Time To Exhale.
Refuge, Sector Four

Hyperspace

Somewhere Along The Hyperian Way
The two opponents circled each other cautiously. Both were tired and had several cuts on their face and bodies. The heavy trandoshan leered through his bloody face as he towered over his mutilated human opponent. Virusk was confident of victory, despite his foes reputation and appearance. The human appeared to have survived many, many beatings, injuries and what appeared to be an explosion over the years. He would not survive this fight. The trandoshan waited for his moment, and then dove in, fist outstretched. The man blocked the strike taking the blow to an arm, as he moved backwards, and his other fist lashed out hitting the trandoshan in the ribs and the alien let out a burst of air as pain surged through his side. For his smaller size the human could hit hard.

Virusk let out a roar and advanced once more, wanting to end this. His fists smashed out at the man, left and right in quick succession, and the human backed off, blocking the incoming hits or angling his body to take them on his upper arms, protecting his body. The crowd roared as the transhoshan struck out at his opponent, using all his strength to drive the scarred human back, and the man seemed to do little to fight back except block the blows. Virusk began to sense victory as he continued to smash his fists into the upper arms and a few shots to the man's burned naked upper body. He aimed a roundhouse at the scarred noseless face and the man flailed out with a fist, blocking the blow inches from his face. Virusk let out a roar and attacked again as the man lost more ground.

Then as he paused the man attacked back, aiming quick blows at the trandoshan's body, hitting his ribs once more. Virusk felt a stab of pain as he felt his ribs crack this time and he gasped for air. He backed off trying to block the smaller man as his opponent advanced now, launching more attacks of his own, first the the damaged ribs, and then several blows to the trandoshan's chin that rocked him back. As Virusk fought to block the blows and regain the advantage the human was relentless, more blocks striking the ribs and finding the gap in the defence to aim more blows at the trandoshan's face. Finally Virusk slipped and to a roar of the crowd he stumbled to his knees. 


A second later he felt an arm round his neck, and another grip his head. As he wearily grabbed the arm that held him and tried to push his legs up, the felt the arms begin to squeeze his neck and twist this head. Panic began to rise within as he gasped for air and tried to free himself. It was no good, the grip that held him was vice like. As he made one final push to drive himself up or free himself he saw a flash of white light, and then he went numb.

As the crowd shouted in triumph the announcer's voice sounded across the arena. “Ladies and Gentleman and Others, it looks like it's all over for Virusk, and another victory for The Ghoul! Those of you who bet wisely collect your winnings, the rest take what money you have left to the bar to drowl your sorrows. The next bout with be in twenty minutes.

Slowly the one known as The Ghoul stood up fully, shaking his head spraying a little blood and sweat on the floor below. Without a glance at his dead opponent, the one known as The Ghoul make his way across the arena and through the tunnel to the changing area. Wearily he grabbed a towel and a bottle of water and found a bench. He began to wipe his head and body down as he took a deep swig of the cold water. The trandoshan had been surprisingly good and he was tired. He frowned as a shadow fell over him.

He sighed without looking up. “I do not sign autographs. I do not give interviews. I am not looking for a manager. I am not taking on a student. Now **** off.”

The young man in front of him make a shrugging motion. “It is lucky then I seek none of those things. My mistress wishes to speak to you in her quarters.”

The fighter looked up. The man was about twenty five, with short blonde hair, and was wearing a grey robe. He was otherwise fairly average looking. “Give your mistress my apologies. I am also not interested in being entertained by bored and rich women.”

The young man smiled. “It is nothing of that nature. My mistress has her own entertainments,” he looked the mutilated figure up and down, “and full use of her eyes.”

“So what the hell does she want?”

“She said it is in your interest to speak to her,” the young man replied, and after checking they were alone, “and for your identity to not become known to the people who run this place, Malisane Sadow.”

The Warlord studied the man coldly. “Very nice,” he replied, “and supposing I kill you now and leave?”

The young man shrugged again. “This place is not due to return to normal space for eighteen hours, perhaps you could hide and sneak off after the alert goes out, or 

maybe not. Are you not curious what she has to say?”

Malisane considered this. “Very well. You will allow me to dress.”

“As you wish,” the young man replied. He waited patiently while the Sith pulled on his robes and cloak, pulling the hood over his features. He pulled his belt out of the locker, with his enforcer pistol and saber hanging from it and prepared to buckle it round his waist.

“You will give me your weapons,” the young man told him, holding a hand out.

“Like hell I will,” Malisane replied as he snapped the belt closed, angling the saber so it was hidden beneath the cloak, “your mistress went to all this effort to invite me, rather than having me picked up, so I will be going in like this. If that does not suit I will happily kill you and take my chances out there.”

For the first time a look of irritation touched the young man's face. “Very well. The mistress will be unconcerned by them anyway.”

Malisane allowed himself to be lead along the corridors of the fourth of seven sectors that made up the immense travelling station with its multiple welded ship hulls. The two robed men drew little interest as they walked along, the station was home to all walks of life. To be honest Malisane had little doubt that if he wished he could ditch his apparent capture and hide out. It was true he and many other members of Clan Naga Sadow were wanted in most of the sectors of Refuge for any number of past incursions and hostile actions, but he also had a few loose allies here who saw the benefit of trade with the Clan. He was curious though who wanted to see him that much, a fact they were probably counting on.

Finally they reached a simple unguarded door. Malisane knew the area fairly well and recognised it as an executive guest suite. Whoever was on the other side was a visitor not a resident, or had decided on a neutral location. The young man pressed the buzzer and put his face in front of the camera. After a few seconds there was a beep and the door slid open.

Malisane followed the man into the main room, off which lead several doors. The room was well decorated, with several sofas and tables and a bar at one end, with soft lighting. There were also five figures in the room, all wearing heavy robes. Four of them were tall and flanked a shorter figure whose face was hidden beneath their cowl. “Well done Gavis,” a familiar woman's voice said, “I did not think you would convince him so easily.”

A shiver of apprehension passed through the Sith as he studied the robed figure, as Gavis drew his own grey cowl over his head. A memory surged through the Sith's mind.

34 ABY

Marakith Skyhook

Orbiting an Unknown Planet
The Sith worked quickly but efficiently at the console, checking the connections were all in place. He knew they were onto him. His supervisor had been asking  too many questions about his absences and equipment requisitions. His burned hands passed over the buttons and switches, his work gloves discarded on the shelf next to him. He had perhaps seconds or not much longer. Then he heard footsteps approaching, and he felt them. He focused on the display. If his work had one error it was likely he would die and the last year would have been a waste.
Over his shoulder he saw guards approaching in armour, followed by three robed figures. The guards raised their blaster rifles, pointing directly at him. They stood aside respectfully to allow the central figure to face the Sith who still worked away. “So, maintenance worker twenty five, it appears you are not who you claim. We have a infiltrator in our mist.” She drew her hood back revealing her aged features, with grey hair trailing down her back in a braid. “Step away from that console and face me.”
Malisane took a deep breath. It was now or never. He pressed a final button and heard a satisfying hum as the forcefield dropped between the small room and the woman and her followers. Slowly he turned to face her, pulling his plain helmet off his head to reveal his ravaged features.

She looked through it at him, her face calm. “Clever,” she commented. She studied his burned features, “I remember you. You were one of the dark jedi who tried to stop us taking this skyhook.”

“I was,” he replied, “and I have returned for it. I remember you as well, Shareth.”

She smiled coldly. “So you have,” she commented, “I have been informed of your efforts, you have been busy. It is a shame your efforts will come to nothing.”

“I do not think so,” Malisane replied.

She laughed softly, “How long do you think it will take for them to deactivate your forcefield?” she asked, “did you honestly think you could walk in here and take this place alone?”

“I did once before,” he replied, “after all, I designed Marakith. Your people on the bridge are now discovering what I have done.”

A trace of doubt touched her features, “And what exactly have you done?”

He looked down at the console. “It took me a year of work, but these are the only controls that work now, except the one they have just activated that controls the internal defence systems.”
Her features fell further as the sound of screams began to emerge from nearby, and a siren began to sound through the area. A sound of hissing gas emerged from above and above the siren laser fire could be heard. “This is now the only safe place!” Malisane shouted above the din, “run, or die.”

As the guards and other robed figures began to retreat and run, Shareth clutched her robe to her face. “This is not over!” she shouted back, before she too turned and began to run, a lightsaber appearing in her hand.

“I think it is,” Malisane replied as he turned the console display to the cameras, watching the carnage across the many floors of the skyhook. Soon it would be time to  begin the long journey back to Kangaras, his birth place.
Malisane watched as Shareth drew her hood back. Her grey hair was still there, though her features were older and more sallow. Scars traced across her face, and the hand that drew the hood back was mechanical. “I said it was not over, Malisane Sadow.”

“So you did,” he replied, “I did not expect anyone to survive.”

“Only I did, and these five who were away at the time. All that remains of my order.”

“So what now?” he asked.

“Straight to the point, good,” she said with a slight nod. 

“You intend to try to kill me,” he told her emphasising the word 'try'.

She smiled coldly. “I did consider it,” she replied, “for a very long time and in many imaginative and painful ways, but no.”

“Really?” he asked, for once surprised.

“No,” she repeated, “I came to invite you to join me. To help me rebuild my order.”

He looked at her in surprise. “Why?”

“I recognise talent, you took Marakith from me single handedly and destroyed my followers. You are inventive. And I can offer you much your Clan and Brotherhood can not.”

“You think so?” he replied in an amused tone. “I have a position of authority within my Clan, I rule over a prosperous mining world and other territory, and have a small but respectable fleet at my disposal. What do you and your five followers offer me?”

Her eyes looked into his own. “We have been studying you for the last few years. You have all you said, and it is a chain around your neck. You delegate your authority to others. You go out on your own and raid narcotics organisations single handedly. You sneak off to come here and other places to compete in bouts against trandoshans and other dregs of the galaxy. And for several years before you returned to your Brotherhood you were observed living in a cave on rodents you caught and rain water. That does not sound like a man who is content with his authority.”

“True enough” he admitted. “What of it?”

“If you join me you can help me build my order again. You can train our members with the abilities and talents you have learned. You can rule by my side without bureaucracy and laws imposed on your and without a planet to worry about. You can help us grow strong and powerful from the ground up.”

There was a brief second where his mind considered the possibilities. For that second he considered the frustrations of ruling over Shar Dakhan and Aeotheran, of the laws and rules of the Brotherhood and its overbearing rank structure, of the meetings with officials and fleet commanders and the rest of the Summit. He considered the responsibility the Consul had dropped on him when he had given him the role, and the other Sadows who watched his every move to see if he would go too far and need removing. The appeal of starting again, of forming a strong new group like his father had, without any constraints. They could use Kangaras, none of the Clan had been there for years. It was the perfect base, with six hundred trained and murderous Sith ewoks as a guard in case anyone came looking. They could even use the recent connections he had made with the Tenixir Revenants for resources and ships. It was all possible and the temptation burned in him. For a second. 

“No,” he replied, “I am a Son of Sadow, and I serve my Clan.”

“You are sure,” she replied, “we leave hyperspace in just over seventeen hours, you have time to consider.”

“I do not need a further second,” he replied.

“Disappointing,” she said with a slight shrug, “then you will die.”
As Gavis and the others stepped forward, sabers igniting as one Malisane felt a flashback to all those years ago on Marakith, he and another Sadow had faced these grey robed force users and their leader, and had escaped by jumping into the sea, before the Skyhook had made its famous journey away from the Orian System. Now he faced them again. As his own blade swept up from beneath his cloak and its white blade ignited, he leapt at them. They were clearly surprised by his sudden aggression as he landed amongst them, and rocked back as the burst of telekenetic energy hit the ground at their feet. Before they knew what was happening five had become three, as two fell twitching from vicious saber strikes. As they moved on him Malisane went on the offensive, striking out at them, and blocking thrusts aimed at himself. He sensed these were newer, weaker opponents and could see why Shareth had wanted a drill sergeant to train them up. Sensing his advantage as they fought to maneuver amongst the stylish furniture in the centre of the room. Then he heard a crackle of force energy and lightning arched towards him, and he leapt aside.
As he landed he turned, blocking a saber thrust and then with a flick his white blade sliced through a grey robe, feeling a satisfying resistance as the blade cut into cloth and then flesh. He looked over to see the final two figures advancing on him, cautiously now, as Shareth watched him.  Then he heard her voice. “Back.”

Malisane looked at the woman in surprise, as did her two remaining followers. As the Sith tensed, gripping his saber, he heard her say. “Leave, now.”

The Warlord looked in surprise as the two, still gripping their sabers, moved towards the door. Then with a hum it slid open, and they were gone. “Why?”

Shareth looked at him. “I lead them here, the last of their order and they followed me. I did intend to lead them to their deaths. I have lost too many. You I will kill alone. Then I will find them, and others.”

“So you say,” he replied.

She snarled, and then raised her hand.
Malisane hit the wall hard, the breath knocked out of him slightly. He sensed the lightning arcing towards him once more and he raised his saber, feeling it crackle around it and clenching his teeth as pain passed through his arms from the hilt. Then he pushed it back and leapt towards her, as a purple saber blade ignited in her grip. She met his strike skilfully, and attacked back. For her age she was quick, as fast as many he had faced in the Brotherhood, and he backed off, meeting her strikes as he gripped his saber and planted his feet. He felt a stab of pain as her blade sliced down his left arm and he loosened his grip with that hand, attacking back at her now using all his strength to overpower her. She angled her body away from his blows as she met his blade, using light deflects rather than blocks, pushing the Sith's saber away from her with quick movements. Malisane continued to attack, forcing himself to drive powerful strikes at her, his thoughts only on rage and aggression as he tried to push past her defences, knowing that one successful hit would be enough. Finally his blade managed to slice past her defence and hit her right shoulder, and he felt it pass through flesh and bone, severing her limb. She screamed in agony and lashed out, and the Sith felt himself pushed back, his feet leaving the ground and he smashed against a bookcase, hitting the ground hard, before the object collapsed onto him. 
He looked up and saw her limping towards him, clutching her bleeding stump where her arm had been. “Curse you,” she spat, “you fool. We could have built something powerful.”

“I am already part of something powerful,” he replied as he began to push up from under the bookcase, feeling weaker, his hand still gripping his saber hilt though the blade had retracted. 

She removed her hand from the stump, where she had stemmed the bleeding, “Now you will die,” she said and raised her remaining hand to strike at him.

Malisane was pushing himself to his feet when the lightning hit him and he grit his teeth in pain, trying to dissipate it and he felt himself sag back down. He heard her snarl and the lightning hit him again, jarring through his entire body in another surge of pain. His hand gripped the hilt of his saber and he clung onto it even as his limbs spasmed. Then as the lightning ceased once more he sensed she was preparing her strength for a final and fatal onslaught. He gripped the saber hilt once more, and then he clicked the blade on, and then with a final surge of his strength he threw it. It span through the air. Shareth tried to move but without her saber she was defenceless. He saw her raise her hands before he white blade sliced through her and she screamed once, and then her bottom half collapsed as the top half hit down to the floor a second later. 
Slowly Malisane pushed himself to his feet, his limbs feeling numb. He took a deep breath. He was exausted. Not even feeling the strength to draw his saber back to his hand he stumbled over to where it lay past the two halves of his enemy and picked it up, switching the blade off once more. Then he collapsed onto the sofa. He did not know if the two remaining acolytes would return and for the while he did not care. He glanced at the time display on the wall. There were still sixteen hours before they left hyperspace. Enough time to rest and then eat, and perhaps track the remaining two enemies down. Or was it even worth it? He would decide later. Slowly he pushed himself up and made for the door. 
