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37 ABY, Judecca, Imperial Palace.
Xantros once again visited the Office of the Quaestor. He was called by Xen’Mordin Vismorsus, who had another mission for him.

“Xantros, you have done really well with getting rid of the traitor and the original target of his mission. Thanks to your tremendous efforts, the source of leak has been removed,” spoke the Emperor.

“Thank you, sir,” replied Xantros. “I assume that showing the gratitude is not the only reason, you wanted to see moe for.”

“Indeed. I want you to carry out another important mission. I am sure that someone with your experience will have no troubles with accomplishing its goals in excellent performance.”

“Everything for the Empire.”

“I want you to kill Evant Taelyan.”

Xantros raised his eyebrows. It had no sense at all and the Aedile expressed his opinion.

“Why him? He has proven himself to be a very resourceful member of our House, before he decided to join House Odan-Urr.”

“By joining them, he has betrayed us and our ideals. He has been tainted with the teachings of the Light Side. He is no longer one of us. He might be a spy of these pathetic weaklings and we do not tolerate spies in our House.”

“You might be correct, but I have doubts about your decision. He still might be useful to us. He no longer has access to any important data, so he poses no threat to us, but his skills and knowledge may be beneficial for us.”
“He is aware of some of our plans. He cannot live any longer. I leave the details of this assignment to your courtesy. Just make sure to deal with him quietly.”

“As you wish, my lord.”

Xantros left the office of the Quaestor and returned to his own quarters. He did not like the idea of such a waste of resources, but the Emperor’s decision was final. No one, even he, could question it without putting his life at risk. Xantros was aware that he was not yet ready to take over the throne of the Empire. At first, he had to gather more resources and grow in strength, before he could strike Xen’Mordin and be sure of victory. In his current situation, he 

had to comply with the Emperor’s will.
However, it was not going to be an easy task. Despite being a little bit stronger in the Force, Xantros was aware that Evant was still a formidable enemy. The plan had to be very subtle, if it was going to be successful. Still, half an hour later, he came up with a plan, which might be effective. Then, he had only to carry it out step by step, with deadly precision. He no longer had any doubts regarding the mission. It was a perfect chance to get closer to the Emperor and to make him trust Xantros enough to become vulnerable to an attack. It was an opportunity, which the Duro could not miss.

Few hours later, the Aedile of the Imperial House called Evant to his office. He marked the message as urgent with the hope that the Sith Warrior would appear in the office quickly. He was not mistaken. Aparently, Evant wished to regain the trust of the House Summit with loyal service and dedication, which extended to answering the calls as soon as it was only possible.
“Good to see you back, Evant,” spoke Xantros.

“Thank you,” replied the Sith Warrior.

“You could not return to us in a more appropriate time. There is a task, which I need to carry out with a partner, another loyal Dark Jedi, who might help me. It is an extremely important mission from the Emperor himself. A perfect chance to convince him that he may trust you again. I told him that I already trust you and I want you to go with me.”

Evant budged, unpleasantly surprised. It was obvious that he did not expect such treatment and was not sure how to react. His suspicious nature as a Dark Jedi did not get completely rid off during his short romance with the Jedi of House Odan-Urr. Still, despite bad feelings about the situation, he could not prove anything evil behind the decision of the Aedile. Honestly, he would do the same thing, if he was in shoes of Xantros and Xen’Moridn. He nodded with wry, like if he just bit an unripe muja fruit.

“Thank you, Xantros. What the mission is?”

“We have received reports about a hermit, who is told to live in a hermitage somewhere in the Grand Canyon. He is rumoured to be an extremely effective healer, who does not accept any payment, but things necessary to survive.”
“Sounds like a Jedi.”

“Indeed. If it is true, he might be a threat to our operations. We cannot allow any Force user to live in our dominion, but outside our control.”

“We need to subjugate or to kill him.”

“Exactly. I do not believe that he really is a Jedi, but even if he is not, his powers may be significant.”

“You want me to protect your butt, if something goes wrong, right?”

“Right.”

“Consider it done. When do we start?”

“Tomorrow, in early morning. We need to act quickly.”

“I will go now and prepare myself, if you do not mind it.”

“As you wish. I want you to be in shape.”

Evant nodded and left the office of the Aedile. He still could not shake off bad feelings about his fate, but he could not refuse the decision of the House Summit. If he did, he would prove that they could no longer trust him. It would be signing his own death sentence. Afger short period of studying the Light Side, he valued life, his life, even more. He had to make use of any chance to make his position in the Imperial House stronger. Despite bad feelings, Evant believed that Xantros was his ally or, at least, saw the Warrior as useful enough to let him live.

Next day, Judecca, Grand Canyon.
Two Dark Jedi were standing on the edge of the canyon. On the other side, there was visible a cave entrance, where according to the reports was living the healer. Xantros and Evant were thinking how to reach it.

“If we try to find a way down there, it may take us few hours. It will be kind of exhaustion and waste of time.”

“There must be a different way. What, if we use ropes and get down there?”

“The walls of the canyon are almost completely mellow. We need to be very carefully. The way down is very long. I would not like to fall down.”
“Neither would I, but it is the only way to reach the cave quickly.”

The Dark Jedi took out ropes from their backpacks. They had to tie two of them together, as the canyon was almost one hundred meters deep. None of them would survive jumping off the cliff, so they had to use ropes. Evant decided to climb down first, while Xantros would watch out for possible dangers.

“Perfect,” thought the Duro with satisfaction. Evant walked into the trap without any hesitation, determined to prove his loyalty to the Imperial House. When the Sith Warrior was ten meters down the wall, Xantros activated his lightsaber and cut the rope off. He watched as Evant felt down, helplessly trying to prevent the inevitable death. The Archpriest focused and used the Force to block Evant’s Force abilities. Young human could do nothing to save his life and hit the ground with high speed. Even from such distance, Xantros could see bones sticking out of Evant’s corpse, but he still wanted to examine it more carefully, in order to make sure that Evant was really dead. There was a shortcut, which allowed him to reach the bottom of the canyon within an hour. The body was there and it was clearly visible that Evant was deceased.

The Aedile made a short record with a holocam, in order to show a proof of his success to the Quaestor and left  the rime scene. Actually, he did not have to be bothered with hiding the corpse. The area was hardly ever visited by travelers and people, who seeked for loneliness and he could see vultures gathering nearby. In few hours, there would be nothing left out of Evant’s body, but bones. Any possible witnesses would assume that it was a lonely traveler, who overestimated his abilities or luck.

“There is a person, there is a trouble. There is no person, there is no problem,” thought Xantros, taking Evant’s equipment with him, and walked back to Ohmen city eagerly. It was a high time to report back to the Emperor.
