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Pride of Owywhee, briefing room, hyperspace
„Our situation is terrible,” said A'lora Kituri, the Consul of Clan Odan-Urr. „We are on the run. We are running out of supplies. We had thousands of wounded people after the bombardment of New Tython and we have just been beaten out of Florrum by Clan Plagueis.”

All of Clan Summit members gathered in the briefing room nodded.  Deep grief was clearly visible on their faces.

„But we are alive,” spoke Xantros. „We have survived another battle and we have a chance to rebuild our ranks.”

„How do you imagine it, Rollmaster?” asked Turel Sorenn, the Proconsul of the Clan. „We are in desperate need of virtually everything. Even if we manage to collect some supplies, we are almost defenseless. We need ships to protect ourselves from the forces of the Dark Jedi Brotherhod, the First Order and pirates, who just await for a single moment of weakness to feast on our dead bodies like vultures.”

„You are well aware that I strongly disapprove violence, but I understand the need to protect ourselves,” answered the Duros. „I have already made some efforts to obtain new ships for our Clan.”

„How so?” inquired the Consul. „Why have you not told us?”

„I was not sure, if everything would go fine,” explained Xantros. „As you know, I have a dark past. I have done a lot of evil things, crimes and atrocities.”

„We are all well-aware of this,” replied the Consul. „But what does it have in common with acquiring new ships?”

„I would explain, if you have not interrupted me,” continued the Rollmaster. „I still have some useful contacts, unpaid debts and old favours from those times.”

„And?” asked Turel Sorenn.

„I had some savings from the old times. I have also talked with some of our benefactors,” asnwered the Duros. „I did the maths and I was equally surprised to learn that I could spend a nice amount of credits to support our cause.”

„How many?” inquired A'lora Kituri.

„Seventy two and two,” explained Xantros.

„Could you stop talking in riddles?” spoke Edgar Drachen, the Aedile of House Hoth, a little bit angrily. „We have no time nor mood for your games.”

„I mean seventy two T-70 X-wings and two Quasar Fire class bulk cruisers to carry the fighters,” explaine the Duros. „All ships are fully operational and ready to engage battle.”

The leaders of the Clan looked at the Rollmaster astonished. For a moment, they could not speak a word, as they were shocked with the scale of his operations. No one was aware of his actions and, while they were going to be a beneficial for the Clan, they also arose some suspicions about his true loyalty to the light-sided Clan of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood.

„Where...where are they?” asked the Proconsul, when recovered from the shock.

„They are waiting for us at the location, which is available at your datapads right now,” answered Xantros and sent the coordinates to the datapads of other members of the Summit. „They have already been examined, in order to reveal any kind of tracking devices, bugs and other unpleasant additions. However, if you wish to doublecheck, it is not a problem.”

„You seem to be sure about that,” spoke Alethia Archenksova, the Aedile of House Satele Shan.

„I am as sure as I can be,” replied the Duros. „The order has been set two months ago and every single action in this matter has been conducted by agents, who do not know my true identity. Funds have been transferred from anonymous accounts and they cannot be traced back to me or the Clan itself. Neither the Dark Jedi Brotherhood nor the First Order could learn about my activities. The ships are not of the latest fashion, but I hope that they will do.”

„They will,” replied the Consul. „At least, our ships will be a bit less crowded. Who will meet us at the rendevouz-point?”

„Five of my former associates,” explained the Rollmaster. „The crew will leave the crew on my mark and my former associates will do the same as soon as I walk aboard the ship. They will not be aware of the existence of the Clan.”

„Very well, Xantros, I must admit that I have doubted your potential,” said the Proconsul.

„Well, I never reveal all of my cards,” replied the Duros and smiled.
