A light flickered in the distance as footsteps echoed down the dim corridor. An astromech whistle bounced down the walls. The evening had only just faded away, though the galactic standard clock was slowly ticking its way to a reset. Four years running, they’d make their run, meet the New Year at Coruscant, and pull back around to meet the new year back home.

The fifth run was mere moments away from beginning. 

Tyraal passed through the last doorway into the hanger. Two astro droids were hurriedly repairing a landing pad upon which the Radiance was sitting. The Consular class cruiser, outdated by everyone’s standards, was quietly buzzing as someone sparked up the systems. 
“Time’s up you two,” Called Tyraal to the droids, passing up the walkway. Two answering blips reached his ears, and the two sped up behind him. He made his way through the ship, being sure to lay a heavy swat to blue body lying on one of the bunks.

“You falling asleep on me, Tora?” He heard a scoff from the dark.

“You take so long getting here; I certainly could’ve fallen asleep!” Rebounded the dry answer.

“You wish. Where’s the lover boy, we’ve got to get off.”

“On the other bunk.” Replied the grim, tall, boyish figure materializing from the dark behind Torezza. 
“Nils, what time do you call this?” Asked Tyraal, turning to look at him.

“I call it you being late.” Answered the Grey Jedi. Tyraal grinned, and returned his attention to the control panel.

“Alright, let’s get this show on the road.” 

Radiance slowly lifted a half meter off the ground and rotated around to the long tunnel leading to the entrance. Tyraal retracted the landing pads and slowly throttled towards the opening. With a vibrating roar, the Consular-class burst through the gap, heading into the heavens.


The massive cruiser abruptly dropped from lightspeed as Coruscant appeared, no bigger than a small moon in the endless expanse of stars and celestial bodies. 

“111 seconds,” Muttered Nils. “Damn Tyraal, how do you manage that?” 


The acolyte allowed a small grin to peep through as he maneuvered the cruiser into a neat orbit. 

“45…” Whispered Torezza, spiting Nils’ comment.


Nils, though proficient in three forms of lightsaber form, had never really had that much success flying. Even his speeder episodes were rather disastrous. The fact that Tyraal could not only fly in a straight line but elude an entire enemy squadron with ease had always brought a tinge of annoyance to the Grey Jedi’s calm.

“You’ll get there someday, Nils,” Said Tyraal, watching as the time slowly ticked down.

“Someday, yeah,” Growled Nils in answer.


Two quartets of X-wings rocketed by. They watched as the eight fighters dove and disappeared into the busy bustle of Coruscant.

10 seconds. Tyraal readjusted orbit.


4 seconds. Nils plugged their destination into the navicomputer.


3 seconds. 2 seconds. Tyraal slowly pushed up on the lever.


1 second.


The galactic clock reset itself as Tyraal sent the Radiance throttling into lightspeed. The stars extended into a long white trail. Several gave a dull green sparkle, others a dim red. Time began again at 00:00. 


“Here’s to a new year,” Said Nils, handing Tyraal a glass of something. How did he get alcohol on his ship without him knowing??


The cheering of celebration could be heard not too far off as the last of the fireworks exploded in the black sky. Tyraal, Nils, and Torezza were seated atop one of Radiance’s turrets: the latter two were seated on the ring below, while Tyraal sat tangled in the twin barrels of the blaster itself. Cheers and cries and loud conversation echoed across the rocky wilderness just outside the city boundaries.

“Time is passing away,” Said Nils, not without a bit of displeasure, as several minutes of silence passed.

“True,” Said Torezza, looking up at the head of Tyraal. “We should go.”


Tyraal gracefully, after several minutes of swearing and to untangling himself, flipped to the roof of the cruiser.
“Where are you off two? With your inverse… plans…?” Asked Tyraal.

“Luva.” Answered Nils. Torezza nodded, looking up at the towering figure.

“You’re going to come, right?” She asked, glancing at Tyraal. He smiled.

“When it’s all said and done and he gives you the rings I still don’t think he has?” Nils snorted, and Torezza laughed nodding. “If the brotherhood doesn’t have me hunkered in some hellish wasteland, I wouldn’t miss it.”

“And if you are hunkered down, do I have to come and get you out?” Asked Nils.

“No, that would get dirt all over your tunic and face, and we can’t go messing up that face, now can we?” Nils snorted again.

“Remind me why we’re friends Tyraal….” 


The trio laughed, and made their way down to Nils’ and Torezza’s starfighters. Torezza stopped and hugged Tyraal.

“Crying is hardly a good way to start a new year Tora,” Said Tyraal severely, as the chiss female shed a few tears.

“Crying for the one who ISN’T betrothed??” Gasped Nils, feigning horror and shock. “How could you??”

“If you hadn’t suckered her in Nils, she’d be all over me.”
“I have no doubt.” 


Torezza laughed and pulled away, tears staining her face.

“I’ll be around, Tora.” Said Tyraal, comfortingly. “Go get married.”

“Well that’s one way to say goodbye!” Laughed Nils.

“Well, it’s clearly not goodbye. And if I hear anything about YOU, I’ll be there before you can blink.”


Nils nodded, and after a moment, Torezza climbed into her X-wing.

“Treat her well, you bastard. You hear?” Growled Tyraal.

“I hear.”

“I’ll come hunting if you don’t.”

“Duly noted.” Replied Nils, throwing himself into his E-wing.

“Oh and Nils?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t blow yourself up trying to GET to your own wedding.”

“That’s why R6 is in here.” Replied the Grey Jedi.


Tyraal laughed and retreated, waving as the two fighters climbed away into the heavens.
