A lengthening Shadow

(By OE Rian Aslar #10701)
 Rian was on his feet and on his way down the boarding ramp even before his shuttle touched ground in front of the Great Hall. He was immediately greeted by the Gatekeeper standing at the bottom of the steps that led up to Spira Taldryae in his red honor armor. He patted the older Kuati on his shoulder as he brushed by and up the stairs, forcing the Gatekeeper to turn on his heels to follow suit. 

 "Rian, the Deputy Director is already waiting in your office, as you have ordered."

 "Thank you Quejo."

 Without slowing their pace, the pair raced through the lobby and toward the already waiting cab at the central turbolift shaft. 

 The ride seemed to take an eternity but finally the cab slowed and the doors slid open and Rian stormed trough the heavy wooden doors of  his own office.

 Deputy Director Anan savored the taste of the reigining Consul, surely it was heavily accented by his status as a great warrior but still helt enough luxurious elements to make him feel comfortable unlike the Leaders of Taldryan from the past that either fully fulfilled the cliche of a Sith or that of a pure Warlord. The doors burst open and the Consul towered in front of him in an instant, his form striking as always.

 "Welcome back Lord Taldrya, I hope your battles on Begeren have been successful..."

 "I am not here for chatting Deputy Director," the Consul cut him in mid-sentence. "nor am I here to discuss the outcome of our war against our enemies with you. I am here for just one reason: I want to know if there have been any suspicious ships arrived within the last days."

 "Well, there have been several freighters and other transports arriving on Karufr within the last days, just as they do every other day as well."

 "I haven't asked you if there have been ships arriving here." Rian growled, his hand wandering to the Kukri resting on his leg. "I have asked you if there have been any suspicious ones under them."

 The Deputy Director stood his ground, his face a mask of calmity. For more than one occasion he has faced angry Dark Lords and this one too would calm down as fast as his temper grew red-hot. "That would depend on how you would describe 'suspicious', my Lord."

 "Knight Zoron, the Consul is currently on a meeting with Deputy Director Anan, you may wait for him if you want to talk to him." The Gatekeeper said, blocking the path of the Taldryan Knight.

 "I fear we might not have the time for that, honorable Gatekeeper."

 "So what is your business?"

 "I got word from Pontifex Taldrya, she sensed something when she was near the spaceport, something the Consul might be interested to know." Kenath Zoron fished for his comlink to replay the latest message.

 "Kenath, this is Nyssa calling, I am around the spaceport at the moment. Listen, there is something going on at the moment. There was this guy, that just prowled around here, I can't tell for sure, but there is something about him that makes the hair at my back tingle. I will try to stay at his back, I will call you again later."
 The door opened and immediately the eyes of both the Consul and Deputy Director were upon the Gatekeeper. 

 "Lord Taldrya, excuse me to interrupt your meeting, but this is something you should hear."

 Rian nodded. "I think this is all Deputy Director, I am pretty sure that you will call me as soon as  your division stumbles upon something suspicious."

 "Of course my Lord." Anan said, bowing slighlty before he left the office. 

 As soon as the Deputy Director had left the office, Kenath wound his way around the Gatekeeper and replayed the message from his comlink in the same fashion as he did moments earlier for Quejo.

 "Where is she now?" Rian insisted.

 "I don't know my Lord."

 "Can't you trace back her comlink?"

 "With all our technologies, you claim you can't retrace her position?" The Gatekeeper demanded.

 "She must have shut it down."

 "Or something worse, Kenath, call the Wardens, tell them to meet us on the spaceport, we will have to find her and that guy she menitioned, one way or the other."

 "Yes my Lord."

~~~~~~

 "Come on Bubbles, get on your damn comlink." Rian said, more to himself than to Kenath and Quejo, who sat at the controls of their speeder, drawing ever closer to the massive building that made up Karufr's main spaceport. For at least a dozen times he had now keyed her personal frequency into his comlink, trying to reach her.  

 "Still no response from her?"

 "No, let's hope she just shut off her comlink. How much longer till we reach the spaceport?"

A couple of minutes, if any."

 He was good, there was no reason to doubt that, but this was her home turf, and what ever it was he was seeking on Karufr, she would do everything to stop him from that. Since she left the spaceport in a safe distance from him, she has been on his heels as he wound his way through the crowded streets that led up to the plaza district with its numerous casinos, malls and apartment buildings. Now the unknown man was just entering one of the more prominent casinos and hotels. Turning to her right she entered a small alley and grabbed for her comlink – eleven missed calls and the comlink was peeping again.

 "Bubbles, why haven't you taken my call earlier? Where the hell are you?"
 "Plaza District, in front of the Club 1o1 - "

 "Ok, Quejo and I are on our way to your position, do not go for him until we are there too."

 "Where did you know?"

 "Kenath told me."

 "Ok, but you should know that he wasn't alone on his ship, maybe his companion is still there."

 "Got it, I will forward that info to Shaz'air, again do not face him alone!" With the latter words Rian cut the connection.

 Nyssa Taldrya looked through the braod glass front of the Club 1o1, there he was sitting on the bar, sipping on the glass while waiting for something, or someone – maybe his companion or another middleman. Finally a speeder came in hot, settling down in the side alley where she had taken the call just a few minutes earlier.

 "Nyssa," came the voice of the Consul. "where is he?"

 "Over there at the bar." she said pointing through the wall at a person wearing a long dark coat who sat with his back to them.

 The streets outside the casino where thronged by pedestrians, Cole swept the crowd through the window, casually seeking anyone else that struck his attention. There was this one woman who might have been eyeing him. A speeder rushed by and eventually the woman was joined by three other males, obviously members of the society that called itself Taldryan, as defined by different forms of armor they wore. Of course it had to have only a matter of time till they found Tam and himself, though he had hoped it would have taken them longer, so they could have made a first reconaissance report to their Leaders. Moving with forced casualness, they entered the casino with the woman leading and the others following short. The only alien among them whispered commands into a comlink, the sound of it inaudible over the commotion of the casino.

 The space between the Taldryanites and him diminished. They stopped at two meters, the woman blew a curl of her auburn hair from her face, a handsome face to be honest, from what he could tell in the reflection of the mirror behind the rows of bottles at the opposite side of the bar.

 The three accompanying her spaced themselve around them to minimize the Paladins maneuvering room. The barkeeper eyed them cautiously, he nodded and then turned to the other end of the bar, focusing on something else, as did the other guests around them.

 "Excuse me," she said, her voice as sweet as honey. "But I don't think I have ever seen you here before."

 "So what? Couldn't a stranger just want to get here for a drink?" he replied turning to face her, his  hands resisting to pull out his blasters as he did so.

 "There wouldn't be a problem if you would have been just an average stranger." She said.

 "And what do you think I am?"

 "That is what we would like to hear from you." Came the voice of the red-armored human, his hand already on the metallic cylinder resting prominantely on his hip as the hands of the others did as well.

 For an instant silence ruled the bar and the space between them as they stared into each other's eyes. The comlink on the gauntlet of the alien began to beep and a small display read the words: Target aquired and secured.

 Within the blink of an eye Cole drew his blasters and aimed them at her. The move made the Taldryanites act. Four lightsabers flashed to life in unison, backed off a step, and entered a fighting stance. 

 "Are you sure this would be a good idea?" The alien called, his light blue blade waving slightly in his hand. "Your companion has already been captured and you still want to fight your way out of here? Listen, I give you my promise that neither you nor your companion will be hurt if you lower your blasters now and follow us."

 Outside a gunboat bearing similarities to those used by the Republic during the Clone Wars and then later during the early days of the Empire settled down in front of the Casino, with at least 4 more persons supposed to be part of Taldryan heading for the entry, their lightsabers already drawn and in their hands. The leading one with his green hair as striking as the blue skinned alien who had taken the lead from the woman and now exchanged glances with the green haired man. Being obviuosly outnumbered Cole lowered his blasters.
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