--------- 
--------- 
Part I - Lights 
--------- 
--------- 
You, are my Angel. 
Come from way above. 
To bring me light. 
--------- 
--------- 

Nooey awoke, instantly filled with fear. 

He had not brought his gun with him, and there was a shadow standing at the end of his bed in the darkness. 

"Lights," he said. But they did not come on. 

"You have nothing to fear from me." The voice spoke softly and calmly. It was a deep masculine voice, and although it was filled with menace, Nooey believed it. 

The GX-9's, sensing his adrenaline and rising blood pressure, kicked into action, releasing small amounts of sedatives in rapid succession, taking the edge off his fear and clearing his head. 

The voice laughed softly. "The 9's are worth every ISK, wouldn't you agree?" 

Instantly the adrenaline surged again, the GX-9's went into overload to control his body, pumping more and more chemical cocktails into his brain. 

"Who the fuck are you?" 

"Who the fuck am I?" The voice parroted him in derision, menace rising. "I am your new employer. And again, you have nothing to fear from me. Stop wasting those precious implants." 

Nooey sat up in his bed abruptly; his head felt like it was burning. 

"I thought I would come by before the tests, and meet you in person," the voice stated, matter-of-factly. 

The GX-9's now in full effect, Nooey felt his usual confidence regaining. "You'd best get the fuck out of my room now, before I fill your head with antimatter." 

The shadow laughed. "Lights." Instantly the room filled with a low warm orange lamplight. The face of a Caldari stared at him, eyes dead calm, one arm extended towards him aiming a gun in his face. 

Nooey instantly recognised it as his. 

"If that's what you want to do, then you'll need this." The Caldari relaxed his arm slightly, and spun the grip of the gun around, offering for it to be taken. 

Nooey glanced sideways out the window for a fleeting moment, letting embedded long-range optical scanners search the darkness outside for some kind of trap. He saw nothing but the stillness of the dark surrounding the rapid light flow of automated traffic far below. 

"Take it," the Caldari ordered impatiently. 

Nooey slowly reached forward, eyes fixated on the Caldari's own, watching for the slightest change in expression. As his fingers closed around the edge of the grip, he saw the glimmer of a smile form on the Caldari's face. 

Snatching the pistol and aiming it in one fluid movement, he now slid out of his bed, still keeping his aim on the stranger. 

"Who the fuck are you?" 

The Caldari turned his back and approached the door. “Lights,” he said, again plunging the room into darkness. 

"Get some sleep Nooey". 

And with that, he opened the door, and vanished silently into the corridor. 

Nooey slumped back down onto the bed, covered in a thin film of sweat. He slid the magazine in his gun open. 

"Lights," he muttered unconsciously, remembering instantly that they would not work. 

And as the orange light invaded the room, he looked down at his weapon. The magazine was full.

------- 
------- 
Part II - The Contact 
------- 
------- 
Inertia Creeps. 
Moving up, slowly. 
She comes. 
------- 
------- 

Nooey sat below the Torrinos gate in his Buzzard, sleepily gazing at the gate awaiting easy prey. The soft feminine voice of the autopilot stirred him out of his near slumber. 

"Incoming Transmission, Secure line requested, Level Blue." 

Nooey raised an eyebrow tiredly. "Accept". 

A stunning female Gallente's face appeared on the screen. She smiled. "Are we secure?" 

"Yes, we're blue," Nooey said, now fully awake. "Have you made any progress?” 

The woman sighed briefly, and looked over her shoulder momentarily. "This may take a while. A long while." 

Nooey frowned, unhappy to hear the answer he'd expected all along. "Any progress....anything at all?" 

She smiled. "You yourself said this would take time and commitment. What do expect after two-" 

"Of course. Don't mistake me as impatient," Nooey interrupted, struggling to hide his emotion. "We'll stick to this as long as necessary." 

An uncomfortable silence descended between the two old friends. Nooey rubbed his face and stared into the screen at her. 

"What about at your end, any news?" she asked, eager to shift the subject and hopefully, some responsibility. 

Nooey thought back over last nights intrusion, deciding to leave it alone for now, still unsure what it was about. 

"Nothing, so far. Just doing the same as you." 

"What is her name?" she enquired softly. 

Nooey stared at her with narrowed eyes, surprised by the question. "No." 

"Ok" She said, backing off the topic quickly. 

Nooey watched with a wicked smile, as a flagged capsule entered his line of sight, 190-odd kilometres above him. His smile faded into a uncompromising expression of determination, as he saw it slowly ambling towards the gate at a pathetic 190 metres a second. "Hold on a moment," he said, as his ship hit warp alignment and closed the gap. 

"Sure," she said, confused by his expression. 

Nooey flung outwards around the gate towards the capsule, now only 19 kilometres away. He carefully manoeuvred the Buzzard around, making sure not to get too close and give himself away. He closed the distance rapidly, his heartbeat slowly rising as the pod came into visual at 5km. 

"Cloak Deactivated" The autopilot warned softly. 

Nooey flipped on three sensor boosters and locked the enemy capsule swiftly. Stasis Webifiers stopped it's already paltry movement, and Warp Disruptors closed the noose around tightly. Thorn Rockets spewed out of the dual launchers, quickly overcoming the what little resistance the capsule provided. 

"I can call again if you're busy" The woman mumbled, unsure what the long silence meant. 

"No, I'm almost done" Nooey sighed, as the last of the capsules armor disintegrated. 

"Cloak Activated" The autopilot spoke once more. 

Nooey drifted, backing slowly away from the Corpse he had just liberated. "Was there anything else to discuss then?" 

"There was...something else" The woman said, her voice strained slightly with concern.. "I met a strange Caldari man this morning."

------- 
------- 
Part III - An Offer 
------- 
------- 
Shame, such a shame. 
I think I kind of lost myself again. 
Day, yesterday. 
Really should be leaving but I stay. 
------- 
------- 


Nooey awoke to the amber light of the afternoon suns last efforts, instantly worried that he'd slept too long. 

"Autopilot Deactivated" He watched with relief as the massive hydraulic cranes below started to automatically lower his Buzzard into a complete standstill. 

"Timed that well then." He muttered quietly through a yawn glancing, over at the clock. 

17:33 

Nooey felt the heavy thud of his ship's final docking procedure finish. Activating the eject sequence, he flushed himself down the steel ramp and crawled out of the newly broken capsule, emerging like a newborn from his metal egg. 

"Sir" A young Gallente man looked him over as he shook the capsule gel off. 

"Yes Raife?" Nooey continued stripping himself of the gelatinous fluid, focused only on its removal. 

"Sir!" The young recruit tried to gather himself, fascinated by every step of the process, the things capsuleers took for granted every day. 

Also slightly shocked that his name had been remembered after only one meeting, he stuttered as he spoke. 

"S-Sorry to interrupt, but Tecor told me to tell you, as soon as you get in, to...to come see him" 

Nooey stopped scraping his legs for a moment and looked up. "Tecor wants to see me?" 

The recruit looked down at the pool of aqua gel slowly edging towards his feet. "Yes Sir, he said he wanted a word". The recruit glanced up at the giant electronic messageboard a few hundred metres above, directly behind Nooey and hidden from his sight. 

Normally filled with small tidbits and various pieces of random information, the board was entirely covered with the phrase "I WANT TO SPEAK TO NOOEY DAMMIT". A trick only usually a Director could pull off. 

Nooey paused a moment, still hunched over, then stripping the last of the gel off, he straightened up and smiled. "I see. Guess I better go see him then. Thankyou Raife." 

Upon hearing his name a second time, he smiled back, proud that it had been important enough to be remembered. 

Nooey approached the stairs, and looked back over his shoulder. "Oh, by the way..." His voice trailed off as he noticed the message. 

"Yes Sir?" The recruit, keeping his eyes on Nooey, turned his head slightly in the direction of the board. 

Nooey raised an eyebrow. "I was going to ask if it was urgent. Never mind." 

He shook his head one last time, ruffling the tiny bits of gel from his hair as he climbed the stairs up and out of the docking bay. 

-- 

He approached the showers quickly, eager not to keep Tecor waiting. 

Robotic arms descended from the ceiling as he entered, gingerly but rapidly picking his clothes off as he casually walked over to a window and entered the hot spray. 

He closed his eyes and thought. "Have I done something wrong?" He thought hard about the past few weeks in Jericho. He had been nothing but focused and dedicated. Perhaps a slip up somewhere along the line in his eagerness to prove. 

His mind flashed back to the capsule approaching the gate in EC-P8R. The vision of the lifeless corpse faded into view. Drifting, defeated, the enemies of freespace reduced to rubble - nothing more than a few ISK for the biomass scavengers that frequented the area. 

The arms descended once again, rapidly sewing a new piece of clothing around his frame in a perfect fit. Nooey paid no attention as they whirred around him furiously, covering him in the latest Jericho garb that Tatsue and Marie had designed. 

Nooey looked down, dismissing the vision of the Corpse from his head, surveying his clothes. "Hmm, I could get used to this one" He mused, walking down the corridor and into a lift. "If they didn't change it every day that is" He smiled to himself.. 

"Welcome back to the Sanctuary School Nooey, Jericho Fraction Office Subsection. May you seek everlasting peace under god’s guidance and guard-" 

"Oh for fucks sake!" Nooey shouted over the automated voice. "Every fucking time with the same...." His voice trailed off as he sighed, instantly caught in two thoughts, one; that the Sisters could use some Caldari finesse in advertising their message, and two; a curious wondering about what the Guristas elevators said, if anything at all. 

"Where can we guide you Nooey?" The elevator asked in typical Sister fashion. 

"You can take me to the Directorate level" Nooey commanded firmly, wondering now, why he was correcting a machine. 

The elevator sat still. 

Nooey sighed deeply. 

"Please" he muttered. 

The machine, victorious as always over him, whirred into life, hurling him thousands of metres above, towards Jericho's upper levels. 

-- 

Nooey stepped out onto the Directorate Foyer. 

The purple twilight outside swept into the room, creeping past the giant foyer windows only to be held back by a low orange light emanating from strategically placed lamps. 

He instantly recognised the figure of a lone Amarrian sitting a few metres away, hunched over on a low couch, his face largely hidden by a hood. Nooey approached. 

"Evening Cos" Nooey smiled, glad that he had come to the point where he could address one of The Cosmopolite's stature in more casual terms. 

The Amarrian jerked his head up slightly, eyes still focused intently on a Holo-Magazine that lay on the table. Nooey glanced over and saw what appeared to be body parts on display. Not quite sure what to make of it, he simply held his smile as best he could. 

"Evening Nooey! How goes the Buzzard tests?" 

"Going well actually. I helped Celia take an enemy interceptor down, as well as caught a capsule on my own." Nooey replied, proud of his recent efforts in the combat field. 

"Good to hear!" The Amarrian rejoiced, still focused intently on the Holo-Mag. Nooey recoiled slightly at the enthusiasm, something not typical from him, and deduced the bizarre contents of the Holo-Mag on the table to be the real cause for his joy. 

"Say, Nooey" Cos enquired, his loud rejoicing now reduced to an almost conspiratorial tone. 

"Yes, Cos?" Nooey replied, almost fearfully. 

"Did you happen to save the Corpse?" Cos asked, finally raising his eyes of the Holo-Mag and meeting Nooey's own, which now grew slightly wider. 

"You know what Cos." Nooey stammered. "I'll remember that for next time ok?" 

The Cosmopolite raised his head, and then nodded slowly in acknowledgement, resuming his perusal after a smile. "I believe Tecor wants a word" 

Nooey forced another smile and nodded, looking around. "Any idea where he is?" 

"He should be in his office Nooey, second down the hall." 

Nooey bowed a silent thankyou and proceeded down the hall, arriving at a door simply labelled "Tec's Den". Stepping inside, he saw only the back of an office chair, rising up so high he was not sure if anyone was behind it. 

"Tecor?" 

The seat swivelled around quickly. Revealing a short and stocky Caldari man, a self described "tank", with a large grin on his face. 

Nooey smiled back, as he always did at one of Tecor's grins, the moustache on his face always amused Nooey, and the smile below it was infectious.. Perpetually looking like some kind of weak caricature, nobody would expect this man to be one of the deadliest fleet commanders Jericho had. 

"Please, have a seat"

------- 
------- 
Part IV - And Counter Offer 
------- 
------- 
I'm a little curious of you in crowded scenes. 
And how serene your friends and fiends. 
We flew and strolled as two eliminated gently. 
Why don't you close your eyes and reinvent me? 
------- 
------- 

Nooey stepped out of the office stunned. Shooting a glance back to a nodding Tecor. 

Walking back down to the now empty Foyer, he stepped into the lift. Too happy at this time to be bothered by the machine, he kindly and politely asked to be taken to Ground Level. 

"Thankyou Nooey. Guiding you now." 

Nooey leant back against the mirrored wall in the elevator. Tecor's words rolled over and over in his mind in a relentless wave. 

"Future position in the Directorate". 

It had only been thirty days, and he was already climbing. He felt a well of pride surge up inside. 

Stepping out into the Ground Level Foyer, he beamed. Never before, had his life felt so filled with purpose, and never before had his direction forward seemed so clear to him. 

"Time to celebrate" he said quietly to himself with a grin as the elevator doors opened. He eyed the signs pointing to the La Maison bar just a few hundred metres down the giant corridor to his left. 

Walking over to a small silver machine nearby, he knelt down. Pondering for a moment he decided on simplicity for the evening, as well as patronage to his friend Tatsue, who was undoubtedly the mysterious major shareholder in the brand name. Placing his hand over the BioPanel, he selected "Smokebreak™". 

"Nooey, smoking is harmful to your your.........your to........yourghhhhh..........Ngggghhh" 

Nooey grinned as he always did when the warning message became garbled and distorted. No doubt, the person who had somehow convinced the Sisters to place the machines here in the first place, was the same one who had them sabotaged on day one of their installation. The "Posthumans don't get cancer!" sticker on the machine left little doubt about who that person was. 

"Thanks Jade" Nooey said under his breath, as he ripped the packet open. 

X-7OMU II was dark now. The giant foyer windows cascaded down the walls like massive black panels. Beyond them, far away, the city lights of Sera'h shone softly. Nooey thought a moment of the last time he was there, and leaning against a wall, closed his eyes as he brought a cigarette to his mouth. 

His eyes shot open as the sound of a lighter invaded his mind. His visitor was back. 

-- 

"The Sisters will sell you everything but the lighters" The Caldari mused with a half smile. 

Nooey knew that of all the places in the universe, he was safe here, at the heart of Jericho. The GX-9's lay dormant. 

"What exactly do you want, old man?" Nooey said as casually as he could, inhaling and blowing the smoke in the Caldari's face, wondering how exactly he got inside headquarters in the first place. 

"Today is about what you want, Nooey." The Caldari looked around, turning his back briefly to survey the foyer. 

Nooey instinctively reached around for the gun he had holstered after his shower. As his hands touched the cold metal he hesitated, unsure. Something within him told him to wait, to hear what the stranger had to say. 

"Trust" The Caldari said, spinning back around. 

"What?" Nooey asked, clearly spooked. 

"You know exactly what I mean" The Caldari smiled. "Come, we're past the pointing guns in each other’s face stage, let's get to La Maison. I booked us the best room and we have things to talk about." 

Nooey stared at the Caldari a moment, gauging him, then threw his cigarette to the ground, instantly the machine nearby launched into another Sister-programmed diatribe. 

"Littering is not permi....permi.....tted....Ngggghh" It sounded almost like it was giving up as it descended into its robotically garbled sigh. 

The Caldari laughed. "Your boss" He sighed and shook his head.. "A funny one. She'll sabotage cigarette machines and entire enemy alliances with equal zeal." 

Nooey was unable to stop himself grinning at the Caldari's astute remark, not caring how he know this for the moment, only laughing at the fact that he did. 

"Come, La Maison awaits" The Caldari offered, placing a hand on Nooey's shoulder as he followed down the corridor. 

"I can tell you will miss her". 

-- 

La Maison was packed. Nooey took a moment to breathe the smoky air in. 

Here, amongst the thrashing semi-naked bodies covered in sweat, amongst the metallic bass, amongst the drugs and debauchery, stood one of Jade's more amazing diplomatic accomplishments. Cigarette machines were one thing, but they paled in comparison to Jade's undertaking to have a La Maison virtual module installed in the heart of Sister territory. 

There were many virtual La Maisons dotted throughout the galaxy, but the one at X-7OMU II was the crowning accomplishment of her diplomatic prowess. Rumours abounded about Jade blackmailing the High Priestess Harna Durado herself into acquiescing. Nooey remembered for a second one of her favourite sayings, something she'd said once during a heated Corporate meeting. 

"The question is not who is going to let me: It is who is going to stop me." 

Nooey stared up at the stage as he walked into the fray, nodding in approval at the DJ's focus on their decks, as they churned out a thrashing bassy experimental tune. Nooey watched as, completely oblivious to the bustling crowd below, they focused solely on their art. It was something he could see, something he could appreciate. 

"Yes, they're not so bad" The Caldari shouted in his ear. "But come, we're not here to fuck around." He grabbed Nooey's arm roughly and led him up a spiral staircase and onto a balcony overlooking the dance floor. 

Nooey stared over at the crowd, looking for familiar faces. His heart sank as he saw none. Pushing along the crowded balcony, he followed the Caldari into a second large room, decidedly more empty. 

Deep blue light strobed across the dimly lit room. The music was far more relaxed, quieter and almost sinister. The Caldari stopped a moment, staring down at the stage and then turning to Nooey. "More to my liking. Come." 

Nooey followed him through door after door. Unaware that La Maison in fact had so many rooms. 

At last they entered a small bar. It screamed decadence. Silk curtains draped down the walls in luscious red folds. Gold and silver tinted panelling glimmered through the gaps. Hundreds of exquisite and exotic looking bottles sat meticulously placed along the back bar, a deep brown oak lined with gold. Extremely well groomed barmen stood rigidly to attention, ready to serve at a moments notice. 

Inside this room were what appeared to be the "cream of the crop". Although he didn't recognize any faces, he could tell these people were the big heavies. Large men in extremely well presented suits stood in every corner, sunglasses attached in the darkness, a soft red glowing underneath, suggesting heavy occular modification. 

"Bodyguards" Nooey thought. 

Nooey looked over to his Caldari friend, catching a brief wave towards someone sitting at the bar. Following the direction of the gesture, he saw another Caldari man sitting at the bar, one hand curved around a Cognac glass, the other offering a small gesture of acknowledgement and a smile. 

Nooey instantly recognized the man, turning to his host. "Is that...Ist-" 

"Yes." The stranger cut in. He then motioned to a door at the back of the room. "Let's go" 

Nooey followed. As he passed more of the large men in black, he took a moment to notice a small badge on their lapels, they were not La Maison bodyguards. 

"They're fucking Guiding Hand Operatives" He thought. His mind now racing. 

Something within him felt incredibly odd, something he couldn't quite place. The place was swimming with Guiding Hand. Not only that, but Istvaan Shogaatsu himself was here. Not only in a Gallente club, but in a Jericho one. Considering the recent fallout between the two, it didn't add up. 

"He's here on business, obviously" His Caldari host shot back over his shoulder as they approached the back room. "Business with the Caldari". 

Nooey wiped a thin layer of sweat from his forehead. There was still something else wrong with the picture. 

As he made his way towards the small black door at the back of the room, he realised. 

These people, these diplomats, underworld bosses, future-presidents, all of them, were parting before them. 

Eyes nervously darting glances as they stepped back. 

He felt his GX-9's slowly whirr into action, deep inside. 

"Be calm" He thought. "Be. Fucking. Calm." 

-- 

Inside the room it was quiet, only a rough bass invaded within, and softly so. A long silver table and some chairs was all it offered. Nooey saw a small stack of data sheets piled up in front of a slightly larger chair at the end. His host set himself up behind them, slumping down fluidly. 

"Please. Have a seat". 

Nooey slid a chair out, and sat himself down quietly. "Look, you break into my fucking room, you-" 

"Nicholas D'horne." 

The Caldari whipped open the data sheets in front of him, and interrupting, read straight from them. 

"Alias: Nooey. Gallente. Height: 187cm. Weight: 70 kilograms" He stopped a moment, cocking his head to one side surveying Nooey a moment. "Yes, I guess you are a bit of a runt aren't you?" He continued to read as Nooey sat there stunned. 

"Eyes: Grey. Hair: Black. Distinguishing features: Small white "Marque du fantôme" tattoo below right eye. The Caldari observed him once more, smiling a moment. "Hmm, didn't even notice that one". Again he continued to read. 

"Parents both academics, Father passed up Chancellorship at University of Luminaire for a Research Grant in something called..." He looked up at Nooey for a moment, his eyes now dead cold and probing. 

"The Vitrauze Project". 

Nooey shifted in extreme discomfort. His GX-9's in full effect and his mind frantically searching for answers. "Nobody knows, Nobody asks" He thought, the old mantra entered his consciousness, surfacing from the deep like a forgotten memory. He suddenly started to feel infinitely less comfortable with this stranger, and remembered again how he'd awoken with a gun to his head. 

The Caldari looked back down at the sheets. 

"Mother, also an academic, Research Director at the Library of Luminaire, until she too passed the job up, to follow you father in..." He looked up once more, and repeated the same words coldly. 

"The Vitrauze Project". 

He smiled this time, looking back down. 

"Education: High-Distinction Average in Political Science at the Centre for Advanced Studies. Also showed aptitude as a Covert Operations pilot." He paused a moment. "A rebellious streak however saw you..." He grinned slightly at the euphemism. "Removed from further structured education, and you followed you parents to work on...yes..." He looked up once more. 

"The fucking Vitrauze Project". He sighed and rubbed his face. Nooey felt waves of tension rise up inside him. He felt sick deep within. 

"I have access to things you would not believe. Knowledge that could bring entire Corporations to their knees, or elevate them to the status of gods amongst men. I will be honest with you Nooey, and I will be humble for a moment." He looked into Nooey's eyes almost earnestly. 

"In all my searching, I have found nothing about this so called project." He sighed once more. 

Nooey instantly smiled, almost laughing out loud, and almost cross at himself for doubting that the unknown had somehow become known. He leaned back in his chair, removed another cigarette from his packet and placed it gingerly in his grinning mouth. 

"Nobody knows, old man." He smirked triumphantly. "And nobody asks." 

The Caldari bit his bottom lip, hiding his anger. "I've found nothing, that is to say. Except the phrase you just mentioned". He slid his lighter across the table and glared coldly, then looked down once again at the data sheets, turning a page and slowly reading. 

A smile of pure darkness wavered over his face for a second. Busy lighting his cigarette in smug confidence, Nooey missed it. 

"Sara'jh D'horne" The Caldari read quietly. 

And the lighter hit the floor. 

"Real Name: Sara'jh Descaix. No known Alias, although you called her sweetheart I'm sure." 

Nooey snapped. 

Flinging the chair out against the wall from underneath him in one violent move, he crossed the room and released his gun, ramming it into the Caldari's face. 

"Nooey" The Caldari man said calmly, not flinching one bit, his voice slowly rising in menace. "If you kill me, I will be very fucking annoyed." 

"You're all words old man. Hand that fucking file over" He pressed the gun into his temple harder as he spat the words out. 

The Caldari sighed, clearly unfazed, his voice still loaded with malice. "Sure, go for your life, you miserable, ungrateful little punk. Why don't you fucking well read it out to me?" He slid the sheets over to where Nooey had been seated. "Like I said. Have a fucking seat. Disobey me again, and you will not leave this place alive." 

Nooey stared over at the files, releasing the gun and walking stifly over to his seat. Placing the chair back upright, and slamming his gun down on the table, he eyed the data sheets, carefully looking up briefly at the Caldari who sat calmly in his chair, eyes glaring. 

"What the fuck is this?" Nooey spat. 

"It's one of the best encryption systems to come out of Caldari space." He said quietly. "I would know, I own the patent." 

Nooey sighed. 

"Nooey" The Caldari said, his voice soft and father like, his eyes piercing Nooey's own. "I am not the enemy." 

"Read" Nooey fumed. Lifting his gun off the table and pointing it in the Caldari's face. 

"Holster your weapon, friend." He spoke softly still. "If you do so much as fire a single shot, this room will be filled with Guiding Hand Operatives, and you will be dead. I need my employees alive." 

Nooey lowered his gun. He was in a tight situation, and he knew this man had possessed the upper hand all along. "Please. Read." 

The Caldari nodded, his temper now gone, and his body language far softer. 

"Sara'jh D'horne." He spoke. Looking up briefly to see Nooey's pained expression. "Height: 174cm. Weight: A mere 62 kilograms." 

Nooey let his gun slide out of his palm and fall gently on the table. Right now, this stranger's ability to read those sheets meant everything to him. He sat silently, hanging off every word. 

"Distinguishing features" The Caldari paused. "Completely blind from birth. Apparently incurable, unique in that regard. State showed an interest in the condition, and..." He sighed. "...Sought invasive operations to determine the cause. Unwilling to be a test subject she fled to Federation space where she eventually, somehow, ended up with you." 

A smile formed across Nooey's face. Completely unaware of it, he stared vacantly at the whiteness of the wall ahead. He let his mind wander back to the warm afternoon when they first met in Luminaire. The memory, long dead, came to vivid life as the Caldari spoke. 

And then it died again. 

"Left you on the day you two were to be wed." He looked up a moment, observing Nooey who stared blankly ahead. 

"Go on" He said. 

"Her corpse was recovered in R6XN-9, deepspace. CONCORD Logs reveal nothing about the circumstances surrounding her ship's destruction nor do they reveal anything about why her capsule did not operate properly." 

Nooey stared. The GX-9's pumped his head full of a mix of serotonins and endorphins. He felt the sadness dissipate, and in his weakness, he silently thanked the implants. 

"Forensics deemed her death instant and painless." The Caldari spoke the last word softly as he looked up. He knew the next part had to be played well. 

"However" He said quietly. Meeting Nooey's eyes as he turned his head. "My people picked her movement up a few weeks ago." 

Nooey stared in disbelief at the Caldari. "What?" 

"If my intel is correct, then she has restarted a long-dormant Corporation recently." 

Nooey sat upright in his chair, pulled completely from his melancholic stupor. "What the fuck are you saying? She's alive?" 

"What suggests to me that my intel is correct, Nooey, is the name of this Corporation. Experts in forgotten languages tell me that this Corporation, formed soon after she vanished and recently remade, this Corporation named..." He looked down quickly at his files. "Abatjour. They tell me that this is an old word for..." 

"Without sight" Nooey said in a whisper. 

The Caldari leaned back in his chair and closed the folder, staring intently at Nooey, who now sat reeling in his chair. 

"We can find her." The Caldari said resolutely. "In whatever shape she may be in, we can find her." 

"We?" Nooey asked, his voice choked with emotion. 

"Yes." The Caldari replied gently, leaning forward on his chair. He looked behind Nooey's shoulder as the door behind him opened. 

Nooey turned around. His heart beat hard as he watched the people enter. These were faces he knew. 

It all came into place. He finally began to understand. 

In stepped Yuki Li, Kale Ryoko, Kyoko Sakoda, Nicodiemus and Nadine Desaix. 

Nooey spun back around. 

"My name, is Vassili Zaitsev, President of the reformed Omerta Syndicate. Tread my footsteps, as we descend the stairs into the dark."

