Dark Hall

Antei

38 ABY


"No. Absolutely not. I'm not going to sign this!" The Taldryan Rollmaster and Special Magistrate to the Master at Arms of the Brotherhood railed angrily at his fellow Magistrate. "I'm not puttin' me approval stamp on a load of goods requested from Taldryan that's a blind delivery, especially if its of a size like this." With his index finger, he pointed at the datapad showing the listing of most recently requested supply goods on behalf of the Brotherhood from Taldryan. "Also what's that coordinates for? I know of every facility of the Brotherhood and there is no facility related to the Brotherhood in that system."


As Howlader Taldrya started to turn from the unaffected Magistrate, he caught sight of the Master at Arms flanked by his Praetor standing in another part of the office. 

"Aabsdu!"


Seeing the angry Taldrya rushing in for him, Aabsdu di Plagia Dupar took a deep breath in preperation to deal with the altercation.


"Master Howlader," he said calmly. "Is there a problem?"


"You bet your...!" The Special Magistrate calmed himself with an effort. "Aye, Master Dupar – there is a 'problem'." Howlader gestured vigorously with the datapad in his hand. "I was just explaining" – he glanced at Rial – "in the most calm and sensible way possible, that I can't authorize another supply of goods shipped from Taldryan." Again he gestured at the datapad and its ominous point of delivery. "Especially when the location it shall be delivered to isn't exactly specified in the request."


The Master at Arms sighed. "Evant, this won't take long, if you don't mind, could you please prepare my shuttle?"


"Yes, my Lord."


While his expression betrayed no reaction, the human's body language indicated his dislike of the Taldrya causing another delay at the delivery of the requested materials. Nevertheless, he bowed slightly and complied.


As soon as his Praetor was out of earshot, Aabsdu turned back to Special Magistrate. "Master Howlader, I understand your concerns, from your point of view I even sympathize with your position and I admire your adherence to procedure – but on one side, we are at war and need those goods to build new ships and weapons to protect the members of the Brotherhood. On the other hand, spies and traitors can be everywhere so at times we can't even trust our own brothers, that is why not every facility or warehouse is known to everyone." The latter being almost only a whisper.


Howlader was openly puzzled. "Pardon me, Master Dupar, but - are you talking of traitors within the Brotherhood?" That's why you are stacking goods from the Clans and Houses that they could easily need for their own only to reveal the identity of one or more traitors within the Brotherhood?"


The Master at Arms smiled. "I was sure you would get the hint."


The Praetor's voice sounded from the Dupar's comlink. "My Lord, your shuttle's ready for departure once you are aboard." 

"Thank you, Evant! Master Howlader - "


The Special Magistrate took a step backward. "If you'll excuse me, Master Dupar, I should have already been aboard the Resurgent as well." Turning he strode away from the Dark Councilor


Looking after the Taldrya striding away at the direction of the Dark Hall's exit, the Dark Councilor sighed. "... Master Howlader!"

When no response was forthcoming, he hurried off in the Taldrya's wake.


Aabsdu didn't catch up to him until they reached the turbolift toward the ancient temple that covers the Dark Hall at the surface of Antei. 


"Master Howlader, as Rollmaster of Clan Taldryan, I need you to approve the transfer of the requested goods, they may prove crucial to the survival of the Brotherhood."


With no way to escape the two men regarded each other for a long moment. "Howie, do you think the Council wouldn't have agreed to this plan if they weren't sure it would lure the traitor out of his or her hiding."


"I guess I dinna 'ave the Council's confidence on this matter, Master Dupar." Howlader shook his head. "Maybe it's a fault o' me trainin', but I have this undeniable congenital dislike o' this of 'screaming of failure' matter. Especially if it means to supply goods of Taldryan to be transferred to the middle of nowhere, without being sure the traitor wouldn't eventually know the location and thus snatch the goods from under our fingers and use them for their own."


Seeing the lift coming up on the surface the Master at Arms was running out of time as well as patience. "Put your personal issues with the Dark Council aside. Neither of us has the luxury of time to argue the matter any further, now sign for the goods. That's an order."


"An order, Master Dupar? You are asking me to violate me own principles, to go against me own judgement?"


"Don't make this such a major issue, such deliveries are made all the time."


"I kinna sign for them." The Taldrya crossed his arms over his chest. "If I would do so, I'd be twa bubbles aff the center if I did."


The Master at Arms was equally adamant, "Master Howlader, you will sign for the supplement, you have no choice in this matter."


"Is that so? You are right about one thing: I do have no choice – no choice but to resign me duties as your Magistrate, I can't work with someone forcing me against me principles."


"You can't be serious about that Howie."


"As you say, you leave me no choice, Master Dupar. D'you accept my resignation or not?"


The Master at Arms tried one more time. "Will you sign the supplement?"


"I will not."


"Then I will accept your resignation. You are relieved of your duties as my Magistrate."


Anger flashed over the Taldrya's face, which he repressed before he handed over the datapad still in his hands to his former superior, turned, and strode for the shuttle already awaiting him without so much as a backward glance. He did however throw a murderous glare in the direction of the Praetor upon entering the Resurgent's shuttle. 

KSD Resurgent
Orbit of Antei


The sheer number of security and administrative personnel packed into the conference room of the Resurgent reminded the Rollmaster of his days back in in the fleet, though during his briefings there has been never that much personnel around that made it difficult to make it through the crowd and closer to the one person he aimed for. Ignoring initial frowns of disapproval and annoyed stares, Howlader pushed his way forward until he stood in front and slightly to one side of the holodesk.


Though he spoke with resolve and clarity, Rian still seemed to struggle with the burdens that came with leading a Clan without the back-up of the top most Taldryan Elders straight at his side.  


"...upon exiting hyperspace in the Nicht Ka system I want to have every men and women aboard ready to be deployed as by that time Battlegroup I under command of Lord Cantor should have already set up a defensive perimeter close to Nicht Ka's orbit as well as started to deploy troops to the surface just like the other Brotherhood fleets that were part of the first wave. Our target is to take down another bastion of the One Sith, a top secret facility – and by intelligence reports a personal base of operations for Lord Esoteric. The facility itself is an ancient fortress, guarded exclusively by automated defensive systems and droids of the newest make. If Esoteric can be found there too, I want his head to be delivered by -"


"Rian." As Howlader rushed into the conference, he spoke rapidly to get the Consul's attention. Before any of the elders or senior officers could lay into him for interrupting the string of orders the Consul was unspooling, Howlader charged forward. "There is a traitor on the Dark Council and he works with the One Sith."


Aware that everyone including the Consul was now staring blankly at the Rollmaster, he continued. 


"It's the Master at Arms."


Dead silence enveloped the conference room until Rian spoke anew. "Gentlemen, ladies – you got your orders."


Casting curious glances at the new arrival, the security and administrative officers filed away from the holodesk where Rian was still standing flanked by the Ektrosian Quaestor and Aedile who refused to leave the side of their Consul. The quiet that took the place of their absence was almost palpable. Rian didn't allow it to last any longer.


"The Master at Arms?"


Howlader straightend. "Yes, Rian."


"And you know this how?"


"Upon me attempt to leave of the Dark Hall, another Magistrate of the Master at Arms requested me to sign of yet another supplement of goods for the Dark Council that was designated to be delivered to an unassociated location in the middle of nowhere. In a following dispute about the signing of said goods, the Master at Arms himself told me that the DC thinks there is a traitor within the Brotherhood and that the stacking of the supplied goods at an undesignated location is to lure said traitor out of his hiding. He also said that at times we shouldn't even trust our own brothers" His calm brown eyes flickered upward. "He further insisted – almost tried to force me -  to sign of said supplement."


"This still doesn't sound like an confession," Zoron, the Aedile of Taldryan couldn't keep of commenting. "It just says that we should watch our backs, isn't it?"


Rian listened carefully, exchanging glances with the Ektrosian Quaestor, before nodding that he understood the point of the Rollmaster. "Zoron, when you spent as much time with the Dark Council as we have, you get to know when to look away or when to watch closely."


It was the Quaestor, a former Dark Councilor himself who added up. "It is apparent that if there is a traitor on the Dark Council that he takes on a position of significant importance so he can stay close to those that matters. At the same time he or she will certainly try to keep as low a light as possible to not attract too much attention. Howie, you said the supplements delivery location isn't associated to any organisation related with the Brotherhood?"


"Exactly, there is not even the smallest hint of a Facility associated to the Brotherhood, there is no hint for an facility at all."


Rian nodded to himself. "Associated to the Brotherhood or there at all, you're going to find out. Howie, take the shuttle you came here with and proceed to locate what's there, make sure the supplied goods are still there, then you haul ass and report back to me."


The Rollmaster repressed a shock. "Me?"


"We are at the stake of war Howie and already late on our leave for Nicht Ka, also you are the only one who has seen the coordinates on the request form," The Consul replied. "or were you unable to memorize the coordinates?"


"You think I kinna remember four conspicious numbers when I see them? Of course I can!


"Then – good luck."

* * *


The Bridge of the Resurgent was the usual hub of activity as the Consul crossed the deck to the viewport trailed by the Quaestor and Aedile stopping only as he closed the gap between the entry and the Resurgent's commanding officer. "Retract all moorings, Admiral. Inform Space Command thar we're getting under way and transmit the usual exit information. We have been cleared for departure for almost an hour –" As he started doling out orders, he caught sight of the Ektrosian Quaestor. "Master Halcyon, you got something to say?"


"Why the Master at Arms office? For a traitor trying to keep a low profile that position is far too high up the Chain of Command. What if the Master at Arms isn't the puppeteer but the puppet."


"So you suggest that it would be a good idea to keep an eye on his stuff?


"It would definately be an option for me."


"I got what you said. I'll take care of that matter personally. In the meantime you will be in command. Tell Lord Cantor that I will come to Nicht Ka as soon as possible."


The green haired man started to reply, hesitated, before he finally responded. "That was not what I meant in detail." – But the Consul had already on his way to exit the bridge. 


Rian strode toward the Clan's luxury yacht, that served the Clan as personal starship for diplomatic and other high important missions, where it waited in the shuttlebay. As he had requested the yacht was already prepped for departure and a pair of of Warden members awaited him. They had been selected from the Wardens, as ever since their installment their security training that, from a potential combat standpoint, put them a level up on their fellow clan members made them the personal protectors of the Clan's summit members. Rian recognized them both immediately and smiled as he reached them. "Bubbs, Aidan, thank you for your immediate response, what we are going to do is top secret, so – no matter what happens, if anything happens, we have to handle this with the uttermost secrecy.


Within minutes the luxury yacht shot from the capital ship's docking bay and toward the surface of Antei while the Star Destroyer propelled itself into hyperspace.

Dark Hall

Antei

As the luxury yacht settled onto the dark surface of Antei outside the ruins of Okemi's Temple that covered the Dark Hall, the single remaining person inside the office of the Master at Arms watched the images provided by the security cams as three blurs rushed out of the compact ship and into the temple. He followed their tracks through the vast corridors of the Brotherhood's seat of power were they burst past the much less crowded than usual, of course this was due to the most recent operation against the One Sith. Finally they stopped at one large and heavy-set door. The watcher didn't even need to read the description at the doors to know that they were now standing less than ten meters from his position.


A shout of the Force from the open palm of the Consul's right hand burst open the doors leading to the office to the Master at Arms, a more than puzzled Orion Aries Rial faced three Dark Jedi forming a circle around him.


"Lord Taldrya," said the Magistrate after a brief moment of hesitation. "what an unexpected and most surprisingly visit."


Reaching for the lightsaber at his side but yet not igniting it. "Hardly a surprise, Orion. And I am pretty sure no unexpected as well." By the latter the Consul nodded in the direction of the still active vid screen.


"Master Nyssa, Warrior Dru, greetings. I trust you are well. Shouldn't you three be under way to Nicht Ka?"


"We know that you are part of a conspiracy against the Brotherhood. We are here to take you into custody." 


"I beg your pardon? What am I? When last checked, I was Magistrate to the Master at Arms of the Brotherhood, the same Brotherhood, we both have sworn to serve. I hope I missunderstand what you mean with 'part of a conspiracy', Lord Taldrya. In fact your presence here under this circumstances smacks of a conspiracy itself."


The Consul burst forward, grabbing the smaller man at his chest with his free hand. "Listen Orion, I am not in the mood for playing games with you. Even if you are no traitor, your boss is and by following his orders makes you have become an accomplice to his cause. Now the only way to get out of this with as little trouble as possible means you to tell me where you shipped the supplied goods from the Clans and Houses so we can track down evidence of that conspiracy."


"Really, Lord Taldrya, even if your accusations would be true you wouldn't have any evidence by now. In return it has been you who has stormed the office of a Dark Councilor fully armed and threatened one of his Magistrates, how would you justify this mutiny before the Chamber of Justice? Or do you intend to storm the Chamber of Justice next?


"Lord Taldrya, I think I found something." Aiden threw in from a desk not far away. "Here's an active datapad maybe we can track down the coordinates this way."


"Even if you can track down the coordinates and make it to the shipyard. Taldryan has been too much involved into this situation and for everyone else it will look like you are traitors as well and since you are the Consul, the Council will set an example at your whole Clan."


Rian wrinkled his mouth in disgust. "Bubbles, take this piece of shit to the detention area and contact the Chamber of Justice. Aiden you come with me, oh and hand me that datapad. I have that bad feeling Howie will stumble across something he can't handle alone.
Secret Brotherhood Shipyard

Uncharted Region


Coming out of hyperspace behind a cluster of ragged, sheltering moonlets expansive enough to cloud his Lambda-class shuttle's drive signature, he soared toward the coordiates he memorized from the datapad, a single green-tinged gas giant circling the red dwarf that centered the system. Closing in a single light gray form abruptly appeared in the viewport that moments ago has been covered by one of the moonlets. It was enormous, enigmatic, drifting in an orbit all its own. Slowing his speed, Howie skimmed the shuttle over the top of it. Evidence of long-term heavy construction was amply visible on all sides of the structure. For a structure it was unabashedly artificial, its construction representing a huge investement in time and resources. What equipment he could discern, he readily recognized. Indeed the location offered both easy access to the resources of the moonlets minerals as well as some coverage from unwanted visitors. 


As he contemplated making a try for a main hangar as his shuttle's receivers barked a query broadcasted by on a broad-band frequence.


"Shuttle on course 345-47-N. Identify yourself."


What the pandas from hell? That the insistend broadcast came from the dark rectangle was confirmed by the craft's instrumentations. What he was going to do now? What was he supposed to do? As the Taldrya's mind raced furiously, he was saved by an interjection from a second equally broadcast.


"This is shuttle Archon 4, inbound, we got sixty pallets of Tibanna-gas packages. Awaiting vector."

Wait a minute, the Rollmaster told himself. They weren't even talking to me. Whoever they were. In fact, from the gist of what he had overheard, 'they' made a problem of his presence.


A glance through the viewport revealed the presence of atleast another dozen supply ships, varying in class and size, coming in in a loose formation and heading for the main hangar as well. The conversation he had overheard was already subsumed in a jumble of overlapping exchanges between the individual ships and their destination.


"YT-1300 Bloodsoaker: rations and personnel... Sentinel-class Shuttle Ares; we've got boosters..."

When each of the incoming craft gave their name and detailed cargo, it occured to Howlader that he might just possibly be able to lose himself in the confusion. Bringing himself down and around he slipped easily into the scattered formation. After all, they all carried Brotherhood ID's No one would question another shuttle with a Brotherhood ID.


As the supply fleet moved inside, he was able to resolve the finer details of its construction. He did not need much to tell him that what he was entering was a product of Brotherhood engineering.

Baudo-class Staryacht Expedition
Orbit of Antei


"Rian, I found the coordinates, feeding them into the Navcomp now..." Aiden called from the Co-pilot's chair to the Consul who at the moment was waiting for a network link to the throne room of the Dark Hall to be established. "...And locked. Ready when you are."

The connection established, showing a life-size holo-scan of the Deputy Grand Master, standing in front of the Iron Throne, seated by the Grand Master himself.


"Lord Taldrya." The Deputy Grand Master's tone was professionally cordial. "What's the reason for all this? As far as I know, you should by now be on the surface of Nicht Ka, what happened?"

"The unexpected happened, my Lords."


"I don't take what you want to point at Lord Consul." Behind Lord Pravus the Grand Master shifted his seat. "We got several queries of you running havoc in the office of the Master at Arms, what's that all about for example."

"Funny thing my Lords," the Consul straigthened. "my Rollmaster got word about a conspiracy among one member of the Dark Council. And as the captor of record it is my duty and responsibility to bring evidence of that accusation to you, so the case can be handed to the Chamber of Justice."


"And how did your Rollmaster got 'word' of that conspiracy?"  The Deputy Grand Master inquired, based on his knowledge about the state of mind of the Taldryan Rollmaster.


"He has been requested to approve a suspicious transfer of goods to an facility of unknown affilation. During a following dispute with Master Dupar, the Master at Arms himself mentioned the existence of a traitor among the Dark Council. Which led me to order Master Howlader to do further investigations at the designated location of said facility." Rian let that sink in for a moment before adding. "Said facility I am about to inverstigate myself because an interrogation of one of Master Dupar's Magistrates brought up further indications that there is something going on at that facility and that the Master at Arms is involved into it."


"And where is that Magistrate you interrogated?"


"I have ordered a member of my Clan to take him to the Dark Hall's detention area for further interrogations from your side."


"Of course we will do that. But until we confirm your suspicions, you will return to Nicht Ka where you are expected to be."


"Excuse me, but I can't do that, I have the imminent feeling that my Rollmaster is in danger and the coordinates are already locked into the navcomp." 


"This is unacceptable Lord Tald –"  before the Deputy Grand Master could finish, Rian terminated the connection and rushed back into the cockpit. Moments later the stars in front of the viewport turned into streaks as the Expedition jumped into the unreal tunnel that was the hyperspace.

Secret Brotherhood Shipyard

Uncharted Region

The jump itself was a smooth one, Rian's experience at personally piloting a small-size ship through space was well enough for that. However after they exited hyperspace, things changed up quickly. It didn't take long to circle the moonlet and find the unfinished Star Destroyer. Upon closing in they were hailed by a broad-band request. Since they lacked a proper identification or what ever they would have been expected they were immediately greeted by the capital ships turbolaaser turrets spilling lines of ionized plasma at the luxury yacht. The yacht rocked abruptly from one side to the other as Rian wrenched violently at the vessel's controls.


Beside him, Aiden continued to monitor the read-outs in front of him as the Consul once more wrenched their ship in yet another evasive maneuver. "May I remind you, Rian, that this ship lacks any offensive capabilities."


"Not neccessarily remind me, Aiden, I'm all too aware of it."


Intended for basic shuttling operations, the Expedition was not designed for high-speed combat maneuvers, a fact Rian seemed to overlook as he continually wrenched it over and sometimes that much close around the form of the unfinished vessel that Aiden almost felt the wings of the Baudo scratch at the structure.  


Another turret swiveled around right in front of them made up the sum of good luck they had so far dodging the heavy laser fire thrown at them. The next volley would take out their shields or if, they were unlucky and the enemy gunner especially accurate, the forward half of the vessel.


The inevitable came – and went. At the last instant another turrent took aim at his brother, spilling death and destruction at the turret targeting them, allowing the yacht to burst through a cloud of smoke and debris it. "Expedition – can ye hear me?!"

* * *


Their hearts still pumping heavily the two Dark Jedi called in unison. "Howlader...?"


"Guess what I found at the coordinates, Rian?!"


 A still surprised Rian could scarcely make sense of the question. "You are in that structure?"


"I am sure as Okemi not on the Resurgent, Rian!"


"Fine on that, Howie, but well do you have a way we could join you? The air outside here is a bit overheated."


"Oi, I bet on that. Straigth in front of me turret is a trench in the hull, I am pretty sure it will be an easy fit for the Expedition. The trench will bring you straight into the starboard hangarbay."

"Copy that, Howie, see you in a bit" By that Rian pulled the yoke-control of the Expedition back harshly, forcing the ship into a high arch that, brought it onto a full-frontal colision course wouldn't there have been the quickly coming gap that was the trench.


Staring straight ahead now and seeing the edges of the vent coming up ever faster but not growing at the same time, Aiden spoke up urgently. "Uhm, Rian, I don't think the ship will fit?"


"Howie said we will fit easily."


"We will not"


"We'll fit, we'll fit!" Rian said as if only by the sheer sound of his words the vent would increase its size to fit the ship more easily. Letting out a yell as the outermost fringes of their ship scraped against the surface of the vent, then another, sending sparks from the edges of the yacht. 
When they emerged on the other side, both of them sighed while Howlader's voice echoed through the com. "I told you, it would be an easy fit."
 
"Easy fit in the pants -" Aiden retorted.


Shaken, but otherwise unharmed the two Dark Jedi settled the Expedition onto the hangardeck. 


"Oi, Aiden, Rian, we need to hurry, if Aabsdu hasn't secured all entries to the bridge by now as a precaution, he will surely have done it soon, but I found another route." the Rollmaster wheezed as the pair strode down the ramp in a haste. 


"Good to see you too Howie."

* * *


Though it was confirmed that the Taldryan luxury yacht had managed to successfully board the Star Destroyer with help of someone being already on board, Aabsdu didn't knew the exact size of the boarding party yet. It didn't matter anyways, at any time, with a single wrong turn or move they would inevitable be swept up by the capital ship's roaming security personnel. However the momentarily thoughts of the Master at Arms were forced to take a backseat to a sudden report from on of the officers on the Bridge.


"Master Dupar, we just checked the security cams of the hangar, it appears to be only three intruders, one of them seems to be the Taldryan Consul." 


All eyes on him the Master at Arms started to let fly a string of orders at ships security. With Rian being here, he was pretty sure Howlader was so as well and now since he knew who the intruders were, he intended to be ready for them and deal with them in the appropriate manner. 


"Teylas, find the intruders and deal with them appropriately." Aabs wasn't afraid of them, but at the same time he intended to take any precaution possible.


"As you wish my Lord."


"Are we there yet?" Aiden whispered as he trailed Rian and Howlader down yet another corridor. 


Pausing to override a control console, Howlader quickly entered a series of brief commands. "This path we are taking runs adjacent the powercore. The magnetic fields there will disturb their internal scanners which gives us the advantage."


"Except they were Force-sensitives." Aiden once more expressed. "Also where is everybody?


"The ship hasn't received it's full completement yet." Howlader told him. "Usually the crew is transferred at the last minute."


The three intruders took the oncoming security team equally by surprise. 


With bodies slamming into one another, there was no time to draw lightsabers. All rules of hand-to-hand combat the freshly promoted Equite had studied so far were brought into play. Caught in constricted corridors, he also made use of earlier, less refined techniques he had aquired during too many fights in too many bars. Their surroundings actually worked to the Warrior's advantage, as his by far taller opponent had less room in which to operate. 


Fists and the occasionl leg flew, taking down first one of their opponents and then another. Nearby, Howlader kept himself carefully out of the brawl as such things were more for others than for people like him. 


Meanwhile Rian, as the most sophisticated combatant of them, was demolishing everyone whith whom he came in contact. The ease with which he dispatched members of the security team was at once impressive and disconcerting for the Warrior. One moment a blur, the next an implacable and irresistible force, Rian paid only the most neccessary attention to whatever was being brought against him.


The brawl was over much sooner than expected. Every member of the security team was down: unconscious or too badly hurt to offer further resistance. 


"Where the hell is Howie?" Aiden managed to gasp out.


"This way." Howlader indicated from further down their current corridor. "We are almost there."


"Aiden, Howlader, once we are on the bridge, drop anyone except the Master at Arms."


Both of them nodded and they resumed their way forward.

* * *


Aabsdu di Plagia Dupar was smart and aware enough to know that the danger to his life came not from the fact that the presumed Traitors came from Taldryan, even though he risked much by luring his Special Magistrate with the chance to grab all their collected goods and reveal them as traitors to the Brotherhood, he had risked much more by defying the Deputy and Grandmaster by setting up a trap for the traitors itself. However if they don't know already about this they will surely know soon enough.


The doors to the bridge snapped open and the three men who burst in from the outside threw everything at those inside they had before anyone could react.


First to go down was the officer at the weapons control, impaled by the yellowish blade from the Consul before the latter took cover behind the console. Rian brought down another crewmember, hurling his kukriinto his ches before he could draw his blaster. As the Praetor moved to engage the Consul, he was brought down with a precisely placed pommel against his cheek by the Sith Warrior.


Though intense, the melee on the bridge lasted only moments till the trio had gained complete control of the bridge.


Keeping the tip of his lightsaber trained on the Master at Arms, the pair regarded each other.


"Master Aabsdu di Plagia Dupar, by authority granted me by the relevant Brotherhood regulations governing the use of unauthorized and excessive force, I hereby relieve you of your position as Dark Councilor of the Brotherhood and place you under arrest."


The Master at Arms sounded more exasperated than upset. It was plain that he wasn't about to go quietly. "After all this you are still refering to the regulations of the Brotherhood?"


For an instant there fell silence upon the bridge, then a beeping alert started to ring.




From where he stood on the bridge, Howlader could easily see and identify the information visible on the console's screen.


"Proximity alert, Rian. There is a ship at lightspeed heading right for us. It will intersept our coordinates in three seconds."


Not much time to do anything, Rian's mind somersaulted as he glared at the Master at Arms still sitting in the bridge's command chair. "Hail them." He crispely orderd, unknowing if the incoming ship was a friend or foe.


It slammed out of lightspeed from the depths of the gas giant that had been the most prominent feature against the blackness of space ever since Rian has entered the system with the Expedition.


It dwarfed the Star Destroyer. Light grey, it was constructed along the general design of a Star Destroyer from Kuat Drive Yards... but her lines were heavier, her appearance, more massive and armored. Weapons blisters were amply in evidence everywhere on the huge vessel. Overwhelming in scope, it was so immense that it blocked out the entire view forward. Still everyone of the Dark Jedi on the bridge had at least seen her once before. What they were facing now was the Brotherhood's flagship: Nightfall.


"Incoming holo-signal, Rian."


The Taldryan nodded. "Put it through Howie."

* * *


Once more the form of the Deputy Grandmaster materialized in front of the Taldrya.


"Lord Taldrya, I am pretty sure to have given you orders that didn't include you to go here. So what an excuse do you have to be here?"


Rian bowed slightly before the second highest member of the Brotherhood but refused to lower his lightsaber. "Excuse me, Lord Pravus, but as I have told you earlier, I was at fear my Clan's Rollmaster was at danger."


"At danger?" Aabsdu di Plagia Dupar burst out furiously. "Lord Pravus, I told you there are traitors among us and this is the evidence. Wouldn't I have been bold enough to defy your decision they would still walk beside us –"


"Quiet Dupar. Everyone you could have lured with the location of this constructionsite who has some common sense would have sent out someone to investigate the situation. There is no reason to believe that the Summit of Clan Taldryan or any other summit has been undermined by traitors. That is exactly the reason why we decided against your plan. Now end this farce, both of you!"

~The End~
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