Event: Short Story #2

 

Write a short story about discovering the whereabouts of the Proconsul, devising a plan for rescuing him, and then executing that plan in meticulous detail.

 

Please bear in mind that the Trianon Fortress is heavily defended. Attacking the fortress with only a Strike Cruiser, a Corvette, and a handful of fighters is a bad idea. The best alternative to a frontal assault is a covert ops mission that uses stealth and subterfuge to achieve its objectives. Your primary objective is to get inside the fortress, find Proconsul Khobai, and get the hell out before they know what happened. Staying to fight is suicidal.

 

If you want to include a frontal assault in your story (a diversion perhaps?), Clan Arcona’s fleet composition is included below. Fighters are expendable; Capital Ships are not expendable. Also listed below is the Trianon Fortress’ defense fleet. The fleet won’t survive very long against the fortress’ defenses, so rescue the Proconsul quickly. More information about the Trianon star fortress can be found by viewing the following document (shipinfo.doc).

 

Clan Arcona Fleet Composition:

1 Strike Cruiser

1 Corellian Corvette 
2 Tyderian Shuttles

36 Fighters (any configuration)
4 Stormtrooper Transports

 

Trianon Fortress Defense Fleet:
1 Trianon Fortress (75 turbolaser batteries, 75 quad laser cannons, 50 concussion missile launchers)

35 Type-C Mines
1 Victory Class Star Destroyer
24 Fighters (any configuration)
12 TIE Vindicator prototypes (3 heavy laser cannons, 2 light pulse lasers, 2 heavy ion cannons, 3 warhead launchers: 16 missiles/4 rockets)



Remember the Star Wars films moved back and forth between several battles at once (i.e. simultaneous space and ground battles). You may want to incorporate this into your stories to make them more intense and action-filled.

Obelisk Warrior Mage swept quietly into the Arcona clan hall, glancing quickly from side to side at the assembled Dark Jedi.  He ascended a few short flights of stairs, and sat down on the magnificent house Galeres throne.  A faint blue glow emanated off the onyx-colored seat now that Mage sat upon it.  To his right sat the other Quaestors, Kahn and Reaper.  Seated above them, and sitting highest in the chamber, the Consul of Arcona, Tarkin, looked out upon the assembled crowd.  With a motion of his hand, the room fell silent.  He motioned for Mage to take the podium at the front of the Quaestors platform.


Mage rose from his throne, floated to the podium, and looked down at his fellow warriors.  “Dark brothers of Arcona, I come forward today bearing ill news.  Above me you see the two thrones of Arcona – however, you see only one Dark Jedi.”  Mage waited for the crowd to realize that Khobai wasn’t just on vacation… “Approximately 57 hours ago, Khobai made contact confirming his return to Altair-I.  However, his transmission was lost midway through, and our scanners confirmed laser fire.”  Mage motioned for a holoprojector to be moved into the middle of the chamber.  “I took it upon myself to investigate.  With the assistance of Dark Jedi Knight Redneck, I located the site.  Sensing the Force around the area, we have recreated the events.”  The holoprojector began to glow, and out of it an image of a small piece of space was displayed.  “Khobai’s ship enters the area under no threat, with a fair-sized fighter escort…”  The holoprojector displayed the ships entering casually.  “Watch carefully – about 3 clicks behind them, the enemy hypers in.”  The holoprojector zoomed in on a small fleet behind the Proconsul’s ship and escort.  “This is where myself and Redneck lose the image…”  Mage was cut short by Redneck, who sprung from his chair and said, in a somewhat uneasy voice, “There was a presence of the Force too strong for even Warrior Mage to combat – as if a Jedi of great power had been with the fleet and blocked us out…”


“SILENCE!”  Mage’s voice rang ominously through the hall over the murmuring crowd.  A hush came to the room as Mage deactivated the holoprojector.  “Intelligence and surveillance have pointed us to a small portion of the Minos Cluster.  We believe that the attackers have a semi-permanent base there, and that they are most likely pirates of some fashion.”  Mage looked at Redneck, who stood and looked back at Mage.  “However, as there was a powerful Force presence, extra precautions will be taken.”  Redneck sat down, satisfied.  Mage took his place on the Galeres throne once more, turning over the floor to Consul Tarkin.  Tarkin rose and spoke but one short sentence.  “This meeting is adjourned – we leave to reclaim our Proconsul in 6 hours.”


Battlemaster Drakal Morth waited patiently by the Stormtrooper Transports to speak with Mage about a plan.  He saw Mage walk into the hangar, and walked over to speak with him.  “Where are you going in such a hurry?  We’re not supposed to be leaving for another 5 hours yet…”  Mage looked at Morth curiously.  “If we’re not supposed to be leaving for 5 hours, why are you looking for me here?”  Morth stepped back, ashamed that his thoughts had been so obvious to the Warrior, and said, “I knew you were planning on leaving early, so I thought I’d catch you before you left.”  Morth kept talking to Mage as Mage moved quickly towards his TIE Interceptor.  Mage glanced back at Morth as he hopped into his T/I, and said, “It’s a good plan… but mine’s better.”


Redneck looked out through a window into the vastness of space, Morth and call100 by his side.  “I trust Mage’s judgement.  We stick to the plan.”  Morth looked at Redneck, a look of consternation on his face, and said, “Look, whether my plan is good or not, how could Mage have possibly known that easily?”  Redneck simply smiled.  “He’s good at what he does, Morth – very good.  At any rate, we had best get suited up.”  Redneck led the way to the Galeres equipment room, stocked full of Obeliskian trooper armor.  Along with the other Galeres members, Redneck donned his suit of Obeliskian trooper armor, insuring that it fit snugly, then clipped his lightsaber to the loop provided for it.  He called out to the others, now suited up, “Let’s move!  Onto the Transport!”


Obeliskian trooper armor


Tarkin sat in his lavishly furnished quarters, datapads full of information in one hand, a comlink in the other.  He was relaying orders left, right, and center as he reviewed the information he had been given.  “How could any band of pirates do this, Mage?”  Tarkin relayed his question through the comlink to Mage’s TIE Interceptor.  Tarkin waited patiently as Mage’s response sped back at light-speed:  They couldn’t afford to be draining themselves by communicating telepathically if Tarkin’s premonition was correct.  Mage’s reply came through at a quiet buzz, and Tarkin could just faintly make out the sentence that came through… “…My god… Malachai…”


Redneck and the Galeres forces were standing in the hangar awaiting their final orders from Tarkin before boarding the Stormtrooper Transports.  The plan they had laid out was meticulous, even flawless… but it all depended on perfect coordination, and very careful final instructions.  Some of the newer members of the House seemed discontent, so Redneck tried to calm them.  “Guys, this changes nothing.  Mage has simply confirmed that the situation is a little worse than we anticipated.”  Redneck motioned towards the now-entering Tarkin.  “And Tarkin will insure that we all know what we’re doing so nothing goes wrong.”  Redneck stepped into the line of troopers, awaiting the final charge from his powerful Consul.  Tarkin stepped forward to explain the orders for the Galeres House, as well as their coordination with the Clan plan.  “This must be executed perfectly, gentlemen.”  Tarkin’s voice rang resoundingly across the hangar.  “Your mission is simple – you are to infiltrate the fortress, nab Khobai, and scurry the hell outta there.”  Redneck listened closely – Tarkin sounded bloodthirsty, which meant this really WAS going to be a big battle.  “Mage will be performing a special tactic of his own design, in which I shall accompany him.  The rest of you will be boarding these Stormtrooper transports.”  Tarkin motioned to the four transports littered about the hangar.  “These transports will be moving towards the outer edge of the Trianon Fortress under fighter protection as well as a Krath spell…”  Tarkin waited as a pair of Apprentices brought in a holoprojector.  “This must go exactly as designed, so pay attention.  When we first leave, the Oriens Obscurum forces will hyper first.  They will enter the sector appearing to protect a pair of shuttles, cleverly designed by Tuojas.  These shuttles will be giving off a signal showing them to be Trianon-based; this will let the fighters get relatively close, without endangering themselves.  Onboard the shuttles will be a number of Ysalimari lizards, so that Malachai and any support Jedi will not be able to accurately tell what is on those shuttles – loads of explosives.”  Tarkin waited for this thought to sink in with the troopers.  “As soon as these shuttles are anywhere near the fortress, the fighters will break off, appearing to turn around and head home.  All of our other forces, including you guys, the capital ships, and the Krath spellcasters, will hyper in once the fighters are out of range of the fortress.”  Tarkin looked at the gathered troopers, barely able to distinguish them in their trooper armor, as they watched the scenario as planned unfold on the holoprojector.  “Your stormtrooper transports will actually be camouflaged by the Krath spell, making you appear to be nothing but stars.  You will simply maintain a careful course towards the fortress as this battle unfolds.”  Tarkin continued in a slightly calmer tone, as if he were becoming more worried about their tactics.  “By now, Malachai’s force will be mobilizing.  The fighters will do an about-face, ready to take them on, while the Long Bong holds out with the Corvette in the back.  The Krath warriors will now turn their transport around and high-tail it out of there, and you will unload into the Fortress and begin the assault.”  Tarkin continued to time his speech perfectly with the holoprojector.  “I will join you at this point, brought in by our own Warrior Mage.  He will zip in with his TIE Interceptor, I along in another, and we will speed through the carnage to the fortress.  We have a special plan…”  The holoprojector ceased its glowing movie, and Tarkin turned to leave.  As he walked out, he called back to the troopers but one phrase… “Rage is the gateway to power…”


Hurtling through space, Mage listened to the preparations being taken by his clansmen via the communications devices he had planted around various ships and locations.  He heard the preparations being made, the devious tactics being planned, and the cunning strategy of his fellow warriors.  As he dropped out of hyperspace, he idled calmly in a sector not far from the intended target of all this tension.  He thought about what was going to happen in there… Malachai was well known for being a powerful Dark Jedi Master, even more so because of his madness.  His obsessions with the Abyss and all things related to demons and hell-spawned creatures were what had made him so infamous.  Mage pondered over these things as he watched Tarkin enter the sector in his borrowed TIE Interceptor.  “Good to have you with me, sir.”  Tarkin saluted to his Quaestor through the side window as he pulled up beside Mage to wait for the right time.  Mage returned the salute, and said into his communication device, “How long until we move in, sir?”  Mage waited as Tarkin did some quick calculations.  “About 2 hours, Mage.  Keep yourself honed and ready – we have the hardest job to do.”


The Arconan forces hypered into a sector of space not far from the battle-readied Consul and the Galeres Quaestor.  The Galeres troopers readied their tool belts in a pair of the Stormtrooper transports; the Qel-Droma spellcasters readied their cloaking magicks in the other two.  The Oriens Obscurum pilots checked and double-checked their systems, readied payloads of advanced torpedoes, and continued their escort.  “Attention all pilots!”  Sith Battlemaster Reaper’s voice rang out over the comlinks in the TIE Defenders the Sith pilots were weaving through space in.  “Guys, we have to hyper in shortly.  Those of you piloting the Long Bong or the Corvette, wait for the signal.  Shuttle crew – GO!”  The pair of explosive-loaded shuttles entered hyperspace, launched in by remote, as soon as Reaper’s orders were spoken.  “Fighters, follow them in – GO!”  The first squadron of TIE Defenders flew off into hyperspace – the rest idled in wait.  “Alright, everyone pay close attention – on your viewscreens are pictures of the shuttles and their escorts.  When the shuttles get close to the Fortress, enter hyperspace.  We need to be there as soon as the battle commences.”


Mage and Tarkin were just starting to get uneasy about the mission when their datapads lit up.  After almost an hour of waiting, the assault had begun.  “Tarks, follow my lead.  We’ll go in after the shuttles hit and my Obelisk troopers have landed.”


As the shuttles neared the fortress, a monotone voice rang out into their comlink system.  “Shuttles Death and Destruction, you are cleared for entry in hangar bay 3.  Proceed as per your current course.”  The shuttles, remotely controlled and on autopilot, continued their path.  The Oriens Obscurum fighters dropped to 1/3 speed, turned around quickly, and nailed their engines to full speed to leave the illusion that they were leaving.  Just then, the Oriens Obscurum Aedile, Halcyon, sent a signal back to the Long Bong for the Arconian forces to being hypering in.  The capital ships went in first, followed closely by all the Stormtrooper transports.  The remaining 2 squadrons of TIE Defenders came in just behind the transports, and went straight to work clearing the minefield.  As this battle commenced, the shuttles hit the Trianon fortress, sounding a resonant blast across the battlefield.  The Krath spellcasters had woven their magick, and the 4 transports were disguised as nothing but space.  They moved in towards the opposite side of the fortress from the shuttle collision site.  As this was taking place, the Trianon’s defenses lurched into action.  The TIE Vindicator prototypes they had came out and immediately began firing on the Arconian TIE Defenders, which had just cleared the minefield.  The Oriens Obscurum pilots ducked, weaved, and spun as they launched missiles at the Vindicators.  By the time the Vindicators had all felt the wrath of Arconian concussion missiles, 8 Defenders had been destroyed, and heavy rockets were en route to the Long Bong.  A pair of battle-hardened Dark Jedi pilots swerved about, and flew after the rockets as fast as they could.  Using their remaining missiles, and a few quick laser shots, they managed to kill off all but one rocket.  This last rocket impacted on the Long Bong, severely damaging it’s shields, and knocking most of the crew off their feet.


“Tarks, the transports are in.  Let’s roll!”  Mage gave Tarkin the word, and they sped quickly through hyperspace into the fray.  The Arconian TIE Defenders were now engaged with the Trianon’s own TIE Defenders – the only difference was that the Arconian forces bore a stripe of gold down the center of each of the 3 wings.  Mage led the way towards the fortress, but Tarkin cried out over the comlink as they neared the fortress.  “Mage – look!  There’s a Victory Star Destroyer on the other side of the fortress!”  Tarkin was right – Malachai’s VSD was moving out from behind the fortress, and preparing to bear down on the Arconian capital ships.  Tarkin yelled out over his comlink to the Long Bong, “Guys!  There’s a VSD coming around the fortress!  Get your fighters concentrating all remaining warheads on it, and get that Corvette to hide behind you!”  Tarkin turned his attention back to the fortress as Mage led him in to a safe landing zone, just a short distance away from the shuttles’ point of impact.  They jumped out, and Mage whipped out his lightsaber.  The eerie teal glow cast onto his face gave him a savage look as he turned to Tarkin.  “Follow me – I know where he is.”


The Arconian TIE Defenders dodged laser fire from the few remaining Trianon forces as they attacked Malachai’s command ship.  With only a measly 16 fighters left, they used their last few warheads to bring it down to half-shields.  Halcyon called out over the comlink to his companions, and told them to aim for the communication satellite, the warhead launchers, and the bridge.  The fighters broke up, pursued by the remaining 6 Trianon Defenders, and aimed for the various targets.  Halcyon led a group of 5 as he flew towards the bridge.  “Lasers locked!”  Halcyon signalled, and all 5 fired at once on the same point on the Star Destroyer’s bridge.  Their lasers pierced the shields, and struck a direct hit on the bridge.  “They’ve lost control of the ship!  All fighters, take out the remaining enemy fighters and the VSD’s laser turrets, then we follow the transports the heck outta here!”  True to his orders, the last few Arconian pilots mopped up the enemy forces, destroyed the Star Destroyer’s laser turrets, and high-tailed their way out of the combat zone.  The transports followed them out, as did the Long Bong.  Now, the Corvette and a pair of TIE Interceptors hidden just inside the fortress were all that remained.  The Corvette wheeled about and flew to 12 clicks away from the fortress, awaiting word that Khobai was rescued.


The Galeres troopers battled their way through the enemy effortlessly.  They reflected blaster shot after blaster shot as their opponents fell.  Finally, they reached what appeared to be a training arena.  “Redneck,” called Ryo, “this looks an awful lot like a…” Ryo was cut off by the humming sound of lightsabers activating all around the troopers.  “…lightsaber…training…arena.”  Ryo finished his sentence as he activated his own lightsaber.  The Galeres troopers raised their blades as they faced the enemy Jedi.  Redneck called out a few short orders just before the Galeres troopers lunged into battle – “Guys!  We’re outnumbered two to one, but we have to fight!  You know why – go to it!”


Mage and Tarkin raced through the fortress, blades twirling through the air and disintegrating anything that crossed their path.  They came to a large holding chamber, and found Khobai suspended in midair by energy shielding bracers.  Mage searched about, found the controls, and released him.  “Good to have you back, Khobs!”  Mage offered his Proconsul a smile.  “Thanks Mage, let’s get the hell outta here!”  As they turned to leave, Tarkin looked back and saw a shadowy figure come into the chamber on a balcony.  He turned around, and as Mage and Khobai clued in and turned about, the hooded warrior threw his robes to the ground.  “Going somewhere, Khobai?  This party has hardly started!”  The Dark Jedi Master, Malachai, leaped from the balcony on to the chamber floor.  “Malachai!”  Tarkin and Mage yelled it out at the same time.  “The line you are looking for is, ‘Greetings, Master.’ – however, we’ll let that slide just this once.”  Malachai glared fiercely at his now-freed captor and the Dark Jedi who had come to his rescue.  “I sense great power in you three… perhaps this will be interesting… DARKNESS!”  Malachai yelled off into the distance, and another robed warrior leapt into the room off of a balcony.  “Ah, Darkness.  Would you be so kind as to eliminate THAT one?”  Malachai pointed towards Mage, who raised his lightsaber in defiance.  “YyYeEeEeSsS MmMaAaAaAsSsTtTtTeEeRrRrR.”  The figure dropped his cloak to reveal a twisted half-human half-lizard abomination.  Mage backed away slowly, drawing the creature towards him.  Suddenly, the beast lunged at him.  Mage rolled back into another room, and the beat bounded after him.


“Well, gentlemen, now that your little friend is gone, what say we get down to business?”  Malachai pulled a double-bladed lightsaber off of his back, and ignited both the blades.  They were a deadly, sinister onyx color, and the lightsaber’s hilt itself was intricately decorated with demonic symbols.  The unholy weapon hummed as Malachai brought it to bear upon Khobai and Tarkin.  The two ignited their own sabers, and blocked Malachai’s powerful attack.  As the three began to twirl about, parrying, slashing and lunging at one another, several creatures began to crawl into the room.  A number of the Ysalimari’s had survived the shuttles impact, and were drawn to the high concentration of Force in this room.  They encircled the viciously-engaged warriors, preventing the use of any Force powers by any of the three.  As the battle raged on, Khobai managed to cut Malachai’s double-bladed lightsaber in half, leaving just one side working.  Malachai back-flipped away from the two, and pulled another lightsaber from his belt.  Igniting this blade, another with the same unholy appearance, he turned back to Tarkin and Khobai, grinning.  “No such luck, boys – now, let’s turn it up a notch!”


Redneck and his troopers looked about.  Many were scarred or wounded, but none had been killed.  The remaining enemy Jedi had fled, so they turned back towards the path they had come in on.  “Let’s go – we’ve done out part.”  As Redneck finished his sentence, Dagger whipped out a comlink and called for the Corvette to come pick them up.  “Everyone, back to the landing point!”


Mage continued to battle the fierce lizard creature.  Ducking his powerful swipes, Mage lunged at the beast repeatedly.  Having confused the creature into believing that was his only attack, the beat dove low – only to discover that Mage had flipped above him.  Mage’s saber cleanly cleaved the beast in two, leaving a thick purple puddle of blood on the floor.  Mage stood, breathless, and lowered his saber.  As he did this, he felt for the Galeres troopers through the fortress.  They were running… no… they were leaving!  Mage clipped his saber to his belt and sprinted towards them.  There were only two Interceptors, but Khobai had to have a way to escape.  Mage dodged burning material and ducked under bent metal as he continued to run for the landing site.  He knew he would make it… he just had to.


Tarkin and Khobai continued to repel Malachai’s attacks as he brought both sabers to bear on the pair of Dark Jedi.  Seething with rage, he made a foolish swipe at Tarkin.  Tarkin parried this attack, and kicked Malachai back.  Now, he and Khobai were on the offensive.  Tarkin made repeated deadly attacks, as did Khobai.  Swinging left and right, lunging, parrying, and dodging, the pair finally forced Malachai into a corner.  Malachai became even more enraged, and leapt over the pair of warriors.  He hit the ground and began sabering the Ysalimaris into pieces.  As Tarkin and Khobai charged him, he attacked the last lizard, freeing the Force up into the area.  He leapt high into the air with his renewed connection to the Force, and landed on a small catwalk at the top of the room.  He looked down at his opponents and sneered.  “You fought well, pathetic weaklings – but this fortress is about to explode, and your friends have left with the Corvette!  May you die honourably… better yet, die painfully.”  Malachai cackled evilly as he levitated to his balcony, then sped towards his escape ship.


“Tarkin, what do we do?”  Khobai reacted to Malachai’s threats with instinctive assertiveness – there had to be a way out.  Tarkin turned to his Proconsul, and told him where he and Mage had left the Interceptors.  “But what if Mage took his?”  Khobai continued his meticulous breakdown of the situation as they began to sprint for the landing location of the T/I’s.  “He knew he had to get on that Corvette – let’s just hope he made it.”  Tarkin and Khobai sped ever faster towards their destination, hoping they would make it in time…


Back at the Arconian hall, Khobai walked around.  Just happy to be back among fellow warriors, he checked up on everyone.  Tarkin was busily dealing with various things in his office, while the Quaestors – including Mage, who did indeed make it to the Corvette – inspected the remnants of the fleet, armor, and tools they had taken with them.  As he strode back up to his office, he could still feel the chill of Malachai’s power running up and down his spine.  He knew that it was not over yet… but he knew that he had the backing of a powerful clan, and some great people.


~Mage
