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A signal came blazing through the small ship, setting off comm units and alarms due to it's security rating. The crew was good at this kind of work, it stopped the signal, jamming up the space around it with garbage codes to obscure and destroy the credibility of any data that managed to get past it. As the encryption algorithms fired away trying to decipher the highly secure, if old and somewhat obsolete code, the Lieutenant in charge of the surveillance vessel began uploading it to the Arcona holo net, sending news of what was found to the high command of the Arconan fleet.

From there, a quick pulse to Selen brought it to the ground side aides, which sent it scurrying through a network of bureaucrats, droids, and at least one very confused sentient plant. And then finally, it landed on the desk of Marick Arconae, Consul of Clan Arcona. As he read it, his normally somber face turned nearly predatory, and he began punching buttons upon his own holo comm unit.

“Yes, Master Marick?” spoke the feminine voice on the other end.

“Get me Battlemaster d'Tana, Jude,” he said with a smile.

Eight Hours later

“They told us to do what!?” said the Ryn in the room, incredulously staring at his two cousins, both standing with wide grins plastered across their visages.

The Mirialan spoke first, smiling still, as he was senior amongst them, “You heard me, Kordath, we're hitting Etti IV, in the Corporate Sector. Just a good ole' smash-and-grab, nothing you and I didn't do back in our swooper days.”

Kordath sputtered for a moment before finally speaking out, “But...you’re talking a vault. A vault built under a city, basically, that is hard-wired into the security of the entire planet. A Corporate Sector Authority planet, and not just any planet, no, you want to smash and grab on the CSA capital world. Did they tell us to do this because they're mad at us or something?”

Now the Anzati spoke, in his usual reserved and oddly disconcerting way, “They came to us because they know we can pull it off, Kord my friend, because this is the sort of thing we d'Tana are....adept at.”

“Shove that, Deimos, this is going to get us all killed!” shouted the Ryn.

Etah smirked, his tattooed face contorting slightly with the movement, “Stop it, both of you, okay. This came down from the Consul, the Clan needs what is inside that bloody vault, and we're to get it for them. Okay? Now Kordath, your own ascension to Knighthood is recent, and your induction within the Tana family even more so. If it weren't for the time we spent together back before you joined up with the Brotherhood, and your history in less than legal activities, I'd be leaving you out of this.”

“You know I'm no good in a fight, Etah, you know that!” muttered the Krath, realizing that his control of the situation had fled the moment his cousins had walked into the room.

“Well it's a good thing you won't be fighting then,” said the Miralan, his voice taking on a patronizing note, “You'll be planning this thing, you're the thief of the family these days, and you won't  even have to see the vault, understood?”

Kordath licked his lips for a moment with his tongue, and his tail flicked nervously behind him, a sign that Etah learned years ago. It meant the Ryn was deep in thought already, devious, albeit cowardly little wheels churning in his mind. Glancing at Deimos, he smiled again and waved his hand to caution patience. This was swiftly rewarded.

“I need a map...” muttered the Ryn.

“Already got it,” said the Sith Anzati, dropping a data card on the table.

Kordath's eyes were closed, leaning back against the chair he was in, “Supplies, high grade explosives....baradium nitrate, some thorium charges for the door....”

“Easy enough to obtain, we'll go through outside channels of course, can't have it leading back to the Clan,” said the Battlemaster.

Kordath nodded in an abent minded sort of way, already staring at the holo-projector before him as the maps cycled through various layouts.  Road maps popped up for a moment, then population densities, he stopped when it hit a map laying out the utilities and squinted his eyes, turning his head slightly to it’s side.

“Need to comm Randad Todd…”

“Who?”

“Old friend from Nar Shadda, great with security systems and the like.  Once hacked into a Hutt spa while they had a half dozen of them in for a mud bath, slipped right into the system and reversed the gravity….what a mess that was.”

All three men were silent for a moment, having one of those rare moments where everyone in the room dealt with the exact same mental picture.

“And a starliner.” said the Ryn.

“Wait what?”

“Hush, Deimos. Why do we need a starliner, Kordath?”

Now Kordath grinned, “You'll see, this might actually be...fun....Etah, hah hah, we'll need some good shuttles as well, for loading up the loot. And we need the current markings for CSA emergency craft. Now...I'll go over the data on the card some more, you guys get me at least two or three tons of baradium, and some radioactive waste as well. And find a damn starliner that we can jack without too much suspicion, I'm sure you'll think of something, cousin.”

“Right, lets go Deimos, give the Summit our shopping list for explosives, I'll look into the ships, I think I know where to find them...” said the Miralan, leading his former Apprentice out the door, as Kordath sat staring at a holo coming from his desk, eyes lidded as he plotted things out in his mind.

Two days later

“Right, three point five tons of baradium nitrate, all ours, and about a ton or so of radioactive waste....what is that even for?” asked Etah, curiosity finally getting the better of him.

Kordath smiled, staring at the luxury liner that was being loaded with materials, “To keep people away...any trouble snatching this beauty?”

“Not a bit, had an old friend on Nar Shadda put up a red flag, major radiation leak, when it came in for repair. Me and some of the Journeymen swept it of any droids and any other personnel that thought radiation wasn't a big deal, so the ship is clean.”

“Good, pack the bulkheads with the explosives, impact detonators, and shove waste in with them. Make sure we have a shuttle on board so you can get out, as well.”

“Wait me?”

“Somebody has to set it on it's course,” spoke the Krath, innocently.

Etah stared for a moment, “Is this your way of getting back at me for pulling you into this? Making me fly a giant bomb?”

“Get back at you? Whatever do you mean, dear cousin....now the shuttles....”

Eighteen Hours Later

“This is C-3 Passenger Liner Gem of Kalbara! Mayday mayday!” shouted Etah into the comm unit, trying to force every ounce of terror he could into his frantic voice, “We have catastrophic engine failure! WE ARE GOING DOWN! Repulsor coils are non responsive! Please chart our descent because we are coming down hard!”

Shutting off the comm unit with a small grin, Etah ran out of the bridge, Etti IV looming in the forward view ports and getting larger by the minute.

Kordath Bleu d'Tana, Knight of Galeres, initiate of the Krath Order of the Brotherhood, was sitting in a shuttlecraft in high orbit above the CSA capital world. Releasing a held breath as he watched a small escape craft detach itself from the passenger liner hurtling towards the planet, he turned his attention to the next item on his agenda. Sensors showed him where the three emergency shuttles, painted in disaster relief and ambulance markings, sat in wait, engines primed. Already comm traffic was going ballistic as the stolen luxury ship went tearing through the atmosphere, sending vicious waves of super heated air in concentric circles around it.

As the emergency channels lit up at full force, he sent the tight beam signal down to his waiting ground teams, giving them the go ahead. He watched as they lifted off, heading towards the presumed crash site, before they dropped off the scope, heading into underground tunnel that, if the intel was to be believed, lead to the Vault. Another subtle transmission was sent down to another location, not far off.

And then the ship hit the ground, demolishing a factory manned by construction droids that built other droids for other menial tasks. One or two janitors may have been killed in the explosion, but Kordath had chosen this target for a reason. The baradium nitrate exploded in a spectacular fashion, sending debris into the sky and every direction, along with the radioactive waste that had been packed in. Not a minute later the comm channels lit up with something besides damage estimates and orders, by first responders panicking over the level of radiation they were picking up in the crash site.

What many didn't realize on this world, was that many of the major power conduits for this, the industrial sector of Etti IV, ran underneath the factory. But they figured it out rather quickly, as the lights went dark around them, the lights of the emergency shuttles and speeders being the only source as back up generators struggled to kick on. And those monitoring security for the area had the annoyance of every single alarm in a ten kilometer area going off.

Deimos d'Tana wasn't sure if he was supposed to be enjoying this or not, but part of him was glorifying in the rampant destruction they were causing. As several Journeyman ran past, gunning and slashing down the security droids, he hoped that Kordath's 'old friend' that was working counter-security was doing his job properly. The vault was defensible, he would be the first to admit that as he stepped over another dead hired gun that had been amongst the first wave of the Arconan attack. But he didn't relish the thought of trying to hold off the entire CSA military.

Glancing around, assessing the situation, he allowed himself a small smile, “Alright, that's the door. Set the charges!”

Randad Todd was the picture of concentration, hunched over his console in the highly specialized Arconan special forces shuttle. He was amazed at the quality of components he'd been allowed to work with when Kordath, an old 'associate' from his Nar Shaddaa days had come calling. Randad wasn't even certain he was going to survive this job, but at the moment; Kordath had never mentioned what the fee was for the job,  it didn’t' matter. This was some of the best military-grade hardware he'd ever been allowed to touch, and he was enjoying every moment of it as he rerouted security alarms and comm traffic coming out of the vault.

Randad Todd was having the time of his possibly soon to be ended life.

Loader droids and Journeyman we're bustling from the vault to the shuttles and back under Deimos' watchful eye. Some of the gear looked a bit outdated, but their was just so much of it that it probably didn't matter. Arcona could field another division of fully equipped soldiers with this find. And stacks of hard credits, hundreds of millions of credits. Another small shuttle came cruising into the vault's built in docking pads, settling gently before Etah disembarked, grinning widely.

“I took pictures, just like you wanted,” said the Mirialan with a shout, clapping his cousin on the back, before turning to watch the activity within the Vault, “Like somebody kicked over a Kilik hive in here...”

Both men stopped as their personal comms beeped, the frequency matching a private one that only family used to talk to each other.

“Etah..Deimos...everything is going smooth so far it seems. Todd is doing his job admirably, you should have time to get everything loaded up. And since I see Etah made it safely to the vault....do be good about using all available cargo space when it comes to those credits. Hate to see any get wasted,” said Kordath, and the other two could almost hear the smile on the Ryn's face as he spoke.

They turned to look at the pallets of credit notes, turned back to each other, and smiled.

Five hours later

Marick Arconae looked over the figures before him, scrolling through the data with a strange smile on his face, before looking up at the three men waiting in his office.

“And you say you got everything from the vault?”

All three men nodded, staring straight ahead, a few inches above the Consul's head.

“And you also say...you want no real recompense? That service to the Clan is it's own reward?”

Again, nods, stiff faces, and an incredibly obvious desire not to look at one another.

Marick shook his head and dropped the datapad on his desk, “I see...you brought back enough ordnance and armor to outfit a blasted army, enough credits for us to operate without issue for several years....and you want nothing but to be recognized for your efforts.”

Etah smiled suddenly, “I believe both House's bases could use new holo-tables, sir.”

“Holo...tables....I see,” growled out the Consul, certain that something else had happened, but the results had been impressive enough to overlook it for now, “I don't suppose you want fresh tea kettles as well?” he asked, voice dripping with sarcasm.

The three d'Tana glanced at each other briefly, before Etah spoke again, “No sir, just some gaming tables, maybe a programming upgrade or two for them, the lads in the Houses would really appreciate it.”

After a long pause, Marick gripping his desk, he growled, “Get out.”

As the three men filed their way out, they finally let out a collective sigh.

“Think he knew?” asked one.

“Does it matter? We delivered on the job,” said another.

“Shut up and keep walking,” growled the last.

-Fin

