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One didn't have to be atuned to the Force to feel the tension in the air, it was almost palpable, and when Rian saw the director of the CIS running down the lobby of the Great Hall, he was sure there was something boiling up at the moment. Sure the director wasn't someone unknown to the Great Hall, but usually he woudn't have been in a hurry like that when he brushed by the former Consul.

After a moment of consideration the Seer gave into the feeling in his gut and followed him – only to face the door of the Consul's office slamming violently into a closed position. Fine then, someday this door will open up again.

The meeting itself turned out to be rather short. With the Quaestors Raistline Taldrya Majere and Omega Kira being the first to leave the office. Seeing him seated opposite of the door they stopped to greet the Seer, but Rian had other things in mind. "Hey, R..." Before they were able to greet him, he rushed past them into the office.

Still gathered around a situation table were the Consul, Proconsul, the director of CIS as well as Cole Drayson. "Keirdagh, I need to talk to you." 

"Rian, what ever we have to talk, it will have to wait, this is a top secret meeting and you aren't on the list of invited people." Keirdagh answered without even looking up to face the Seer.

"I don't think so." Rian followed up, ignoring him being cut down before having even said what he wanted. "you know, people were talking rumors, reports were cut and than the ours truly, the director almost ran me over in the lobby. So what's going on? Are we under attack?"

"Yacks," Howlader said.

Keirdagh, looked up, first at his deer friend, then at Rian before sighing in resignation. "Alright, you won." Turning to his predeccessor. "Yes, it seems like we were under attack. But it's no open warfare."


"I see, I have heard the rumors about the sabotage on our TIE-Fighter facility."

"It's not that alone, director, would you be so nice to give Rian a quick summary?"

"Of course, my lord. Over the course of the last couple weeks Taldryan has been the target of cyber attacks, we have been actively spied out and while we were able to fend off most of these attacks, the amount and intensity of the attacks keeps increasing.

Rian nodded in understanding. "And the source of these attacks?"

"So far our specalists have tracked the sources of the attacks down to the Orron System within the Corporate sector as well as a local business located in Dragostae."

"And our own course of action?"

"A team from Special Branch will dismantle said local business while our agents within the Corporate Sector will track down the leads in the Orron System."

"With all due respect, but I would suggest to send a team of Force-sensitives to aid them up in the Orron System, I could..."

"Probably not a good idea, Rian," The Gray Paladin spoke up. "if CSA is indeed behind all this, a prominent member of Taldryan like you will be more of a risk than a gain to the Clan's agents."

"I need to agree with Mister Drayson, Master Rian." the director said. "But if you don't mind, my lords, Master Rian could help to dismantle Sphinxian Sat Tech in Dragostae."

Both the Consul and Proconsul considered the words of the director, then agreed as the words of the director made perfectly sense to both of them. "Alright, Rian will go with your team director, inform them to pick him up on the way."

Rian nodded. "Director, tell your team that I'll be waiting outside the Spira for them to pick me up."

---     

The dismantling of Sphinxian Satellite Technologies turned out to be one of the most easiest in the history of Special Branch, no one on the staff of employees hindered them as they stormed into the building led by Taldryan's former Consul instead the employees willingly helped them and provided them with all neccessary informations. Still the dismantling refused to give the former Consul and the leading officer of the Special Branch team the answers they needed. Though the datalogs on the companies server had filed the datastreams the director mentioned, they were only echos of the datastreams with their source still remaining in the shadows.

"Nothing, no network ID, no related user ID, there is no doubt the datastreams have come from this location but there is no datapanel connected to it." The young Lieutenant said visibly frustrated.

"And what if our suspect has used a droid to upload the datastreams into the network?"

"Then we would still be able to track down the datapanel where the droid has uploaded the datastreams."

"I see," Rian said. "and you are sure the source is within the building."

"Yes, I am," The Lieutenant sighed. "but we have searched every room and every network access... Wait a second, wherever data is transferred, there must be some energy."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, my lord, to upload the datastreams, our suspect has not only to have an access point into Sphinxian's network, but he also has to have access to some sort of powersource."

"I know that there is no stream without power, but I am still not sure if I can get what you are up to."

"You will see in a minute, I promise." he said with renewed purpose as he pulled up a datapad. "These are the schematics of the building, now let's switch a view over the schematics that show the power lines with its respective outputs."

An image of criss-crossed orange lines fell over the blueish schematics of the building. 

"Wow, that's it. I mean I had expected something like that but not as straightforward as this one. Here can you see that, there is a highlevel power output behind this wall. Maybe some sort of hidden wall, maybe some dense material that dampens our scanners or some sort of high tech jamming field."

"You are right, and what ever it is, I think it is worth an investigation, prepare your team."

"Just as I have said my lord, the wall is made of neuranium, one of the most dense metals in the galaxy, used as shielding against radiation., but there seem to be no locking mechanism

"Can we blow it up?"

"I am not sure, since a millimeter of neuranium could effectively block our sensors, I can neither say how thick it is nor how many explosives we would need to blow it up."

"Then step back, I will take care of it." Rian said, igniting his sun-colored blade of his lightsaber.

Though the blade dug easily into it, it took a few seconds for it to cause its desired effect. The blade cut millimeter by millimeter through the metal changing its color from magenta to crimson as the cut slowly took up the shape of a circle.

---   

Two levels below the basement of Sphinxian Satellite Technologies, a lone protocol droid wavered over to his master sitting in front of a wall made of vidscreens. Some showed up to date holonet messages others various security cams installed into the companies offices and hallways, lastly there are some showing only letters in binary. 

One of them currently had the lone attention of his master, as he was preparing another datastream for his own masters.

"Master, our perimeter sensors are picking up signals at our main entrance." TC-seventy's yellow photo-receptors glowing at the man known only as 'the ghost'. "I have calculated a risk of ninty-five percent of a security breach within the next minutes."

"Don't worry TC." The Ghost said, looking up at the silvery body of the protocol droid reflecting images of the vidscreens. "Even if they break through, we will still have enough time to upload the latest datastream into the netw – "

A muffled clank almost unhearable interrupted the ghost, forcing him to take a look at another vidscreen showing the neuranium door, with a large circle now cut through it. "Maybe not, maybe our mission here will see an untimely end."

"Recalculating our chances, I suggest to use the emergency exit within the next sixty seconds to ensure our escape to be successful."

"I think you are right TC," The ghost said. "Oh, and would you be so kind to initiate the Exodus protocols?"

"As you wish master." TC-seventy replied wavering over to a datapanel where he typed in a numerical sequence.

---   

When the circle was almost cut out completely, Rian took a step back and pistoned his hand out in a telekinetic explosion of Power, bursting the centimeter thick neuranium inside.

Looking into the darkness behind the hole into what revealed itself to be some sort of retired lift shaft, the Lieutenant asked: "What do you think how deep it goes?"

"There is only one way to know." came the reply from Rian, who was already stepping onto the borders of the hole,  letting the still lit lightsaber silently glide into the darkness until it touched ground. "Not more than ten meters."

"Get a rope gentlemen, we are going down." The Lieutenant said. "My lord, you need one too?"

"No, thank you."

Steeling himself, both mentally and physically, he a slight jump forward into a free fall. The fall lasted only a few seconds and upon touching ground Rian nestled deeply into the Force to absorb the impact before picking up his lightsaber again. 

The Lieutenant was the first to be down the shaft and on the heel of Rian who already advanced into the following tunnel, but before the rest of the team could go down, a couple of explosions rocked the shaft further up and a lift cab came down sealing the shaft behind them. 

"Seems like it's only the two of us now." Rian said, lighting the way before them with his lightsaber, though there was already some light at the end of the tunnel. "Be careful, there might be other traps on our way."

The tunnel ended into a cavernous hall, vidscreens roaming the opposite side of it, bathing the entire scene into an eerie blue light. As they entered it, the only figure around was a shiny protocol droid. Upon seeing them, the droid started to waver toward them.

"Stop, don't move." The Lieutenant shouted but the droid had no intention at stopping, instead it lifted its right arm, fingertips pointing at them.

The next instant a red-hot beam of super-heated plasma shot from one of the fingers and Rian raised his blade to intercept the beam just in time. In return the Lieutenant dugged under the Jedi, his own blaster delivering two precise bolts of its own.

The bolts found their mark in the chest of the droid lifting it from its feet.

"Nice shot."

"Thank you my lord."

"You go and check the droid, I will check if there is anyone else around."

---   

The moment the ghost heard the explosions his stride turned into a slight run, he had done many jobs like that in the past for the Authority but never was he so close on being caught, but he wasn't caught yet and whoever this Jedi and his team were, they had to get past TC first. Another couple of seconds later he heard the distant sound of blasterfire, first a single shot from TC's finger blaster followed by a double shot. This came unexpectedly quick. 

Step by step, his slight run became faster until he was on full speed. He was already on the secret landing pad, he could already make out the locked door leading out of the tunnel. A glimpse behind him and he saw it, a glowing rod that came closer quickly. Damn it.

The ghost drew his own blaster but realised the Jedi was still too far away to risk a wild shot behind. Then he was at the door, maybe twohundred to threehundred meters separated him now from the Jedi. He keyed in the code to open the door as fast as possible but before he could confirm it the Jedi's lightsaber darted through the air into the keypad. He turned, his blaster upraised but the Jedi was already on him, his body coming crushing down on him violently. The ghost didn't stand a chance at all against a well skilled close quarter combatant like the Jedi he now faced. A well placed elbow against his forearm made his fingers spring open and the blaster fell onto the ground, the next blow crushed onto his temple, filling his vision with stars and before he could even mount a single counterattack, he was down on the ground with the jedi fixing his arms on his back and for the first time the ghost realized he was caught.
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