
The landing ship touched down on the flat surface of Daleem. As salty dust flew up around the repulsorlift drop, the doors slid open and Hoth soldiers streamed out. Tyraal Bitshiver, among them, leapt out, his cloak whipping up in the wind and repulsor haze. Leaving his lightsaber clipped to his belt, he pulled up his blaster rifle and moved along with the rest of his squad towards the towering, spear-point elevator. The silence and absence of conflict was ominous, and Tyraal’s hair stood up at the empty flat lands before them. 


They set towards the elevator, setting a faster pace, no longer afraid of detection; if the Shan hadn’t seen them from the various invasion ships, landing ships or massive clumps of invading forces moving towards them, they wouldn’t notice when a blaster rifle touched their nose. Several more brigades merged into theirs, joining the rush towards the space elevator. They made it to the main doors, and waited, testing for traps and ambush. Finding neither, Tyraal stepped out.

“Nils, Grejor; start slicing.” 


The two in question, a grey Jedi apprentice and a loyalist solder, moved forward and knelt down and attacked the control panel. Within a minute, the complex security of the tower lay completely disassembled.

“Just knock on the door, would ya Tyraal?” Growled Grejor, a piece of wiring jammed between his teeth. 


Raising his eyebrow, the Jedi raised a fist to do so, and the door opened.

“’Er we ar’!” Grinned Grejor, spitting out the wire and rising. He and Nils re-assimilated into the squadron, and the mass of bodies moved into the tower. The turbolift could only take so many, and thus the group divided in order to continue on. Tyraal and several dozen others stepped on and they whizzed upward to the control centre. The lift came to a halt two floors short, and Tyraal drew his lightsaber, carefully igniting it amongst the dense mass of beings around him.


It burst to life, the green illuminating the lift chamber. The doors opened and a hail of blaster fire erupted. The Shan were waiting for them, more or less dug in behind makeshift barricades and machinery. Tyraal leapt forward, lightsaber jerking about, blocking bolts here and deflecting shots there. 

“Get out of the lift!” Tyraal shouted amid the chaos. “Let the rest get up here!”


The Hoth soldiers broke from the turbolift, scattering to defenses. A few hurled themselves over barricades, engaging the defenders with fist, rifle stocks, and vibro-knives. Tyraal reached and lifted a dozen crates with force-induced telekinesis, and hurled the boxes at a bunker with a flick of the wrist. They spun through the air and slammed down. The turbolift dinged as it opened and Nils leapt out, yellow lightsaber already in action. The two force-users leapt forward, lightsabers twirling through the air as they swooped down on their foes. Within several minutes, the defenders were overwhelmed. A dozen or so Shan turned and sprinted out the back, towards the main control room, closing the massive blast doors behind them.

Tyraal extinguished his lightsaber and looked around. A handful of Hoth troops were down, and a dozen more were nursing wounds from glancing shots and heavy close-quarter hits. The turbolift opened and the next group came through.

“Seven,” Said Tyraal. A green and black astromech rolled from the turbolift, pulling to a stop next to him. A whistle of confirmation from the droid, and Tyraal pointed to the blast door panel. “Can you pry that open?


The droid beeped and rolled over to the paneling, extending a computer probe arm and began slicing into the computer systems. The droid whistled as the huge doors pulled open. Tyraal drew his blaster, as the rest of the Hoth soldiers tensed, waiting for action. A detonator flew through the half-meter wide crack between the doors.
“GRENADE!” Shouted someone. 

They scattered from the device, while Tyraal lunged at it and with a force push, sent it rocketing back through the gap. It erupted, and a piercing wail went out.

“Flash bang….” Amended another, rubbing her ears.


House Hoth rose, rallied, and charged through the blast doors, blaster fire well leading their offensive. The defenders melted before them, pushing further and further back, until they sealed themselves in the control centre, glaring at them from behind transparent blast doors. Another two dozen Hoth soldiers were downed and dragged out of the immediate danger zone. Grejor and another loyalist walked up to the transparisteel blast doors, clamping on several detonator charges. The Shan inside the room immediately back away from the doors, hastily digging themselves into more makeshift barricades. 
“Shall we?” Asked Grejor, thumbing the trigger. House Hoth dove away, back into the main room, as Grejor hit the button. A huge explosion rippled through the war-zone, shattering the transparisteel and sending a massive heat wave that toppled all it met.


Both sides quickly regained their footing. House Hoth rallied behind Tyraal and two other force-users, and rushed towards the control centre. The Shan threw a few detonators and flash bangs at the invaders. As the Hoth soldiers leapt up the dozen steps, the Shan opened fire with their nests of weapons: E-web repeating blasters, EWHB-12 repeating blasters and even a few beam turrets were planted. Tyraal drew his lightsaber, deflecting the first onslaught from the E-webs. He leapt sideways, cartwheeling and holstering his blaster as he curled nimbly to the side. He landed and, with a mighty force push, caused two nests to crumble and topple into themselves.

As the two forces continued hammering each other, another lightsaber ignited and a girl stepped up, brandishing an orange lightsaber. She glared at Tyraal, and the two circled, largely ignored by the two warring houses.

“Sith?” Asked Tyraal. The girl snarled.

“GREY!” She lunged at him, whirling through the air. Tyraal swore and sidestepped, swinging in a back strike as she flew past. He missed. She landed, twirled and lunged again, attacking with a devastating ferocity of attacking blows, most of which Tyraal could barely keep up with.

“Are you really a grey?” Tyraal asked, after managing to kick his opponent into the wall. “You’re awfully aggressive, even for—” Another set of strikes silenced him, as he began parrying again.


He moved quickly, throwing up blocks and frantic counter-strikes. More than a few of the girl’s strikes got through, cutting lightly at him as he curled away. He locked blades once, and slammed her; she leapt around using the locked blades as a pivot-point, whirling around and slamming him in the skull as she twirled past. He stumbled back, and received a slash against the arm as he danced away. He swung an overhead strike and began a semi-complex series of strikes; the girl effortlessly blocked them. Clearly, she was more advanced in her lightsaber form than he was. More than once she goaded him on with causal blocks and feigned boredom. 


Finally, in desperation, Tyraal flattened her against another bunker with a force-push. She smashed through and remained motionless. He whirled to resume attacking, but felt his head swim dangerously, his vision becoming encroached with black. He dropped to his knees, laying a hand on the floor to avoid passing out. As he sat there, swaying, Hoth continued fighting, someone finally managing to drag him out. As his conscience left him, he was dimly aware of the Shan getting back into the far corner and surrendering to the much stronger and much more numerous House Hoth. Then, he went dark.

Things slowly into focus: color shifted from black and white to rough hues of the three primary colors and then into more complex colors. Light flickered in the edges of his sight, starting out white and shifting into a pale blue periwinkle color. He slowly sat up, feeling his head reel with the effort.

“Easy there, Tyraal.” Came a voice nearby. “You’ve got a massive swelling lump forming on your head.”


Tyraal shook his head in answer, not trusting himself to speech yet. He immediately wished he had taken the vocal chance, because his head detonated into a series of stars, flashing discs, thumping blood and pounding headache. He swallowed sickly, waiting a minute for his head to stop exploding, and then slowly rose to his feet, nearly blacking out from the, albeit slower than normal, rapid ascension into a standing position. He tottered weakly around, making his way towards R7 in the corner, currently idling and powered down until further interaction was required. Tyraal lay a hand on the transparent, grey dome. 

The R7 unit twittered and rolled his dome to face the photoreceptor at Tyraal.

“I’m right here, Seven.” He said wearily. He looked around and then the control panel lit up. He glanced over, irritated. “What now….?”


R7 rolled over to the panel, beeping at an S19 unit idling there. The S19 whirred angrily and rolled several feet away and went back to sleep. R7 hooked up to the panel and sliced in once again. He rotated his dome to face Tyraal when an explosion racked the main room. Tyraal raised his eyebrow.
“Back again, are we?” He asked, annoyed in spite of his eagerness for action. “Grejor, is there anyone in the main hall?”

“I’ll reinforce them.” Said the soldier, rising to his feet.

“No, call them back. We’ll lock them out. As long as we have control of the Command Centre by the time the Consul and Quaestor come by, we’ve achieved victory conditions. Pull them out, we’ll slam the doors behind them.”

Grejor nodded and slipped out. Nils followed him, his lightsaber flicking to life as they descended the steps. Tyraal rolled his neck warily, and felt his head swim. He looked up as the Hoth soldiers rushed through the gap in the doors, blasting away at the counter-attacking Shan. Seven began closing the massive blast doors, and the last Hoth dove through, narrowly missing being crushed in the huge doors. 
“You don’t think they’ll get through Tyraal?” Asked Nils, hopping back up the stairs to face his Jedi comrade.

“Well—” Began Tyraal, but was cut of by the massive explosion, blast of heat and dangerously strong vibration that shook the entire space elevator. He raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t think it more than a 17.8% chance of them getting through, but I’m now seriously reconsidering….” 


Another explosion racked the tower, and a section of the blast doors groaned and punched inward.

“Barricades!” Called Tyraal, drawing his LN-21. “Get behind cover, and try to keep the control panels in one piece if you can!”


The Hoth troops leapt around, tossing together ramshackle braces, positions and barricades of crates, junk and ripped wall paneling. Another patch of the doors punched in. Another explosion and the doors blew to pieces. Amid the smoke, dozens of Shan burst through. Blasters erupted from defender and attacker. Tyraal watched the fighting in the hallway, where several defenses were piled in, watching to see a sort of pattern to the attack. Deducing there was none, and that the Shan had simply cast all their forces into this gamble of an attack, he joined his comrades in the blaster fire.

It seemed well, until a figure stepped through the haze of smoke and blaster fire: black suit, armor plating and a helmet. For a split second, Tyraal almost thought it was a Darth Vader wannabe; then he realized the helmet was more following the design of the Knights Of Ren. A dozen blaster bolts whizzed at him, but a blur of motion preceded the twin-bladed red lightsaber igniting and deflecting the shots. Tyraal rose, holstering his blaster and drawing his lightsaber. Nils drew his. The two lightsabers ignited as one and they leapt at the newcomer.


The blade almost went through Tyraal on his initial leap; almost. It neatly avoided Tyraal’s attack, instead swinging at his torso. At the last second, realizing the attack, Tyraal curled himself into a flip, bouncing over the blade and over his opponent. Nils swung and was blocked, and Tyraal whirled and attacked from behind. His jab was parried, and the three round, Nils and Tyraal swinging into the offensive again. Tyraal’s Form 0 was not much more than a distraction towards the newcomer. Nils grasp of Form VI was much better, and thus Nils did most of the offensive assault. However, their twin forms didn’t do much to their antagonist.


Tyraal jabbed and was blocked. As he twirled away, Nils brought down a heavy overhead strike. The sith blocked him. He bounced off and rapidly brought an understrike. Again blocked. Tyraal swung under his opponent’s blade, nicking the lightsaber grip. He sliced through, grazing the arm as the blade passed. One side of the Sith lightsaber extinguished, and the Sith leapt back, flipping neatly over Tyraal’s head as he passed, kicking him. Tyraal stumbled forward, and Nils leapt forward, unleashing a devastating barrage of heavy-handed strikes: over, over, side, over, under, side, side, over. All were blocked skillfully, and the Sith kicked at Nils, sending him flying into a barricade. Tyraal leapt and threw his lightsaber, simultaneously drawing his blaster and pulling off a shot. 

The sith turned and blocked the lightsaber. As the weapon bounced away into the wall, the stun bolt hit him in the neck. He stumbled backward, his lightsaber dropping from his unconscious hand. He slammed to the ground, and lay there. Tyraal walked up to him, retrieving his lightsaber neatly with the force. Nils rose, rubbing a bruised face and a dislocated shoulder.

“Lucky shot.” He muttered, good-naturedly.

“That was beyond lucky.” Replied Tyraal.


He looked around at the piles of bodies, Hoth and Shan both. He glanced out the window at the darkening sky and clipped his lightsaber to his belt. 

“I’d say we won today…”
 R7-L3 – Tyraal

S19-D3E – Grejor (soldier)

Q7-R1 – Nils (grey jedi)

Torezza Liniq – Chiss (Ash) 
