, hacking off decoration and no crucial internal workings. He fought on, and his foe neatly sliced his war-spoil saber-staff, and he dropped it, bringing his green lightsaber up in a quick cut, but his foe leapt over daintily, kicking him squarely in the back as she passed. He fell forward, tumbling across the floor.


He rolled onto one knee and one foot and pushed off the ground, gasping for air, swinging what strikes he could. His enemy was effortlessly blocking his attacks, and in his irritation, Tyraal locked weapons and slammed into his opponent, knocking her off balance. A momentary advantage, he lunged. What happened next, he couldn’t figure out, but his suddenly found himself flat on his back in agony, gasping for air. His lightsaber was in his enemy’s hand, and both were crossing over his neck. However, in a surprise move, they both extinguished.

“Enough.” She said, simply. And as if it were a cue, which it doubtlessly was, the lights flickered on. His foe threw back her hood to reveal an elderly woman. He groaned and lay his head back down; what was next?

“Congratulations, Proselyte Tyraal Bitshiver: you have succeeded in your test.” She bowed to him, laid down his lightsaber, and walked away. Tyraal stared at her aghast.

“You’re kidding, right?”

“Look at it this way, monkey boy,” Said a soldier walking up… the same Vultan whose head he had seen cracked on the stone citadel steps. “You’re the only one who survived this demon-moon without help. If that doesn’t get you promoted to Ranger at least, I’ll be disgusted.”


Tyraal was slowly dragged to his feet and led through the corridors in a stupor; this whole thing, these three days of hellishness, all had been arranged for him.

“That’s disappointing.” He mumbled weakly.

“Maybe,” replied the Vultan. “But at least you can claim to have bested three packs of Maalraas, a Zakkeg and a Drexl, as well as holding your own for seventeen and a half minutes against a Grand Master. Not to mention dropping the most stuck up Jedi warrior in the entire Brotherhood with a single stun bolt; bloody amazing.” 


The Vultan looked at him, respect in his eyes.

“It almost makes the lump on the head worth it.” He winked. “The Brotherhood could use a good fighter like you.”

