A single Bothan died to bring us this information

Augur Xantros

11518
36 ABY, Capital Enterprises Headquarters, Unknown Space
A Gozanti-class Imperial Freighter dropped out of the hyperspace on the edge of a star system that housed the headquarters of the Capital Enterprises, one of organizations that had formed the Collective fighting against the Force user. The ship was almost invisible against the dark fabric of the space. However, the crew was not gA oing to risk any premature exposure.

„Turn the camouflage system on,” order the captain of the ship, a bald, green skinned Duros without a nose and ears.

„Sir, but this will render us unable to fight back, in case we get detected,” replied a human co-pilot with hesitation in his voice.

„I am well-aware of this,” replied Xantros with a calm demeanor. „We are not here to fight, but to gather as much information about the Collective forces as it is only possible.”

„I still cannot believe that the Emperor has sent us right into...” the human gasped in shocked and pointed through the front window of the freighter. „Something has just exploded out there!”

The Augur sighed. He was aware that losing the Cocytus System and the conflict against the Meraxis Empire had significantly stretched the resources of Clan Scholae Palatinae thin, but he hoped that he would not get assigned total newbies with little to no combat experience. The pilot and both gunners were very young and they had no real experience, when it came to such missions. They certainly had been assigned to assist him, because their lose would not hurt the Empire so much.

„Yes, it happens during the war,” explained Xantros patiently. „It was a listener ship that was going to provide us with initial intelligence about the Collective. Now, we have to complete our mission without it.”

„But...there were people out there...maybe they are still there,” spoke the co-pilot with trembling voice.

„Not aboard the ship anymore, but if you paid enough attention to what was happening, you would notice small bursts of light suggesting that a bunch of escape pods were launched just prior to the exposion of the ship.”

The Imperial Freighter still remained undetected by the hostile forces, so Xantros decided to spend some time on teaching his co-pilot some usuful skills. Not that he was a great pilot himself, but he had other skills that the young pilot could benefit from...and the Clan with him.

„Now, take a look at the scanners,” continued the Duros. „What do you see?”

„The Collective is shooting down the escape pods!” screamed the Human.

„They indeed are and we need to save at least one of them,” said Xantros.”

„But sir...they will shoot us down!”

„No, they will not, if we proceed with caution,” denied the Augur. „Watch!”

Xantros focused on pilotting his freighter. Initially, he moved slowly, but he sped up steadily to intercept the escape pod, when it would get closer to their position. Suddenly, two old Z-95 Head Hunters coming about. They would destroy the escape pod in less than a minute.

„Decamouflage us,” ordered Xantros and his co-pilot pushed few switches. „Gunners, prepare the cannons, aim at these fighters. Six seconds remaining to recharge the weapons. Fire at will.”

„Yes, sir,” confirmed both gunners.

Couple of seconds later, multiple blaster bolts from the freighter\s guns lighted the space up for few seconds. They pierced through the fighters like a knife cuts through the butter. The explosions lighted the space up even more, bringing attention of the Collective forces and revealing presence of the Gozanti Imperial Freighter on the battlefield. Even more fighters were launched from the Collective carrier and flew towards the freighter and the escape pod.

„Now, we need to act quickly,” ordered the Augur and opened a communication channel to the escape pod. „Crew of Psi Termina I, it is operative 3752 Echelon 12. We came to rescue you. If you stop, we will pick you up and take you to the nearest available facility.”

 „Come...quickly,” replied a faint voice.

Both vehicles stopped and Xantros established a corridor between the escape pod and his freighter. He went aboard the escape pod and noticed a Bothan with heavily burnt face and fur. The Duros could hardly believe that the operative of the Inquisitorius was still alive and capable of speaking.

„Take these two datapads...” whispered the Bothan with difficulties. „One contains information about the fleet of the Collective present in this sector... and the other includes coordinated, where you should deliver the intel data.”

Xantros nodded and took the datapads with him, immediately leaving the escape pod for certain destruction, when he ordered his crew to set off.

„But, sir, the survivor...” started the co-pilot.

„There were no survivors,” replied the Duros. „We need to leave the system as soon as it is only possible. Calculate several few jumps before you set the course to the Caperion System. I will not need you as soon as we land in Caelestis City.”

During the travel back to the new capital city of the Empire, Xantros decrypted the files and copied them on another datapad that he would later deliver to the Imperial Scholae Intelligence. The original datapad, again encrypted with standard Inquisitorius code, would be delivered by him to the Inquisitorius outpost that was located at the coordinates provided by the dead operative.
