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The campaign to retake the Orian System has been long and bloody.  Both Houses of Clan 

Naga Sadow has engaged the Collective on their home turf, retaking Tarthos and Sang Karash.  

DarkHawk left Aeotheran and Sang Karash in capable hands after a long bloody battle in the 

streets of the city.  The new fleet of House Shar Dakhan engaged in its first battle and took on 

three of the Collective ships.  Though battle-weary and in need of significant repairs, the fleet 

held steady.  The HSD fleet destroyed not only the Collective forces orbiting around Aeotheran 

but knocking out all the Collective radar and communications systems.  Leaving the Collective 

virtually blind, House Shar Dakhan dropped in on Sang Karash and engaged in guerilla-style 

urban combat against the remaining forces dug into Sang Karash.  The Collective had been dug 

in deep within the city.  From street to street and building to building Dakhani forces pushed the 

Collective out of the city.  Only to find themselves surrounded by flanking forces of Sadawans 

and Dakhani ground troops. 

Leaving Aeotheran weighed heavy on the Quaestor of House Shar Dakhan.  There were many 

works to be accomplished on Sang Karash.  Though DarkHawk understood the bigger picture 

had yet to be painted for Clan Naga Sadow.  The final push was here, with the last prize 

standing being the Temple of Sorrow.  The Collective had given no homage to the structure and 

ransacked the temple during its interim occupancy. Collective forces had been divided up 

across Sepros, but the temple was still the prize.  Most of the Collective defenses have been 

staged to protect in and around the temple.  This is where the final battle of Orian would take 

place. 

DarkHawk elected to come in stealthily aboard his VT-49 Decimator, the Tãrõn, piloted by his 

Duros cohort in crime Tytus O’Baieron.  Ty set the blacked-out Decimator on top of one of the 

adjacent buildings nearby.  The crew door opened and both DarkHawk and Tytus disembarked 

the ship.   

“Ty, you can get yourself set up here,” DarkHawk said. 

“I was planning on it, your highness.  I will have tea and biscuits prepared upon your untimely 

return.” Ty said in his elegant accent. 

“Untimely return?” DarkHawk questioned. 



“I will no doubt feel sorrow Takagari, so much I may have to sell the ship so I won’t be reminded 

of you and the loss of such a prestigious employer,” Ty said, scratching at his bald head. 

DarkHawk shook his head in disdain as he walked over to the edge of the building.  “What are 

we twenty floors up?  Bet you a hundred credits, I can throw your carcass over and hit dead 

center on the walkway.” DarkHawk said with a slight grin. 

Without missing a beat, Ty replied, “Then who will chauffeur your big ass around?” 

“God, I hate you,” replied Darkhawk. 

“Look clown shoes, get set up, anyone comes out of that building that is not a Brotherhood 

member, you better paint the plaza with their blood.  Or is this position not ideal for you to make 

that kind of shot?” 

“Now, you are just speaking maliciously, DH,” Ty said sarcastically. 

DarkHawk bowed to his friend and then walked off the edge with no thought to the act what so 

ever.  DarkHawk focused himself as he plummeted straight down.  The building's windows 

raced passed the Battlelord, giving himself to the freefall.  The wind howled through the helm, 

drowning out any other ambient sounds.  DarkHawk enjoyed these moments of freedom, his 

heartbeat remained steady, almost controlled, boom…boom…boom.  Pressing a small button 

on his gauntlets, activated the contoured wing pack the Battlelord had attached to his battlesuit.  

The collapsible skeleton snapped into place pulling the sailcloth taught.  The assassin glided 

through the night, over the unsuspecting city. 

The brisk night winds of the city carried DarkHawk over the Temple of Sorrow, leaning his body 

weight and tipping one of his wings, the assassin circled the temple.  Each pass of the temple, 

DarkHawk descended his flight path.  The Quaestor maintained a keen eye out for any targets 

in the area.  After several passes, DarkHawk locked onto the second-floor balcony which he 

needed to access.  Leaning harder into another turn, DarkHawk lined himself up on the balcony.  

Just before crashing into Temple, DarkHawk pressed the button on his gauntlet once again.  

The pack collapsed and stowed away automatically in its small housing.  For a second time in 

one night, the Quaestor found himself falling through the night sky.  The momentum of his flight 

carried the wraith forward over the balcony.  Reaching out and solidifying his connection to the 

Force, DarkHawk’s momentum slowed, allowing him to land gingerly on the balcony floor. 

Crouching in the corner, DarkHawk peered through a small window.  One guard standing less 

than six feet away from the door.  Silently moving to the balcony door, the assassin pressed his 

body tightly up against the wall.  Reaching out with his left arm, DarkHawk tapped at the 

balcony door twice, then readied himself.  The lone guard cautiously moved towards the door.  

DarkHawk watched the door handle slowly turn, the door began to push open slowly.  The 

muzzle of a blaster was first to crest over into the balcony threshold.   

The guard cautiously stuck his head through the door to identify the commotion.  That is when 

DarkHawk struck.  Putting all his weight behind his movement, DarkHawk slammed the door 

shut against the guard's skull, pinning him between the door and the door frame.  Quickly 

unsheathing one of his throwing knives, DarkHawk brought the knife up under the guard’s chin, 

through the mouth and finally piercing the brain.  Blood poured onto the tile floor of the balcony, 

DarkHawk opened the door and the guard fell like a wet sack of flour to the floor. 



Carefully moving into the temple, the wraith moved down one corridor and turned left into 

another.  Voices could be heard down the corridor, moving closer towards DarkHawk’s location.  

Sprinting further down the corridor, two more Collective sentry’s unknowingly awaited their 

demise.  Before the two could reach the corner, DarkHawk suddenly appeared in front of the 

guards.  Eyes widened as the two tried to draw their weapons.  With two shurikens in each 

hand, the assassin sent the shurikens hurling at the guards.  The mortal instruments were 

thrown with such savage velocity, the five-pointed shurikens howled as they cut through the air.  

The shakiness sunk deep into the skulls and necks of the two guards.  The force of the blows 

took the guards off balance, falling back to the floor.   

DarkHawk moved past the deceased guards, without stopping DarkHawk snagged an access 

card from one of the guards.  The control room was just ahead, “God, I hope this clown’s access 

card works…” DarkHawk said to himself.  Inserting the access card, the lights of the access 

point went from red to green, then the door buzzed open.  Maneuvering inside, DarkHawk went 

over to the main terminal and activated it.  The terminal’s monitor came to life and the Battlelord 

searched for the screen he was needing. Enabling his commlink, he called on both Ty and the 

Consul of Clan Naga Sadow. 

“Sir, I am in…awaiting your signal?” DarkHawk said 

Warlord Bentre Kairn’tel Sadow was first to reply.  “Good work DarkHawk.  “We are in position, 

do it…” instructed the Consul. 

“Affirmative Sir…Ty, you up?”  

“Copy, locked and loaded…” Ty said. 

“Defense systems are down, Sir,  unleash hell…” 

 

  


