The humm of the LAAT/i's engines seemed to reverberate around the craft's small cargo area, where the collected members of Soulfire we huddled around their Captain as he explained his plan.

“Right, the enemy has set up a base of operations in a small apartment complex in the outskirts of Estle City, over in one of the rougher neighbourhoods. We expect that the building has been fortified to some extent and rather than simply bombing it, we want to avoid extra civilian casualties where possible as well as gaining any intel that the enemy group may have in the base to help with other operations. Standard procedures will apply as far as possible, but the fact that we are going to be in a civilian area means that we may need to deviate and get a bit creative, but we'll deal with that as and when we have to. Any questions?”

There were none, as was the normal case with the squad; they knew what they had to do. Celahir nodded and moved away, signalling the end of the briefing and Rayze followed his lead, rising to his full height and walking over to the exit from the craft to look out over the city. As the ship sped across the metropolis, Rayze let his mind wander slightly while he still had some time, mentally going over his equipment and making sure that he was as prepared as he could be for the fight ahead.

I have all my gear, couple of grenades added for good measure, and I still can't shake this thought that something isn't quite right. What the hell is it?

A slap on the shoulder brought the young man out of his own thoughts and he turned to see his uncle, Sashar, standing next to him with the ghost of a smile playing on his lips.
“You alright Rayze? You look like something's on your mind.”
The Warlord flashed a smile at the other man before looking back out at Estle.
“I don't know, it just feels like something isn't as it should be. You know, like when you wonder if you turned the lights off in your room when you leave? I can't place it, but I don't like it.”
Sashar chuckled beside him, patting Rayze on the shoulder again before speaking, his voice carrying the confidence that came from a lifetime of war and fighting.
“I'm sure it's nothing. Normally I'd trust those feelings but this should be quick, after all we got the intel about this base of operations from our new guy, didn't we? Doubt he'd have lied to us after all.”
That comment caused the Sith to simply grunt in reply as he turned around to look for the newest member of Soulfire; Ethan Vorell. The man was stood in the corner chatting to Celahir, and he looked completely at ease. He had joined the squad very recently, signing up for the Arconan military a handful of weeks before the attack on SCEPTER and had acquitted himself so well that he had been assigned to Soulfire. He had originally said that he was born in Estle City, and had heard about this base of operations from one of his relatives who lived in the vicinity and had been displaced by the enemy forces when they had set up their base.
Yeah, the intel seems solid but I dunno...I just don't get a good feeling from that guy.

Any reply that he might have made to his Uncle's comment was cut short by Celahir's voice.
“Drop in 30 seconds, final checks and get ready for rapid disembarkation.”
Rayze immediately ran his hands over his equipment, checking he had everything he would need one last time before grabbing his blaster rifle from beside him and hefting the weapon, checking the charge while he did so. The seconds ticked by as other members of the squad joined him at the exit to their craft, an array of some of the best soldiers that Galeres possessed ready to do battle with their implacable foe. The LAAT/i slowed noticeably and began to drop lower, approaching a small plaza outside an apartment block; their target.
“Let's show them how Soulfire gets it done, go go go!”
Rayze followed Celahir's words to the letter, jumping from the craft as it came to a stop and he landed gently on the ground, his Force senses already sweeping out around him as he ran forwards. He approached the door and fired three shots at the lock, blowing through the flimsy material and slamming the door open as he ran through it, his rifle up and tracking for targets. He aimed up the stairs and saw nothing as the rest of his squad joined him in the entry hall of the apartment building.
“Rayze, sweep the ground floor with River. Everyone else, up the stairs.”
The Erinos began to move past the stairs to the first of the apartments, kicking the door in and moving into the room. He found it to be empty, signs around the room showing that whoever had lived here had left in a hurry given the way that there was food half finished on the table and the lights still on.
“River, you take lead for the next room.”
He turned around and followed the female out of the apartment and waited as she repeated his earlier trick of kicking through the door into the second flat, however this too seemed as though it had been left in a hurry at some earlier point.  Rayze grabbed his commlink and clicked the squad channel open.
“Ground floor is clear, coming to join you.”
Putting the commlink back on his belt, the Warlord pushed aside the unease that had formed residence in the pit of his stomach and followed Riverche as she made her way out of the apartment and up the stairs to the second floor of the building. He approached Celahir and saw that the Kiffar was looked perturbed, his brow furrowed as he looked around the landing they stood on.
“Nothing here either. This isn't making sense, the intel was solid.”
Rayze looked around, checking which members of the squad were present as that feeling of unease continued to plague him.
“Where is Ethan?”
“He went ahead with Venemous, why?”
Rayze didn't reply as he was already bursting into a run towards the stairs, his senses singing danger to him as he took the stairs two at a time. He heard the shouts behind him but ignored them, dropping his blaster rifle to the floor of the landing as he brought his lightsaber and reached out with the Force to get a read of where his two squadmates were. He sensed Venemous in a room ahead of him and sprinted towards the Force signature, finding the man on the floor with a blaster wound to his upper chest. Venemous saw him approach and winced as a wave of pain overtook him, but he ignored it as he spoke.
“Ethan got me, I should be fine, but he's gone up to the top floor. I don't think he is who he says he is.”
Rayze snarled with anger as he turned to run up the stairs to the top floor, rage flooding his body as he sped upwards. A trill of warning from the Force caused him to pause at the top of the stairs, a trio of blaster shots slamming into the wall where he would have emerged had he continued.
“Idiot Jedi, you've been fooled! There was nothing here anyway, but now my family will gain the honour befitting that of the person who lured the famous Soulfire to it's death.”
Clicking the commlink quickly, Rayze shouted into it even before he had brought it fully up from his belt to his mouth.
“Trap, get out!”
Dropping the commlink, the Warlord darted around the corner and brought his lightsaber up, batting away a stream of shots that came his way as he advanced towards 'Ethan'. The other man's eyes began to widen as all of his shots were parried aside and he realised his predicament. His hand dropped to his belt and Rayze darted forwards, taking advantage of the momentary gap in blaster fire as he struck out with his lightsaber and caught Ethan's dropping hand with the crimson blade. A scream of pain rent the air as the man's hand fell free from his body and he dropped to his knees, left hand cradling the stump that spewed the smell of flash-fried meat out. Extinguishing his lightsaber, Rayze clipped the weapon to his belt and hauled the man to his feet, his eyes blazing with fury as he stared into the other man's face.
“You made a big mistake here, because now I'm going to hand you over to my brother and he is going to get you to sing. You should have blown yourself up when you had the chance, because even if there wasn't a base of operations here, we will gain something invaluable instead; information.”
The Warlord headbutted the man viciously and knocked him out, throwing the body over his shoulder as he made his way back down the stairs. He found Venemous wincing but on his feet and saw a brutal smile play across the man's lips as he saw the body which Rayze carried.
“Dead?”
“Nah, he's more use to us alive. I'll hand him over to Nadrin and if he has anything useful to tell us, we'll get it.”
Venemous grunted with satisfaction as he moved ahead of Rayze, the pair of them heading out to meet the rest of the squad so that they could plan their next move.
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