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prologue
THE SKYWALKERS’ BEDROOM, ROTUNDA ZONE, CORUSCANT: 0300 HOURS
This is going to be another sleepless night.
But should I have killed him?
Maybe I should try some meds. Warm milk, even.
I’ve taken a lot of lives. Ever since Ben asked us how many, I’ve been counting. Maybe Luke’s been adding up the tally, too. But he hasn’t mentioned it since.
Where’s Ben?
I was better placed than anyone to assassinate Palpatine. Now I look back on it and wonder how history would have turned out if I’d come to my senses and killed him when I had the chance. I’d have been a traitor then; I’d be a hero now. And he’d still be dead either way. Perspective is a funny thing.
How many people died because I didn’t make that call? I didn’t even realize that I could.
Ben, I feel you’re alive. But where are you? It’s been days.
So … how would I have known when it was the only option left? When things had gone too far, and someone had to do it? And how come Luke is sleeping like a comatose nerf? I wish I could. If I switch on the holonews, though, even without the audio, it might disturb him. Meditation isn’t working, either. Maybe I should just get up and go for a walk.
Ben … if Jacen doesn’t know where you are, what are you up to?
I have to stop doing this.
He’s a smart kid and he’s been trained by the best. He’ll be okay. And maybe he knows now that killing someone is a split second, a heartbeat, a thing you’re trained to do until you don’t stop to debate it, and then it can’t ever be undone. Now that he’s killed for himself, and knows the mark it leaves in your head, perhaps he won’t judge me or his father harshly.
That’s his legacy from Mom and Dad: assassin, freedom fighter, soldier, call it what you will. It all ends in a body count. Ben’s joined the family business.
But I don’t know what he’s doing or even where he is right now. I’m worried sick. I don’t care how strong his Force powers are. Jedi die like everyone else, and it’s a big and pitiless galaxy, and he’s just a kid. My kid.
Ben, if you can feel me, reach back. Let me know you’re okay.
Luke never believes me when I tell him he snores. He snores, all right.
Ben …
“You okay?” Luke’s awake. He can do that without warning. Bang—he just snaps alert. “It’s the middle of the night.”
“I know.”
“You’re worrying about Ben.”
“No, he can look after himself.” Why do I say that? Luke knows what I’m thinking. “I shouldn’t have eaten so late.”
“I’m worried about him, too.” He punches the pillow into a more comfortable shape and buries his head in it. “But he’s okay. I can still feel him.”
Nothing is okay now.
Luke knows it. I know it. The whole family knows it.
There’s a war going on across the galaxy, but it’s the war within my family that I care about most. My son’s a stranger most days.
And Jacen …
I don’t think I know Jacen Solo at all.
And Lumiya …
She tried to kill my kid. For that, sweetheart, you’re going to have to answer to me. I’m coming for you, and soon.
I think I can get some sleep now. I feel more relaxed already.



chapter one
He will choose the fate of the weak.
He will win and break his chains.
He will choose how he will be loved.
He will strengthen himself through sacrifice.
He will make a pet.
He will strengthen himself through pain.
He will balance between peace and conflict.
He will know brotherhood.
He will remake himself.
He will immortalize his love.
—“Common Themes in Prophecies Recorded in the Symbology of Knotted Tassels;” by Dr. Heilan Rotham, University of Pangalactic Cultural Studies. Call for papers: the university invites submissions from khipulogists and fiber-record analysts on the subject of the remaining untranslated tassels from the Lorrd Artifact. Symposium dates may change, subject to current security situation.
SITH MEDITATION SPHERE, HEADING, CORUSCANT—ESTIMATED
It was odd having to trust a ship.
Ben Skywalker was alone in the vessel he’d found on Ziost, trusting it to understand that he wanted it to take him home. No navigation array, no controls, no pilot’s seat … nothing. Through the bulkheads he could see stars as smeared points of light, but he’d stopped finding the ship’s transparency unsettling. The hull was there. He could both see it and not see it. He felt he was in the heart of a hollowed red gem making its sedate way back to the Core.
And there was no yoke or physical control panel, so he had to think his command. The strange ship, more like a ball of rough red stone than a vessel made in a shipyard, responded to the Force.
Can’t you go faster? I’ll be an old man by the time I get back.
The ship felt instantly annoyed. Ben listened. In his mind, the ship spoke in a male voice that had no sound or real form, but it spoke: and it wasn’t amused by his impatience. It showed him streaked white lights streaming from a central point in a black void, a pilot’s view of hyperspace, and then an explosion.
“Okay, so you’re going as fast as you can …” Ben felt the ship’s brief satisfaction that its idiot pilot had understood. He wondered who’d made it. It was hard not to think of it as alive, like the Yuuzhan Vong ships, but he settled for seeing it as a droid, an artifact with a personality and—yes, emotions. Like Shaker.
Sorry, Shaker. Sorry to leave you to sort it all out.
The astromech droid would be fine, he knew it. Ben had dropped him off on Drewwa. That was where Shaker came from, like Kiara, and so they were both home now. Astromechs were good, reliable, sensible units, and Shaker would hand her over to someone to take care of her, poor kid …
Her dad’s dead and her whole life’s upended. They were just used to lure me to Ziost so someone could try to kill me. Why? Have I made that many enemies already?
The ship felt irritated again, leaving Ben with the impression that he was being whiny, but he said nothing. Ben didn’t enjoy having his thoughts examined. He made a conscious effort to control his wandering mind. The ship knew his will, spoken or unspoken, and he still wasn’t sure what the consequences of that might be. Right then, it made him feel invaded, and the relief at finding the ancient ship and managing to escape Ziost in it had given way to worry, anger, and resentment.
And impatience. He had a comlink, but he didn’t want to advertise his presence in case there were other ships pursuing him. He’d destroyed one. That didn’t mean there weren’t others.
The Amulet wasn’t that important, so why am I a target now?
The ship wouldn’t have gone any faster if he’d had a seat and a yoke to occupy himself, but he wouldn’t have felt so lost. He could almost hear Jacen reminding him that physical activity was frequently displacement, and that he needed to develop better mental discipline to rise above fidgeting restlessness. An unquiet mind wasn’t receptive, he said.
Ben straightened his legs to rub a sore knee, then settled again cross-legged to try meditating. It was going to be a long journey.
The bulkheads and deck were amber pumice, and from time to time, the surfaces seemed to burn with a fire embedded in the material. Whoever had made it had had a thing about flames. Ben tried not to think flame, in case the ship interpreted it as a command.
But it wasn’t that stupid. It could almost think for him.
He reached inside his tunic and felt the Amulet, the stupid worthless thing that didn’t seem to be an instrument of great Sith power after all, just a fancy bauble that Kiara’s dad had been sent to deliver. Now the man was dead, all because of Ben, and the worst thing was that Ben didn’t know why.
I need to find Jacen.
Jacen wasn’t stupid, either, and it was hard to believe he’d been duped about the Amulet. Maybe it was part of some plan; if it was, Ben hoped it was worth Faskus’s life and Kiara’s misery.
That’s my mission: put the Amulet of Kalara in Jacen’s hands. Nothing more, nothing less.
Jacen could be anywhere now: in his offices on Coruscant, on the front line of some battle, hunting subversives. Maybe this weird Force-controlled ship could tap in and locate him. He’d be on the holonews. He always was: Colonel Jacen Solo, head of the Galactic Alliance Guard, all-around public hero holding back the threats of a galaxy. Okay, I’m feeling sorry for myself Stop it. He couldn’t land this ship on a Coruscant strip and stroll away from it as if it were just a TIE fighter he’d salvaged. People would ask awkward questions. He wasn’t even sure what it was. And that meant it was one for Jacen to sort out.
“Okay,” Ben said aloud. “Can you find Jacen Solo? Have you got a way of scanning comlinks? Can you find him in the Force?”
The ship suggested he ought to be able to do that himself. Ben concentrated on Jacen’s face in his mind, and then tried to visualize the Anakin Solo, which was harder than he thought.
The sphere ship seemed to be ignoring him. He couldn’t feel its voice; even when it wasn’t addressing him or reacting to him, there was a faint background noise in his mind that gave him the feeling the vessel was humming to itself, like someone occupied with a repetitive task.
“Can you do it?” If it can’t, I’ll try to land inside the GAG compound and hope for the best. “You don’t want Galactic Alliance engineers crawling all over you with hydrospanners, I bet.”
The ship told him to be patient, and that it had nothing a hydrospanner could grip anyway.
Ben occupied himself with trying to pinpoint Jacen before the ship could. But Jacen’s trick of hiding in the Force had become permanent; Ben found he was impossible to track unless he wanted to be found, and right then there was nothing of him, not a whisper or an echo. Ben thought he might have more luck persuading the ship to seek holonews channels—or maybe it was so old that it didn’t have the technology to find those frequencies.
Hey, come on. If it managed to destroy a freighter on the power of my thoughts alone, it can find a holonews signal.
Ah, said the ship.
Ben’s mind was suffused with a real sense of discovery. The ship dropped out of hyperspace for a moment and seemed to cast around, and then it felt as if it had found something. The starfield—visible somehow, even though the fiery, rocky bulkheads were still there—skewed as the ship changed course and jumped back into hyperspace. It radiated a sense of happy satisfaction, seeming almost … excited.
“Found him?”
The ship said it had found what it was seeking. Ben decided not to engage it in a discussion of how it could find a shutdown Jacen hiding in the Force.
“Well, let me know when we get within ten thousand klicks,” Ben said. “I can risk using the comlink then.”
The ship didn’t answer. It hummed happily to itself, silent but filling Ben’s head with ancient harmonies of a kind he’d never imagined sounds could create.
COLONEL JACEN SOLO’S CABIN, STAR DESTROYER ANAKIN SOLO, EXTENDED COURSE, HEADING 000—CORUSCANT, VIA THE CONTRUUM SYSTEM
None of the crew of the Anakin Solo seemed to find it odd that the ship was taking an extraordinarily circuitous course back to Coruscant.
Jacen sensed the general resigned patience. It was what they expected from the head of the Galactic Alliance Guard, and they asked no questions. He also sensed Ben Skywalker, and it was taking every scrap of his concentration to focus on his apprentice and locate him.
He’s okay. I know it. But something didn’t go as planned.
Jacen homed in on a point of blue light on the bridge repeater set in the bulkhead. He felt Ben at the back of his mind the way he might smell a familiar but elusive scent, the kind that was so distinctive as to be unmistakable. Unharmed, alive, well—but something wasn’t right. The disturbance in the Force—a faint prickling sharpness at the back of his throat that he’d never felt before—made Jacen anxious; these days he didn’t like what he didn’t know. It was a stark contrast with the days when he had wandered the galaxy in search of the esoteric and the mysterious for the sake of new Force knowledge. Of late, he wanted certainty. He wanted order, and order of his own making.
I wasn’t ridding the galaxy of chaos then. Times have changed. I’m responsible for worlds now, not just myself.
Ben’s mission would have taken him … where, exactly? Ziost. Pinpointing a fourteen-year-old boy—not even a ship, just fifty-five kilos of humanity—in a broad corridor coiling around the Perlemian Trade Route was a tall order even with help from the Force.
He’s got a secure comlink. But he won’t use it. I taught him to keep transmissions to a minimum. But Ben, if you’re in trouble, you have to break silence …
Jacen waited, staring through the shifting displays and readouts that mirrored those on the operations consoles at the heart of the ship. He’d started to lose the habit of waiting for the Force to reveal things to him. It was easy to do after taking so much into his own hands and forcing destiny in the last few months.
Somewhere in the Anakin Solo, he felt Lumiya as a swirling eddy eating away at a riverbank. He let go and magnified his presence in the Force.
Ben … I’m here, Ben …
The more Jacen relaxed and let the Force sweep him up—and it was now hard to let go and be swept, much harder than harnessing its power—the more he had a sense of Ben being accompanied. Then … then he had a sense of Ben seeking him out, groping to find him.
He has something with him. Can’t be the Amulet, of
course. He’ll be angry I sent him on an exercise in the middle of a war. I’ll have to explain that very, very carefully …
It had just been a feint to get him free of Luke and Mara for a while, to give him some space to be himself. Ben wasn’t the Skywalkers’ little boy any longer. He would take on Jacen’s mantle one day, and that wasn’t a task for an overprotected child who’d never been allowed to test himself far from the overwhelmingly long shadow of his Jedi Grand Master father.
You’re a lot tougher than they think. Aren’t you, Ben?
Jacen felt the faint echo of Ben turn back on him and become an insistent pressure at the back of his throat. He took a breath. Now they both knew they were looking for each other. He snapped out of his meditation and headed for the bridge.
“All stop.” The bridge was in semi-darkness, lit by the haze of soft green and blue light spilling from status displays that drained the color from the faces of the hand-picked, totally loyal crew. Jacen walked up to the main viewport and stared out at the stars as if he might see something. “Hold this station. We’re waiting for … a ship, I believe.”
Lieutenant Tebut, current officer of the watch, glanced up from the console without actually raising her head. It gave her an air of disapproval, but it was purely a habit. “If you could narrow that down, sir …”
“I don’t know what kind of ship,” Jacen said, “but I’ll know it when I see it.”
“Right you are, sir.”
They waited. Jacen was conscious of Ben, much more focused and intense now, a general mood of business-as-usual in the ship, and the undercurrent of Lumiya’s restlessness. Closing his eyes, he felt Ben’s presence more strongly than ever. 
Tebut put her fingertip to her ear as if she’d heard something in her bead-sized earpiece. “Unidentified vessel on intercept course. Range ten thousand kilometers off the port beam.”
A pinpoint of yellow light moved against a constellation of colored markers on the holomonitor. The trace was small, perhaps the size of a starfighter, but it was a ship, closing in at speed.
“I don’t know exactly what it is, sir.” The officer sounded nervous. Jacen was briefly troubled to think he now inspired fear for no apparent reason. “It doesn’t match any heat signature or drive profile we have. No indication if it’s armed. No transponder signal, either.”
It was one small vessel, and this was a Star Destroyer. It was a curiosity rather than a threat. But Jacen took nothing for granted; there were always traps. This didn’t feel like one, but he still couldn’t identify that otherness he sensed. “It’s decelerating, sir.”
“Let me know when you have a visual.” Jacen could almost taste where it was and considered bringing the Anakin Solo about so he could watch the craft become a point of the reflected light of Contruum’s star, then expand into a recognizable shape. But he didn’t need to; the tracking screen gave him a better view. “Ready cannons and don’t open fire except on my order.”
In Jacen’s throat, on a line level with the base of his skull, there was the faint tingling of someone’s anxiety. Ben knew the Anakin Solo was getting a firing solution on him.
Easy, Ben …
“Contact in visual range, sir.” Tebut sounded relieved. The screen refreshed, changing from a schematic to a real image that only she and Jacen could see. She tapped her finger on the transparisteel. “Good grief, is that Yuuzhan Vong?”
It was a disembodied eye with double—well, wings on each side. There was no other word to describe them. Membranes stretched between jointed fingers of vanes like webbing. The dull amber surface seemed covered in a tracery of blood vessels. For a brief moment, Jacen thought it was precisely that, an organic ship—a living vessel and ecosystem in its own right, of the kind that only the hated Yuuzhan Vong invaders had created. But it was somehow too regular, too constructed. Clustered spires of spiked projections rose from the hull like a compass rose, giving it a stylized cross-like appearance.
Somewhere in his mind, Lumiya had become very alert and still.
“I knew the Yuuzhan Vong well,” said Jacen. “And that’s not quite their style.”
The audio link made a fizzing sound and then popped into life.
“This is Ben Skywalker. Anakin Solo, this is Ben Skywalker of the Galactic Alliance Guard. Hold your fire … please.”
There was a collective sigh of amused relief on the bridge. Jacen thought that the fewer personnel who saw the ship—and the sooner it docked in the hangar, to be hidden with sheeting from curious eyes—the better.
“You’re alone, Skywalker?” Technically, Ben was a junior lieutenant, but Skywalker would do: Ben wouldn’t, not now that he had the duties of a grown man. “No passengers?”
“Only the ship … sir.”
“Permission to dock.” Jacen glanced around at the bridge crew and nodded to Tebut. “Kill the visual feed. Treat this craft as classified. Nobody discusses it, nobody saw it, and we never took it onboard. Understood?”
“Yes, sir. I’ll clear all personnel from Zeta Hangar area. Just routine safety procedure.” Tebut was just like Captain Shevu and Corporal Lekauf: utterly reliable.
“Good thinking,” Jacen said. “I’ll see Skywalker safely docked. Give me access to the bay hatches.”
Jacen made his way down to the deck, resisting the urge to break into a run as he took the shortest route through passages and down durasteel ladders into the lower section of the hull, well away from the busy starfighter hangars. Droids and crew going about their duty seemed surprised to see him. When he reached Zeta Hangar, the speckled void of space was visible through the gaping hatch that normally admitted supply shuttles, and the reflection he caught sight of in the transparisteel air lock barrier was that of a man slightly disheveled from anxious haste. He needed a haircut.
He could also sense Lumiya.
“So what brings you down here?” he asked, deactivating the deck security holocam. “Hero’s homecoming?”
She emerged from the shadow of an engineering access shaft, face half veiled. Her eyes betrayed a little fatigue: the faintest of blue circles ringed them. The fight with Luke must have taken it out of her.
“The ship,” she said. “Look.”
A veined sphere ten meters across filled the aperture of the hatch, its wing-like panels folded back. It hovered silently for a moment and then settled gently in the center of the deck. The hatch doors closed behind it. It was a few moments before the hangar repressurized and an opening appeared in the sphere’s casing to eject a ramp.
“Ben did very well to pilot it,” Lumiya said.
“He did well to locate me.”
She melted back into the shadow, but Jacen knew she was still there watching as he walked up to the ramp. Ben emerged from the opening in grubby civilian clothing. He didn’t look pleased with himself; if anything, he looked wary and sullen, as if expecting trouble. He also looked suddenly older.
Jacen reached out and squeezed his cousin’s shoulder, feeling suppressed energy in him. “Well, you certainly know how to make an entrance, Ben. Where did you get this?”
“Hi, Jacen.” Ben reached into his tunic, and when he withdrew his hand a silver chain dangled from his fist: the Amulet of Kalara. It exuded dark energy almost like a pungent perfume that clung and wouldn’t go away. “You asked me to get this, and I did.”
Jacen held out his hand. Ben placed the gem-inlaid Amulet in his palm, coiling the chain on top of it. Physically, it felt quite ordinary, a heavy and rather vulgar piece of jewelry, but it gave him a feeling like a weight passing through his body and settling in the pit of his stomach. He slipped it inside his jacket.
“You did well, Ben.”
“I found it on Ziost, in case you want to know. And that’s where I got the ship, too. Someone tried to kill me, and I grabbed the first thing I could to escape.”
The attempt on Ben’s life didn’t hit Jacen as hard as the mention of Ziost—the Sith homeworld. Jacen hadn’t bargained on that. Ben wasn’t ready to hear the truth about the Sith or that he was apprenticed—informally or not—to the man destined to be the Master of the order. Jacen felt no reaction from Lumiya whatsoever, but she had to be hearing this. She was still lurking.
“It was a dangerous mission, but I knew you could handle it.” Lumiya, you arranged this. What’s your game? “Who tried to kill you?”
“A Bothan set me up,” Ben said. “Dyur. He paid a courier to take the Amulet to Ziost, framed him as the thief, and the guy ended up dead. I got even with the Bothan, though—I blew up the ship that was targeting me. I hope it was Dyur’s.”
“How?”
Ben gestured over his shoulder with his thumb. “It’s armed. It seems to have whatever weapons you want.”
“Well done.” Jacen got the feeling that Ben was suspicious of the whole galaxy right then. His blue eyes had a gray cast, as if someone had switched off the enthusiastic light in him. That was what made him look older; a brush with a hostile world, another step away from his previous protected existence—and an essential part of his training. “Ben, treat this as top secret. The ship is now classified, like your mission. Not a word to anyone.”
“Like I was going to write to Mom and Dad about it … what I did on my vacation, by Ben Skywalker, age fourteen and two weeks.” Ouch. Ben was no longer gung-ho and blindly eager to please … but that was a good thing in a Sith apprentice. Jacen changed tack; birthdays had a way of making you take stock if you spent them somewhere unpleasant. “How did you fly this? I’ve never seen anything like it.”
Ben shrugged and folded his arms tight across his chest, his back to the vessel, but he kept looking around as if to check that it was still there. “You think what you want it to do, and it does it. You can even talk to it. But it doesn’t have any proper controls.” He glanced over his shoulder again. “It talks to you through your thoughts. And it doesn’t have a high opinion of me.”
A Sith ship. Ben had flown a Sith ship back from Ziost. Jacen resisted the temptation to go inside and examine it. “You need to get back home. I told your parents I didn’t know where you were, and hinted they might have made you run off by being overprotective.”
Ben looked a little sullen. “Thanks.”
“It’s true, though. You know it is.” Jacen realized he hadn’t said what really mattered. “Ben, I’m proud of you.”
He sensed a faint glow of satisfaction in Ben that died down almost as soon as it began. “I’ll file a full report if you want.”
“As soon as you can.” Jacen steered him toward the hangar exit. “Probably better that you don’t arrive home in this ship. We’ll shuttle you to the nearest safe planet, and you can get a more conventional ride on a passenger flight.”
“I need some credits for the fare. I’m fed up with stealing to get by.”
“Of course.” Ben had done the job, and proved he could survive on his wits. Jacen realized the art of building a man was to push him hard enough to toughen him without alienating him. It was a line he explored carefully. He fished in his pocket for a mix of denominations in untraceable credcoins. “Here you go. Now get something to eat, too.”
With one last look at the sphere ship, Ben gave Jacen a casual salute before striding off in the direction of the store’s turbolift. Jacen waited. The ship watched him: he felt it, not alive, but aware. Eventually he heard soft footsteps on the deck behind him, and the ship somehow seemed to ignore him and look elsewhere.
“A Sith meditation sphere,” said Lumiya.
“An attack craft. A fighter.”
“It’s ancient, absolutely ancient.” She walked up to it and placed her hand on the hull. It seemed to have melted down into a near hemisphere, the vanes and—Jacen assumed—systems masts on its keel tucked beneath it. Right then it reminded him of a pet crouching before its master, seeking approval. It actually seemed to glow like a fanned ember.
“What a magnificent piece of engineering.” Lumiya’s brow lifted, and her eyes creased at the corners; Jacen guessed that she was smiling, surprised. “It says it’s found me.”
It was an unguarded comment—rare for Lumiya—and almost an admission. Ben had been attacked on a test that Lumiya had set up; the ship came from Ziost. Circumstantially, it wasn’t looking good. “It was searching for you?”
She paused again, listening to a voice he couldn’t hear. “It says that Ben needed to find you, and when it found you, it also recognized me as Sith and came to me for instructions.”
“How did it find me? I can’t be sensed in the Force if I don’t want to be, and I didn’t let myself be detected until—”
A pause. Lumiya’s eyes were remarkably expressive. She seemed very touched by the ship’s attention. Jacen imagined that nobody—nothing—had shown any interest in her well-being for a long, long time.
“It says you created a Force disturbance in the Gilatter system, and that a combination of your … wake and the fact you were looking for the … redheaded child … and the impression that the crew of your ship left in the Force made you trackable before you magnified your presence.”
“My, it’s got a lot to say for itself.”
“You can have it, if you wish.”
“Quaint, but I’m not a collector.” Jacen heard himself talking simply to fill the empty air, because his mind was racing. I can be tracked. I can be tracked by the way those around me react, even though I’m concealed. Yes, wake was the precise word. “It seems made for you.”
Lumiya took a little audible breath, and the silky dark blue fabric across her face sucked in for a moment to reveal the outline of her mouth.
“The woman who’s more machine, and the machine that’s more creature.” She put one boot on the ramp. “Very well, I’ll find a use for this. I’ll take it off your hands, and nobody need ever see it.”
These days, Jacen was more interested by what Lumiya didn’t say than what she did. There was no discussion of the test she’d set for Ben and why it had taken him to Ziost and into a trap. He teetered on the edge of asking her out-right, but he didn’t think he could listen to either the truth or a lie; both would rankle. He turned to go. Inside a day, the Anakin Solo would be back on Coruscant and he would have both a war and a personal battle to fight.
“Ask me,” she called to his retreating back. “You know you want to.”
Jacen turned. “What, whether you intended Ben to be killed, or who I have to kill to achieve full Sith Mastery?”
“I know the answer to one but not the other.”
Jacen decided there was a fine line between a realistically demanding test of Ben’s combat skills and deliberately trying to kill him. He wasn’t sure if Lumiya’s answer would tell him what he needed to know anyway.
“There’s another question,” he said. “And that’s how long I have before I face my own test.”
The Sith sphere ticked and creaked, flexing the upper section of its webbed wings. Lumiya stood on the edge of the hatch and looked around for a moment, as if she was nervous about entering the hull.
“If I knew when, I might also know who,” she said. “But all I feel is soon, and close.” Something seemed to reassure her, and she paused as if listening again. Perhaps the ship was offering its own opinion. “And you know that, too. Your impatience is burning you.”
Of course it was: Jacen wanted an end to it all—to the fighting, the uncertainty, the chaos. The war beyond mirrored the struggle within.
Lumiya was telling the truth: soon.
MEETING OF THE CLANS, MANDALMOTORS HALL, KELDABE, CAPITAL OF MANDALORE
A hundred or so of the hardest-looking males and females that Fett had ever seen were gathered in the stark charcoal-gray granite building that MandalMotors had donated to the community.
The hardest face of all was that of his granddaughter. Mirta Gev watched him from the side of the meeting hall with his father’s eyes.
My own eyes.
Fierfek, she really did have the Fett eyes. Maybe he was seeing what wasn’t really there, but the look bored through into his soul anyway. It was a look that said: You failed. He didn’t hear the murmur of voices around him, just the soundless accusations that his daughter Ailyn was dead, that he had never been there for her until it was too late, and that he might also be too late to start being a worthy Mandalore. His father had groomed him to be the best, and even if he’d never mentioned being Mandalore one day, it went with the legacy. Jaster’s legacy.
Better be quick, then. I’m dying. I’ve got business to take care of. Priorities: a cure, then find out what happened to my wife, what happened to Sintas Vel.
It wasn’t that Mirta wouldn’t tell him.
She didn’t know. She had the heart-of-fire gem he’d given Sintas as a wedding gift, but it had turned up at a dealer’s shop. It was just bait. And he’d taken it.
But, Fett being Fett, it was more than bait. It was a motivator: it was another piece of evidence.
It’s never too late to find out. I thought it was, but it’s not.
The hubbub of the chieftains of the clans, heads of companies, and an assortment of veteran mercenaries faded voice by voice into silence. They watched him warily. Not all of them were human, either: a Togorian and a Mandallian, both wearing impressive armor, leaned against the far wall, massive arms folded across their chests. Species didn’t matter much to Mandalorians. Culture defined them. Fett wondered what that made him.
“Oya!” It was muttered at first, then shouted a few times. “Oya!” It was a word with a hundred meanings for Mandalorians. This time it meant “Let’s go, let’s get on with it.” They always started their gatherings this way, and this was the nearest Mandalorians ever came to a senate. They didn’t go in for procedural nicety.
A chieftain with an ornately shaved beard and an eye patch stood up to speak without ceremony. “So, Mand’alor,” he said. “Are we going to fight or what?”
“Who do you want to fight?” Fett noted that they reverted to Basic when addressing him, in deference to his ignorance of Mando’a. “The Galactic Alliance? Corellia? Some Force-forsaken pit on the Rim?”
“There’s never been a war we haven’t fought in.”
“There is now. This isn’t our fight. Mandalore’s got its own troubles.”
“The war’s escalating. Their troubles might come and find us.”
Fett stood by the long, narrow window that ran the height of the west-facing wall. It was more like an arrow loop than a view on the city. Mandalorians built for defense, and public buildings were expected to serve as citadels, even more so now. The Yuuzhan Vong had wreaked terrible vengeance on Mandalore for its covert work for the New Republic during the invasion, but the carnage had just made Mando’ade more ferociously determined to stay put. The nomadic habit was still there: it was more about a refusal to yield than love of the land. But they couldn’t lose a third of the population and shrug it off, not while many still remembered the Imperial occupation.
Sore losers, the Vong. But it’s not like I had any alternative. Better the New Republic than the crab-boys.
Fett scanned the hall, aware of Mirta’s fixed and almost baleful stare.
“What’s the first rule of warfare?”
On seats, on benches, leaning in alcoves, or just standing with arms folded, the leaders of Mandalorian society—or as many as could get to Keldabe—watched him carefully. Even the head of MandalMotors, Jir Yomaget, wore traditional armor. Most had taken off their helmets, but some hadn’t. That was okay by Fett. He kept his on, too.
“What’s in it for us?” said a thickset human man leaning back in a chair that seemed to have been cobbled together from crates. “Second rule is how much is in it for us?”
“So … what is in it for us this time?”
Us. Fett was Mand’alor, chieftain of chieftains, commander of supercommandos, and he couldn’t avoid the us any longer. He didn’t feel like us. He felt like an absent husband who’d sneaked home to find an angry wife demanding to know where he’d been all night, not sure how to head off the inevitable argument. They made him feel uncomfortable. He examined the feeling to see what was causing it.
Not up to the job.
He might have been the best bounty hunter, but he didn’t think he was the best Mandalore, and that unsettled him because he had never been simply adequate. He expected to excel. He’d taken on the job; now he had to live up to the title, which was much, much easier in war than in peacetime.
Fenn Shysa must have thought he could do it, though. His dying wish was to have Fett assume the title, whether he wanted it or not. Crazy barve.
The thickset Mando shrugged. “Credits, Mand’alor. We need currency, in case you hadn’t noticed.”
“To spend on importing food.”
“That’s the idea.”
“I suppose that’s one way of balancing supply and demand.”
“What is?”
“Back one side or the other in this war. That’ll reduce the number of mouths to feed. Dead men don’t eat.”
There were snickers of laughter and comments in Mando’a this time. Fett made a mental note to program his helmet translator to deal with it, and that felt like the ultimate admission of defeat for a leader: he couldn’t speak the language of his own people. But they didn’t seem to care.
“I’m with the Mand’alor on this,” said a hoarse male voice at the back of the assembly. Fett recognized that one: Neth Bralor. He’d known a few Bralors in his time, but they weren’t all from the same clan. It was a common name, sometimes simply an indication of roots in Norg Bral or another hill-fort town. “We lost nearly a million and a half people fighting the vongese. That might be small change for Coruscant, but it’s a disaster for us. No more—not until we get Manda’yaim in order. We’ll eat bas neral if we have to.”
A murmur of rumbling agreement rippled around the hall. A few chieftains slapped their gauntlets on their armor in approval. One of them was the woman commando Fett had met in Zerria’s on Drall, Isko Talgal. Her expression was still as grim, graying black hair scraped back from her wind-tanned face and braided with silver beads, but she banged her fist on her thigh plate in enthusiastic approval. Fett wondered what she looked like when she was unhappy.
“You wanted a decision from me. You got it.” Fett felt time accelerating past him, and it eroded what little patience he had. Every bone in his body ached right through to his spine. “Galactic Alliance or Confederation—you think it’s going to make any difference to us?”
“No,” said another voice, thick with a northern Concordian accent. “Coruscant won’t be asking us to disarm anytime soon. They might need us if they get another vongese war.”
“Chakaare!” someone laughed. But the debate picked up pace, still mostly in Basic.
“And what if the war comes too close to home? What if it spreads to a neighboring system or two?”
“Even if we side with the Alliance, what’s to say they won’t turn on us and expect us to toe their nice tidy disarmed line?”
“It’s not disarmament they want, it’s pooling every planet’s assets into the GA Defense Force, and we all know how slick and efficient that’s going to be …”
Fett stood back and watched. It was both uplifting and entertaining in its way. It was the kind of decision-making process that could happen only in a small population of ferociously independent people who knew immediately when it was time to stop being individuals and come together as a nation.
Funny, that’s the last thing Mandalore is: a nation. Sometimes we fight on different sides. We’re scattered around the galaxy. We’re not even one species. But we know what we are and what we want, and that’s not going to change anytime soon.
The arguments were all coming down to one thing. A lot of people needed the credits. Times were still tough.
Fett brought his fist down hard on the nearest solid surface—a small table—and the crack brought the hubbub of discussion to a halt.
“Mandalore has no position on the current war, and there’ll be no divisions over it,” he said. “Anyone who wants to sell their services individually to either side—that’s your business. But not in Mandalore’s name.”
He braced for the eruption of argument from the sudden silence, thumbs hooked in his belt. His helmet’s wide-angle vision caught a fully armored figure standing at the rear of the hall. It wasn’t always possible to tell if a Mando in armor was male or female, but Fett was sure this was a man, medium height and with his hands clasped behind his back. The left shoulder plate of his purple-black armor was a light metallic brown. It wasn’t unusual to see odd-colored plates because many Mandalorians kept a piece of a dead loved one’s armor, but this was striking for a reason Fett couldn’t work out. Something glittered in the central panel of the man’s breastplate, a tiny point of light as the sun cut across the chamber in a shaft so sharp and white that it seemed solid.
I should do that. I should wear a piece of Dad’s armor with my own, every day.
He felt bad that he didn’t, but jerked his attention back to the meeting.
“That’s okay, then,” said a cheerful, white-haired man sitting a few paces from him. A dark blue tattoo of a vine emerged from the top of his armor and ended under his chin. Baltan Carid, that was his name. Fett had last seen him dispatching Yuuzhan Vong with a battered Imperial-era blaster at Caluula Station. “That’s all we needed to know. That there’s no ban on mercenary work.”
“I’ll make it clear to both sides that there’s no official involvement in their dispute,” Fett said. “But if any of you want to get yourselves killed, it’s your call.”
“So we might see Mando fighting Mando in this aruetiise’s war.” Everyone looked around at the man in the purple armor. Fett saw no need to learn the language, but there were words he couldn’t avoid: aruetiise. Non-Mandalorians. Occasionally pejorative, but usually just a way of saying not one of us. “Hardly conducive to restoring the nation, is it?”
“But fighting’s our number one export,” said Carid. “What do you want, make Keldabe into a tourist spot or something?” He roared with laughter. “I can see it now. Visit Mandalore before Mandalore visits you. Take home some souvenirs—a slab of uj cake and a smack in the mouth.”
“Well, our economic policy right now seems to be to earn foreign credits … get killed … and neglect the planet.”
Carid had a magnificent sneer. He was far more intimidating without a helmet. “You got a better idea? Oh, wait—is this going to be the all-day diatribe on kadikla self-determination and statehood? ’Cos I ain’t getting any younger, son, and I’d like to be home in time for dinner, ’cos my missus is making pea-flour dumplings.”
That got a lot of laughs. Carid generally did. There were shouts and guffaws. “Yeah, we know about the dumplings, Carid …”
But … kadikla. So the Mandalore-first movement had a name now, even its own adjective, too. He hadn’t come across Kad’ika yet, the man they said was driving the new nationalism. Fett thought that was remiss of the man, seeing as he’d done just what was asked of him and returned to lead Mandalore.
“Critical mass, ner vod.” Purple Man ignored the howls of laughter. His voice had the tone of someone who’d argued this many times before. “We have a population of fewer than three million here, and maybe as many as three times that in diaspora. We lost a lot of our best troops, our farmland’s been poisoned, and our industrial infrastructure is still shot to haran after ten years. So maybe this is the ideal time to bring some people home. Gather in the exiles while the rest of the galaxy is busy.”
Carid was focused on the debate now, and Fett was temporarily forgotten. “Yeah, group up to make a nice easy target. All of us in one place.”
“Nobody except the vongese has attacked us in a long time.”
“The Empire gutted us. You’ve got a short memory. Or maybe you were still in diapers when Shysa had to kick some pride back into us.”
“Okay, so let’s abandon Mandalore. Go totally nomad again. Keep moving. Rely on the whim of every government except our own.”
“Son, we are the shabla government,” Carid said. “So what do you want to do about it?”
“Consolidate Mandalore and the sector. Bring our people home, and build something nobody’s ever going to overrun again.” Purple Man had a faint accent; a little Coruscanti, a little Keldabian. “A citadel. A power base. So we choose when we stay home and when we go expeditionary.”
“Funny, I thought that was just what we were doing.”
Fett watched the exchange, fascinated. Then he realized everyone was staring at him, waiting for him to respond—or at least to call a halt. So this was leadership off the battlefield. It was just like running his business, only more … complex. More variables, more unknowns—he hated unknowns—and something that was utterly alien to him: responsibility for other people, millions of them, but people who could take care of themselves and ran the place well enough without any bureaucracy.
Or me. Do they need me at all?
“What’s your name?” Fett asked.
Purple Man was leaning against the wall, but he pushed himself away from it with a shrug to stand upright. “Graad,” he said.
“Okay, Graad, it’s policy as of now. I’m asking for two million folks to return to Mandalore. How many you think we’ll get?” It made sense: the planet needed a working population. It needed extra hands to clean up the soil that the vongese had poisoned and to cultivate the land left fallow by dead owners. But every Mandalorian in the galaxy didn’t add up to a single town on many planets. “We’re still short on credits until we become self-sufficient in food production again.”
“We’ll contribute half our profits,” said the MandalMotors chief. “As long as we can sell fighters and equipment to either side, of course.”
“Business is business.” Fett gave him an acknowledging nod. “I’ll chip in a few million creds, too.”
Carid looked around him as if to single out anyone mad enough to dissent, but everyone had what they wanted from the meeting. Mirta still managed to look baleful. The slice of her mother’s heart-of-fire stone dangled on a leather cord around her neck. At least she had a decent helmet now, apparently her first, so that showed just how much of a Mandalorian her father had been—or how little she’d seen of him.
Maybe Mando fathers have been disappointing her all her life.
“One last thing,” Fett said. “I’m going to be away from base for a few days. Uncontactable.”
“How will we notice?” someone muttered.
It was a fair point. “So I’m not the governing kind. But I haven’t let you down yet. While I’m away, Goran Beviin stands in for me.”
There was no dissent. Beviin was solid and trustworthy, and he didn’t want to be Mandalore. He was also a complete savage with a beskad, an ancient Mandalorian iron saber, as many Yuuzhan Vong had discovered the hard way. Any argument about the isolationist policy in Fett’s absence wouldn’t last long.
“We’re done here,” said Carid. “You give me the inventory of all the farmland lying fallow, and my clan will make sure it gets allocated to whoever returns to farm it.” He hung back for a moment and made an exaggerated job of replacing his helmet. “I’m glad you brought Jango home, Mand’alor. It was the right thing to do.”
Was it? Home for his father was Concord Dawn. It was right for Mandalore, maybe. They liked their figureheads where they could see them, even their dead ones.
“Nobody has to listen to me if they don’t feel like it.”
“Never known you to stay out of a fight. You’ve got your reasons. That’s why we’re listening.” Carid paused. “I’m sorry about your daughter.”
“Yeah.” So everyone knew about Ailyn. Fett didn’t remember telling anyone that she was dead, let alone that Jacen Solo had killed her. Mandalore wasn’t her home, either; she wouldn’t have appreciated ending up buried here. “And I bet you’re all wondering why that Jedi isn’t a pile of smoking charcoal by now.”
“Like I said, you have your reasons. Anything we can do—just say the word.”
“His time will come. Leave him to me.” But not now, Fett thought. He had to get back to the hunt for a clone with gray gloves and his best chance of a cure for his terminal illness.
As the hall cleared, Mirta was left standing alone, arms folded, leaning against the wall. “I wonder if Cal Omas has such an easy time in the Senate,” she said.
“You can’t rule Mandalorians. You just make sensible suggestions they want to follow.” Fett walked outside and swung his leg over the seat of the speeder that Beviin had lent him, wincing behind his visor. He was close to giving in to daily painkillers. “And since when have Mandalorians needed to be told what makes sense?”
“Since they got in the habit of ba’slan shev’la when situations didn’t look winnable.”
Fett remembered that phrase. Beviin had used it a lot in the Yuuzhan Vong war. It translated as “strategic disappearance”—scattering and going to ground in uncertain times. It was hard to wipe out a people that fragmented like mercury droplets and waited for the right time to coalesce again. It wasn’t retreat. It was lying in wait.
“Come on,” he said. “I’ve got some leads to follow up on the clone.”
Mirta scrambled onto the pillion seat. Her armor clanked against his. She had the full set now, even a jet pack, courtesy of Beviin. “Has it ever taken you this long to track somebody? It’s been months.”
Don’t push it. “I make it about sixty-five days.”
“You believe he exists, then.”
“You wouldn’t lie to me again, and you wouldn’t make up the name Skirata.”
“No. You want me to come with you?”
“You think I need a nurse?”
“I said I wouldn’t lie to you again.”
Fett almost wished he hadn’t told her. He really should have told Beviin first. That was a man he could trust. As the speeder swooped over Keldabe and out into the countryside beyond, the scale of the Yuuzhan Vong’s retribution became all too clear again. The course of the winding Kelita River was visible for kilometers now because most of the woodland surrounding it had been flattened. Keldabe stood on a bend in the river, a defiant flat-topped hill glittering with granite, and MandalMotors’s hundred-meter tower had somehow survived the war despite the damage it had sustained. The shattered stone and scorch marks were still there as a reminder that Mandalore could be battered, bruised, and temporarily subdued, but never completely conquered.
The small settlements of tree-homes in the branches of the slow-growing, ancient veshok forest had been wiped off the face of the map. Beneath the speeder there were no longer patches of crops in clearings. There was blackened soil and charcoal stumps of trees, and still nothing grew, not even the seedlings that usually emerged after fires.
“Scum,” Fett cursed. He banked the speeder sharply and heard Mirta hold her breath. “They didn’t even try to plant their Vong weeds here. They just poisoned the soil.”
It was a high price to pay for double-crossing the invaders. But the alternative would have been much, much worse.
“No help from the New Republic or the GA?” Mirta said. “No reconstruction funding like everyone else?”
“We didn’t expect anything. And we didn’t get it.”
Fett gunned the speeder’s drives and headed out over the countryside, mindful of the fact that he’d have taken on the Yuuzhan Vong even if they’d been the New Republic’s best buddies. The Beviin-Vasur farm appeared in the distance almost on cue as a kind of reassurance that the devastation wasn’t global.
And there was Slave I, sitting on a makeshift landing pad. That was home. His ship, his father’s ship, the cockpit where he had spent literally years of his life.
“So am I coming with you or not?”
Mirta was more trouble left to her own devices. Besides, he didn’t want to let that heart-of-fire necklace stray too far. It was the one link he had to finding out how Sintas had died.
“Okay,” he said. She was his grandchild, even if she had tried to kill him. He didn’t care about that, but he struggled to find that protective devotion he’d seen in his own father. Something just didn’t click. So he acted it out, because that was how he’d learned everything that became second nature to him—he went through the motions until it was part of him. He could learn to be a good grandfather, too. He could excel at it. “What’s the best way to find another bounty hunter?”
“Think like him?”
Fett shook his head and set the speeder down with a thud. He’d have to tell Beviin where he was going. If anything happened to him, Goran Beviin was his chosen successor.
Fett hadn’t told him yet, but Beviin took that kind of news in his stride.
“No,” Fett said. “You hire him.”



chapter two
If you can’t beat them, divide them.
—Cal Omas, Chief of State, Galactic Alliance
OFFICE OF THE CHIEF OF STATE, SENATE BUILDING, CORUSCANT
“Not exactly our finest hour, Admiral.”
Chief of State Cal Omas looked a much older man than he’d been just a few months earlier. Cha Niathal prided herself on a decent understanding of human facial expressions and the telltale little signs of fatigue and stress. Omas had them all: fluid-filled bulges under his watery blue eyes, a peppering of reddish spots on his chin, and a sour smell of caf when she got too close to him.
But mainly it was the eyes. Human eyes told her everything she needed to know. When she glanced at Jacen Solo, he was a model of confidence and composure—except for his eyes. There were no signs of poor health, but he was far from the glacially calm façade he presented. She could see the changes in the pupils of his dark eyes. Small, almost imperceptible: but his pupils flickered, showing that some things got to him.
That was useful to know.
“We didn’t lose the battle at Gilatter Eight,” she said. “Whatever the Confederation claims.”
“We didn’t win it, either,” said Omas. He’d developed a habit of moving sheets of flimsi around his desk. He didn’t need hard-copy records, but it seemed to give him some comfort to handle them, as if they were the last tangible grip he had on his own government. “Consider this a wash-up.”
“We’ve had our wash-up,” Jacen said. “We know what went wrong and why we fell for a trap.”
“Poor intel,” said Omas. “As a Jedi, do you not sense these ambushes?”
Niathal noted Jacen’s three rapid blinks. There was little love lost between the two men now. That remark really stung Jacen for some reason, even though he was far too smart to delude himself with ideas of omniscience.
“We’re neither invincible nor infallible,” he said softly. That was when he was at his most lethal, when he sounded quietly reasonable. “I had unreliable intelligence, and that’s an occupational hazard. The fact that we got out in one piece is largely due to Jedi skills. Ironically, my parents’ and my uncle’s skills …”
Don’t mind me, Jacen. Or the fleet. “You’re too modest, Colonel Solo,” she said. “I hear you fought quite remarkably.”
Jacen let the comment pass without reply or a self-effacing half smile, which was his usual response. Omas flicked the controls of the holoscreen set in his office wall. A fly-through image of a planet resolved into a cityscape; hololinks showed inset three-D images of explosions and smoking skylines. “Now we have reports of fighting breaking out on Ripoblus.”
“Why?” Jacen asked. “Nobody in the Sepan system has any interest in the Confederation. I’ve had no intelligence—”
“They don’t need any love for either cause,” said Niathal. “We’ve reached the free-for-all stage. What better time than during a civil war to resurrect their dispute with Dimok? Like a cantina brawl. One fight breaks out and everyone suddenly remembers they have a score to settle.”
“There’ll be plenty more me-too conflicts.” Omas sighed. “And we have to ask where we draw the line.”
Jacen looked as if he was studying the schematic of Ripoblus’s capital. Niathal judged that he was actually fretting about the limited scope of his intelligence.
“Chief of State, even the Empire never managed to stop the Sepan wars, and it was prepared to take far more extreme measures than we are,” she said. “We should resist any pressure to get involved. We’re getting perilously close to overstretch.”
Omas changed the holoimage to a tote board of the Senate composition. The names of most of the member planets were listed in red, but some were in blue; there were more blue names than she remembered from the last time she’d seen this list.
“Two more members seceded last night,” Omas said. “Las Lagon and Beris. Minor worlds, but let’s do the arithmetic. The more planets that secede from the GA, the fewer military assets I have to call on, and the more assets there are that are potentially available to the Confederation.”
Jacen was a master of expressionless contempt. “I think I can work that out, yes.”
“And you still believe in responding with maximum force—within the boundaries of ethical treaties.”
“Yes.”
“Then we’re on the downward spiral.” Omas walked into the center of the room and gave Niathal a glance that verged on pleading: Come on, you’re the military, you know this is true. “Sooner or later, secessions reach a point where the GA becomes the rump—where the Confederation equals and then outnumbers us.” Omas held up two fingers and counted off theatrically. “Problem one: We would be outgunned. Problem two: Where’s our legitimacy? What peace would we be enforcing?”
Niathal decided to let Jacen respond and keep her powder dry. Omas had an excellent point, but it was a politician’s point, not a chief of staff’s. Her job at that moment was to decide how to use force to achieve Omas’s objectives, not to define what those objectives should be.
That was a battle for Jacen Solo. She watched.
“In that case,” Jacen said, so softly that it was almost a whisper, “they can defeat us without a shot being fired. They can break us with a sheet of flimsi. I’d call that surrender.”
“I’d call it war-gaming the worst scenario.” Omas looked to Niathal again. “And you, Admiral, will know when we reach the military tipping point.”
Niathal had two strategies—one with all the GA pieces she had in play at the current time, and one with Coruscant-based forces alone. It made sense to work on the basis of the latter if support was falling away. She glanced at the list of red names and the growing tally of blue ones while keeping an eye on Jacen—humans always had a hard time working out where Mon Calamari were looking—and realized that the graph wouldn’t be a straight line. If there was to be an erosion of the Alliance, it wouldn’t be a tidy progression; it would be a sudden collapse.
“That point hasn’t come,” she said at last. “I’ll let you know as soon as I start getting nervous. But I can tell you that we’re already overstretched because of the geography. Multiple fronts. Not good.”
“And if we withdraw support from allies, then we magnify the problem,” Omas said. “They’ll switch.”
Jacen inhaled audibly. “This is why I advocated going in very hard and very fast in the first place.”
Omas smiled, but without humor. “Ah. I told you so. I wondered how long it would be before we reached that stage.”
“Chief Omas, I know hindsight gets us nowhere now, but we might as well be honest with each other, and recognize what we can each contribute.”
Niathal was working through her phases of Jacen. First he’d been a useful ally; then an instrument for getting the tougher decisions past Omas. He was still good for the Alliance, she thought, but he was far more the politician than the soldier lately. His language had changed—less direct, more circumspect. She longed for plain talking.
But she wasn’t doing any in front of Jacen now.
“My sources tell me the Corellians failed to recruit the Mandalorians fairly early on,” she said. “For some obscure reason, they appear to be staying neutral. Unless they’ve had some collective lobotomy, I call that interesting.”
Omas looked at Jacen pointedly, hands in pockets. “Have we approached them? Have any of your shadowy little operatives signed some of them up? They were pretty handy during the last war, as I recall.”
Jacen looked serene—except for his pupils. “No, and I suspect we wouldn’t receive a positive response.”
“Why? Don’t tell me they’ve discovered pacifism after millennia of pillaging and destroying. They’re congenital thugs. Any excuse for a fight that they can get paid for.”
You think I don’t know what you did, Jacen. Niathal feigned mild interest. But word gets around. Let’s see if you play this straight.
Jacen was completely still except for the fact that he meshed his fingers in his lap. It looked like a meditation pose, utterly at odds with his black Galactic Alliance Guard coveralls.
“There’s the small matter of the fact that I … lost Boba Fett’s daughter during an interrogation,” he said.
Aha.
“Lost.” Omas blinked a few times. “What exactly is lost?”
“She died while I was interrogating her. I had no idea who she was at the time.”
Omas looked stunned for a moment but then let out a small involuntary “Hah!” of oddly horrified amusement. “And Fett knows this?”
Jacen’s face was as calm and impenetrable as a statue’s. “He does now.”
“Then I imagine you’ll be looking over your shoulder for the rest of your life, Colonel.”
Jacen looked as if he hadn’t thought about that. His composure wobbled for a second as he rearranged his clasped hands. “Asking him for a favor wouldn’t be the smartest thing to do, no.”
Niathal wondered if Jacen had finally bitten off more than he could chew. Gossip reached her ears, and gossip from Jacen’s secret police was a wholly different and much more reliable source than the murmurings in the pleekwood-paneled Senate corridors.
But it didn’t suit her plans to have Jacen crash and burn. And she didn’t have to like people to work with them.
“I’ve arranged to meet the ambassadors from Las Lagon and Beris with the diplomatic corps later today,” said Omas. “Let’s see if we can talk them back inside the fold. I don’t want to start a stampede.” 
“What’s their problem?” asked Niathal.
“Unwilling to commit troops.”
“Give them a waiver.”
“And what kind of message does that send to Corellia? That’s backpedaling.” Omas seemed indignant. “That’s why we went to war in the first place—the principle of pooled defensive capability for the Alliance.”
“Las Lagon and Beris between them contribute twenty thousand troops, tops. The diplomatic benefit strikes me as outweighing both the principle and any use they might be.” The worst thing in the world, Niathal decided, was a politician who discovered scrupulous principle halfway through the game. “They’re badly trained and poorly equipped, so I don’t think I’ll miss their military input to the GA.”
Jacen eased himself out of his chair and stood up, making it clear he was heading for the door. “Well, at least there’s some positive news on the counterterrorism front. It’s the second month running that arms seizures are up. We’re shutting down their supply routes.”
“Are you certain they’re all politically motivated, and not just criminals?” Omas asked.
“If you were shot by one of them,” Jacen said, “would you care about that fine distinction? Ordinary crime and terror tend to become bedfellows sooner or later. And ask Coruscant Security Force for their latest violent-crime statistics. It’s becoming a lot quieter all around.”
He gave them both a polite nod and left. Omas watched the doors close behind him and then wandered over to the main window overlooking the plaza to stare out in calculated silence.
“What have we come to, Admiral, that my first thought on hearing that Colonel Solo kills a prisoner is that he might now have enemies big enough to keep him off my back?”
It was a blisteringly frank admission. “You’re only human,” she said.
Omas didn’t see the other side of that verbal coin. “It’s an indictment of what we’ve all become that my inner circle of advisers isn’t the security or justice secretary, or even diplomats, but the chief of staff and the head of the secret police.” Omas began his ritual amble around the office, leaving faint and short-lived footprints in the pale blue pile of the carpet. “I think about that, you know. I wonder how a colonel rises to be so influential, and I really don’t know if I let it happen because he’s a Jedi, or because he’s GAG.”
Niathal thought it was smart of Omas to keep the real discussions to a handful of people who could be trusted not to shift allegiance to Corellia. There was no telling with some Senators. “In these uncertain times, it’s necessary. We can convene all the emergency committees we like, but the conduct of the war is a matter for very few. The war beyond our boundaries, and the war within them.”
“Do you think we still have a war within?”
“Enough Coruscanti think we do. There’s no such thing as ‘only’ thousands dying in terror attacks. Lose a ship with thousands of crew, and civilians say that’s too bad, that’s what they signed up for. Lose a few civilians, and it’s a planetary tragedy.” The GAG had smashed most of the terror networks in a matter of months: they were very efficient at tracking down funding and establishing links. But they were still active, and kicking down different doors now—Bothan, Confederation sympathizers, and a few people who just “breached the peace” while emergency powers were in force. “It’s as valid to deal with the fear of terrorism as with the reality.”
Omas paused to try to look her in the eye. “Admiral, you strike me as an officer raised in the traditions of decency. Honor. The rule of law. That goes out the window all too often in trying times.”
“I stick to what I’m tasked to do, and I’m grateful I don’t have to get involved in GAG business.”
Omas appeared to note the ambivalence. “Nominally, the GAG is under your command.”
Nominally … “You feel Colonel Solo is exceeding his boundaries and that I should apply them a little more emphatically.”
“I’m concerned about his operating procedures with suspects, I’ll admit that.”
“What do you want—for me to admit I’m concerned, too?”
“Are you?”
“Sometimes.”
Omas’s brows lifted in a split second of hope. “I appreciate that it’s not easy to curb an officer who does so much to reassure the public.”
“We all need heroes in difficult times, even if we don’t need their protection as much as we think.”
“Indeed. And for all their muttering, I do believe the Jedi Council secretly relishes seeing one of their own kind adored for his two-fisted and muscular approach to keeping the peace. It dispels the image of their being passive mystics out of touch with grim reality.”
“Success is everyone’s child. Failure is an orphan.”
Omas smiled ruefully. “Well, he’ll either win the war for us … or bring us down.” He went back to his polished plain of a desk, looking somewhat shrunken when he sat behind it now. The small bronzium vase holding a single purple kibo bloom made the desk look all the more vast and empty. “Heroes have a habit of doing that.”
Us. Bring us down.
And politicians had a habit of sowing doubts and ideas that wormed into the subconscious. Niathal noted Omas’s subtle warning and almost began to explain that she already had the required degree of paranoia for a more political career, but he probably knew that by now. If he didn’t, she was slipping.
“I’ll bear that in mind,” she said.
Omas was a consummate statesbeing who’d survived attempts on his life and his career several times. He’d understand the entire conversation that was packed into that one line: that she knew Jacen was a loose cannon, that she knew he was massively, overwhelmingly ambitious, and that she knew she might find herself sidelined by him if she didn’t keep on her toes. And that she knew Omas was aware that her eyes were on his job, and that he might make that accession easier for her one day if she worked with him rather than with Jacen Solo.
Us. Political code was a very economical way of imparting delicate information without actually using incriminating words. It saved a lot of time and trouble.
Niathal took the silence as a cue that the meeting was over. As the doors closed behind her, she glanced back at Omas; her last glimpse was one of a man who shut his eyes for a second as if completely exhausted.
He’ll strut back into the Senate in a couple of hours as if everything’s under control. Do I really want a job like that?
She still thought she did.
She had lunch in one of the Senate’s many eateries. There was always at least one tapcaf or restaurant open at any time of the day or night, some of them relaxed, some of them formal, all of them hotbeds of gossip, debate, and deal making. More government business went on in these places than ever transpired in the Senate chamber. They were also relatively safe places to talk to beings who might attract attention if she met them at the officers’ club. Hiding in plain sight worked remarkably well now, and nobody took much notice of the fact that she happened to be grabbing a snack at the same table as a Gossam called Gefal Keb, a senior civil servant in the public protection department. Their voices were drowned in the general chatter. They referred to Jacen as the New Boy, the GAG as the Club; Omas became, inevitably, the Boss. It was unoriginal, but for ears attuned to picking out names from across the room, it seized no attention.
“Is the New Boy under any threat from our boisterous friends in Keldabe?” she asked.
“Not a word coming out of there.” Keb had a way of slowly taking in everything around him, 360 degrees. “But if they were planning anything, they wouldn’t tell CSF. Word is that Shevu is seriously hacked off with his way of doing business, too.”
“Shevu’s very old-fashioned about losing prisoners. Anyone else in the Club unhappy with the management?”
“Oddly, no. The New Boy’s willingness to lead from the front does breed loyalty, I admit.”
“Who’s he spying on now?”
“Not you, as far as I can tell. I’d be very surprised if he wasn’t keeping an unauthorized eye on the Boss, but I don’t have any hard evidence yet. The Club’s good at covering its tracks, as you’d expect.”
“Anything else I ought to be aware of?”
“Minor procurement issues, but that’s nothing to do with the New Boy.”
“How minor?”
“Griping in the mess about substandard kit and difficult shortages at the moment. You might want to kick a few data pushers before it turns into a problem.”
“I’ll have someone look at it.” It would keep Jacen occupied. He cared about troop welfare. “Matters like kit seem to hit morale hardest.”
It was a brief conversation, two GA personnel who had every reason to be exchanging a few words. Nobody took any notice. The Supreme Commander and senior domestic security staff talked all the time.
Nobody knew that the three individuals who were running the war dared not turn their backs on one another.
That was politics. Admiral Cha Niathal was determined to get used to it.
STAR SYSTEM M2X32905, NEAR BIMMIEL
There was a presence following her, and Lumiya could pick it out like a beacon even at this range. So could the meditation sphere.
Broken, said the ship.
In the back of her mind, the presence manifested as a jagged, shattered mass of black and white glass. If she concentrated on it long enough, it resolved into a whole vessel again, but the cracks were still visible.
“It’s broken, all right,” Lumiya said. “What shall we do, allow it to catch up? Or shall we see how good a hunter it is?”
The meditation sphere felt elated. The smoldering red flame that seemed embedded in its bulkheads grew brighter and more golden, and Lumiya felt a conspiratorial sense of humor flood her. The ship was enjoying itself. Of course: it had been dormant on Ziost for untold years, a conscious thing waiting for purpose and interaction.
Nothing in the galaxy enjoyed being alone, be it flesh or metal.
Lumiya rocked back on her heels, still a little disoriented by a cockpit that didn’t wrap around her. It didn’t feel like an extension of her body as a starfighter did. Instead of neatly arranged screens and controls within her reach, there was nothing except stark, grainy, stone-like surfaces in which images appeared and then vanished again. The ship’s bulkhead showed her a pattern of lights. A small craft matched their course at a range of five thousand kilometers. The asteroid belt where her base was hidden appeared as a sprinkling of stars on a dark blue ground as if a hole had been punched in the bulkhead, and she almost expected to feel air rushing past as the vacuum beyond claimed her.
“Time to jump,” she said.
The meditation sphere felt as if it took a deep breath and lunged forward. There was no inertia, no sensation of movement whatsoever, and yet Lumiya was sure her stomach leapt and her head spun with the acceleration. The tracking screen was gone. She was looking at the streaming lights of stars and then velvet blackness, unlit except for random pinprick flares. She could see beyond the ship. It was as if it weren’t there. She knew where she was. She could feel the pursuing vessel dwindling to nothing behind her, and the transparisteel shattering into broken chaos again.
For a moment, she felt panic.
For a moment, she was in a stricken TIE fighter, struggling for life—broken, fired upon by Luke Skywalker, certain she’d die.
Instantly the bulkheads became red-hot pumice again. She jerked back to the present.
You’re safe, the ship said.
It felt almost guilty for alarming her. She wanted to reassure it: Just a memory, she thought, nothing to concern you. And it seemed reassured. Nobody—nothing—had cared about her welfare for a very long time, not since she’d been in Imperial training. Luke Skywalker’s brief affection didn’t count.
The broken pursuer has jumped, too, said the ship.
“Try not to outrun it too far.” Lumiya searched herself for regret and loneliness, and found none. It was still good to find a sense of kinship with another intelligence. “We don’t want it to lose us.”
It is still following us, said the ship.
“What did you think of your last pilot?” Lumiya asked.
Not like us.
“Not Sith material, then.”
No. The ship knew Ben wasn’t fit to be Jacen’s apprentice. Less like us than the one who follows.
The meditation sphere dropped out of hyperspace and made convincing speed for the asteroid. Lumiya gave it a mental image of marking time until the pilot on their tail had located them again, and then showed it her habitat on the asteroid.
They prepared to dock, Lumiya and the ship, somehow one mind for brief moments. Ben had proven he wasn’t the right apprentice for Jacen. For all his fierce courage on Ziost, the boy had still succumbed to a sentimental Jedi urge and risked his life to rescue that child. He lacked the ruthless edge a Sith needed. But at least he had done something right: without him, she wouldn’t have this rare vessel. It would be instrumental in Jacen’s future. She could see it in the Force. Somehow her own future wasn’t linked with it, but she’d look after it until the time came to relinquish control.
Ben. She bore the boy no ill will, but he was simply surplus to requirements now.
Is it him, though? Is this who Jacen has to kill?
Perhaps the Force had spared Ben from her plot for a reason. Perhaps it was his destiny to help his Master by sacrificing his life, and so it wasn’t Lumiya’s to take.
I don’t know what Jacen has to do. I just don’t know. I can’t see the bridge he has to cross to become the Sith Lord he’s destined to be.
Did Jacen believe that she had no more answers to that question than he did?
She doubted it.
He had to immortalize his love—to kill it, to destroy what he loved most.
As the meditation sphere slipped into the docking bay of her habitat, Lumiya pondered on what Jacen Solo loved and couldn’t bear to lose, the sacrifice that would take him beyond the mundane world and into greatness. His sister, Jaina? No, he’d already tried to have her court-martialed. His parents? He’d ordered their arrest. But punishment was one thing, and killing was another.
Home, said the ship. I can defend you against the one who follows.
“Thank you.” Lumiya was taken aback. “It’s not necessary. Let the other ship land.”
Would it be Ben Skywalker? The boy was the nearest Lumiya had seen to someone Jacen loved. He wanted Ben to succeed. He ignored the weakness in the boy.
Luke Skywalker? No, Jacen cared nothing for Luke, and perhaps even despised him. Mara? She might have been the last person to stand by Jacen, but he had less feeling for her than for his own parents.
Ben, then. It was almost certainly Ben.
Or … maybe it wasn’t a person. Maybe he had to kill an organization, or something abstract. Perhaps he didn’t have to kill anything at all. Lumiya fought impatience; whatever Jacen’s destiny might be, whatever pivotal act he had to perform, it would be soon. She could almost feel the fabric of the Force anticipating it.
And perhaps … it’s going to be me he kills.
But she was Sith, and any Sith would expect that of her pupil. It was a price she had to be ready to pay.
Very broken, said the ship, snapping her out of her thoughts.
Lumiya got to her feet and stood in front of the bulkhead. The glowing pumice thinned to transparency, but it wasn’t a visual illusion; the bulkhead opened to the atmosphere and a ramp formed from the ship’s casing. When Lumiya walked down it into the hangar area, an old Conqueror assault vessel was edging through the air locks. She hadn’t seen one of the figure-eight-shaped ships in a long time.
The hatch popped and someone emerged, partly swathed in a cloak but with a distinctive limping gait.
“You take your risks, dancer.” Lumiya was beginning to find Alema Rar a liability. “I might have fired on you.”
The Twi’lek threw the cloak back from her face and tilted her head. It was the practiced pose of a woman who had spent so much of her life being coquettish that it had become unconscious habit. She had been used to male attention and still behaved as if she deserved it, even if there were no males around, and even if her looks had been ruined by lightsaber wounds. The severed stump of her lekku gave her a grotesquely comic look.
But Alema wasn’t a laughing matter at all. She was, as the ship put it, broken. This was a damaged, vengeful creature that wanted to lash out, and Lumiya had no patience with lack of discipline. Alema was also insane, and a Dark Jedi with those problems was a very dangerous complication.
“But you didn’t.” The Twi’lek’s eyes were on the meditation sphere. “We find this ship interesting.”
“I thought you might.” Lumiya indicated the doors leading to her chambers. Home wasn’t the word. “Seeing as you’re here, you might as well come in.”
Alema prowled around the ship, gazing at it from all angles, clearly fascinated:
“It thinks,” she said. “This ship thinks.”
“Thinking’s useful. Try it sometime.” Lumiya knew she ought to handle a madwoman more carefully, but she was short on tolerance today. She strained to sense what the ship might be saying, but all she could detect was its watchfulness, its sensors taking a wary interest in Alema. It could probably taste her darkness. “What brings you here?”
“We have been tracking the Anakin Solo. We have considered Jacen Solo’s attitude to his parents, and we think we might gain access to Han and Leia Solo by working with Jacen.”
Alema put a caressing hand on the meditation sphere, and Lumiya felt it flinch, then somehow soften. It knew Alema was damaged. Its duty was to aid, to take care of its pilot. That tendency seemed to make it oddly sympathetic to those in need of assistance.
Lumiya sighed to herself. That was the last thing she needed: a Sith vessel that felt sorry for a crazy Twi’lek trollop. She sent the ship a sharp image of Alema, face twisted with psychotic rage, crashing the sphere into a jagged mountain. The ship got the idea right away. Alema pulled back as if burned.
“It would be helpful for all of us,” Lumiya said carefully, “if you avoided crossing Jacen Solo’s path at the moment. There’s a war on, you know …”
“We have our task, and you have yours. Ours is to have Balance for what the Solos did to us. Leia will still be trying to bring her precious son back to the light, and that means he remains good bait for our purposes.”
“Let me put it another way,” Lumiya said kindly, steering her toward the doors. “Get in my way, and I’ll kill you.”
Alema gave her a curious lopsided smile but allowed herself to be ushered into the living quarters.
“Do you know who you’re dealing with?” Alema asked.
Lumiya probed Alema’s presence again. It felt like shards of broken glass in her mouth, as alien as any being she’d ever encountered. She’d been in the minds of the insane before, but never a Jedi, and never one this deluded. It was almost frightening. It was the sense of us that was most disturbing. She found it hard to pick her way between the hive-mind elements and the fragmented personality of one being.
“Yes, I do,” Lumiya said. “And I’ll still kill you if you let this feud ruin bigger strategies. There’ll be time for you to have your revenge later. Interfere with my plans and I’ll kill the Solos myself, and then you’ll never have your Balance.” Lumiya lowered her voice to a soothing whisper. “And you know I can do that, don’t you?”
Seemingly unperturbed, Alema gazed around Lumiya’s quarters. They were sparsely furnished now because she’d taken most of her necessary possessions back to the safe house on Coruscant—or the latest address, anyway—except for duplicates of the equipment she kept to maintain her cybernetic prosthetics, and basic essentials for a brief stay. Alema had the look of someone sizing up an apartment and deciding whether to buy it.
“No, you can’t stay here,” said Lumiya. Telepathy was beyond her, but she knew a proprietorial look when she saw it. It made sense to keep an eye on Alema: she was so fixated and reckless that she might—just might—put a hydrospanner in the works, and that wasn’t something Lumiya was prepared to risk. The stakes were too high, the moment too close.
If I had any sense, I’d kill her now before she becomes too much trouble. But …
Alema still had her uses, until her madness became too unmanageable.
“You understand revenge,” said Alema. She settled on a sofa, one arm conspicuously limp, and a petulant frown creased her brow for a moment. “Luke Skywalker destroyed your life. He left you scarred, too.”
“Oh, much more than scarred.” Lumiya pulled her veil from her face and let Alema see the damage to her jaw. Then she placed one boot on a chair, took out a vibroblade, and rammed it into her thigh. There was a metallic scrape. Alema’s expression was suitably surprised.
“I’m actually more machine than organic,” Lumiya went on. “There’s a point, I think, at which a woman ceases to be a human with cybernetic implants and becomes a machine with organic parts. I believe I’ve passed that threshold. And you know what? I’m not unhappy with that.”
“You want to punish Luke, as we want to punish Leia.”
Lumiya leaned over Alema and caught her by her collar, jerking her face close to hers so she couldn’t look away.
“Luke seems to think that, too, which I find staggeringly arrogant.” Was that a little fear in Alema’s eyes? Sometimes it was interesting to play the madwoman herself. “The galaxy revolves around him, he thinks, but then many men think that way. No, I don’t miss my beauty, you fool, because it would have vanished by now anyway. Once I understood that my injuries freed me from worrying about such trivia, I realized I had a task that only I could fulfill.” She tightened her grip on the flimsy fabric at Alema’s throat. “And that task is close to completion, so if you thwart me in any way, I’ll become very focused on you. Do you understand?”
For a moment, Alema lost that oddly demented expression and looked like a normal sane person in fear of her life. Lumiya wasn’t sure what she looked like herself at that moment, but it seemed to work.
“We will … respect your wishes,” Alema said imperiously.
Lumiya decided not to backhand her, but it took an effort. She didn’t have time for this nonsense.
“Do yourself a favor,” she said, and let Alema’s collar slide out of her grasp with a hiss of sheer fabric over her gloves. “Ask yourself what you have against Leia Solo other than the fact that she made you ugly. If there’s nothing beyond that, then your quest for Balance is a waste of time.”
Alema blinked as if she’d been slapped. Maybe it was the first time anyone had used the word ugly to her. She wasn’t; she wasn’t anything. In a galaxy of vastly diverse life-forms, Lumiya had ceased to be able to judge appeal, or even want to. It was fascinating how the once beautiful fared so much worse than lesser mortals when age and disfigurement overtook them. It was all illusion. The millions of species in the galaxy couldn’t agree on what constituted beauty anyway.
But Alema looked as if she was thinking it over.
“We still wish to help you achieve your objective.”
“Good,” said Lumiya. The way Alema used we gnawed away at her patience for some reason. She knew it was a hive-mind remnant of her Joiner days, but it irked her. “Because if hurting Leia is what you want most, letting Jacen get on with what he has to do is going to hurt her most of all.”
“Do you want to hurt Leia?”
“She’s done nothing to me. I have no feelings either way. There might be something you can do to help me, something you do better than anyone.” Appeal to her vanity. It’s big enough. “Keep tabs on Jacen for me. Covert observation.”
“We will, but can you not locate him anytime you want?”
“Not closely enough.” Lumiya didn’t have the complete Sith ability to see all the pieces in the game, every element in the battle. That was for a full Sith Master. But she didn’t need to let on that she had fewer powers than Alema might think. “I don’t have time to log his movements, but for his own safety, I need to know exactly where he is at all times, especially when he leaves Coruscant. Do you think you can do that? It’s tedious work, but necessary.”
“We can.”
“And lose the Conqueror. I’ll find you a less conspicuous ship.”
“The orange sphere?”
“No.” Alema seemed to have taken a fancy to the Sith vessel. Perhaps it was because she could communicate with it: once Lumiya penetrated the jagged chaos in her mind, there was a sense of isolation in the Twi’lek that made her recoil. “Something more suitable. And cover your tracks when you leave—don’t lead anyone back to this asteroid.”
“Our expertise is surveillance and assassination,” Alema said stiffly. “We aren’t an amateur.”
Lumiya took her through the winding passages that honeycombed the asteroid and brought her to the emergency access—even in space, she thought of it as the backdoor—where a few small ships were standing idle. Once she’d had a battle fleet, but it was long gone in the Yuuzhan Vong war. Her needs were different now anyway. She needed stealth, not firepower.
“There.” She pointed Alema to a decidedly scruffy shuttle, the kind that priority couriers used to ferry urgent consignments between worlds. It was fifteen meters long, and a third of that was now given over to a hyperdrive and discreet armaments. A courier shuttle needed to be fast and able to defend itself against piracy, but this one had considerably more than the standard specifications. Lumiya waited for Alema to complain about it.
“We won’t be noticed in this,” the Twi’lek said, appearing satisfied.
“You can change the identification transponder and the livery panel to any of a hundred courier companies.” That configuration was actually standard, but Lumiya had added a few bogus and untraceable companies for good measure, “It’s not luxurious, but it does the job.”
Alema lifted the hatch. It sprung away from the casing to form an awning. She peered inside.
“She took everything from us.” Her voice was muffled by the hatchway. Then she pulled out again. “We’re alone. She’s made us solitary.”
Oh, give me strength, she’s rambling again. “Who did?”
“Leia Solo. She took our lekku, and so we can’t communicate fully with others. She caused the destruction of our nest, too. And she took what attracted others to us, our beauty.” Alema had been thinking, then: she’d chewed over Lumiya’s challenge and worked out what really drove her. “We’re lonely, and we can never touch the world properly again.”
Lumiya had been trained never to drop her guard, and pity wasn’t something she was accustomed to feeling. She didn’t quite feel pity for Alema, but she did get a sudden and painful glimpse of her loss, and it must have been a particularly agonizing one for a Twi’lek; without both lekku intact, she would have difficulty communicating with others of her kind, feeling pleasure—even loving someone. The head-tails were part of her nervous system. And how much more in need of intimacy was she now, after becoming part of a close-knit Killik nest?
Alema did have her reasons for wanting retribution, then. Lumiya was careful not to let that brief flood of pity start her thinking about what normality she, too, had lost.
“I’m sorry,” Lumiya said, and meant it. “Now use that to remain focused, and to bide your time.”
Alema looked at the courier shuttle and seemed to be somewhere else entirely. Then she gazed down at the deck of the hangar and began swaying a little as if listening to music. She raised one arm—the other hung limp, paralyzed by Luke Skywalker’s lightsaber—and seemed to be going through the motions of a dance, turning slowly and with difficulty on her crippled foot.
For a moment Lumiya thought it was one of her affectations. Then she realized that it was quite genuine: Alema was remembering her past, and what she could no longer do.
“We were a dancer,” she said wistfully, but she was talking to herself. “We loved to dance.”
Lumiya tried to think of all the things she had once loved to do, in the days before she entered Imperial service, and remembered none of them. “Get a move on, dancer,” she said. “You can start by tracking the Anakin Solo.”
The past didn’t matter, any of it. There was only the future.
SANVIA VITAJUICE BAR, CORUSCANT
Mara swirled the sediment of groundapple and dewflower juice around her glass and drank reluctantly as Kyp Durron watched. He clearly had something to say that he didn’t want to bring up in the Jedi Council Chamber—or in front of Luke.
And Ben still hadn’t called in. The Anakin Solo had arrived back at Corsucant two days earlier and there was no sign of Ben. Somehow she’d hoped he would have made his way to Jacen even if he wasn’t feeling communicative. Just feeling that he was alive and unharmed wasn’t enough.
He was her little boy. She didn’t care how many Centerpoints he could take out. This was her kid, and she couldn’t stand it. Sometimes, when she looked at their lives through the eyes of a normal mother for a brief moment, she was horrified.
“If I didn’t know better,” Kyp said, “I’d think you were avoiding me. The whole Jedi Council, in fact.”
“Just busy. But you called me here for a reason, and it wasn’t to boost my antioxidant levels.”
“Well, maybe I’m just observant, but we have an out-of-control Jedi on the loose. Maybe the Council can help you with that. Y’know, combined efforts of the most experienced Jedi in the galaxy?”
“What if I say Luke and I can handle it on our own?”
“Oh, family business …”
“That. And the fact that not all the Council is on the same side, so we don’t want to open a rift,” Mara said.
“Been there—”
“—done that. Put yourself in Corran’s position. Would you feel comfortable helping the chief of the GA’s bullyboy police after what he’s been doing to Corellians and even his own parents? Better we clear up our own family mess.”
“I’m surprised that Luke’s tolerated Jacen this long,” Kyp commented. “I wasn’t entirely joking when I said we should make Jacen a Master. People tend to stop throwing rocks when they’re inside the tent.”
“I think now might not be the best time.”
“Is Luke embarrassed he’s got problems within his own family?”
Mara almost blurted out that she’d stopped Luke from acting more than once and now she bitterly regretted it, but that wasn’t wholly true. “If I tell you that I’ve identified the root cause and I’m going to deal with it, will you back off?”
“I note the pronoun.”
“Luke knows what I’m doing.”
“Which is?”
“I’m going to kill Lumiya.”
“That removes the threat to Ben, but how does it deal with Jacen?”
“She’s infiltrated the GAG. I don’t know who her insiders are, but we have to assume she can get at Jacen, too. She might even influence him. She’s got to go.”
“What took you so long? The old cyborg must be running low on lube oil by now. You could take her anytime.”
“Luke tends to favor taking people alive and trying to talk them around.” She couldn’t bring herself to tell Kyp that Luke had had a civilized chat with Lumiya on the resort satellite. Touched her—even when she had her lightwhip in the other hand. He said her intentions felt peaceful. What was he thinking? “But she’s not so decrepit, believe me. I won’t have an easy time of it.”
“I’ll help you if you want backup.”
“I don’t think I’ll need it, but thanks.” Mara couldn’t avoid the next question. “What are the rest of the Council members saying?”
“That you need to get a grip on this. We talk, you know.”
“So we have a Jedi Council with the Skywalkers, and a shadow Council meeting without them … sounds like a fault line’s forming.”
“Well, you decided to go whack a Sith without consulting us …”
Mara tried to see the double standard, spotted it easily, and ignored it. “If I’d stood up in Council and said, Hey, this lunatic is threatening my kid and keeps coming after my husband, so I’m going to take her head off—you really think the other members would have nodded politely and voted on it? There are folks who think like Luke does, that the Council doesn’t condone assassinations, and that would make that fault line into a big rift faster than a greased Podracer.”
Kyp inspected the depths of his juice. He’d ordered something thick and opaquely orange that he didn’t seem to be enjoying. “So you’re saving us from the moral dilemma.”
“If that’s the way you want to see it.”
The vitajuice bar was quiet and smelled unappetizingly of wet raw greenery like a flower shop. Maybe that was why it was so quiet; it made it a good place to meet. Nobody knew them here. Most of the customers seemed to be Ementes, probably because they could guarantee getting totally fruit-based nourishment here, prepared right in front of their six eyes. Ementes weren’t big on trust, least of all in Coruscant’s catering industry.
How much do I expect everyone to trust me?
Mara struggled with not telling her husband the entire truth while she confided in a friend. That was the problem: they were all friends, the whole Jedi Council. The Galactic Alliance Senate could tear chunks out of itself and not feel it, because it was thousands of rivals and enemies and even strangers, but the Council—they’d grown up together in many cases. They’d fought together. They were family, and not just because they were Jedi.
Cilghal often cited the ancient rule of no attachments, but the Council was one big attachment in its own right.
Mara realized she didn’t like dewflower, mused on ways to get around a lightwhip, and then flinched as her comlink chirped. She pulled it from her belt and raised it to see Ben’s face.
“Mom, I just landed,” he said. “I—”
“Ben? Are you at the military port?”
“No, the civilian one. Galactic City. Look, I’m sorry that—”
“Stay right where you are. Don’t move, okay? I’ll meet you at Arrivals Seven-B, okay?”
“Mom—”
“No arguing this time. Be there.” Mara snapped the comlink closed and grabbed her jacket. “If you’re thinking of telling Luke, Kyp, give me a head start.”
“Wouldn’t dream of getting involved,” he said, shrugging. “I’m glad Ben’s okay. Just remember that kids like clear limits. He’s still too young to set his own.”
“Tried that,” Mara said, and strode for the doors. “And he set his own just fine.”
She worked her way through the crowds at the spaceport, sensing Ben’s location. There were black-suited GAG personnel operating openly now, on foot patrol in the arrivals hall with blue-uniformed CSF officers. They were pretty conspicuous for secret police. Jacen was adept at hearts-and-minds operations; he seemed to like to have his deterrents visible. It certainly seemed to reassure the public, despite the black visors that gave the GAG troopers the facelessly dispassionate air of battle droids.
And suddenly there was Ben, sitting on the white marble pedestal of the ten-meter abstract statue of Prosperity that formed one of the supports for the central dome of the roof of the arrivals hall. Prosperity, Progress, Culture, and Peace.
Peace. Fat chance.
Ben looked like any other fourteen-year-old kid, drumming his heels idly against the marble, staring intently at his datapad and keying in something one-handed. A GAG trooper passed him. Ben looked up, nodded in acknowledgment, and got a respectful nod back.
If Mara needed a reminder that Ben was anything but a normal teenager, that was it. He was a junior lieutenant. He commanded troopers like that. Her son helped run the secret police.
But she’d learned the most silent and efficient ways to kill the Emperor’s enemies by Ben’s age, and Luke had been just five years older when he joined the Rebellion.
What did we expect to give birth to, a librarian?
“Hi, Mom.” Ben slid the datapad into his jacket pocket. He had that tight-lipped look that went with bracing for a dressing-down. “You’re mad at me, right?”
Mara paused, wanting at the same time to yell at him for terrifying her and to grab him in a ferocious hug. She settled for swallowing both reactions and ruffling his hair. He’d never live it down back at the barracks otherwise.
“You couldn’t call us?” she said. “You couldn’t even tell Jacen where you were?”
Ben frowned slightly. “I’m sorry. I was on a mission and I didn’t want to give away my location.”
“We can talk about it later. Let’s have lunch.” She gestured toward the exit. “It’s okay. Your dad will be happy just to see you back safe. No yelling. I promise.”
Ben slid off the pedestal in uncharacteristic silence, and they walked to the speeder platforms. Mara kept a careful eye on the crowd, not entirely sure if she’d recognize or even sense Lumiya if she was around. Lumiya might even send one of her minions, and she had people within the GAG. The biggest threat might be one of Ben’s own troopers.
“What are you frightened of, Mom?” Ben asked.
Mara didn’t take her eyes off the crowds around them. She scanned constantly, as she had been trained to do. “Okay, you might as well know. Lumiya is trying to kill you.”
Ben gave a little grunt that might have been disbelief and seemed to mull over the idea rather than show alarm. “Because she’s still got this vendetta with Dad?”
“Mainly because you killed her daughter.”
“Uh … okay, I’ll take her word for it.”
Mara shielded Ben as he got into the speeder. It was always a vulnerable moment: she’d taken a few targets as they ducked into vehicles, caught off-balance for a moment. The hatches closed with a sigh of air, and she turned to look at him closely.
“I mean it, Ben. She’s dangerous and she’s subtle, so until we neutralize her, you have to be on your guard. She’s got connections within the GAG. It could be anyone.”
“If she was going to have this spy of hers in the Guard kill me, she’d have done it by now.” He slouched in the passenger’s seat. “But I’ll be careful. Wow, this is getting messy. What with Jacen on Fett’s list for killing his daughter, and me killing Lumiya’s … I suppose that’s what the job’s about, isn’t it? You collect enemies. Hey, the boys have got a bet going on when and how Fett’s going to come after Jacen.”
Mara wasn’t sure if Ben was making light of the threat for her sake or just indulging in normal teenage dismissal. Fett was the least of her worries. “And … have you placed your bet?”
“Oh, Jacen can take him. But it’s kind of weird that Fett hasn’t made a move. The longer he waits, the more people get freaked, I suppose.”
“If Fett comes for Jacen,” she said, “let him handle it. Okay?”
The speeder climbed into one of the automated skylanes and headed for the Rotunda Zone. Ben gazed out of the side screen in silence.
“So can you tell me what this mission was?” Mara asked.
Ben did that three-second pause that meant he was framing his words carefully. “I had to bring back a prototype vessel. I wasn’t in any more danger than I could comfortably handle.”
That was a relief. It was just an errand, although why Jacen hadn’t known about it baffled her. “And you missed your birthday celebration.”
“You know how folks say that you get to a point in life when birthdays don’t matter? That’s how it felt.”
“Sweetheart, that’s only when you get a lot older. Not fourteen.” If anything could break Mara’s heart, it was that: Ben’s childhood had passed him by. “Next year, I promise, we’ll have a family get-together. Really mark the day.”
“You think the war will be over by then?”
“If it’s not, we’ll still have a party. All of us.”
“Uncle Han and Aunt Leia, too? Even after I tried to arrest Uncle Han?”
And that was the bizarre reality of a civil war: a teenage boy sent to detain his aunt and uncle, and then fretting over whether they’d attend his next birthday party. Mara sometimes tried to add up the days she’d lived that weren’t about killing and warfare, and there were so very, very few. She wanted a different future for Ben.
“Yes, even after that,” she said. “Ben, does Jacen know you’re back?”
“Yeah.” He didn’t volunteer any more. “It’s okay. I report back for duty at oh-eight-hundred tomorrow. I haven’t gone AWOL.”
“I’ll have one last try, then. Ben, I worry about you. Your dad and I would really sleep a lot better if you left the GAG and came on missions with us.”
Mara braced for incoming. But Ben thought visibly for a while, and when he spoke his tone was soft and unsettlingly adult—unsettlingly old.
“Mom, have you ever had to do something you didn’t want to do, but knew you had to?”
Mara certainly had, so many times that she took it for granted. And at any given time, whether working for the Empire or for the New Republic, or whatever the stang her paymaster called itself, she’d always thought it was right.
“Yes, sweetheart, I have,” she said, and knew she now had no moral high ground from which to look down upon her son, or anyone else for that matter. “And the problem was that when I looked back, I found I’d done the wrong thing sometimes. But it’ll be years before I’ll know if what I’m doing now is right.”
“You have to go with the best data you have at the time.”
It was a weary man’s statement, not a boy’s. Ben was a soldier. He was what she and Luke had made him. She’d wanted a Jedi son, and now she had one.
“Next year,” she said. “Next year, we’ll have that party, come what may.”



chapter three
Mishuk gotal’u meshuroke, pako kyore.
(Pressure makes gems, ease makes decay.)
—Mandalorian proverb
SLAVE I, EN ROUTE TO BADOR, KUAT SYSTEM
Mirta Gev had settled for being tolerated by her grandfather, and although she made an effort to love him, it was hard.
Part of her still wanted to make him pay for the life her mother—and grandmother—had endured. And part saw a man who had every form of regard shown him except love, and pitied him. Overall, she saw a man who put up duracrete barriers and defied anyone to breach them. As he took the Firespray out of Mandalore’s orbit and prepared to jump to hyperspace, his expression was set in apparent blank disdain for the everyday world. She decided his helmet presented the softer face of the two.
At least she got to sit in the copilot’s seat. That seemed to be the nearest that Boba Fett could ever get to approving of her as his own flesh and blood.
“Your clone’s not an active bounty hunter,” said Fett. There was never any preamble in his conversations, no small talk, no intimacy. He was all business. “I checked every bounty hunter and wannabe on the books, but none is called Skirata. Plenty of people on Mandalore knew Kal Skirata, and then—gone. Vanished.”
“But he was on a hunt, I know that. He told me to get out of his way.” Did Fett believe her? She’d stitched him up and tried to lure him to his death, so she could hardly blame him if he was having second thoughts about the clone. The man was real, all right. “So we’re retracing his steps?”
“Yours.”
“How are you going to pass yourself off as a client looking to hire a bounty hunter?”
“I’m not. You are.”
Mirta suddenly realized why he’d agreed to let her ride along. “My, I do come in handy, don’t I?”
“Earn your keep. Rules of any partnership.”
Mirta thought that sounded remarkably like her dead mother. Ailyn Vel was more a chip from the granite block of Fett than she’d ever admit, but that was impossible. She’d been a baby when Fett had left her grandmother, too young to pick up his callous ways.
“How do you cope?” Mirta asked.
“What?”
“How do you cope with being alone?”
“Are you going to yap all the way to Kuat?”
“You can’t bring yourself to tell me to shut up, can you?”
“I cope because I like it that way,” Fett said.
“Well, Mama was all I had and I don’t like it that way.”
Fett paused, and there was the faintest movement of his lips—as if he was stopping himself from saying something he’d regret. He ought to have understood, she thought. He’d lost his father at the hands of a Jedi, too.
“Yeah,” he said. “What about your dad?”
“He died in a hull breach. Not even in combat.”
“Why’d Ailyn marry a Mando? Sintas must have warned her we’re bad news.”
Mirta found she was clutching the heart-of-fire pendant tight in her fist. It was just half of the original stone. The other slice, split from it with a blow from the butt of Fett’s blaster, was buried with Ailyn Vel in a modest grave outside Keldabe, in an ancient wood that the vongese hadn’t managed to destroy.
I can’t feel anything from this stone. It ought to tell me something. I’m Kiffar. Part Kiffar, anyway.
“She hung around Mando’ade to get a better idea of how to hunt you. Then she met Papa. It didn’t last.”
“Romantic.”
“She cared about him.”
“And she let him make a Mando of you.”
“I spent two summers with Papa on Null, after he and Mama split up. He taught me everything he could. And then he got killed.”
She didn’t say it to shut Fett up. He was hardly a talkative man anyway, but there was quiet, and then there was breath-holding silence. That was what she heard now.
“That’s too bad,” he said.
“Don’t try to out-orphan me, Ba’buir. I know what it’s like.”
She struggled between the hatred she’d been taught to feel for him and the evidence of her own eyes that he wasn’t a monster—at least not the monster painted by her mother. The very thought felt disloyal to the dead. After almost two months, she’d reached the stage where she had days when her mother wasn’t her first waking thought, and didn’t haunt her dreams. That felt like betrayal, too.
But life had to go on. She had to make sense of this, and not let Ailyn Vel’s death be for nothing.
“No need to discuss it, then.” He inhaled. He looked like he’d been holding his breath all that time. “Are you okay living where you are?”
“Yeah.”
“I could buy you a house of your own. Anywhere.”
Mirta never knew when he was going to flip over into awkward generosity. Beviin said he had his moments. He might, of course, have been trying to get rid of her with the lure of a place on a far planet.
“I’m okay where I am, thanks.” No, that sounded dismissive. “I meant that I like living with Vevut’s family.”
Fett said nothing. She knew what he was thinking now.
“Yes, I do like Orade,” she said. “He’s a good man.”
“You’re a grown woman. None of my business.”
But everyone knew she was a Fett now, and that carried with it some burdens. It took a brave man to risk a Mand’alor for a grandfather-in-law, especially one with Boba Fett’s reputation. Mirta shut her eyes and tried to listen for whispered messages from the heart-of-fire.
“Why can’t you get information from that?” Fett asked suddenly.
“I’m only part Kiffar. I don’t have the full ability to sense things from objects.” She opened her eyes again. Fett was still an implacable statue of detachment. She studied his profile to see what of him might be in her. “It’s called psychometry. They say some Jedi can do it, too.”
Mentioning Jedi might not have been a good idea, but Fett didn’t show any reaction. “The stone absorbs memories from the giver and receiver,” he said. “Sintas said so.” Ah. Under the veneer there might have been a man who wanted to either relive happier times or hide the ones he preferred to forget. The stone held a little bit of Sintas Vel’s spirit, and a little bit of his. There was more veneer to him now than core, Mirta suspected, but she’d seen him cry; and nobody else had ever seen the adult Boba Fett weaken, she was sure of that. Maybe he hadn’t even cried as a kid.
“I’m trying hard, Ba’buir.”
“Worst thing you did was tell me you knew what happened to Sintas.”
It was a slap in the face. When she’d said it, she hadn’t even known if it would do the trick and lead him into her mother’s ambush. Now she regretted hurting a dying man, even if she had been raised to loathe him.
“We’ll find out how Grandmama died, I promise.”
“After I get that clone,” Fett said, all gravel and calculation, “I’ll find a full-blooded Kiffar to read the stone.”
Mirta took it as a cue to shut up. Playing happy families wasn’t the Fett way. She wondered how many other families had the record of violent death and attempted murder that theirs did. I hope what’s in me is more like Papa. Then she recalled Leia Solo deflecting her blaster shot at Fett, and knew that it was Ba’buir’s blood in her veins after all—Grandpapa’s.
“Stand by,” said Fett.
He didn’t deploy full dampers when Slave I jumped. He never did. The acceleration to lightspeed and beyond felt like being punched in the chest and then sat on by a Hutt. She made a point of biting her lip discreetly as the stars streaked to lines of blue-white fire and the crushing sensation passed.
That had to hurt him, too. He was a sick man. Mirta fumbled in her pocket, pulled out some painkiller capsules, and held them out to him. He took them without a word. His fingertips were cold.
It felt like a long, silent lifetime to Kuati space. Mirta filled it with planning how she would disembowel Jacen Solo if and when she got the chance. There was already a line forming for the privilege. Ba’buir wouldn’t say what he had in mind for him; all she was certain of was that Boba Fett never turned his back on a score that required settling.
“Decelerating in half a standard hour,” he said.
She wanted very badly to love him, but couldn’t. If she had found out what happened between him and her grandmother, she might have found it easier, but she knew it might also have confirmed her legacy of revenge. One thing she’d learned fast was that it was a subject to avoid. It wasn’t that she was afraid of asking; she just couldn’t get past the silent routine. He could make the world outside vanish if he wanted to.
Bador was a striking contrast to Mandalore. Slave I swept on a descent path past orbiters and over cities studded with straight roads and open plazas. Mirta checked her datapad to orient herself.
“What was your dad’s name?” Fett asked.
“Makin Marec.”
Fett always had a reason for asking questions. Perhaps he was wondering who else he might be related to. They landed at one of the massive public ports in Bunar and Fett went through his ritual of setting all the alarms, trip-beams, and other lethal traps that would greet anyone stupid enough to try breaking into Slave I. He’d brought a small speeder bike in the hold, and he swung onto the seat a lot more easily than he had last time. The painkillers were strong enough to anesthetize a bantha.
“You’re navigating,” he said. He bounced a little on the leather saddle as if testing whether he could feel any pain. “Get on.”
Mirta patched her datapad into her helmet’s system. “Head down that speeder lane and go south for five kilometers.”
She was getting used to wearing a buy’ce. At first, it had seemed suffocating and disorienting, but weeks of being surrounded by people who relied on theirs had made her feel a misfit without one. The streaming data on the HUD now got her attention without distracting her. She hadn’t fallen over anything for a while.
And—it made her feel Mando. Her father would have approved, but she tried not to think what Mama would have said. I miss you, Mama. I miss you so much, and I never even said good-bye. Fett’s tattered cape slapped against her visor in the slipstream, jerking her out of her memories, and Mirta wondered if she’d eventually become like her grandfather—or like her mother. Bitter resentment about being robbed of a parent seemed to run in the family.
Fett steered the speeder through increasingly seedy neighborhoods and canyons of high-rise warehouses and apartment houses. Bounty hunters tended not to ply their trade in the better parts of town. The number of shabby family homes decreased and the scattering of unsavory characters loitering on corners and in speeders increased.
“So what were you after here?” Fett asked.
“Recovering stolen data.”
“You mean people around here can read?”
“No, I have clients who can. The locals steal anything, even if they don’t know what it is. I go and persuade them to hand it back.”
“And your clone with the gray gloves was definitely here.”
“Yes.”
After a couple of wrong turns, the cantina appeared right on cue. In daylight, it looked even worse than it had when she’d last visited. A peppering of blaster burns had left blisters in the paint on the doors, and the masonry was pocked with holes from ballistic rounds that hadn’t been there last time—as far as she could tell. A trail of blood drops from the door ended in a larger pool, dried to a dull tarry blackness. Street cleaning wasn’t frequent here.
A sign above the door said WELCOME TO THE PARADISE CANTINA. It also said NO HELMETS.
“I’m offended that they don’t respect cultural diversity,” Fett muttered.
“That’s how I know what the clone in gray looked like. He took his helmet off.”
“Fine.” A couple of low-life males—a human and a Rodian—ambled to within ten meters of the speeder and stared at it. Then they seemed to notice Fett, and then his blaster and rocket-loaded backpack, and suddenly they appeared to remember pressing business elsewhere. Fett locked the speeder and set the anti-theft device with a thermal detonator. The two males broke into a run in the opposite direction and vanished. “They don’t seem to know me here, anyway. Fame’s fleeting.”
Mirta took off her helmet. Fett ignored the request above the doors. The bar smelled as bad as it ever had, a mix of vomit, stale ale, and oil that could have been from machines or very old fried food. The clientele matched their environment, possibly because they’d spent their disposable income on state-of-the-art weaponry. The Kuati barkeeper was filling small dishes on the countertop with pickles that bore an unappetizing resemblance to eyeballs, so they stood at the bar trying to look normal—normal for the Paradise, anyway.
The barkeep caught sight of Mirta first. She must have been staring at the pickles too carefully.
“You got to buy a drink,” he said. “No snacks without—” Then his gaze swiveled. The helmet got his attention the way a chest plate alone didn’t. “Ohhh, you got the nerve to come in here, have you, you Mando slag?”
He ducked below the counter for a split second, and that meant only one thing. Mirta wasn’t sure if she had her blaster level before Ba’buir did, but when the man straightened up with a highly illegal short-barreled Tenloss disruptor that could have reduced them both to ground nerf, he was looking down the muzzles of Fett’s sawn-off EE-3 and her BlasTech 515.
It startled the barkeep long enough for Fett to land a left hook straight in his face. He fell back against the glasses stacked behind him, and a couple smashed on the tiles. Fett caught the disruptor as it clattered onto the counter; Mirta instinctively covered his back, but none of the customers moved. She was starting to feel comfortable doing this double act. The sense of camaraderie—a long way short of family bond—had crept up on her.
Fett examined the disruptor and jammed the safety catch on hard, one-handed. “Remember—no disintegrations.”
The bartender staggered upright, cupping one hand under his nose to catch the dripping blood. “The last Mando who came in here wrecked this place. You’re all the kriffing same, and I don’t want you in here, so why don’t you—”
Mirta realized she must have missed some fun and games after she’d left the gray clone to his hunting. “That was a long-lost relative,” she said. “We’re looking for him.”
“Well, when you have your family reunion, I want him to pay for the damage from last time.”
The man didn’t seem to recognize Ba’buir, but then Fett wouldn’t have taken a contract from this low down the food chain. Senators, crime lords, and the wealthy who could afford him knew his armor. Barkeeps tended not to.
“Time we shared some reminiscences about my wayward kin,” said Fett, tapping his forefinger impatiently against the trigger guard of his blaster. “I’m not as careful as him. My name’s Fett.”
The barkeeper’s face drained of what blood there was left in it. Mirta actually watched his color change to a pasty gray. She’d never seen physical fear like that before. The man’s eyes scanned Fett’s visor, and the revelation was almost comic.
“It was awhile ago …”
“Mandalorian in gray armor with gray gloves. Called Skirata.” If the bartender was expecting some credits to be slapped on the counter to jog his memory, Fett wasn’t playing. “What do you know?”
“Okay, he killed a guy here. Lot of damage. Lot of attention from security, too.” The barkeeper stared at Mirta now, and he was evidently piecing things together. “Yeah, you were with him, weren’t you?”
“Not for long,” said Mirta. She’d moved out of the clone’s way fast—into a different cantina, in fact. “Who did he kill?”
“Gang boss called Cherit. It made the local holonews, even.”
Obviously most shoot-outs here didn’t warrant a headline. Mirta made a mental note to check the archives. “What do you know about Cherit that didn’t make the news?”
“Nothing.”
“I realize a blow to the face can affect your memory.” Fett still hadn’t lowered his blaster. “Try again.”
“Okay, Cherit’s outfit supplied rak, lxetallic, and Twi’lek girls to some minor Kuati nobs. He was doing his deals here for a while. Maybe he was muscling in on your relative’s turf.”
“Doesn’t sound like our line of work.”
Fett stood facing the man for a long, long time. The barkeeper looked like he was grasping for something else to say to fill the silence. Eventually Fett leaned his blaster against his shoulder, muzzle up in the safety position, and seemed appeased.
“If you see him again, tell him little Boba wants to see him about a job.”
“How’s he going to get in touch with you?”
“Mandalore. Right turn off the Hydian Way. Can’t miss it.”
“Okay …”
“And where does Cherit’s gang hang out now?”
The barkeeper turned to the shelves behind him and fumbled frantically in a pile of flimsi sheets. “Don’t tell Fraig I gave you this.” It was a napkin embossed with a logo that said THE TEKSHAR FALLS CASINO. “You’ll find Fraig there most afternoons at the sabacc tables. Kuat City. Fraig took over from Cherit.”
Fett pocketed the napkin and strode out. Mirta followed him, backing through the doors more from habit than fear of attack.
“You reckon Fraig paid the clone for a change of management?” she said, scrambling astride the speeder behind him. “That’s what I’m thinking.”
“If he did, he’ll know how to find him.”
The speeder bike swooped over the rougher parts of Bunar and headed back to Slave I. “Do you play sabacc?” Fett asked.
Mirta knew without asking that her grandfather wasn’t a recreational gambler. “No.”
“Plan B, then.”
“What Plan B?”
“I’ll tell you when I’ve worked it out.”
“What was Plan A?”
“Dress you up nice, send you in to play a hand or two, and wheedle something out of Fraig.”
“Thanks.”
“It’d never have worked anyway. You’re not the wheedling type.”
It might have been an insult or a compliment, but she had no way of knowing with Fett.
I want to like him. He’s not likable, but he’s not what you told me he was, either, Mama. How could you even know?
Mirta found herself arguing with a dead woman, hating herself for it, and finding that nothing she thought she knew was solid any longer. She took one hand off the speeder’s grab bar and eased the heart-of-fire from under her chest plate to grasp it. Maybe it would tell her something sooner or later.
“Great painkillers,” said Fett. She could see the dried blood on the knuckles of his left glove as he flexed his fist. The stain was bothering him. “Thanks.”
There was the faintest tinge of warmth in his voice. It was a start.
JACEN SOLO’S OFFICE, GAG HQ, CORUSCANT
There was a voice in Jacen’s head, and he never knew whose it was.
At times it was clearly Vergere, clearly a memory, but at others he wasn’t sure if it was his own thoughts, or Lumiya’s suggestions surfacing from his subconscious, or something else altogether. There were times when he even thought it was his conscience.
It was his conscience now, he was sure of it. All he could see was his daughter, Allana.
So you’re not thinking about Tenel Ka, then …
Whatever act he had to perform to become a full Sith Lord, it would be extreme. It had to be harder than killing a fellow Jedi; harder even than herding Corellians into camps, or turning on his own parents and sister, or subverting democracy.
It had to be the most painful decision he’d ever taken.
I just can’t kill my little girl.
Who says I have to? What would that prove?
That you’d do anything to acquire the powers to bring peace and order to the galaxy.
It was Allana’s future that had made him start down this path. Now it would be a secure future for everyone’s kid except his own.
That’s what it’s about, Jacen. Service, painful service. Embrace that pain.
No, it wasn’t service. It was insane. He wouldn’t do it. But was it any different from sending your own children to war, making the same sacrifice as millions of other parents? Wasn’t it always harder to give a loved one’s life than your own?
No. The only sacrifice worth making is your own life.
But Lumiya said he’d know. She said he’d know what he had to do when the time came, and she couldn’t tell him. He’d been with Tenel Ka and Allana since then. He’d felt nothing, no hint from the Force that this was the final step, that these were the people he had to kill.
Maybe this is denial. Delusion.
It’s not Allana. It’s not even Tenel Ka.
“It’s not them,” he said. “It has to be Ben.”
And then he was back in his office, horribly aware, looking up at a bewildered Corporal Lekauf. There was a cup of caf on the desk in front of him and he hadn’t seen anyone put it there.
He’d never been that distracted before. It scared him. He couldn’t afford another lapse like that.
“Lieutenant Skywalker hasn’t reported for duty yet, sir.” Lekauf—grandson of the officer who had faithfully served Lord Vader—had a scrubbed freckled cheerfulness that prevented him from looking menacing even in black GAG armor with a BT25 blaster. “Can I help?”
Jacen felt his face burn. “Apologies, Corporal. I was thinking aloud.”
“That’s okay, sir. I thought you were doing some of that Jedi stuff. Communing.”
Jacen had to think for a moment. “Melding?”
“That’s the stuff.”
“I think I need more caf before I try that today. Thank you.”
“Did you get Admiral Niathal’s message about kit, sir?”
“What’s that?” Jacen checked his datapad and assorted comlinks. Bureaucracy didn’t come easily to him. He’d make sure he had the best administrators when he—
When I what?
When I rule as a Sith Lord.
The idea was 90 percent sobering, 9 percent inappropriately exciting, and 1 percent repellent. If he could have identified the source of the revulsion—a distaste for power, an old Jedi taboo, plain ignorance—he would have listened to it. But the voice wasn’t loud enough. It was his small fears, his reluctance to accept responsibility, and that was something he had to ignore.
“She says some of the front-line units are having problems getting the kit they need,” Lekauf said. “Annoying stuff. Specialist ordnance, comm parts, but some seriously non-negotiable items like medical supplies, too. They’re also complaining that the cannon maintenance packs aren’t up to standard and they’ve had some malfunctions.” Lekauf raised his eyebrows. “We’re starting to find problems acquiring what we need, too, sir.” 
That got Jacen’s attention. “This is the richest and most technically advanced planet in the galaxy, and we can’t keep our forces adequately supplied in a war?”
Lekauf gave Jacen a significant nod that directed him to his holoscreen. “I think the admiral put it a little more emphatically, but that’s her general reaction as well.”
“Is there a reason for this?”
“Procurement and Supply seem to be dragging their feet, sir.”
“Time I undragged them,” Jacen said. He hit the comm key and opened the line to Procurement. “I’m sure it’s fixable.”
“If you’d like me to talk to them, sir …”
“I think they need a full colonel to motivate them, Lekauf, but I’m grateful for your offer.” Jacen suddenly felt it was the most pressing task on his list. He and Niathal expected a lot from the armed forces, and it wasn’t too much to expect the military bureaucracy to back them up. “I’ll get things moving. Find Captain Shevu for me, will you?”
“He’s out on surveillance, sir. Intercepted some nasty ordnance, so he’s out with Sergeant Wirut watching a drop-off point.”
Shevu was hands-on. He didn’t seem to be as enthusiastic about the GAG’s role as he had been a few weeks earlier, but he did his job and led from the front. There was nothing more Jacen could ask of an officer.
“Okay, I’ll catch up with him when he’s relieved.”
Procurement frustrated Jacen from the start. When he got an answer from the comm, his status as commander of the GAG didn’t seem to open as many doors as it did in the rest of the Alliance. By the time he was put through to a senior civil servant in Fleet Supply—a woman called Gellus—he wasn’t impressed, and his caf was cold.
“We can’t bypass the supply system, sir,” said Gellus. “All requests are dealt with in sequence.”
“Shouldn’t they be dealt with by urgency, as in front line?”
“I don’t have the power to do that under the procurement regulations, sir.”
“Who do I talk to about quality of supplies?”
“Which supplies? You see, we have four item departments—”
“Cannon maintenance packs. We’re getting complaints about poor-quality replacement parts.”
“That would be Engineering Support. They have their own system. You’ll have to—”
Jacen had learned patience and a dozen ways to calm his mind in crisis from as many esoteric Force-using schools. He didn’t want to use any of them. He wanted to lose his temper. He wanted action.
“There’s a war on,” he said quietly. “All I want is for the right kit to get to the people fighting. What’s the fastest way to do that?”
“You’re not Fleet, are you, sir? GAG is domestic.”
“Meaning?”
“This isn’t your chain of command. We’d need authorization from a senior officer from Fleet to pursue this request. It’s the regulations, sir.”
But I’m commander of the Galactic Alliance Guard. I don’t even have this much trouble getting to see Chief Omas. The apparently limited scope of his authority galled him. He could call on Star Destroyers and entire armies, but getting past a bureaucrat was impossible.
“Would the Supreme Commander’s word do?”
Gellus swallowed audibly. “Yes, sir.”
“Then I’ll come back with that.”
Jacen closed the link, furious. Rules. He wasn’t used to these arbitrary limits. If he couldn’t get simple supply issues ironed out, then his future as a Sith Lord looked limited.
His rational mind told him this was an annoyance that could be solved with a message to Niathal and a little delegation to a junior officer, but another sense entirely told him he had to stick with this.
Good for morale, he thought.
No, it was something else. He couldn’t put his finger on it.
Rules and regulations. He scrolled through the comm codes for the Alliance defense departments and found Legal and Legislative. He tapped the sequence, and a human voice answered.
“Can I borrow a legal-analyst droid?” he asked the assistant. Jacen preferred his legal advice from the most dispassionate and unimaginatively honest sources. A droid could grind through the small print in the statutes for him.
“Right away, sir.”
That was more like it. Jacen’s mood improved.
In the meantime, he still needed that simple authorization from Admiral Niathal to get the kit moving.
Good officer. Good tactician. Hidebound attitudes.
But he needed her as much as she needed him.
Lekauf returned with fresh caf. He should have been off-duty, according to the roster. “You’re too busy to do routine administration, sir,” he said. “Are you sure I can’t take it off your hands?”
“I’m sure,” said Jacen. “Procurement and I need to get a few things straight between us.”
Lekauf grinned. “You show ’em, sir.”
Something told Jacen that it was more important to “show ’em” than he could ever imagine.
And that voice—he listened to it.
THE SKYWALKERS’ APARTMENT, CORUSCANT
Luke looked at his hands, right then left. One was prosthetic, and one was flesh, and had been touched by someone he was beginning to think of as his nemesis.
Lumiya.
In the middle of a battle, he’d had the chance to kill her, and they’d ended up touching hands in a gesture that between normal people might have been considered reconciliation.
I said I didn’t want to kill her.
Luke Skywalker had never wanted to kill anyone. Sometimes it happened, though. He stood up and took the shoto out of his belt, the short lightsaber that he felt he needed to deal with Lumiya and her lightwhip.
What’s happening? What does she want?
She’d never been one to play mind games like Vergere. She was a soldier: a pilot, an intelligence agent, a fighter. He’d yet to put the pieces together, but she was connected to Jacen’s slide into darkness in some way.
Luke made a few idle practice passes with the shoto and tried to visualize what might happen if he ran into Lumiya again. Then he wondered what he’d have done at nineteen, and he knew he wouldn’t have thought about it too much. He wanted things to be that clear again.
The doors to the apartment opened, and he heard Mara and Ben talking. Relief flooded him. He laid the shoto on the table and every rehearsed line of warning and disapproval vanished, replaced by a simple need to grab his only son and crush him in a hug.
Ben stood rooted to the spot and submitted to it. Mara gave Luke a warning with a raised eyebrow, but he wasn’t planning to scold Ben.
“I’m glad you’re safe,” Luke said. “But if anything I did made you go off like that, we need to talk about it.”
Ben looked at Mara as if seeking a cue to explain. “I was working. I was on a mission, that’s all.”
Jacen, you liar. You said he resented the fact that I stopped him being your apprentice.
Only Jacen would—could—send him on a mission.
Luke considered casually asking Ben who’d sent him, but he knew anyway, and he didn’t want to descend to tricking his own son into giving him information or putting him on the spot about Jacen. He didn’t need any more proof that his nephew wasn’t going to turn back to the light without some substantial help. It was help that Han and Leia couldn’t give. It was beyond the Jedi Council, too.
This was family trouble. He’d sort it out, with or without Mara.
“Comlink silence?” he asked.
“Yes, Dad. Sorry.” Ben might have been surprised by the hug, but he hadn’t recoiled, either. “I can’t discuss it. You understand, don’t you?”
“Of course I do, son.” And I bet I know who told you not to. “I really hoped you weren’t going to stay in the GAG.”
“I’m good at that kind of work.”
“I know.”
“I can’t ever be a good little academy Jedi now, Dad. I have to see this through. We’ve had this argument before, haven’t we?” Ben’s tone was regretful, not a whiny teenager’s protest about his parents’ unfairness. It was sobering to see him growing up so fast. Growing up? No, aging. “There’s a war going on, and once you’ve served, you know you can’t walk away from it and sit it out while your … while your friends risk their lives.”
“Luke …” Mara’s tone was reproachful, with that slightly nasal edge that said she wanted Luke to stop. “Is this really the time for all that?”
He ignored her. “I understand, Ben. I do. But the GAG isn’t the place you should be.”
“Isn’t it?”
“It’s not the way the government should deal with dissent.”
“Then that’s why I should stay in,” Ben said quietly. “If it’s a bad organization, then it needs good people to stay in it and change it from the inside, and not abandon it to the bad guys. And if it’s a good organization, then all you’re really upset about is my safety, and I can handle that better than you think. You wanted me to be a Jedi. I’m being a Jedi.”
Ben’s logic and moral reasoning were impeccable. “You have a point.”
“So am I a good person, Dad? Or do you think I’ve gone bad like you think the GAG has?”
It was a question Luke had never wanted to consider. What was a bad person? Most people who did evil things were neither good nor bad, just fallible mortals; the only truly irredeemable being he’d ever known was Palpatine. And presumably even Palpatine had once been a little boy, never dreaming he would be responsible for the deaths of billions and savoring his power.
Luke realized he wasn’t sure he knew what a good person was when he saw one, or at which point they turned bad. He was painfully aware of Mara’s gaze boring into him, green and icy like a river frozen in its flood.
“You’re a good person, Ben.” Is he doing anything I didn’t? “You think about what you do.”
“Thanks. And I’m not leaving the GAG, Dad. You’ll have to make me, either physically or through the courts, and none of us wants that. Leave me where I can do some good.”
Fights could be had without raised voices or angry words. Ben had fought and given his parents an ultimatum. Luke knew he would have to tackle this another way.
And blast it, Ben was actually right. The GAG couldn’t be abandoned to the bullyboys.
“Just look out for Lumiya,” Luke said. “You told him, Mara?”
“I told him.”
“So are you going to stay for something to eat, son?” he asked, feeling Mara’s gaze thaw a little.
“I’d like that,” said Ben, fourteen going on forty.
It was hard to have a family conversation over a meal without mentioning the war. Ben wanted to know how Han and Leia were doing. Mara shunted vegetables around her plate as if trying to sweep them under a carpet.
“Things aren’t too good between Jacen and your aunt and uncle at the moment, sweetheart,” she said. “But whatever he tells you, they still care about him and want him to be okay.”
“It’s not personal,” Ben said. “Hey, I tried to arrest Uncle Han because it was my job. I didn’t mean him any harm.”
Luke thought about Jacen’s haste to abandon his parents during the attack on the resort satellite. He couldn’t see Ben doing the same thing. If he could, he didn’t want to see it.
“Dad, was the Empire really a reign of terror?”
“Just a bit …”
“I know you and Uncle Han and Aunt Leia had a rough time of it, but what about ordinary people?”
Mara chewed with slow deliberation, her gaze in slight defocus on a point in the mid-distance. “You might want to ask Alderaan. No, wait—it’s gone, isn’t it? Oops. That’s what happened to ordinary people, and I know better than most.”
Because you did some of it. Luke faced up to the fact that he couldn’t expect Ben to believe a word either of them said to him. They’d both done things that they were telling him he couldn’t do now.
“But most people didn’t really notice, did they?” Ben seemed to be fixed on course. “Their lives went on as before. Maybe a few people who were political got a midnight visit from a few stormies, but most folks got on with their lives, right?”
“Right,” Mara conceded. “But living in fear isn’t living at all.”
“It’s better than dead.”
“You think the Empire was okay, Ben?” Luke asked.
“I don’t know. It just seems that a handful of people can think they have the duty—the right—to change things for everybody else. It’s a big decision, rebellion, isn’t it? But most decisions that affect trillions of beings get made by a few people.”
Luke and Mara looked at each other discreetly and then at Ben. He’d acquired political curiosity somewhere along the line. Whatever mission Jacen had sent him on—and he had, Luke was certain—it had made the boy think.
Or maybe Luke was just losing touch with the fact that his kid was a young man now, and changing fast. When he left, though, Mara still helped him on with his jacket. Luke almost expected her to ask him if he was brushing his teeth every day. But, being Mara, she did her maternal fretting in more pragmatic ways and pressed a matte-gray object into Ben’s hand.
“Humor me,” she said, and kissed his forehead. “Carry this. You never know.”
Ben stared into his palm. “Wow.”
“That,” she said, “was the best vibroblade the Empire could buy. It saved me more than once. A lightsaber is great, but a lightsaber and a vibroblade is even better.”
“Plus a blaster,” Ben said. He grinned. “That’s better still. The triple whammy.”
“That’s my boy.”
After Ben had left, Mara cleared the plates. “When did we produce a communally minded political analyst?”
“Too many Gorog buddies, maybe.”
“Does that look like an out-of-control, screwed-up boy to you?”
“No,” Luke said, “but it’s not Jacen’s influence that’s making a man of him, even if he’s the only one who seems to be able to handle Ben.”
“Luke, we still have to do something.”
“Oh, now we have to do something? What happened to ‘Leave him with Jacen, he’s good for the boy …’?” Luke almost had to bite his lip to avoid saying that he’d told her so, which he’d always thought was the mark of someone who wasn’t looking for a solution to the problem, just points to score. “Besides, he doesn’t seem to be getting corrupted by what’s happening. Maybe he is that good man on the inside. Maybe you were right to make me let our kid join the secret police—”
“I meant about Lumiya.” Mara had a way of bracing her shoulders that said she knew she’d made a big mistake but he didn’t have to rub her nose in it. “Okay, I’ve changed my mind. Jacen’s gone bad. My fault we’ve wasted a few months placating Ben. Satisfied? Now what about the root cause of this?”
“We haven’t picked up her trail again.”
“And then what happens when we do?” Mara smacked the plates down on the counter so hard they rattled. “What are you going to do, hold her hand again?” He should never have told her that Lumiya had offered him her hand when they were fighting. It was eating away at her. “Because the poor old girl doesn’t mean any harm? Lumiya? Queen of the stanging Sith?”
“There really was no ill intent in her.”
Mara rolled her eyes. “Of course there wasn’t. She doesn’t want to kill you. She wants to kill our son.” She grabbed Luke’s face in both hands and made him look into her eyes. “Luke, you could have killed her. Cut her in two. Finished the job. But you didn’t.”
Luke felt inexplicably ashamed. “I couldn’t.”
“I know. We come from different schools of justice, don’t we?”
“Sweetheart—”
“She’s not your father, Luke. There’s nothing good left in her to redeem. She’s a threat that needs to be taken out, and that’s what I’m trained to do, and you’re not. Forget this take her alive if possible garbage. The only way anyone’s taking her is dead.”
Luke had had a feeling Mara might say that. He knew when she was building up to something. She might have thought she could keep things from him, but he knew her well enough by now to see the cogs grinding and the plan forming.
He’d missed his chance with Lumiya. He wouldn’t get another.
“You’re telling me you’re going after her.”
“You might tag along if you could be trusted not to go soft on her.” Mara let him go and looked embarrassed. Her cheeks were flushed. “You can have Alema. She needs a serious attitude readjustment with a lightsaber, too. It’s not as if we haven’t got enough kill-crazy stalkers to go around.”
No matter what happened, Luke knew he didn’t have that assassin’s ability to kill someone who wasn’t trying to kill him right there and then. If he had …
So Ben wasn’t the only one navigating a moral maze. Luke had been doing it for decades, but the maze was only acquiring more twists and turns each year.
“Let’s see how much Jacen perks up with Lumiya gone,” he said. Wait, did I just bless an assassination? “And with Alema out of the way, then Leia and Han can come back into the fold, and we can face this war as a family again.”
Mara patted his cheek with a regretful smile and set a droid on cleaning the dishes. She spent the rest of the afternoon assembling and checking an array of weapons that definitely didn’t come from a civilized age.
“I never knew you had one of those,” he said, pointing to a blaster that had the widemouthed muzzle of a grenade launcher. “How are you planning to use it?”
“With a flechette cartridge. Let’s see her try a lightwhip on that.”
“Do you want to take my shoto?”
“You offering?”
“Good-luck token, maybe.”
“Under-the-rib-cage token, more like. Unless that’s all durasteel, too.”
This was his wife. Sometimes he caught a glimpse of the woman she once had been, and she was a stranger for a second or two.
“How are you going to track her? She hides very well.”
“I can hunt very well.” Mara took the shoto hilt and spun it like a blade. “A little bait, a little investigation, and a little Force help.” She ignited the energy beam. “Plus, if Alema is trailing after her, as seems to be the case, then one of them is going to slip up and show herself.”
“Lumiya doesn’t slip up.”
“Well, she’s not running the galaxy right now, so I guess she does sometimes …” Mara spun the shoto into the air and caught it by the hilt as it fell. “And she keeps showing up lately, so I’ll be ready.”
“Just keep me informed where you are, okay?”
“You’ll know.” Mara gave him her best I-know-what-I’m-doing grin. “And who better to go after a former Emperor’s Hand than another one?”
“You did that before …”
“And that was before I had a son to worry about.” The grin faded. “I’m much more dangerous now that I have a cub to protect.”
Luke had no doubt about that. But it was the first time in his life that he regretted not killing someone when he’d had the chance.



chapter four
To: Chief of Defense Logistics
From: Supreme Commander, Galactic Alliance Defense Force
CC: Chief of State; OC GAG; Head of Defense Procurement
Re: Fleet supply and procurement concerns
The shortfall in supplies in theater and the failure of equipment to meet standards are intolerable. You are to give Colonel Solo, OC GAG, every cooperation in resolving this situation as rapidly as possible. This is to be your top priority, and Colonel Solo is authorized to use any means necessary to achieve it.
—Admiral Cha Niathal, SC GADF
DEFENSE PROCUREMENT AND SUPPLY AGENCY, CORUSCANT
“Are you sure?”
Jacen had no reason to disbelieve a legal-analyst droid. Metal lawyers were even more meticulous than flesh-and-blood ones. HM-3 clunked along beside him as they ambled up the apparently interminable corridor to the offices of the head of procurement, explaining the hurriedly assembled data as they went. Jacen believed in understanding the enemy, and that meant grinding through the tedium of small print. He was set on taking a lightsaber to a planet-sized ball of red tape.
“Yes, sir, this is routine.” HM-3 reminded him a little of C-3PO—humanoid in shape, with a necessarily pedantic personality—but he was a sober dark gray and had a reassuring air of solid professional authority. “A piece of legislation that’s overdue for reform. Would you like the full explanation, or a simplified lay-being’s version?”
“Consider me as lay as they come.”
“As the legislation stands, it takes the agreement of the Defense Council to change the regulations on procurement. It’s designed to stop civil servants from bending the rules to line their pockets. Or to stop anyone from commissioning an entire army and its accompanying fleet and weapons without the Senate’s knowledge, which I do believe happened not so long ago … you might want to look back at the final years of the Republic, sir.”
Jacen mulled that over and tried to strip it down to basics. “So Senators have to vote on what flimsi to purchase and what flavor of dry rations to serve to the troops. Monumental waste of time and expense, if you ask me.”
“I admit it involves top-level decision makers in very low-level decisions, sir. But it’s the law. Every time you want to change something about supplies, or any other minor administrative issue, you need Chief Omas or Admiral Niathal or someone else equally senior to rubber-stamp it. It’s the same for other departments—health, education, all of them.”
HM-3 seemed apologetic. Jacen had little patience with people who found comfort in impenetrable rules and ritual: He wanted things done.
“I don’t want to take every complaint about hydrospanners and fuel inductors through committees.” How did I ever become the procurement go-to guy? Is Niathal sidelining me? Never mind. I’ll learn a lot. “Is there a way around this?”
“Actually, there is.”
“Go on.”
“It’s a simple matter of giving appropriate officers of the GA—in the most general sense—the power to change regulations. To remove the requirement for every cough and spit to be dealt with by Senators.”
“How do we do that?”
“By removing the requirement for approval by Defense Council members. Shall I draft an amendment, sir?”
“How does that work?”
“I draft a request for a change in the existing law to relieve regulatory burdens, so that order-making powers can be devolved to appropriate persons such as senior military officers and ministers of state without the need to refer the issue to committees, councils, or even the full Senate.” HM-3 shuddered. It was a very human touch. “Give them something to debate, and the more trivial it is, the more hours they’ll spend on it, because they can grasp the small concepts better, you see.”
“Yes, but what happens to the amendment? And how long is that going to take?”
“If I table it today, then it goes before the weekly Policy and Resources Council in two days’ time, and, as an appropriate person who already has the Chief of State’s sanction, you can start changing what you need the next day.”
Jacen clasped his hands behind his back and thought about it. This was making a new law to allow him to change laws.
Bizarre.
“I wonder how much the Defense Department spends on carpeting,” HM-3 said peevishly, scanning the floor. Droids preferred smooth surfaces. “Here’s one area where they could economize.”
As he walked, Jacen was calculating how many simple decisions were mired in approvals, but he had the sensation of someone trying to get his attention. It was wholly in his head: he wondered if it was the voice again, and then realized it was his common sense screaming to be heard.
You’re changing laws about changing laws. Think about that.
Jacen had only a vague idea about what use he might make of that beyond getting supplies moving, but it struck him as a promising area to address.
“What would I be limited to?” he asked.
“Well, there has to be a fail-safe in the wording or you’ll never get P and R to agree to it, but if I were to cap the scope of this, say that the existing budget can’t be exceeded, then that would satisfy them.”
Legislation was terminally boring. No, it should have been. But something in it was forming a hard ball of an idea in Jacen’s mind. “Would it be possible to word it so that if I come across any more stupid red tape in the process, I can change that, too? Even if I don’t know where I’m likely to find it? I don’t want some jobsworth holding up vital supplies because I didn’t specify the right subsection of some obscure regulation.”
“That would make it somewhat … open-ended.”
“But it’s just administration. It’s not the constitution or a common charter.”
HM-3 ground his gears quietly. “I’ll word it generically so that you can change any administrative procedure you need to. The other fail-safe is that only authorized individuals can make use of this, and that can be limited to whomever the Chief of State decides. So there’ll be no spending sprees on secret armies, and only a few very visible, accountable people can make use of it. That will reassure the P and R members.” HM-3 went silent for a moment, consulting his agenda link. “I do believe the day after tomorrow is a very, very busy day for P and R, sir. I think the amendment will get through rather more quickly than usual.”
It was a good day to bury the Legislative and Regulations Statute Amendment. Jacen smiled.
“You’ll have to tell me more about how this fits in with the emergency measures legislation that Chief Omas already enacted.”
“Full explanation, or—”
“—the lay-being’s executive summary, please.”
“The three of you can do anything you need to for the duration of the war. With Admiral Niathal, you are effectively a triumvirate. I have yet to hear Senator G’vli G’Sil take note of that, despite his position as head of the Security Council. The Defense Council is simply nodding everything through—when it actually meets, of course.”
The thought took Jacen aback. He had his own plans for upending the galaxy, but they were large-scale, strategic, and focused on order, justice, and the benign application of military might. The petty minutiae of bureaucracy had never crossed his mind as a weapon in the battle for order.
He’d spent five years learning the most arcane Force techniques in the galaxy, but—again—he didn’t have to use a single Force skill to gain power this time. It was simply a matter of using psychology to manipulate people around him.
This is what makes Jedi weaker and lazier. They instantly resort to Force techniques, without thinking.
HM-3 didn’t have to remind him to look at the fall of the Republic. In his desire to understand the environment that had turned his grandfather from Anakin Skywalker into Darth Vader, he’d examined that final decade. Palpatine seemed to have grabbed most of his power by brilliant manipulation and understanding of people’s weaknesses, not simply by channeling the power of the dark side.
Jacen and the droid reached the mighty carved doors of the procurement center. They were almost as fine as the doors to Chief Omas’s office. No—they were actually more opulent. Jacen turned to his infallible legal adviser.
“Do you think it’s wrong that we’re effectively a triumvirate, Aitch-Em?” Jacen asked. “Undemocratic?”
“I’m not programmed for right and wrong, sir.” HM-3 sounded a little disappointed, as if Jacen hadn’t fully understood the complexity of his art. “I can tell you only what’s legal and illegal, because they have definitions. Right has no parameters. Justice doesn’t, either, nor good. Flesh has to make those decisions.”
“Flesh makes a different decision on those every day, my friend.” Jacen put his hand on the controls, and the splendid relief of an ancient Coruscanti cityscape split into two to admit him into the procurement offices.
I can change a law to let me change laws.
But can I use the law that lets me change laws to change that law itself?
He thought for a moment that he was enjoying a few childish seconds of playing at circular logic. Then it struck him he’d just had an insight of significant proportions.
“Colonel Solo,” said the head of the procurement agency. Tav Vello was an edgy human male who looked in need of a good meal. “I’ve tasked one of my assistants to investigate the shortages. It might simply be a case of delays in the process.”
“Is there anyone ahead of the fleet or the GAG in this line?” Jacen asked.
“Our suppliers do have other clients.”
“I hope they’re on our side.”
“We source our equipment from allies.”
“Are your people moving as fast as they can?”
“Of course they are, Colonel Solo. We’re also looking for ways to streamline the process.”
Jacen smiled. “So am I.” He looked around the office. It wasn’t gold-plated, but he was expecting to see some evidence of lack of frugality. “Now, about the cannon service packs. The parts that need swapping out frequently. I asked for an explanation of why there have been so many misfires.”
Vello consulted his datapad with the air of a man with a very good defense, or at least a robust excuse. “We ran random sampling on those packs yesterday for all the main cannon specs, and the service packs we buy are adequate.”
“But we don’t want adequate. We want best.”
“We do have budget constraints, sir.”
“Is this decision made by a department?”
“There’s a senior purchasing officer, yes.”
Jacen knew there was only one way to focus people who didn’t quite understand what adequate meant in the field. He turned to the droid. “Aitch, under the current powers, is there a mechanism by which I can co-opt civilian staff to carry out research?”
HM-3 hummed on the threshold of Jacen’s normal hearing for a few seconds. “Yes, sir.”
“Is there any restriction on location and conditions?”
“No, sir.”
“That’s what I like to hear.” Jacen was starting to enjoy the rich scope for inventiveness that regulations gave him. They didn’t limit his options at all: they created new ones. He started to see the joy of the letter of the law. “I’d like to meet the chief purchasing officer who signed off on the cannon packs.”
Vello looked slightly bemused. “I take responsibility for what my staff do, sir.”
“That’s very commendable, but I really want to understand the process, and that means getting to know the people. Understanding of the other person’s situation is the key to this, I think.”
Vello, still looking bewildered, went to summon the purchasing officer via his desk comm.
“No, that’s quite all right,” Jacen said. “I’ll go to his office.”
HM-3 made an inscrutable clicking sound as the three of them took the turbolift to the purchasing floor. They stepped out of the cab into an open-plan office that could have accommodated wandering herds without trouble. Good. Jacen wanted an audience. Hearts and minds.
“Let me introduce you to Biris Te Gaf,” said Vello. “He’s our senior purchasing officer for engineering support.”
Te Gaf was visibly nervous, and his staff and co-workers—mainly humans, but Nimbanese, Gossams, and Sy Myrthian, too—feigned work while watching discreetly. Jacen could feel the pervading anxiety throughout the floor. Gaf offered a damp hand for shaking, and Jacen turned on his full charm. Te Gaf had a lot of data about why the cannon pack was fit for the job. It was a very good price, he told Jacen.
“But we have misfires and various problems to iron out,” said Jacen. He checked that everyone could hear him, judging their attention by the close-range ripples in the Force and their body language. “I’d really like your help on this. I’m asking you to do some evaluation of the cannon pack.”
“Of course, Colonel Solo. Anything I can do to help.”
HM-3 leaned in close and whispered to Jacen. “Article five, subsection C-twenty-seven.”
“I’m glad to hear that.” Jacen smiled at the purchasing officer. “That’s why, under article five, subsection C-twenty-seven of the Emergency Measures Act, I’m assigning you to the front-line ship that’s had the most cannon misfires in the fleet, because there’s no better place to gather facts than from the people who have to use this kit, and in the place where they have to use it.” Jacen glanced around. Even with Force-enhanced hearing, he could detect very little breathing and no swallowing. “I’m more than happy to extend this field deployment to anyone who wants to better understand the end users’ experience of procurement. Just say the word. We’re always happy to accommodate you. In fact, I can guarantee you a ringside seat for the action.”
Jacen smiled with all the diplomatic sweetness he’d learned from his mother and looked around the room, knowing he wouldn’t be mown down by volunteers. Te Gef looked stricken. Jacen felt he’d focused everyone on the significance of their job more effectively, and that they now knew what would happen if they thought adequate was good enough.
If you think it’s good enough, then it’s good enough for you to use personally—on the front line.
HM-3 followed Jacen out of the building, and they took an air taxi back to the GAG headquarters. It took a little while because the traffic was heavier than usual, and by the time Jacen got back to his office, the arrangements to transfer one civilian—Te Gaf, Biris J.—to the Ocean were already being discussed by GAG personnel. Corporal Lekauf and two of the other 967 Commando troopers greeted him like a hero in the briefing room.
“That was a good clean thing you did there, sir,” said one trooper, grinning. “My rifle parts feel more efficient already.”
Lekauf gave him a thumbs-up. “Your grandfather would have done the same, sir. Nice move.”
In these barracks, that was an honest compliment and not a warning of the temptations of the dark side. Jacen preferred the judgment of ordinary soldiers to the arcane philosophical debate of the Jedi Council.
It’s all going to change.
No more wars flaring up in each generation.
No more career politicians wringing what they can out of the system.
No more talk of freedom that just means a handful can do as they please while the rest struggle for survival.
No wonder the old guard feared the Sith, if that was what they threatened—the end of chaos that served only the few.
Jacen returned the thumbs-up to Lekauf. “You ain’t seen nothing yet.”
HM-3 plucked out a datapad. “I’ll keep you apprised of the progress of the amendment, Colonel Solo. Is that all for today?”
“I may consult you again. You make all this easier to understand.”
“That’s my job.”
Jacen just wanted to check. He had the germ of an idea. “Funny thing, laws and regulations, aren’t they? That amendment gives me—and others, of course—the ability to change the amended law itself, doesn’t it? It’s quite circular.”
HM-3 didn’t care about right and wrong: just legal and illegal. If Jacen had designs on manipulating the amendment for uses beyond speeding up the dispatch of medical supplies, then the droid didn’t regard it as part of his remit.
“Yes,” HM-3 said. “It is.”
Jacen tackled the pile of intelligence reports that had stacked up on his desk with renewed enthusiasm. The air was alive with imminence, of things about to happen. The endless thoughts of whom he would have to kill to achieve his sacrifice had gone away for a while, but they’d be back. In the meantime, he had a new tool with which to effect change.
I can change the law that lets me change laws.
If I use that wisely, I can bypass the Senate when I need to.
The power of simple human reason was as effective as the Force some days.
TEKSHAR FALLS CASINO, KUAT CITY, KUAT
“What happened to the clones?” Mirta asked.
Kuat City stank of credits. Fett had never been able to understand how an industrial society whose wealth was built on heavy engineering still had an ancient aristocracy. Funny place. Anachronistic. Ahead of him, the smarter part of Kuat City glittered, elegant towers and spires that seemed a refined echo of the industrial skyline of cranes in the orbital shipyards.
He knew Kuat well. He’d once saved its shipyards from an attempt to destroy them. He hoped the place was going to show him some gratitude.
“Cannon fodder,” he said, answering Mirta at last. He brought the speeder bike to a halt by an arcade of smart shops. “They died.”
“Not the one I saw. He said some left the army.”
“The only way out,” said Fett, “was death or desertion.”
“None of them retired?”
“Depends what you mean by retired. I heard a few ended up in care homes run by well-meaning peace campaigners, though.”
Mirta seemed to be working out what retire meant for men who were trained to kill, who’d been kept apart from regular society, and who had an artificially shortened life span. The slight jut of her chin—a sure sign she was annoyed—communicated itself through the helmet. There was only so much she could hide.
“Did you ever hunt deserters?”
“No.” He’d seen plenty, though. “Didn’t pay enough.”
“Did you care about them, Ba’buir?”
Okay, she finds comfort in playing Mando. But I’ll never get used to that name. “Not really.”
“They were your brothers.”
“No, they weren’t.” He motioned her to get off the speeder. “Blood isn’t everything. You know that’s the Mando way.”
“But I bet you’ll be shooting that clone a different line,” she said. “How else are you going to get him to help you? Beat it out of him? He looks as tough as you are.”
“Maybe I’ll just ask nicely,” said Fett. “Right now I need to walk into the Tekshar and have a chat with Fraig. That might be a little inconvenient for him.”
The Tekshar Falls was one of those feats of architectural near impossibility at which the Kuati excelled. Other establishments in the galaxy had impressive water features, but the Tekshar was a waterfall, a raging, hammering torrent from a river diverted at vast expense into the entertainment center of the city. It provided its own hydroelectric power, which was just as well given the ferocious array of lights that pierced the curtains of water. The casino was set within the waterfall itself, part construction, part natural stone, with turrets jutting through the water like tree fungi. To get to the entrance, gamblers had to walk through water plummeting five hundred meters.
“Pity, I’ve just had my hair done,” Mirta said, solidly encased in armor from head to toe. “Is this how they stop the riffraff from coming in?”
“We are the riffraff,” said Fett. “And we’re going in.”
He paused to hack into the Kuat police database from his HUD system. They wouldn’t mind. He was just contributing to law and order around here. Images of scumbags, petty villains, and serious bad boys—and girls—scrolled down the display inside his helmet. He waited, and shortly FRAIG, L., appeared. For gangland vermin, Fraig looked remarkably respectable: fresh-faced and framed with gold curls that would have made a mother weep. Fett suspected that if Fraig still had a mother, he’d have sold her to a Hutt by now.
“So you’re just going to stroll in,” said Mirta.
“I only want to ask him a question.”
“It’s never that easy, is it?”
“We’ll see.” Fett strode down the tree-lined boulevard that led to the foot of the falls and forked around it. Only the stupidly wealthy had the time to gamble this early. It said a lot for Fraig’s business acumen. “There’s no reason for him to get upset. Just check that your jet pack’s primed.”
“We might be leaving rapidly, then …,” Mirta said, keeping up with him without apparent effort, a reminder that he was slowing down. “Will they make a fuss about letting us in dressed like this?”
“It’s all about making an entrance.” Fett wiped the windborne spray from his visor. “People usually find my dress acceptable. Sooner or later.”
He walked straight across the bridge at the wall of roaring water and churning white foam. The falls parted like a curtain to create a wide portal. Behind, the casino was a vividly lit—and completely dry—haven.
“Very impressive,” said Mirta.
It was a nice trick played by automated force fields triggered by a motion sensor. But it was, as he often thought, all about presentation. A little theater. It always helped.
“Keep up,” he said.
The lobby of the casino was a study in opulence, as if someone had taken a bet on how many credits they could spend on each square meter. It was everything Fett didn’t care for: flocked wall coverings, gilding, mirrors, and low-level lighting, all the trappings of illusion, and hard to clean, too. The lobby parted into two sections, one leading to the restaurant and the other to the gaming tables. Fett consulted his investment portfolio via his HUD. He noted TIRUAL CONSTRUCTION HOLDINGS.
“Let’s not do too much damage,” he said. “I think I have shares in this place.”
There was a steward at the front desk and a few very large assistants—humans, Trandoshans, and Gran—walking in slow, considered circles around the thick purple carpet that dragged at Fett’s boots like tar. He’d never seen a Trandoshan in a formal suit before, and wondered what poor old Bossk would have made of that. It was also unusual to see a Gran in this line of work. It was clear none of them was there to help diners make informed choices from the wine list.
The steward was scanning a screen in his desk, probably matching Fett’s image to the database of guests he needed to recognize for one reason or another. Judging by his sudden flinch, he’d found FETT.
“Do you have proof of identity, sir?”
Fett touched his blaster. “This used to do nicely.”
The steward—human, male, utterly ugly—was doing a very good job of not wetting his pants. Fett had to hand it to him. “Ah … haven’t seen you here in a long time, sir.”
“I’ve come to visit someone.” Fett indicated Mirta with a thumb gesture. “With my associate.”
“Will that seeing require repairs afterward?”
Fett flicked a very large-denomination credit chip onto the desk. “Keep the change in case it does. Where’s Fraig?”
Credits talked. Blasters talked, too, but credits could whisper menacingly every bit as well.
“He’s hosting a private sabacc game in his suite on the thirtieth floor, sir.” The steward smiled valiantly and snapped his fingers at the hired help. “I’ll let him know you’re on the way up.”
The nattily attired Trandoshan rushed to his summons, looking like he’d picked the wrong outfit for a costume party.
“Take … the … er … President of Mandalore up to Master Fraig’s suite. All drinks on the house.”
So they didn’t quite grasp what being Mandalore meant. That was okay, because Fett didn’t, either. Mirta stifled laughter, but only Fett heard it. He switched to the helmet comlink with a blink.
“So you do have shares here, Ba’buir,” she said.
“Depending on how many guests Fraig’s got, I might need your help. Try not to kill them unless they ask for it.”
“Yessir, Mister President!”
“I liked you better without a sense of humor.”
He didn’t dislike Mirta. She’d tried to kill him, but that was a couple of months ago, and things had moved on. She worked hard and she wasn’t mired in fluffy trivia like fashion and holovids. She was strong in every sense. Beviin—and Fett listened to Beviin—said she was a real Mando’a, a solid Mandalorian woman, because she could shoot straight, cook passably well, and had the shoulders of an armorsmith. Mando’ade valued the frontier kind of female, not decorative trophies who couldn’t even dig a defensive entrenchment.
She’s just like Sintas. Not as pretty, but she’s so much like her.
He hadn’t known Ailyn long enough to tell if Mirta took after her mother. Sin. I used to call her Sin, and she called me Bo. Did Mirta have a nickname? What had Sintas told Ailyn about him, and what had Ailyn told Mirta, to breed such hatred toward him?
Fett pulled his attention back to the present and followed the Trandoshan, aware of a full 360-degree vista around him, the dulled pain in his guts, and the fact that the closer he got to death, the more he thought about people who hadn’t been on his mind in a long, long time.
The turbolift doors opened onto a floor of the same thick purple carpet as the lobby, with small salons leading off it. Gaming tables rattled, clicked, and flashed with lives ruined and fortunes lost. Even through his helmet’s filter, he could smell the cloying amalgam of a hundred different perfumes distilled from plants facing extinction and parts of animals he didn’t even want to think about.
The Trandoshan led them along a corridor to an imposing set of gilded doors, then beat a lumbering retreat. The doors parted and Fett found himself visor-to-nose with a Hamadryas who didn’t seem to know how to blink. Behind him, a group of six splendidly dressed gamblers—three human males, two females, and a Weequay—sat around a gilt-framed sabacc table with Fraig. There were two more heavies standing by the kitchen doors, probably on drinks patrol.
“Master Fett,” said Fraig, not looking up from the table. “How good to meet you.”
Fraig had a great hand. Fett could see it embedded in the table’s display as he loomed over him. It was a pity to interrupt. His guests were trying to concentrate on the sabacc game, but it was hard to give the cards full attention when there were two bounty hunters paying an unexpected visit. They all found reasons to go to the kitchen to top up their drinks while the Hamadryas watched silently, one hand now on his holster.
“Got a few questions for you,” Fett said. “About your predecessor.”
“Depends on what you want to know.” Fraig was as well spoken as his hair was coiffed. His gangster dad must have sent him to a very exclusive school. But he hadn’t been tutored in the subtle art of putting his hand under the table to check his hold-out blaster discreetly. Fett hoped he didn’t have to shoot the man before he got some answers. “I do hope you haven’t been sent by Cherit’s associates to express their displeasure.”
“I’m not going to kill you,” Fett said. “If I did that, then you wouldn’t be able to tell me things. And I want you to tell me things. I’m a curious man.”
The Hamadryas on the door already had his blaster visible on his belt, but Mirta had him covered. Fett could see from their HUD comlink connection that she was watching him, the helmet sensors responding to her eye movements.
Fraig shrugged. “What exactly do you want me to tell you?”
“The Mandalorian who killed Cherit. I need to find him.”
Fraig had the kind of smile that spread like a crack in ice. “I’ve been asked some subtle questions, but that’s a good one. I assure you I didn’t order Cherit’s death.”
“I don’t care if you sent a wreath and took care of his widow. Do you know where I can find the man who killed him?”
“Shall we step outside onto the balcony?” Fraig gestured and picked up his drink. “It’s a sensitive matter to discuss in front of my guests.”
“Suit yourself,” said Fett, and decided instantly where he was prepared to be maneuvered. Step outside. Right. Mirta stood guard at the open doors, but the Hamadryas bodyguard tried to move her out of the way. He made the mistake of putting his hand on her back, and a little too low at that. She simply raised her clenched fist to shoulder height and ejected her gauntlet vibroblade.
“Touch me again, chakaar, and I’ll ram this into your carotid artery.”
“I haven’t got one.”
“Then I’ll have to keep stabbing you until I find somewhere else that bleeds copiously.”
Fraig intervened. “Serku, let’s not upset the lady, shall we? Let her wait wherever she wishes.”
Fraig was making a lot of mistakes tonight for a crime boss. It was just as well Fett always assumed the worst. Fraig might have thought that a balcony reduced Fett’s options, but it didn’t represent much of a problem for a man with a jet pack. Fraig didn’t have one. He also lacked a fibercord line.
This wouldn’t take long.
Amateurs.
Fett had to fight an urge to explain to Fraig how to do it right. Out on the balcony, Kuat City’s lights shimmered through a veil of rushing water in the dusk. An overhang diverted the water a couple of meters from the face of the building.
Fett leaned one hand on the rail, feigning casual disinterest but actually testing the strength of the metal. He cast an eye over Fraig to estimate his weight. “Let me repeat that simple question. Tell me anything you know about the Mandalorian who whacked your predecessor.”
“I had nothing to do with it. Cherit upset a lot of folks. Occupational hazard.”
“Question still stands. I’ll bet your organization was keen to find out, too.”
“We didn’t know who he was. All we knew was that he had a grudge against a certain Twi’lek clan. We do business with Twi’leks in the entertainment industry.”
“I’ll bet.” Fraig meant Twi’lek girls. “What kind of grudge?”
“He didn’t think we were treating them properly. We lost a couple of very popular entertainers thanks to him.”
Fraig was lying scum. And the clone in Mandalorian armor was settling a score for some Twi’leks, but he wasn’t a bounty hunter. Another link, then: personal, not professional.
Time. He didn’t have time for this.
“Seen him since?”
“No.”
“Want to tell me who the Twi’leks were?”
“Why do you want this man so badly? It has to be something big for you to be hunting him.” Fraig examined his manicured nails. “Or perhaps some of my associates regret Cherit’s passing, so they’ve hired you to come after me.”
“Not for hire right now.” Fett could never understand why they didn’t listen. They never heard what he said. He played it straight, and they always looked for a second meaning. “I want the Mando in one piece. I need him to do something for me.”
Fraig had missed his chance. Fett switched to the helmet comlink and got Mirta’s attention, which was fixed on him—and the Hamadryas—anyway. “I’m just going to help our friend remember a few things.”
Useful stuff, fibercord.
Fett shot out the line in a loop from his backpack and whipped it around Fraig, jammed the grappling hook between the bars, and shoved him over the railing. It took two seconds. Fraig screamed, clinging to the top rail, but a good hard whack on the knuckles with the butt of the blaster made the scumbag let go. Fraig plummeted and Fett braced for the inevitable thump into the rail when the rope ran out. It nearly winded him. Fraig bounced and twisted in the line’s strangling grip, still shrieking. Fett kept a few meters of line secured in reserve in the winch assembly.
Mirta was taking good care of the Hamadryas. She’d half closed the transparisteel doors on him, but the bodyguard wedged his body in the gap and tried to get a blaster shot through the opening. His arm was trapped. Fett watched, impressed, as Mirta head-butted the guard a second time, shoved the vibroblade into his thigh, and forced him—shrieking in pain, nice touch—back through the doors so that they crashed shut. Then she fired a few rounds into the controls.
“Make it quick, Ba’buir.” She flexed her shoulders as if easing torn neck muscles. “The doors might be blaster-proof, but they’ll get them open sooner or later.”
Fett peered over the side. Fraig was twisting helplessly like a devee hooked on a fishing line, making gasping sounds. The line was tight around his waist and chest. He was dangling fifteen meters below the rail.
“Don’t struggle, and think calm thoughts,” Fett called. “It helps you remember. And it’ll stop you from slipping out of the loop.”
“You’re crazy—I’ll have your throat cut for this—”
“You’re on the end of a line. I’m on solid ground. Think about it.”
“You’re a dead man.”
“Perceptive to the last. Give me names, vermin.”
“I tell you I didn’t pay the Mando. I’m glad he whacked Cherit, but I never paid him to do it—”
“Try again.”
Fraig’s voice was almost drowned out by the roar of the waterfall behind him. “The Twi’leks were from some family called Himar.”
“Good start.” Fett paid out another meter of line with a jolt. Fraig shrieked as he slipped farther toward the permacrete, stone, and raging water a hundred meters below. “Is that helping? Memory often needs a trigger.”
Himar. Any Mando who pitched in hard to play the hero for a couple of dancers would be known in the Twi’lek community. It didn’t happen that often; nobody else cared what happened to Twi’lek girls. Fett had his lead. He’d have a contact somewhere—and if he didn’t, Beviin would. Beviin wouldn’t press him to find out why.
“Anything else you want to get off your chest?”
“I don’t know the guy, Fett. But I know you’re going to regret this.”
Fett could hear the dull rhythmic thuds of Fraig’s bodyguards trying to smash the doors apart. “If I find you’ve given me a load of garbage, I’ll be back to finish the job.”
He braced his boot on the bottom rail and began winching in the gangster. Mirta stood next to him with her blaster trained on the doors.
“You’re going soft. Why are you reeling him back in?”
“I want the fibercord back. It’s my favorite Ultra-fine.”
“When you get him on the balcony, I’ll tranquilize him …”
“Then back to Slave I. Scenic route.”
“You’re lucky we’ve got jets.”
“I wouldn’t have come up here if I hadn’t.” Fett felt the sweat breaking out and running down his spine. This would have been an easier task a few years ago. “And I wouldn’t have gone much above thirty floors anyway.”
“Why?”
“Hundred-meter line. In case I had to rappel down.”
Fraig’s face was two meters away now. He’d stopped yelling and settled for labored breathing.
“I haven’t got a hundred-meter line,” Mirta said.
“Lucky you’ve got jets, then.” He heaved Fraig over the rail in a tangled heap, and Mirta delivered a roundhouse punch that laid the man out. If that was her tranquilizer treatment, she was a born medic. “Time to go.”
Mirta shot off at an awkward angle and crashed through the sheet of water ahead of him; there was no force field up here to part the falls. When Fett looked down, he could see speeders crisscrossing the plaza on either side of the boulevard. He needed to land and find the speeder bike: jets were great for fast exits, but the flame made both of them conspicuous targets in the night sky.
The speeder was still where he’d left it, primed with a detonator and hidden in bushes on the edge of a park. Both the painkiller and the adrenaline were wearing off at the same time, and Fett had never been more conscious of the reason for his search. He set off for the landing strip at top speed down freight lanes that had the lightest traffic, noting that Mirta was happily fixing a grenade launcher attachment to her blaster with both hands and gripping the saddle of the speeder with her knees. She looked like she was used to fast getaways.
“You’re doing okay for a dead man, Ba’buir.”
“Your dad trained you well, too.”
“Most of that I learned from Mama.”
“Well … she did a good job of it.”
Fett took one hand off the bars and activated Slave I’s remote controls. Her drives would be primed: he could drop the speeder into the cargo hold and get off this planet inside a minute. In his HUD display, he was already scanning databases for that Twi’lek family name.
This was the one time he felt truly, thrillingly alive: when he was winning, being the best, surviving. Is that it? Is that all I can do? He almost envied the Beviins and Carids of this world, who delighted in simple things like good food and family. But there was a clean, uncomplicated satisfaction in danger. It erased worries and fears and memories. There was only the moment, and surviving it.
Fett concentrated on feeling good and ignoring the pain right up to the time his rearview caught speeder headlights closing fast and Mirta turned to level her blaster.
“They must be calling in our course,” she said. “You think it’s Fraig’s grunts, or security?”
“We won’t get the police’s attention until you fire that blaster.” His motion sensors showed two speeders in pursuit, and two coming at them from the right on the crossroads ahead. Another single speeder was approaching from the left. They might have been ordinary citizens unlucky enough to be on the same route, or they might have been rushing to intercept him. If he timed it right, he could slip between them and give Mirta a clean shot at the speeders behind. He gunned the drive.
Fett counted down the seconds. He was almost at the crossroads, but he wasn’t going to make it. From the right, one shot in front of him, and he raised his arm to give it a burst of flamethrower, but the rider suddenly fell sideways and crashed to the ground without a shot being fired. Two speeders heading the other way soared to avoid it. Fett watched the speeder approaching from the left cut across him without even slowing down.
He heard a loud crash, but no ba-dapp of a discharging blaster: Had they collided? Had they hit someone who happened to be on the wrong road at the wrong time?
Mirta fired a grenade. “Gotcha!” A ball of flame lit up the night. “One down, one to go. Reloading.”
“Can’t see the third speeder.”
“Maybe they crashed.”
“We’ve got a couple of minutes before the police join in,” Fett said.
“Hey, where did he—”
There was a massive whoomp of a white-hot explosion behind them. Fett saw the debris falling hot and red in the rearview of his HUD. “Good shot.”
“Not me. Didn’t fire.”
“What is this, a crash epidemic?”
“I think we have help.”
“I hate help I didn’t ask for.”
But help it was, so he took the breathing space with grudgingly grateful caution. Maybe their invisible benefactor was saving them for himself. Slave I was standing between two battered freighters, looking nothing special to anyone who didn’t know the ship, just an old Firespray idling her drives.
Fett grounded the speeder bike and ran for the ship. Who would pick off Fraig’s morons for him? Generosity like that came with a price. Fett left Mirta to dock the speeder in the hold and climbed up into the cockpit.
“Come on, girl, what’s keeping you?” He tapped the console switches and Slave I whined up to full power, a faint tremor passing through her airframe. It said safe. It said home. It was the most reassuring sound he knew. “You’ve got twenty seconds before I close the cargo hatch.”
There was no answer, and just as that fact registered, Slave I’s entry warning light flashed. There was someone else on board. The systems didn’t recognize them.
“Mirta? Mirta!”
The internal security cams showed nothing but the speeder. Fett grabbed his blaster and went aft to check. Even through the helmet filter, he could smell a strong, oily stench that he hadn’t smelled in years.
He couldn’t quite place it, but he knew it.
The speeder was stowed. The hatch was open. He raised the blaster and wondered whether to just seal the hatch and launch Slave I, and hate himself for the rest of his life, what was left of it.
Dad wouldn’t have left you stranded. He’d have risked anything for you.
Fett had abandoned quite a few people over the years. He’d even left Sintas wounded the last time he’d seen her—the very last time. It had seemed the right decision then.
And you wonder why your daughter and granddaughter tried to kill you.
Fett stood to one side of the hatch. His sensors showed him two shapes on the ramp, one humanoid and one animal whose form wasn’t clearly defined. He counted to three and came out, blaster and flamethrower aimed.
Mirta, minus helmet, was in the tight headlock of a Mandalorian in gray armor, and a large gold-furred animal had its huge jaws locked around her leg, trailing a curtain of drool. It wasn’t attacking: it was frozen, pinning her down—and stinking.
And she didn’t look scared. Just embarrassed.
Fett stared down the barrel of a custom Verpine rifle aimed one-handed, and understood why he’d heard no blasterfire when the speeder bikes dropped from the air. Verpines were silent.
“Well, well …,” said the Mandalorian in gray armor. He really did have a very fine pair of gray leather gloves. “It’s little Bob’ika. Last time we met, my brother was shoving your head down the ’freshers to teach you some manners. What do you want me for, ner vod?”
GALACTIC ALLIANCE GUARD BRIEFING ROOM, GAG HQ, CORUSCANT
Ben was glad to be back among people he trusted.
The sea of black uniforms might have been a sinister sight to some people, but to him they felt like a brotherhood—like family. He was in that rare position of being young enough to be treated like one of the troopers despite his officer status, and he liked that. The sense of camaraderie and the knowledge that everyone watched everyone else’s back was both comforting and thrilling.
He settled into a seat on the end of a row in the briefing room. A trooper called Almak nudged him.
“Nice vacation? Glad you could fit us into your busy schedule, sir.”
“Couldn’t wait to get back.”
“You didn’t miss much,” Almak said. “Been a bit quieter. I think we’ve broken the back of the Corellian networks.”
“I always miss the good stuff.”
A couple of the other troopers in the row in front turned in their seats and joined in. “We’ll find some excitement for you.”
“Or some filing …”
“ ’Freshers need a good clean. Here’s a toothbrush.”
Ben grinned and lobbed a pellet of flimsi at them. It was good to be part of a team. It was good to have friends. They didn’t see him as Son of Skywalker, Jedi to be feared. He was just Ben, and they looked out for him as they always seemed to for young officers they liked.
And they never asked him where he’d been. Everything was on a need-to-know basis.
But the spate of bombings seemed to be over for the time being. It was just a case of working out who to keep an eye on and round up next. Corellians, Bothans … and now Fondorians.
Captain Lon Shevu strode onto the dais at the front of the room, looking as committed as ever, but Ben felt the reluctance and misgivings in him. He could sense it in a few of the other troopers, too, generally the ones who’d been in the CSF. Jacen followed Shevu and got instant undivided attention. Jacen could do that: Ben wasn’t sure if he envied him or not. It was interesting that he seemed to enjoy being the focus for ordinary beings but chose to hide himself from Force-sensitives. It was as if he wanted to be seen by only the mundane world.
I have to learn how to do that. Mom says I did it as a little kid, but that was by instinct, like babies swimming. I want to learn how to do it like Jacen does.
“Brief for the next forty-eight hours, ladies and gentlemen,” said Jacen. “We’re moving into a different phase. The priority now is to look for professionals—Confederation intelligence agents. Now, normally we’d leave that to our colleagues in Alliance Intel, but seeing as we’ve got all their best operatives—” Applause and laughter interrupted him. He paused with a big grin and picked up again. “—seeing as we got the pick of the litter, we’ll be helping them out. We’ll also be providing close protection for Chief Omas and key ministers, to relieve CSF, and monitoring for them. Results of interrogation suggest we might be looking at more targeted and professional assassination attempts—as in government agents, not just disgruntled amateurs and bounty hunters.”
A hand was raised at the front. Ben couldn’t see who it was. “What’s monitoring in this context, sir?”
Jacen flashed a holoimage onto the screen behind him. It showed a diagram of the various routes by which GA ministers could be reached, physically or virtually: offices, home addresses, private clubs, routes to the Senate, comlinks. “Like this,” he said.
“Are we allowed to tap Senators’ comlinks, sir?” asked Shevu.
“Under the Emergency Measures Act, we’re authorized to carry out any surveillance to prevent acts of violence against ministers of state and visiting allies.”
Shevu’s face was unreadable, but Ben felt the sharp unhappiness in him. Now, there was a guy who knew how to conceal what he was thinking. Ben wondered if that was a more useful skill than hiding in the Force.
Tapping Senators’ comlinks didn’t seem to bother anyone else at the briefing. Ben couldn’t see the problem, either. It made sense, for their own protection. Jacen tasked squads to their roles, and there was discussion about supplies.
“Draw up a wish list,” Jacen said, beaming. “I think we’ve eased the supply situation. Or we will have, by the end of this week.”
There was a ripple of laughter. “Did you persuade them to see things your way, sir?”
“Oh, I just made sure the flimsi was in order …”
There was more laughter and a ripple of applause. For a moment, Ben felt a conspiratorial closeness between Jacen and the troopers. It was genuine: Jacen wasn’t doing his charisma act to persuade people to do what he wanted, although he was very good at that. He enjoyed the company of his troops, and they enjoyed his. There was a sense of shared danger and that the rest of the world wasn’t part of all this. Ben took mental notes about the art of effortless leadership.
The briefing broke up. Ben hung back to talk to Jacen, getting a few joking comments about his recent absence as the troopers filed out, and giving as good as he got. He felt a sudden pressure at the back of his head, and when he looked around, Jacen was watching him from the side of the dais, smiling slightly.
“They like you,” he said. “That’s good for an officer, as long as you’re liked for the right reasons.”
“Isn’t it important to be respected instead?”
“What’s respect, Ben?”
Ben pondered the question, hearing a subtle test in it. “Thinking that a person does something right, and that they do it better than you, and so you feel positive toward them.”
“Excellent.”
“That’s not the same as being liked, though, is it?”
“Not at all. We can respect those we dislike,” Jacen said. “The way to be liked by your men is this—that they believe that you would never spend their lives cheaply, that their welfare comes first, and that you wouldn’t ask them to do anything that you wouldn’t do yourself. To share their trials and triumphs without being one of them, and they know that’s how it has to be—because they know an officer has to make decisions that cost lives, and that’s something you can do only if you remain sufficiently separate.”
Ben hadn’t lost a trooper from 967 Commando yet. In fact, they’d had no fatalities or even serious injuries. They led charmed lives as far as the rest of the military were concerned. He had no idea how he’d feel if he had to put them in a position where deaths were inevitable.
Jacen seemed to read his mind again. “Until you can make those decisions, you’re not safe to lead.”
“But it’s easier if you’re prepared to die yourself, right?” Ben suddenly felt much better about Lumiya’s attempt on his life. He knew it was her now, piecing together what had happened on Ziost and what Mom had told him. But it was okay. He could look all the 967 in the eye now. “Because if you’re willing to make the same sacrifice, that’s the one thing that matters.”
Jacen leaned close to him. “It inspires. It’s the ultimate act of honesty with your troops.”
Ben knew that was how Jacen led, and why everyone was so loyal to him. He led from the front, and he loved being in the thick of the fighting. The fact that as a Jedi he had survival advantages they didn’t have rarely seemed to cross their minds.
“I don’t know which way I’ll jump when the time comes,” Ben said. “Nobody does. But I’ll try to do what’s right for the majority.”
Jacen’s smile was utterly luminous for a moment, but then it faded as if he’d recalled something awful. His Force presence vanished for a few seconds and then returned. That was weird, Ben thought: Jacen was standing right next to him, so what was he hiding from?
“Can you teach me to do that?” Ben asked. “Hide in the Force?”
Jacen seemed shaken. “Why?”
“Because Lumiya is trying to kill me. I thought it might come in handy.” And for avoiding Mom and Dad sometimes. Yes, it would be handy. “Mom says she’s got evidence that I killed—that Lumiya thinks I killed her daughter. I don’t remember a thing about what happened on that asteroid, Jacen, but maybe it doesn’t matter, because Lumiya believes it, and I bet she was behind what happened on Ziost.”
Jacen’s face was carefully blank. Ben couldn’t tell what he was thinking now, not even from the Force.
“Yes, why not?” Jacen said. His voice was softer, almost hesitant. “Don’t you worry about Lumiya. She’s not up to killing you.”
“When can we start?”
“It’s very simple.”
“Yeah,” Ben said dubiously.
“No, it is. The principle is simple—it’s the practice that’s hard. It might take you years to master it.” Jacen motioned him to sit down on the floor. “Come on. Meditation position.”
Ben sat down cross-legged and closed his eyes automatically, taking deeper and slower breaths until he reached the stage where the world beyond him seemed distant and he was hyperaware of his own body, even the movement of blood in his veins.
Jacen’s voice seemed to be coming from another time and place. “You’re contained. The world can’t touch you.”
“Yes.”
“Now break the shell. Break the container.” Jacen’s tone was even and soothing. “See the world in its component atoms. See yourself as atoms, too. Find the line where you end and the world begins.”
Ben visualized the room around him and the air in it. It became a frozen snowfall of varying density, some particles clustered, some scattered; then he looked into himself, and saw the microscopic unevenness of the surface of his skin, and the overlapping plates of keratin in his hair, and then beyond that to where he was just like the room around him—a snowstorm of molecules. Some of the room was within him as oxygen and dust, and some of him was in the room as fragments of skin and droplets of water.
There was no line. There was no edge that divided Ben Skywalker from the room, or from Coruscant, or from the galaxy. He merged with it all, and it merged with him. There was nothing solid: just a warm, drifting sea of molecules, some of which assembled loosely and long enough to be Ben Skywalker.
“So you can do it …”
Jacen’s voice drifted from a long way away. Ben suddenly felt as if he were dissolving and would never be whole again. Panic gripped him. He jerked his eyes open with a massive effort like tearing open rock with his bare hands, an effort so immense that he found himself gasping for air.
“Oh … wow …”
“Now,” Jacen said softly, “you see why practice is necessary. But full marks for technique.”
“How does that hide me?”
“You blend with the universe. Think of it as Force camouflage. The trick is to become so comfortable with it that you can slip into this state of being … dissolved, yet still carry on functioning, fully aware.”
Ben couldn’t even manage another wow. He was absolutely determined to master the technique, and at the same time scared by it because it felt like a seductive, comfortable death. He was afraid he might sink so deeply into it that he’d never get out again.
It was as close as he’d ever come to both knowing and feeling what the Force was. He felt he’d never be the same again, or see the world in quite the same way.
Wow.
If only all his Force knowledge had manifested itself that fast and that vividly.
“You need to practice regularly,” said Jacen.
Ben nodded, worried about looking too enthusiastic. It was more than just a useful way to evade his father now. It was worth pursuing in its own right, for the sheer sensation of it.
“I will,” he said. The moment of ecstatic revelation had passed, and he felt oddly chilled. “Any orders for me? Or am I just going to be listening to comlinks now?”
“Oh, I have a mission for you.”
“Like the Amulet?” Maybe he shouldn’t have said it, but he felt bad about the whole thing, as if it had been not only a waste of a man’s life but also nowhere near as important as he’d been led to believe. He hated being humored. “I can handle the truth, Jacen. You’d be surprised.”
Jacen was all serene composure. “I’ve got a job that only you can do, and it’s critical. You might not want to accept the mission.”
“If it’s an order, it’s an order.”
“Better hear it first.” Jacen reached into his jacket and pulled out a datapad. “Read this. It’s the original sources of the intelligence I received, so you can judge for yourself.”
Ben took the datapad and studied the screen. There were transcripts of comlink conversations, and even grainy images of a meeting taken from such an odd angle that it must have been captured by a spy droid in a very awkward location, probably on the top of a cupboard. Men in expensive suits and tunics, sipping caf and talking in hushed tones: a man with well-cut dark hair, younger than Jacen. Ben recognized him as Dur Gejjen.
“That’s the Corellian Prime Minister,” he said.
“That’s all intel gathered from our contacts inside the Corellian government offices. Read on.”
There was discussion of driving a wedge between Hapes and the Galactic Alliance. It sounded like the usual political maneuvering that always bored Ben until he started to read recurring phrases, like Queen Mother and seeing the disadvantages of siding with the Alliance.
And then there were references to removing obstacles. It all fell into place when he flicked to the next holoimage and saw discussion of appropriate bounty hunters and who might be willing to operate in the Hapan royal house.
Ben might have been bored by politics, but he understood better than he imagined, and he knew he had to if he wanted to survive.
“This is about Tenel Ka.”
“Correct.”
“Gejjen really did plan the attack on her, then.”
“Correct. We finally have hard evidence, and so we can act.”
Ben should have felt outrage, he knew, but what filled him then was despair that people found it so easy and so necessary to plot to kill one another. It was happening to his own family, and to him, and it was happening between heads of state.
They were all crazy. They’d lost all reason. Or was this the way the adult world really worked, doing all the stupid, cruel, destructive, impulsive things that they swore they’d grown out of?
“What do you want me to do?” Ben asked, pretty sure what the answer would be.
“Assassinate Gejjen.” Jacen rubbed his forehead wearily. “He’s a piece of work, and he’ll destabilize our allies. There’s no negotiating with a man who routinely resorts to state-sponsored assassination like that. The Corellians need to know we can reach out and take them, too. Sober them up a bit. Way too cocky.”
“Isn’t that what we’re doing, though? How is our assassination different from theirs? Won’t it just lead to more killings?”
“You want to do this by the book? Okay, call Corellian Security and report Gejjen for conspiracy to murder. Oh, and for having Thrackan Sal-Solo assassinated, too, even if we can’t call my father in court to testify to that. Let’s see how fast they arrest him.”
“I know …”
“You don’t have to do it.” Jacen had that slightly wounded tone that said quite the opposite. “But you proved you were competent at covert ops when we hit Centerpoint, and you can get close to Gejjen a lot more easily than some big hairy commando like Duvil. You can look like a harmless teenager.”
I am a teenager … and I’m usually pretty harmless. But Jacen had a point. If anyone was going to do it—and the fact that Jacen had mentioned it meant he’d already made up his mind—then Ben had the best chance of getting close enough to Gejjen without being spotted.
Jacen stared at him, head slightly on one side, with that almost-smile that said he was sure Ben was going to say yes.
“I can’t exactly ask Boba Fett to do this, can I?” Jacen said quietly.
“They’re taking bets on how and when he’s going to try to kill you.” An officer shouldn’t ask his troops to do anything he wouldn’t do himself. I can’t leave this to one of the 967. “Okay. I agree Gejjen’s rotten to the core. And once we can go public on this stuff … then the warrant on Uncle Han and Aunt Leia is dropped, right?”
“I can’t, Ben.” Jacen sighed. “Everyone knows they had nothing to do with the attack. But they’re still working for Corellia, and I can’t suspend arrest warrants just because they’re family. That’s how corruption starts. Besides, what example does that set the troops? Will they ever trust us again if officers bend the rules for family?”
Ben was reminded once more that he didn’t take after his father, who would have insisted on arresting Gejjen.
It was dirty work, but he should have realized that by now. He couldn’t hand it off to someone else if he wanted to think of himself as a man—or an officer.
“I’ll send you with good backup,” Jacen said. “Shevu and Lekauf. Our contacts on Corellia are working out a time and place. You’ll have to be ready to go at a moment’s notice.”
Ben wondered how he was meant to kill Gejjen. It seemed a sacrilege to use a lightsaber. He concentrated on the practicalities and logistics, pondering briefly on where the hit would take place, how close he could get, and what would work best—blaster, projectile, or something more exotic.
There was his mother’s vibroblade, but Ben wasn’t sure he had the stomach to use it in cold blood. He only knew how to defend himself and others, not how to hunt for the sole purpose of killing.
“You can do it,” said Jacen, who always seemed to know his thoughts. “Same techniques you use already—just a different mind-set. Go talk to the sniper team.”
The best person he could have consulted on the finer points of assassination was his mother, once the Emperor’s Hands, the best assassin of her day. Hey, Mom, is a head shot best? Double tap or triple? Do you think a silenced blaster is a better option than a lightsaber?
Ben knew that was a conversation he could never have.
Jacen watched Ben leave the briefing room and took a deep breath. It was all he could do to keep his breath steady and not let it become a sob.
I can’t do this.
I can’t kill him.
If the Force had made things clearer, explained explicitly what he had to do—go here, kill this, recite that—then it might have been easier. It was not knowing that was unbearable; not knowing if he was reading too much into the uncertain interpretations of knotted tassels, into Lumiya’s vague pronouncements, into parallels with his grandfather that might not even have been there. He knew his destiny was to be a Sith Lord more surely than he knew anything, but it was this final test that left him in agonized turmoil.
What if I’m wrong? What if Lumiya’s wrong? What if
I don’t have to kill anyone at all, and I kill Ben because I couldn’t translate a stupid prophecy straight?
The prophecy said: He will immortalize his love.
It said a lot of other things, too, like he’d make a pet. He still didn’t have anything fluffy, scaly, or feathered to his name, and it was stretching it to apply that to the faithful Corporal Lekauf who served him as selflessly as his grandfather had served Vader.
Immortalize doesn’t have to mean kill.
But he had no idea what else it might mean. This—this was the worst thing about Sith teaching. There weren’t just two possible interpretations of anything, but three, four, five …
So only the Sith deal in absolutes, do they, Obi-Wan? You told Vader that, or so Lumiya says. You liar. The Sith deal in anything but absolutes, because—
Because life itself was like that. A million choices to be freely made, all of them to be lived with, and requiring the courage of conviction.
Just a clue. How will I know? What will the sign be?
Lumiya didn’t know, either, or if she did—he wasn’t going to listen. Enough games; enough guessing. This all rested on his judgment.
I’m looking for signs and portents like a Ryn fortuneteller. It has to be more rational than this.
It was.
Ben’s comment from the conversation they’d only just finished leapt into his mind.
An officer has to make decisions that cost lives.
It was for the good of the majority, he said. And if Ben could think it, then Jacen had to, as well.
He thought it, activated the security locks on the briefing room doors, sat down in a corner with his head resting on his knees.
When he put his hand to his face, he found it wet with tears.



chapter five
The main barrier to getting the Galactic Alliance to talk sense is Jacen Solo. He leads Chief Omas by the nose and he makes Admiral Niathal worse by encouraging her short-sharp-shock tendencies. Get him out of the way, and things would calm down enough for us to maneuver around Omas. I think I’ll have a statesman-to-statesman chat with him … privately.
—Dur Gejjen, Corellian Prime Minister, in private discussion
GALACTIC ALLIANCE XJ7, IN NEUTRAL SPACE BETWEEN CORELLIA AND CORUSCANT
Mara wondered if she’d bother to spin Jacen a line about why she needed to take an XJ7.
Look, Jacen, it’s like this. You’ve turned into a thug since Lumiya came on the scene, and the witch is trying to kill my son, so how’s about I do what I do best, and kill her for all our sakes?
She would have loved to tell him that. But she still didn’t know who Lumiya’s accomplices were inside the GAG, and Jacen didn’t take kindly to doubts about his precious secret police. He wasn’t being helpful. He didn’t even seem to believe that Mara and Luke had found convincing evidence of Lumiya’s GAG connections.
Jacen might have been a gifted Jedi, but he could also be a very human idiot, too. Or at least she’d thought in those more benign terms before the debacle of Gilatter VIII. She’d never imagined that Jacen would leave his parents to die.
Mara tried Leia’s comlink again, hopping from frequency to frequency in case she was being tracked. Old habits died hard, and she didn’t want Crazy Woman Two, Alema, to get a fix on her—or Leia.
Or … maybe she did.
“We can’t go on meeting like this,” said Leia’s voice. She laughed, and that was pretty remarkable under the circumstances. She didn’t have much to laugh about. “Do I have to give you a password?”
“I’ll trust you.” Mara checked her cockpit display, watching the frequency shift on the monitor in multicolored bars of light. “You okay?”
“For a woman on the run, I’m doing great.”
“I don’t know where to start.”
“Try, Hey, did your son really abandon you to suck vacuum? Because that’d be my first question …”
“I’m so sorry, Leia, I really am. But I’m going to put a stop to this. Take Lumiya out of the equation, and I think you’ll see a major improvement in Jacen’s attitude.”
“Is that where you are now?”
“I’m trying to work out how Lumiya moves around. Forget all this lightwhip garbage. I’m going to find her ship and finish what Luke started. They’re always vulnerable in transit.”
Leia’s end of the link went quiet for a few moments. “Want me to play bait?”
“Don’t you think you’ve been through enough lately?”
“I can guarantee that Alema would show up if I asked nicely,” Leia said. “And maybe Lumiya wouldn’t be far behind.”
“Tell you what, why don’t I lob in Ben and make certain of it?”
“Mara …”
“Sorry. I don’t want to expose you to any more risk. But if I can devise a safer way of exploiting the fact that neither of those crazies can keep away from us, I’ll do it.”
“We’re going to need to break this link soon,” Leia said.
“Okay. Look, I have to see Jacen sooner or later. Do you want me to put it to him straight? Ask him why he ran when you’d come to save him?”
Mara couldn’t think of a single thing Jacen might say that would sound plausible, but she didn’t want to make Leia feel any worse than she did. My fault anyway. I defended him when Luke was telling me he was going dark. If I’d seen what was in front of me and acted then, things might be different now.
She had thought that about Palpatine, too. She was spending too much time looking back, and not enough getting on with the here and now. The past couldn’t be changed, just the future.
“What if he tells you,” said Leia, “and it’s a reason I won’t enjoy hearing?”
“Your call.” How much worse has it got to get before you accept he’s treating you worse than dirt? Mara tried to imagine how she’d feel if Ben issued a warrant for her arrest or left her on a space station venting atmosphere. It would devastate her—but she’d take him back in a heartbeat. No, there was no advice she could give Leia about her wayward son. “But I want to know anyway, seeing as Luke and I were there to help him, too, and wasted our time.”
“All I can say is do whatever you feel you must to get Lumiya. Then we’ll see about bringing Jacen back into the fold.”
“If I find Alema, I’ll save her for you.”
“I’d like that.”
“Thought you might.”
“You take care, Mara.”
Leia’s link went dead. Mara had to assume she and Han were on Corellia, and that meant Alema couldn’t get at her so easily.
Take care. Oh, I will. I’ve got one advantage you haven’t, Leia, and that’s darkness. I’ve been that dark. I was trained by a Sith Lord. I can think like them.
At least Leia hadn’t made any cracks about Luke not taking the opportunity to finish off Lumiya. Sometimes, when she considered her sister-in-law, Mara regretted her own temper and wished she could learn a little of that steely diplomacy.
Mara turned the XJ7 and checked Ben’s transponder again. Still on Coruscant. That didn’t guarantee his safety, but at least she could pinpoint him. She zoomed her screen in on the trace, and the coordinates resolved into a grid, and then into neighborhoods and skylanes. Ben was at GAG HQ. She could locate him accurately to within three meters.
He liked the vibroblade she’d given him. She felt bad not telling him it housed a long-range passive transponder, and that it had saved her more than once because she’d used it as a homing beacon, but that was just a detail. It was a superb weapon, so it wasn’t a lie.
The tagged vibroblade ensured she knew exactly where Ben was at all times now.
He’d never spot it. The GAG thought they had all the best kit, but she had a few devices that could get past them, using older technology, frequencies, and relays they’d never spot. A surveillance system using the most sophisticated technology wasn’t looking for devices almost as basic as a code flashed with a piece of broken mirror. Tech could be blind. If they scanned Ben, they’d only find his comlink code, not the signal hiding within it, because they didn’t have the active end of the transponder link. She did.
She had one more transponder left, and she was saving that for a rainy day.
Sorry, sweetheart. Had to do it.
She turned her attention back to Lumiya. Now Lumiya was showing up at confrontations with the Confederation. Perhaps everyone was looking in the wrong direction, and Lumiya was working for Corellia.
The last time she’d seen her on the resort satellite, Ben wasn’t even around—but Jacen was. Who was Lumiya going after, Ben or Jacen? If Lumiya’s presence was making Jacen forget what being a Jedi was all about, then maybe Mara needed to keep tabs on Jacen, too.
That was easier said than done. She needed to try a more direct approach there, maybe talk to him for once. Nobody else had managed to. It was hard to get Jacen to listen, and even harder to get hold of him these days. He took the secret in secret police literally.
Then something vanished from the Force.
Ben—
It was like a shape flashing past her peripheral vision, and a familiar background noise stopping abruptly, leaving a dead, soundless ringing in the ears.
Ben’s gone—
Ben had disappeared from the Force.
Mara’s hand was on the controls to jump to hyperspace and head back to Coruscant at top speed when the sense of her son flooded back as if the sound had been turned on again. Her stomach rolled.
Maybe it’s me.
He’d done it before as a little boy, scared by the last war, the one against the Yuuzhan Vong. It was uncontrolled and instinctive. But what Mara had just experienced felt like something more deliberate. When she concentrated on him, he felt fine—no, more than fine. He felt elated.
It still bothered her. She set a course for home and before she jumped, she felt him vanish and return again.
He seemed … delighted. She could feel the profound wonder in him. So he was doing it deliberately. No son of hers was going to pull that stunt on her: she’d had enough of Jacen doing it without Ben learning to hide in the Force as well. She’d go back and check on him, but pick her time to confront him about his new skill.
Maybe he won’t get any farther than short bursts.
But he was Ben, and Ben had proved capable of astounding feats. He’d master it, all right. She just knew it.
Suddenly she didn’t feel quite so guilty about giving him a tagged vibroblade. A mother had to keep ahead of the game somehow.
SOUTH SIDE LANDING STRIP, KUAT CITY
“So,” said the clone. He hauled Mirta to her feet and dusted her down, and she tolerated it. His animal watched her with red-rimmed yellow eyes, and she grabbed her helmet from where he’d dropped it, expecting the creature to spring at her. “What part of stay out of my way didn’t you understand?”
Mirta opened her mouth to give him a piece of her mind but Fett cut in. “Nice of you to drop in, but can we continue this discussion elsewhere?”
“Ah, the almighty Mand’alor. Hanging a gang boss over a balcony in the center of town. Yeah, that’s subtle.” The clone motioned the animal into the cargo bay, where it lay rumbling ominously like a distant storm. It was the ugliest thing Mirta had ever seen: loose gold fur that made it look like its skin was several sizes too big for it, six legs, and a truly ghastly mouthful of fangs. “Thanks for getting everyone’s attention.”
“I was looking for you,” Fett said. He closed the hatch. “We have to go. Shut up and secure yourself for takeoff.”
“You abducting me?”
“Would you rather have a chat and a cup of caf while we wait for the Kuat police and all of Fraig’s scumbags to show up?”
“Okay, I borrowed the speeder anyway. Sort of. Tell you what, drop us off on Coruscant and we’ll be on our way.” The clone grabbed his helmet with both hands and lifted it off. He didn’t look any less intimidating, but after a couple of seconds he broke into an unexpected grin that completely transformed him. He looked more like Fett’s brother than his twin, not identical at all. “They say there’s some family resemblance, but I don’t see it myself …”
Fett paused for a telling moment and then stalked off to the cockpit. Mirta wasn’t certain whether to land a punch on the clone or thank him for showing up.
“What’s your name?” she asked.
“Jaing Skirata. You?”
“Mirta Gev.” Then she realized it didn’t have the required impact. “Fett’s granddaughter.”
Jaing raised his eyebrows and burst out laughing. The animal lifted its head and whined. Mirta went forward to the cockpit to strap herself in for takeoff, unhappy at the laughter still ringing behind her.
“You let him ambush you,” said Fett.
Mirta seethed. “I didn’t pick him up on my sensors and I didn’t even see him coming at me. He flattened me before I could kalik him.”
“Stab?”
“You’re learning.”
“And you’re not.” Fett punched the controls, and Kuat dwindled to a disk beneath them. “You didn’t check visually. Don’t rely on the helmet tech all the time.”
“Hey, you didn’t spot him, either. That’s got to be stealth armor.”
“He’s a Null.” There was some history there, she could see that. “They were black ops clones. The Kaminoans’ attempt to improve on my dad’s genome for cloning. You can see it didn’t work.”
“He says his name’s Jaing. And did they really shove your head down—”
Fett just turned his head. He still had his helmet on, and even though few things scared Mirta these days, he had a way of being glacially slow and silent that was unsettling. She was just trying to get him to talk, looking for the long-buried man within. It was a forlorn hope. She gripped the console in front of her as Fett tapped in the coordinates for Coruscant, 000—and Slave I jumped to hyperspace.
“Jaing’s not as bad as I thought,” Mirta said.
“They were all psychiatric cases.” Considering he probably hadn’t seen them since he was a kid, Fett’s recollection seemed painfully vivid. “They say Jaing tracked Grievous in the war. Master assassin, sniper, general pain in the backside. Don’t underestimate him.”
“The war before last, you mean.”
“It’s all one long war to me.”
It was time to shut up, she decided. Fett was braced against the pilot’s seat, looking uncomfortable; it could be folded down so the pilot could stand at the controls, or raised to form a ledge. He usually opted for the latter. She had a feeling that he was in too much pain to sit down.
“Course laid in,” he said. “Let’s go talk to him.”
Mirta pulled out another painkiller, grabbed his hand, and slapped the capsule into his palm. “And when we drop him off on Coruscant, you see Doctor Beluine. Okay?”
Fett grunted. That was as near as she’d get to agreement. She could see his dread of mortal weakness.
“I’m not relying completely on drugs yet,” he said. “All the time I hurt, I know how far it’s progressed.”
Jaing was sitting cross-legged on the deck of the cargo bay, face-to-face with the animal, which was gazing into his eyes and making little whining, grumbling sounds as if trying to get him to understand something. He seemed oblivious to its smell. They both looked around when Fett and Mirta came through the hatch.
“What is he?” Mirta asked.
“You asking me or Lord Mirdalan?” Jaing held his gloved fingers up in front of the animal’s face, some kind of signal that produced instant attention and made it lie flat on the deck. Jaing got to his feet. “He’s an it. Strills are hermaphrodites. I promised Mird’s last owner I’d look after it when he passed to the manda. Strills live a lot longer than we do.”
“Heard of them, but never seen one.”
“They’re nearly extinct on Mandalore. Mird—well, you might say it’s a black ops strill. Saw a lot of commando action in a few wars.”
Fett shoved his thumbs into his belt in that I’m-fed-up-with-waiting pose. “When you two finish the nature lesson …”
Jaing had more lines, fewer gray hairs, and a heavier build than Fett. Mirta could see the cords of muscle in his neck. And he had no scars. He looked like a man who’d spent a lot of time in the sun without a helmet, and who’d laughed a lot. Genetically, this was Fett, but they couldn’t have been more different.
“Ain’t I gorgeous?” He grinned, and she realized she was staring at him.
“A vision,” Fett said sourly, and removed his helmet.
“I think I aged better, Bob’ika.”
“It’s the fact that you reached this age at all that interests me.”
“So why do you want me? Need a loan? You’ve been looking for me for weeks, ’cos I’ve been hearing all kinds of people putting out the word for me—”
“I’m dying,” Fett said.
Jaing chewed over the news, head slightly to one side. “Sorry to hear that. You’re not the only clone who met a premature end.”
Fett usually cut to the chase. Now he stood silent for a while, jaw muscles twitching. Mirta wondered if he was hurt by the rebuff. She guessed that he was working up to the hardest thing he ever had to say.
He was. “I want your help, Jaing.”
Jaing just stared at him. The staring went on for a long time. Mirta wondered who would give in first. Then it went on a little too long.
“Oh, for fierfek’s sake,” she sighed. “It’s the cloning. His tissues are breaking down and he’s got tumors. He needs to know what stopped you aging at double the rate, because his doctor can’t help him and neither can the Kaminoans, not even Taun We.”
Fett pursed his lips slightly. “What she said.”
“So Taun We’s still going strong, too, the old aiwha bait. Well, well.” Jaing looked Fett up and down. “You had trouble with your leg, I heard. Had to have a transplant. Yes?”
“You’re very well informed.”
“I’m still a Tipoca boy at heart. I stay in touch with events in the old country.”
“What have I got to pay you to quit gloating and give me what I need?”
“No offense, but you can shove your credits where your armor don’t reach, Mand’alor.”
“You don’t know what I need yet.”
“I can guess.”
“Ko Sai’s research.” Fett gave Jaing’s gloves a pointed glance. “Because I know you found it. You certainly found her.”
“You get more with honey than with sour-sap, Boba. Didn’t getting your head shoved down the ’freshers teach you anything?”
Fett had no idea how to ask for help. Mirta wasn’t sure if it was some male bravado thing or just that he’d never learned, but he wasn’t getting far with Jaing, who seemed equally hard and obstinate.
“Can you help him?” she said. “Gedet’ye? Mandalore needs him alive, and so do I.”
The clone was still staring into Fett’s face. “Remember leading an Imperial force against clone troops on Kamino?”
Fett nodded, utterly impassive. “Yes.”
“You didn’t feel that we were family then.”
“Didn’t see any of you defending your brothers, either.”
“And you deposed Shysa, you hut’uun. The man who put us back on our feet as a people. Where were you when the Empire was bleeding us dry?”
Hut’uun was the worst insult any Mando could throw at another, but Fett didn’t seem to notice or care. Mirta found out more about her grandfather’s murky past every day. So there was no reason to feel her mother and grandmother had been singled out for his total disregard, then: he didn’t give a stuff about anyone, except his father, who seemed to have been elevated to an icon of perfection since his death. So Ba’buir fought against his own brothers. Maybe he hadn’t seen the irony. If he had, she suspected he’d made a point of looking the other way.
“I’m not proud of anything I’ve done,” Fett said, no hint of emotion in his voice. “But I’m not ashamed of anything, either. I just do what I have to. You don’t know what went on between me and Shysa, and maybe you never will.”
“He was there when we needed him,” said Jaing. “And you weren’t. That’s all I need to know.”
Fett didn’t so much as blink. “I take it you won’t be handing over Ko Sai’s data, then.”
Jaing glanced at Mirta as if he felt sorry for her. She wondered how different her life might have been if Jaing had met Sintas Vel instead of Boba Fett.
“There isn’t any data,” he said at last. He was still looking at her, not Fett. “Sorry, kid.”
Fett didn’t even blink. “You must have taken all your vitamins, then, because you should be dead by now.”
“I didn’t say the research didn’t exist. I’m saying that we destroyed it after we took what we needed.”
Fett absorbed that slowly. Mirta’s heart sank in that conflicting way it had now, part of her desperate to find a reason to love her ba’buir, and half of her wishing Leia Solo hadn’t blocked her shot when she’d tried to kill him.
Do something to make me forgive you. Please. Anything.
“You could have made a fortune from it,” Fett said.
“We didn’t want it used again. Ever.”
“You can’t stop cloning. You never will.”
“No, but we put a dent in the Kaminoans. That’s better than nothing. I don’t like Kaminoans.”
“I can tell.” Fett glanced at Jaing’s fine gray gloves. “But I’ve worked for worse.”
“They paid you. They bred us like animals.” Jaing looked as if he’d remembered something satisfying. “So Taun We’s still alive. I always wondered.”
“Leave her alone, Jaing. She’s old now.”
“So am I, no thanks to her. So how long have you got to live?”
“A year. Maybe two, if my luck holds.”
“How long before you have to hand over command?”
“I don’t know.”
“The last thing Mandalore needs at the moment is a power vacuum.”
Mirta saw a glimmer of hope. “So help him, Jaing.”
“Best I can do is a blood sample,” he said. “But I think you’ll hand it over to the Kaminoans, Boba, or your doctors will, and we really wouldn’t be very happy about that. Not at all.”
“We?” Mirta felt she was getting on better with Jaing. She’d use her advantage as the harmless, tragic granddaughter. If Jaing wouldn’t cooperate, she might find one of his brothers who would. “How many of you are there left?”
“You don’t need to know that. Look, I’ve got grandchildren, too, Boba, and great-grandchildren. I’ve got family on Mandalore. So I care what happens when you’re gone.” As soon as he said it, it took on a terrible reality for her, and she wondered if it had the same impact on her grandfather. The great Boba Fett’s on the way out. “Much as it pains me, your bu’ad here is right—Mandalore needs you for the foreseeable future.”
Fett made a very good job of looking bored. Maybe he was. Mirta doubted it. He was negotiating for his life, and if Fett was anything, he was a survivor. He didn’t know how to die gracefully like everyone else.
“So I get the blood if I keep the Kaminoans out of it.”
“Not that simple,” said Jaing.
“It never is.”
“You give me blood and tissue samples, and I’ll get something made up for you. If I can.”
“And I’m supposed to trust you.”
“As much as I’m supposed to trust you. And don’t even think about taking a sample from me the hard way.”
“Okay.” Fett’s jaw twitched again. “Thank you.”
He made it sound like a foreign language, awkward and unfamiliar in his mouth. Mirta resisted the urge to react. Well done, Ba’buir. Was that so hard?
Jaing wasn’t done, though. “There’s a condition, of course.”
“There always is.” Fett crossed his arms. “What?”
“Get your shebs back to Mandalore, listen to Kad’ika’s advice, and build a strong, united, stable state. Prove you’re even half the man that Jaster Mereel and Fenn Shysa were. All you want to do is emulate your old man, Boba. But you’re too scared to exceed him, aren’t you? You can’t be better than Jango. That would never do.”
Mirta flinched. Mentioning his father without due reverence seemed to be the one thing that really got Fett riled. His voice didn’t change, but he unfolded his arms with slow care.
“My father,” said Fett, “finally destroyed the Death Watch. That’s his legacy to Mandalore.”
“Sectarian feud. Irrelevant to most Mando’ade’s lives. Now, are you going to give me a sample?”
“What kind of scientists have you got access to that I haven’t?”
“Some things,” Jaing said softly, “can’t be bought. I have my resources, believe me. Got a medpac with a sharp in it?”
“Yes.”
“Draw some blood, then.”
“I’ll do it,” said Mirta.
With Fett, it wasn’t a case of simply rolling up sleeves. He had so much equipment on his forearms that Jaing ended up holding the flamethrower attachment, whip assembly, and assorted projectiles. Fett was an armory on legs. Mirta didn’t expect him to flinch when she finally found a vein, and he didn’t. The few moments while she applied pressure to the blood vessel with her thumb to stop the bleeding afterward were the longest of her life, because he wouldn’t meet her eyes, and it reminded her that she could touch him and still not reach him.
Jaing held the vial of red-black blood up to the light and admired it. “That’ll do nicely. Give him some candy for being a brave boy, Mirta.”
“What now?” Fett asked, unmoved.
“You drop me off, and I’ll let you know what we get.”
“How?”
“I’ll deliver it personally to Keldabe.”
“Better make it snappy, then. Or you might be in time for my funeral.”
“Oh, I’ll be back, and so will plenty of other Mando’ade. You asked us, remember? You asked us to come home.” He turned to Mirta. “When the old chakaar dies and they divvy up his armor, make sure you get the flamethrower. Because his plates are duse. Not even proper beskar.”
So Jaing wasn’t out of touch with events on Mandalore, and he thought Fett’s durasteel armor was garbage. The strill padded closer to Jaing and yawned extravagantly with an expression that said it was totally underwhelmed by the discussion. Mirta could smell its breath, which—oddly—wasn’t unpleasant at all.
“How does that thing hunt if it’s got such a strong scent?” Fett asked.
Jaing bent and ruffled Mird’s neck folds. “Only humanoids can smell it. And don’t be too hard on Mirta for getting ambushed, Bob’ika. Few people can deal with a full-grown strill swooping down on them. These things fly, you know.”
“I don’t keep pets.” Fett seemed on the edge of a concession. “If you want something to eat, the galley’s through that hatch.”
Jaing opened a pouch on his belt and took out something dried and dark that looked like leather straps. He threw a strip to Mird and chewed on one himself. “We’re fine, thanks.”
It took a few seconds for Mirta to work out what was going on. He doesn’t want to leave any DNA. He’s even more cunning than you, Ba’buir.
Fett turned and swung back through the hatch. Mirta had hoped the two men would find something else to talk about, but the fact they shared a genome clearly meant nothing. Still … this was a relative. This was her relative, a great-uncle, even if Mandos didn’t care about bloodline half as much as most species. The Kiffar half of her cared about it a lot.
“I feel bad for you, kid,” Jaing said. “I feel bad for him, too, I suppose. But apart from some admiration for his skills, I think he’s the worst excuse for a Mando’ade this side of the Core. On the other hand, he wins, and we need winners. And my dad would have expected me to help him, no questions asked.”
Jaing spoke as if he came from a totally different family, not a vat that contained the duplicated chromosomes of Jango Fett. He slipped a three-sided knife from his forearm plate and trimmed the dried meat into smaller chunks, utterly at ease.
“Jango’s not who you mean by ‘dad,’ is he?” Mirta said.
“No.” Jaing smiled wistfully to himself for a moment. “Genes don’t count. You ought to know that by now. The man who adopted me was my training sergeant. Finest man who ever lived.”
Jaing sounded like he’d come from a far happier family, a strange thing for a clone soldier. “I seem to be bucking the trend of devoted kids,” Mirta said. “I tried to kill my grandfather.”
“So did your mother, I hear. Boba’s obviously got this magic touch with the ladies.”
“You seem to know everything about me, but I don’t know much about you.”
Jaing just grinned. “That’s my job, sweetheart.”
“So why did you get involved with Cherit’s gang over the Twi’leks?”
“Another promise I made a long time ago.” He chewed, looking slightly past her in recollection. “I tend to keep them.”
He went on chewing, occasionally throwing chunks to Mird. And that was it. Silence descended. She thought he might talk about his family on Mandalore, all the undiscovered relatives she now found she had, but he didn’t.
Mirta realized she wasn’t going to get anything more out of him, and she didn’t want to look needy. She returned to the cockpit, settled into the copilot’s seat, and clutched the heart-of-fire against her chest plate. Even if it told her nothing, it was still a connection to her mother and grandmother.
“You fed up with him already?” Fett asked.
She wanted to think Jaing had given Fett some hope and raised his spirits, but it was hard to tell. “Is your armor really rubbish? Why don’t you use proper Mandalorian iron, like Beviin says—”
“Don’t push your luck. I let you stick a needle in me. That’s your fun for the day.”
It had cheered him up. Mirta could tell. She hoped that not only would Jaing’s unspecified “resources” come through, but that Boba Fett would redeem himself so that her only kin wasn’t someone that she wished were someone else.
GAG HQ, CORUSCANT
Jacen didn’t want to look too interested in the Policy and Resources Council proceedings. If he showed up for the meeting and sat in the gallery reserved for those hardy citizens who actually cared about the minutiae of government, he might cause questions to be asked.
On the other hand, he might just have been seen as a micromanaging, interfering colonel who put his troops’ welfare above schools, health, and transport.
That was fine by him. He did.
But a low profile was called for, so he stayed at GAG HQ and switched to the HoloNet channel that broadcast Senate proceedings. Lumiya should have been there by now. He waited for the holocam to pan to the public gallery and saw, as he expected, a woman in a sober business suit and veiled headdress. She wasn’t the only one, either. Veils were considered very chic this year. She drew no attention at all.
HM-3’s amendment to the procurement regulations was Item 357 on an agenda of 563 mind-bogglingly boring tweaks and changes to laws Jacen didn’t even know were on the statute books.
I’m going to have to do a lot of delegating when I’m … in charge. A handpicked team of administrators. Led by HM-3, I think.
The session had already started, and Senators who were happy to do the small routine work—and not be noticed—were on Item 24, having a particularly arcane piece of hazardous waste legislation explained to them. Jacen turned off the audio feed and set the monitor to alert him when Item 357 was up. Then he got on with reading more intelligence reports, with the doors to his office wide open.
He almost always kept the doors open. It reassured the troops. It told them that he was an accessible officer, always willing to listen.
But Jori Lekauf peered in, boots still firmly on the corridor side of the doors as if there were a barrier marked OFFICER TERRITORY—DO NOT PASS.
“Lady at the security gate asking to see you, sir.”
Jacen, distracted, felt in the Force to see who it might be. “Mara Skywalker.”
Lekauf grinned. “It’s great the way you can do that, sir.”
“I don’t get many women coming to see me, so I could have guessed …” Jaina wouldn’t be visiting, not without him feeling her resentment and mistrust marching ahead of her like a vanguard. And it wouldn’t have been Tenel Ka. He missed her, and he missed Allana even more. I don’t have to kill them. I’d know if I had to, wouldn’t I? “Bring her in.”
“Yes, sir.” Lekauf turned to go.
“Lekauf …”
“Sir?”
“Have you ever considered a commission?”
“Not sure if I’m officer material, sir.”
“I think you could be. I’m not forcing you, but we need good officers coming through the ranks, because we’ll have a challenging role in the years to come.”
Lekauf seemed dubious. “I’m willing to give it a go, sir.”
“Excellent. I’ll get the adjutant to fix the paperwork. We’ll probably have to delay staff college until the security situation is more stable, but I’m sure Shevu or Girdun will be happy to guide you. And you’ll be able to keep an eye on Ben. He really trusts you.”
Lekauf blinked, but there was no expression on his face. “Captain Shevu looks after me very well. I’ll learn a lot from him.”
Non sequiturs said a lot. Lekauf wasn’t naïve, for all his cheerful schoolboy appearance. His careful avoidance of Captain Girdun’s name confirmed Jacen’s observations that the ex-Intel man wasn’t a popular officer with troops from the military and CSF side. Spies had that effect. Shevu had come from the CSF—familiar, visible, reliable folks you were happy to see in a crisis.
Jacen couldn’t afford divisions. “You might do Captain Girdun good, too. It’s interesting how a good apprentice creates a better teacher.”
“Thank you, sir.” Lekauf showed not a flicker of reaction. “I’ll show your guest in.”
Jacen kept one eye on the silent holoscreen while he looked through the reports, one of which he forwarded for Niathal’s immediate attention—the Bothans had a new class of frigate coming into service in a matter of days. The P&R meeting had reached Item 102. A busy day: a lot of rubber-stamping was going on. He opened his comlink and switched the signal to the small bead deep in his ear. Lumiya had a concealed receiver in her cybernetic implants and would hear it in the depths of her skull, silent as a thought.
He used her cover name, the one he’d used in front of Ben. It was common enough. It also helped avoid accidental slips. “Are you helping them make decisions, Shira?”
“Giving them a sense of urgency, that’s all. Not that they don’t have fancy lunches on their minds anyway.”
“Does it look as if anyone troublesome has read the agenda sheets in advance?”
“Not as far as I can see. But don’t worry. I can deal with that.”
Jacen felt Mara approaching down the corridor, a little tornado of determination. Unlike Lekauf, she walked straight in. Jacen projected a veneer of weary good humor in the Force and smiled at her.
She glanced at the holoscreen. “That looks thrilling.”
“Just making sure we get our supply issues worked out.” Hiding in plain sight was always the best option, Jacen found. “An amendment so that we can cut the red tape and get our people the right kit. It’s been an issue with the troops.”
“I’m all for that.” Mara sat down in the rickety chair across from his desk—Jacen believed in being seen not to spend budget on himself—and crossed her legs. She’d taken to wearing a gray jacket that looked more like battledress, an indication of her state of mind lately. “I’ve come about Ben.”
“He’s doing well. He’s doing very well, in fact.”
“You’ve certainly focused him. Quite the responsible young man now.” Mara glanced at the open doors as if they troubled her. “Let’s get to the point. I know Lumiya’s trying to kill him. Whatever he did or didn’t do, Lumiya thinks he killed her daughter. Now, seeing as we also found evidence that Lumiya has a mole in the GAG, that concerns me somewhat. A lot of somewhat. If anything happened to my boy from inside the GAG, I’d take it pretty badly, I think.”
Ah. Has she worked it out? Has Mara actually seen what’s coming? Jacen felt a moment of sinking dismay as he wondered if this last mystery about his path was transparent to everyone. She was Palpatine’s Hand. If anyone on the Jedi Council can see it, she will.
Jacen managed to project genuine concern. His link was still open: Lumiya could hear all this. “I’ve investigated that, and I can assure you I found nothing to support it.”
“Is Ben around? I don’t see much of him these days.”
Ben was out on patrol, on routine weapons searches. Mara didn’t need to know that. “He’s doing some research for me.”
“Okay,” Mara said. “Just asking you to bear in mind that it’s not the Confederation that’s most likely to threaten his life, and even if you don’t think Lumiya has an insider in your ranks, then I’m assuming she has until I’m convinced otherwise.” She stood up slowly, and Jacen was on the edge of believing that she could see what was happening. “Just ask yourself which member of the GAG would ally with Lumiya. I’m not sure you’d see it, being so close to it.”
Jacen expected to hear some sigh or other reaction from Lumiya, but either she was more concerned with the passage of the amendment or she couldn’t hear after all.
“I’ll certainly ask that question, Aunt Mara,” he said. “Just bear in mind that Ben’s learning to take care of himself.”
“And are you?”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, if nobody else is going to say it to your face, I will. What’s happening to you, Jacen? Why did you run out on your parents like that? Okay, there’s a warrant out on them, but—”
Jacen wondered why it had taken so long for anyone to confront him. He’d expected Jaina to be the first, given her perpetual sulk with him, but Mara probably felt her defense of him had now made her look stupid.
“My fault,” he said. “I assumed they were okay and could get to safety, so I decided to get to where I could make a difference to the battle—my ship.”
“Right,” said Mara. “Just a lapse in judgment.”
“I’m human.”
“We all have times when our judgment lets us down. I certainly do.” Mara gave him an unconvincing smile, turning for the doors. “Thanks for your time.”
She knows.
She knows because it’s inevitable, and that proves it has to be Ben.
It wasn’t his parents, or Tenel Ka, or Allana. It was Ben. He wondered how long he could go on facing the boy, knowing that. How would it happen? Would he have to kill him in cold blood? Or would they end up in some violent confrontation, where death was so much easier to deal out?
Lumiya’s voice was a breath in his ear. If anyone overheard her, she sounded like any bureaucrat having a discreet comlink conversation, not a Sith planning the greatest coup of all time. “I think my former colleague will be looking for me now, with maximum disapproval.”
Jacen closed the doors with his remote control. “It was you who engineered the attack on Ben on Ziost, wasn’t it?”
“He’ll never be your successor. He hasn’t got what it takes to be your apprentice. It’s my duty to retire the unsuitable.”
“Stay away from him from now on. You’ve gone too far, and I think Mara suspects what’s happening.”
“My former colleague can’t touch you if—wait, they’re taking your amendment out of sequence. Someone has asked to speak on it.”
“Who?”
“Someone in the public gallery—they’ve invoked the right to address the council, and they’ve identified themselves as Citizen Watch.”
It was interesting to note how fast things could come unraveled. The civil rights lobby was largely drowned out by events, but he still didn’t want them to point out what nobody seemed to have spotted hidden in his amendment. “You know what you have to do.”
“Indeed.” Lumiya went very quiet, her voice almost inaudible. “I think … that they’re going to decide … that they wish to ask if this is going to be retroactive legislation … yes, they have. How vigilant.”
If she thought she’d redeemed herself in his eyes, she was wrong. She was becoming a risk. But that was always the Sith way; always this struggle between two.
He turned the audio back on while the amendment was discussed. HM-3 was right. Senators chewed over the sums involved and satisfied themselves that the budget wouldn’t be exceeded without authorization from the Treasury. Nobody seemed to see that the finely tuned wording by HM-3 would enable Jacen to change other legislation, too.
He’d think of things that needed changing.
Once I kill Ben Skywalker, once Mara and Luke find out that it’s me—and that day will have to come—then they’ll
hunt me down. I’ll bring down the whole Jedi order on my head.
Who would be his apprentice then?
It’ll finish the Jedi.
He just wanted things to become clear when the time came. He had to trust his destiny. He was too far along the path to stop now.
“Item three fifty-seven, carried. Next item, variance of regulations regarding the licensing of air taxis …”
And that was it.
The amendment had been passed, and when the revised statute came into effect at midnight, Colonel Jacen Solo—and Admiral Cha Niathal, because it applied equally to her—would be able to order whatever the defense forces needed, and get it fast.
And change any other administrative legislation within existing budgets, without recourse to the Senate.
They’d handed him an extraordinary power, and one that he’d use to change the way the galaxy was governed. He’d use it to take down Chief of State Omas: he wasn’t sure of the details yet, but he could do it, and soon. The Galactic Alliance would fall, not with a clash of lightsaber blades, or ion cannons fired, or troops surrounding the Senate, but with a sheet of flimsi and a nod of heads.
“Well done,” he said softly. “Nicely influenced.”
“Not me,” Lumiya said. He could hear the smile in her voice. “They reached the decision themselves, without any help from me. I just redirected a little opposition from the gallery.”
The irony was too delicious sometimes. Jacen didn’t know whether to be satisfied at the outcome, or angry that Senators were so stupid that they let him get away with this.
They deserved to be ruled by the Sith.
They needed to be.



chapter six
Reports are coming in of a major battle between Sikan forces and invading Chekut troops on the Sika homeworld. The Sikan administration has called for Galactic Alliance forces to intervene in what it calls “an act of opportunist aggression,” and share prices have tumbled over fears that the invasion will draw more planets in the Expansion Region into the conflict.
—HNE newsflash
GALACTIC ALLIANCE WARSHIP BOUNTY, ON STATION WITH ALLIANCE FRIGATE DARING, BOTHAN SECTOR
It was a tidy-looking vessel, she had to admit that.
The new Bothan frigate wasn’t even in their database. Admiral Niathal watched it on Bounty’s bridge screen, curving out of Bothawui orbit trailed by five small unarmed tenders. The profile and signature were immediately logged in the ship’s recognition systems.
“Looks like the Bothans have been shopping after all,” she said. “At least the intel was right on that.”
“Seems they’re still doing work-ups, too,” said Captain Piris. The warship was being assisted by the tenders, or maybe it was simply feigning helplessness: Niathal never took Bothans at face value. “Let’s see what specs we can collate on them before we scratch the paintwork. I hope they kept their receipts …”
“KDY construction, do you think?”
“Tallaan,” Piris said. “We’d know if Kuat was building them.”
“Well, they’re not going to level Coruscant with those, but they certainly will spread us thin if they’ve got as many as Intelligence estimates.”
Admiral Niathal shared a number of military philosophies with Jacen Solo, and being seen on the front line was one of them. She also liked to see things for herself, especially if Galactic Alliance Intelligence was involved. The current overstretch gave her cause to wonder what Cal Omas was playing at—an anxiety that might have been visible to the bridge crew as she paced up and down, glancing over shoulders to check screens and readouts.
“We need every hull we can hang on to, Admiral.” Bounty’s commanding officer, Piris, had been on the bridge far too long. He was a Quarren, evolved for an amphibious existence, and the atmosphere on board was too dry to keep pulling double watches; his uniform was sealed tightly at the cuffs and neck, but he kept wiping his face with a moist cloth. He needed a rest in his humid cabin. “If the Bothan fleet is growing as fast now as Intelligence suggests, then I fail to see how we’re going to contain it if we have to support Sika and every other local skirmish, too.”
“Looks like the Kem Stor Ai dispute will be the next to boil over.” Niathal had a brief moment of wishing that she could target one world, reduce its surface to slag from orbit just to make her point, and then ask who else wanted some of the same. But it passed. It always did. “Every backworld with a grievance is resurrecting old fights in the guise of Alliance loyalty and asking us to help out. And Omas thinks he can hold the Alliance together by placating every call for a backup fleet across the galaxy.”
“When is he going to admit he can’t?”
“When I give him no other option, I think.”
Maybe the Bothans were ahead of the curve. Instead of commissioning more capital ships—juicy, high-value targets in battle—they’d opted for a big fleet of smaller, more agile warships that could be stockpiled without anyone panicking about the escalation in arms.
“It’s a different kind of war. Flexibility and rapid response, that’s the name of the game now.” Piris put his hand on the ship’s comm control. “Let’s see what they’re made of. Mothma Squadron, launch when ready. Qaresi Squadron, remain on alert five. Confine them to their own space, but attack if fired upon.”
Niathal still wondered who’d assassinated the Bothans and kicked off this escalation. Could have been our assets, if we’d played the Bothans right. Some Intel moron, she decided. She’d get to the bottom of that sooner or later. If she was going to be Chief of State one day, she’d weed out the loose cannons first.
“If you can get our furry friends to give us a ship’s tour, in one piece …,” she suggested. But intercepting and boarding the new frigate in these circumstances was next to impossible. The best break they’d get would be to retrieve debris for inspection. “I’d love to know their top speed.”
Niathal quite liked Bothans, even if she didn’t trust them as far as she could spit, which was a lot farther than anyone might have believed.
She didn’t dislike Quarren, either, even if it was almost expected of Mon Calamari. Quarren were a rare sight on ships; she knew Mon Cal officers who made every effort to avoid being assigned Quarren crew, and few Quarren wanted to serve alongside Mon Cals even now. But when they were good, they were very, very good. Piris was outstanding. If she caught any Mon Cal referring to him as Squid Head, they’d answer to her, and she didn’t care how many whispered that she was an apologist.
Did we have the right to take their kids for some social engineering experiment—for our benefit?
She asked herself that question more often these days, and the answer always came up negative. Jacen Solo would think she was a hopeless wet liberal.
She wondered how she was going to wipe him off her boots when the time came. It wouldn’t be easy.
“Bounty, Daring, stand by.”
Twelve fighters shot out of the Bounty’s hangar bay, spiraling away from the warship and streaking off in pursuit of the Bothan frigate. Then the three flights separated. Observation cams in each cockpit gave Bounty’s combined bridge and combat information center a composite view of the engagement. Daring sat off Bounty’s starboard bow, ready to divert any Bothan retaliation from her larger charge.
“Did you ever train as a pilot, ma’am?” Piris asked.
“No. You?”
“Indeed I did. At times like this, I miss it.”
“If we get any busier, Captain, there’ll be a droid running this ship and you’ll be flying sorties. Where that leaves me I have no idea.”
“You’ll be Chief of State, ma’am,” said Piris.
The worst thing about Quarren was that their amusement wasn’t as easy to spot as a human’s. With a human, all those teeth on display made life easier. Quarren face-tentacles could hide a multitude of emotions.
“That’ll be the day,” she said, hoping to avoid more gossip about her ambitions. Right then being Chief of State didn’t matter at all. She had a battle, and all her training and instinct kicked in to say this was where she wanted to be, not behind a desk.
The first flight to come within range of the Bothan frigate shadowed it, cutting back and forth across its path at a thousand meters. The second flight trailed aft of it, scanning the hull and sending back data.
It took a few seconds for the Bothans to react; perhaps some of their systems were still offline. The ship picked up speed and began to move out of the Bothawui limits, its accompanying tenders trailing like escort fish.
So the Bothans thought they had a nice new asset to surprise the Alliance, but the Alliance had spotted it. Niathal waited for the reaction while the third flight of Mothma Squadron monitored the situation, weapons trained but not locked. There was no point blowing it to pieces before they’d taken the measure of the new class.
“Very heavy hull plating for a frigate,” said Niathal, looking at the recce scans coming back from the starfighters. Piris pored over the images and penetrating scans, too. “At least a dozen turbolasers and twenty cannons.” 
“Not exceptional.”
“Depends how many hulls they have.”
They didn’t have long to wait to find out how many vessels were out there. The weapons officer shouted at the same time as the sensor warning Klaxon sounded.
“Sir, enemy contact at—correction, multiple contacts in range. We’ve got trade.”
“Bounty, Daring, close up at battle stations, synchronize command information. Helm, all ahead. Qaresi Squadron, launch—Bronzium and remainder of air group, launch when ready.”
Nobody said ambush. The cockpit chatter from the pilots broke in. “Copy that … five, six … correction, ten—detecting cannons charging, will engage—”
“Targeting source.”
“I make that nineteen—”
“He’s got a lock on me.”
“Got your six. Deploying chaff.”
Piris’s face-tentacles were completely still. It gave him a commendable look of calm. “Cannons, engage all Bothan vessels in range, in your own time, go on …”
One moment they’d been watching a single fresh-out-of-the-box frigate, and the next more were dropping out of hyperspace at regular five-second intervals. Mothma Squadron picked up images on their cockpit cams: all in the same Bothan livery, all brand spanking new and unmarked by debris pocks and scrapes.
A flare of red laser blazed on the screens as one XJ cam view winked out and the fighter broke up into spinning, red-hot debris. Pilots’ voices were still audible in the background, but the focus on the bridge was on “fighting the ship”—attacking the enemy. Daring moved between Bounty and the Bothan flotilla. Her cannons and lasers showed up on the synchronized command information screen as blinking icons, fully charged and acquiring firing solutions.
“Eight contacts not firing, sir, and no sign of charging cannons.” Bounty shuddered from deflected pulsed laser-fire. Niathal moved to supervise damage control, which was already under a competent commander, but there was nothing worse than an idle visiting admiral on a ship at battle stations. She needed to be occupied.
“Take them out anyway.” Piris turned to Niathal. “If they cripple us, at least we transmitted the data we have. If they don’t—that’s a whole Bothan flotilla that never leaves home.”
“I don’t expect a tactical withdrawal, Captain.” Three more XJs were hit: Niathal noted it as lost assets, not knowing the pilots personally, and disliked her detachment for a moment. She always did. “We’re here. Let’s do as much damage as we can.”
The Bothans, of course, had the same goal.
Two Bothan frigates were on a ramming course with Bounty. Of the remaining flotilla, five were firing on the XJs. Daring opened fire. The bridge crew watched as a frigate’s aft section rippled with a sequence of explosions before debris blew away from it and smashed into an XJ. Five minutes into the engagement, Bounty’s air group was taking a pounding, not all of it from direct hits. The second frigate veered away from the stream of fire from the XJ, a red-hot rip in its hull.
“Their targeting’s not affected by chaff measures, sir.” The pilot’s voice was breathless with effort. “They’re using narrow-range heat seekers. In the future we’ll need to—”
And he was gone, his cockpit cam blank and flickering.
“Air group, pull out,” Piris barked. “Cannons, solutions on all targets, now.”
Species perceived time differently in battle. For humans, it slowed because their brains took in far more detailed information about the threat, but that also meant they didn’t notice low-priority things. But Mon Cals—and Quarren—saw it all, and factored in every cough and spit. That was what made them good commanders. Niathal’s instinct was to fight back, and for a moment she couldn’t imagine why she’d ever had designs on high office. She saw the tactical displays and heard the comm chatter, and the real-time three-dimensional image in her mind showed her the whole battlefield—and she wanted to hit hard.
Nine Bothan frigates were now disabled, either drifting with no sign of power, reduced to cold debris, or venting brief bursts of flame into the vacuum as they broke up. Some of the remaining ten returned fire for a further thirty seconds, then powered down their cannons.
“Surrendering?” asked the officer of the watch.
“They’re preparing to jump,” said Piris. “Take take take—”
Seven frigates jumped in a tight sequence: three weren’t so quick off the mark, and took a furious barrage of laser and cannons.
Piris gave Niathal a nod of relief and leaned over the command console. “Air group, anyone too damaged to make an RV point?”
“Mothma Five-zero, sir. Slow hull breach.”
“Qarisa Eight, sir.”
The bridge crew waited for a few seconds, utterly silent, cannons still trained while XJs streaked back to the hangar and recovery units passed them outbound to haul in damaged craft.
“Secure hatches when ready and prepare to jump,” Piris said. “Any sign of the Bothan cavalry arriving on long-range scans? No? Good.” He looked at the chrono hanging from a fob on his jacket. “Not quite twenty minutes, Admiral. Now, was that a planned ambush we walked into, or are the Bothans making the best of an unfortunately timed arrival? The score’s twelve–nil to us, not counting starfighters lost. But did we win or lose?”
“I’ll let you know when our public information colleagues tell me,” Niathal said. “But this confirms my position yet again. If we’re stuck with the resources we’ve got, then we have to focus everything on Corellia, Commenor, and now Bothawui. If the Chief of State wants to extend to every bushfire that’s starting, he has to give us at least another fleet, and even if the Alliance had the credits—where would we get the personnel?”
Piris shrugged. “All empires become too big and collapse under their own weight.”
“Maybe that’s what we’re seeing.”
Her body was telling her that it was all over now. She felt hot as her biochemical defenses rushed around looking for damage to repair, and found none. The aftermath of battle was always a restless hour or two for her, so she occupied herself wandering around the bridge, patting crew members on the back, and telling them what a fine job they’d done. One young human male was wiping tears away with the back of his hand, his attention fixed unnaturally on the sensor screen in front of him; he’d lost a friend today, maybe more than one. There was nothing to say. She simply put her hand on his shoulder and stood there in silence for a while until the helm crew began their checks before hyperjumping.
“I’ll be in my day cabin,” she said, pausing to shake Piris’s hand. “Well done, Captain.”
She knew what they’d be saying as soon as the bridge hatches closed behind her. They’d be expressing surprise that old Iceberg Face could go around patting backs and showing sympathy. Combat did that to her: she had a brief period of dropping her guard, and then she was back to normal, a politician who used to be a competent naval officer and still missed fleet action.
The hyperspace vista from her cabin viewport was soothing. Sometimes she picked a streak of starlight that was stretched into a line, and tried to think of it as a star with orbiting planets full of life, and picture what was happening there. She did it now to clear her mind before deciding what to say to Cal Omas.
She knew she had to give him an ultimatum. And to make it stick, she needed Jacen Solo to stand by her.
GAG HEADQUARTERS, CORUSCANT
Captain Heol Girdun smiled and beckoned Ben into a dark office. Somehow the two elements combined into Ben’s least favorite way to spend an afternoon.
“Behold,” he said, and Ben’s eyes adjusted to the low light. There were no windows. The only illumination was from banks of holoscreens and monitors. Ben realized there were GAG troopers sitting at consoles, with that glaze of defocused concentration that looked like blank boredom. “The eyes and ears of the Guard. Welcome to the monitoring center. The ultimate in scrutiny.”
“Sir,” whispered one of the lieutenants, “keep the noise down, will you?”
Girdun’s grin was picked out in blue by the light from a frequency analyzer. “They’re all such artists.” He steered Ben by his shoulder, taking him to an alcove away from the active consoles. Girdun probably didn’t realize how well a Jedi could navigate in darkness, but Ben humored him. “This is where we keep an eye on Senators and other social misfits for their own good.”
“Whose calls do you tap?” Ben felt uneasy about it. “I bet it’s not even exciting.”
“All government staff, our special list of probable and proven scumbags, and politicians,” said Girdun. “And given the number of Senators and the volume of hot air they emit, we get automated voice recognition systems to do it, or we’d be here for the next thousand years. If the droid picks up any keywords of interest, it tags the conversation and alerts us. Then we have to sit and actually listen to it.”
One of the troopers—Zavirk—was ladling sweetener into a cup of caf. He sipped it gingerly, looking slightly comical with an audio buffer lead dangling from his ear. “I joined the army to see the galaxy,” he whispered, “but all I got was eight-hour watches of listening to weird politicians making appointments to—”
“Ben’s fourteen,” Girdun said.
“Well, if you want him to do monitoring, he’s going to hear stuff that’ll make his hair curl, sir.”
Ben had never considered what tapping comlinks of suspects and people in sensitive posts actually entailed. “I won’t faint,” he said. “And if I’m old enough to get shot at, I’m old enough to hear … stuff.”
“Can’t argue with that logic.” Girdun sat him down at a console and gave him an earpiece. “Okay, the screen here shows you the sound files the droid’s lined up as worth listening to, as well as holocam footage. You just work through it and make notes if anything seems worth following up. You’re looking for anyone who might be contacting Senators and seems a bit odd, any conversations about Senators or government staff … look, you’re a Jedi. You’ve probably got a sixth sense about this stuff just like you have about hidden explosives.”
“So do nek battle dogs,” said Zavirk, “but Lieutenant Skywalker smells better, and he can do tricks.”
Ben decided he might like it here for a while. It didn’t feel like spy HQ at all: just a bunch of troopers he knew well, doing a routine wartime surveillance job. Ben realized he’d partitioned his feelings so that he didn’t have to think about Dur Gejjen as a person. The man had a wife and child. Tenel Ka had a child, too, though, and Gejjen had been happy to hire someone to assassinate her. Ben had been weighing the morality of his mission and wasn’t sure if he was only telling himself what he wanted to hear.
And there was nobody he could talk it over with.
He settled in his seat to begin checking recordings, and tried not to think about Gejjen. The conversations—mostly boring, some bizarre, a few incomprehensible—almost lulled him into meditation. It was an effort not to try hiding in the Force again, something he now practiced whenever he could.
The monitoring center smelled strongly of caf. Ben felt in need of some, too, after a few hours, and he lost himself in a conversation between two government staff about the regular route that a certain Senator took from the Senate to her apartment. But he was jerked out of his concentration by a rustle of fabric and quiet, intense activity at another console. Zavirk had summoned Girdun, and they both looked grim. Ben paused to listen.
“You sure?” Girdun asked.
“Run a voice profile if you don’t believe me,” Zavirk said. “That’s the Corellian PM.”
There were ten people in the room, and they’d all stopped to listen. Gejjen’s soothingly persuasive voice with its faint accent was telling someone that there was no point doing this through the usual channels, because nobody else was in a negotiating mood.
“… you and I know that this could be solved by the removal of a few hotheads … some of our military need slapping down, and so do some of yours. I’d call an immediate cease-fire if I could be assured of a few things.”
“Such as?” said the unmistakable voice of Chief of State Omas. They were tapping the Chief of State’s secure comm line. Ben wasn’t sure they had authorization to do that.
“We’ll agree that Corellia pools its military assets with the GA as long as we have an opt-out clause that says we have the right to withdraw it if our own needs are more urgent. Niathal has to go. Jacen Solo has to go. Once that’s out of the way, we’re back to normal and you’ve got what you want.”
“Centerpoint.”
“Well, we’re having problems repairing it anyway.”
“Centerpoint has to be made inoperative.”
A pause: too brief even for most people to notice, but Ben did. “It already is. But if you want a multiplanetary force or observers there, fine.”
“What about the Bothans, and the other planets fighting their own wars?”
“I can bring the Commenorians into line, and the Bothans … well, once we’re all back in the GA then Bothawui’s got to toe the line. The little people—if the fighting gets out of hand, we’ll commit troops to put a stop to that.”
“The Senate won’t agree to this.”
“Take Niathal and Solo out of the equation first and they’ll calm down. What’s left of the Senate, anyway …”
“Take out … they won’t go quietly … they might split the Senate. G’Sil’s totally in their camp, and he’s got weight.”
“Well, there’s take out, and take out.”
Omas swallowed but didn’t respond.
Gejjen filled the silence. “You know we have a job to do before this draws in the whole galaxy.”
“Okay. Okay.”
“We need to meet. Can you get to Vulpter?”
Long pause. “I’ll find an excuse. Send me the details …”
Girdun stood looking at the screen as if he could get some sense out of it if he stared long enough. Zavirk sat with his chin propped on his hand, gazing up at the captain for orders.
“Get a transcription of that to Colonel Solo right away.”
Ben still wasn’t clear what was happening, even though he thought Omas should have mentioned the approach to the Security Council. “Can’t the Chief of State talk to the Corellian Prime Minister?”
“Depends what he’s talking about,” said Girdun. “And what he has in mind for Colonel Solo and Admiral Niathal.”
If Gejjen could plot the assassination of the Queen Mother of Hapes and have Thrackan Sal-Solo killed, then making Jacen and Niathal disappear was just another routine job for him. Ben knew he had his answer about the necessity of his mission.
Girdun leaned over Zavirk and tapped the console. “That conversation was four hours ago. Better check on the Chief of State’s travel arrangements, because he hasn’t informed us he’s going offworld and needs a close protection squad.”
“You think he needs one?” asked Ben.
“With Gejjen? He needs two.”
Ben didn’t know if he could mention Tenel Ka. It was always hard knowing who knew what inside the GAG. “Would he really try something with Chief Omas?”
“I think he does it out of habit, just like I chew nerve-sticks.”
Ben now had no idea if Cal Omas was bypassing the Senate illicitly to do a personal deal with the enemy, or walking into a trap like the one Gejjen had set for Tenel Ka—and Uncle Han’s late, unlamented cousin Thrackan.
Jacen was right, as ever. Gejjen had to be stopped.
SUPREME COMMANDER’S OFFICE, SENATE BUILDING, CORUSCANT
Jacen read the transcript a third time and laid his datapad down on Niathal’s desk.
She had a hologram of Mon Cal on the wall behind her, all shimmering blue ocean and sinuous buildings emerging from the waves in floating cities. He wondered if she was homesick. Right now she was fresh back from a battle that hadn’t gone as planned, and impatient to see Cal Omas about it.
That meant she was receptive to ideas. He made a conscious effort not to influence her, because she wasn’t the kind to fall for Jedi tricks. And it would only provoke her.
“Nothing like a united front in wartime.” He leaned back in the chair, fingers meshed behind his head. “So we’re not the flavor of the month. Our glorious leader didn’t exactly spring to our defense.”
Niathal’s white uniform didn’t look crumpled, even though she’d just disembarked from a warship fresh from a battle. “Smacks of ingratitude, I’d say.”
She wasn’t one for humor. Jacen knew enough about Mon Cal body language now to know she was angry. She kept rolling her head slightly, as if she was getting hot and her collar was pinching her neck. Her nostrils flared. That meant she was ripe for a few radical suggestions about Omas.
He laid the bait. “You realize that when Gejjen says someone has to go, he doesn’t mean a golden handshake and a framed certificate thanking them for loyal service.”
“Spit it out, Jacen.”
“He was behind Sal-Solo’s premature death—”
She narrowed her eyes, heavy with sarcasm. “I’m shocked, I tell you. Shocked.”
“—and the attempt on the Hapan Queen Mother’s life.” My lover. Mother of my daughter, my little darling. I wish I could see them. “We’re next.”
Niathal’s nostrils closed tight for a second. It was a give-away with Mon Cals, a little sign that said they were surprised, and not in a good way.
“He wouldn’t be stupid enough to try that.”
“Right now I don’t know what he’d try.”
“Omas isn’t a fool,” she said. “He must have a good idea of what he’s dealing with.”
“What do you think he’s up to?”
“All he wants to do is hold the Alliance together. He always thinks a few raps over the knuckles can bring naughty governments into line. Well, it didn’t work with Corellia, and now he’s watching the Alliance shrink a planet at a time.” She kept looking at the chrono on her desk. “My rules say we should notify the chair of the Security Council about the meeting. He’s beginning to feel sidelined as it is. I’m not sure what outcome that will have, though.”
Jacen kept G’Sil sweet by delivering results on terrorism and not telling him anything he would have to deny knowing later. If he had serious designs on Omas’s job, he hadn’t shown any sign of it—yet.
“Senator G’Sil would simply task me to take care of it,” Jacen said. “I’m saving him the trouble of knowing. Plausible deniability.”
“Do you enjoy the irony?”
“What?”
“Bypassing the Senate about our head of state bypassing the Senate. Nice job with the procurement amendment, by the way. Slipped through like an oiled eel.” Niathal got up and wandered around her office, long, webbed, bony fingers clasped behind her back. She had that upright bearing all the GA military had, regardless of species or spinal arrangement. “Now that we both have the ability to vary statutes—any statutes—within budgetary limits, I imagine you’ve given its potential plenty of thought.”
Jacen wanted her to stand still and look at him, but she continued her slow amble around the office.
She plays these games beautifully. I’ll have to be careful not to cross her.
“It’s an emergency kit,” he said. “If we need to, we can change any minor law, and we can also change any big one if we play this smart.” We. Not I. He thought it important to emphasize that they were partners. “For example, if Aitch-Em-Three were to amend the Emergency Measures Act to include in its scope the GAG’s powers to detain heads of state, politicians, and any other individuals believed to be presenting a genuine risk to the security of the Galactic Alliance, and to seize their assets via the Treasury Orders Act, then I suspect people would look at Prime Minister Gejjen and nod approvingly.”
“You even talk like a legislator now …”
“But am I right?”
Niathal turned. She couldn’t smile like a human, but the amusement was written all over her face in a slight compression of the lips. Jacen felt her shift from her perpetual wariness and impatience to a satisfied warmth—even triumph—for a brief moment.
“That nobody will think of asking if the Chief of State of the GA is covered by that amendment? Yes, Jacen, you’re right.” She made a gesture, holding her hand like a blade and weaving it through imaginary water. “That eel of yours will slip through again.”
“If I feel we have to … act to restore stability and security, will you be standing with me?”
Will you stage a coup with me? Did I really say that?
Niathal did pause. But it wasn’t the taken-aback pause of someone shocked by an outrageous proposal; just a moment of sizing up Jacen Solo.
“You might have the GAG behind you, Jacen, but you need the fleet, too, don’t you? And the rest of the army.”
“Is that a yes?”
“It’s an ‘If things get worse, I put my allegiance to the GA before my allegiance to an individual.’ ”
“I’m … interested to see that the military will cross the line from carrying out the government’s will into deciding policy.”
“In case you forget,” said Niathal softly, “the office of Supreme Commander effectively combines the role of defense secretary and the chair of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. I am a politician. I also happen to be the most senior military officer.”
She was his equal in maneuvering, but she didn’t have Force powers. He hoped he would never have to point that out to her.
“It’s time we had a chat with Omas, then.” Jacen stood up and brushed down his black GAG fatigues with his hands. “Just to be certain. For all we know, he might be meeting Gejjen to whip out a blaster himself and effect another Corellian regime change.”
Niathal followed him into the corridor that led to the Chief of State’s suite, elegant blue and gold marble and niche-studded walls with fine statues from across the galaxy. Jacen found his heart pounding. Although he could control it, he let it race because it made him feel alive and human. These were momentous times, and if he cut himself off completely from normality he might forget the magnitude of his task—and the stakes.
How can I forget Ben has to die?
When Jacen thought in words, when he heard himself in his mind, he realized how his language was shifting. He was distancing himself from the reality. Ben has to die. It felt very different from I have to kill him. Perhaps the Force was telling him it wouldn’t be a simple betrayal of Ben’s trust delivered with a lightsaber, but death by another route.
If it has to happen … perhaps not by my hand.
The doors to the Chief of State’s suite slid open, and he walked into the quiet, thickly carpeted reception room with Niathal at his side; not behind, not ahead, but exactly level with him. Omas was leaning over his aide’s desk, talking in hushed tones.
“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting,” he said, looking up. “Do come in.”
Jacen moved his chair so he wasn’t forced to squint at Omas against the light from the window. So did Niathal. It was an eloquent, silent statement of who would have the upper hand, and they hadn’t rehearsed it. Omas, a man finely attuned to the subtleties of body language and psychological advantage, radiated wariness in the Force. He knew he was dealing with a united front.
“You’ve seen the battle report, I take it,” Niathal said.
“Yes.” Omas reached for a datapad as if to reassure her that he had. “Whether it was lucky timing on the Bothans’ part or a smart trap, the real issue now is how we deal with a Bothawui that’s becoming even better armed and aggressive.”
“Actually, it does matter if it was lucky or not,” said Jacen. “Because it goes to the heart of the quality of our intelligence. I’m not happy with the quality of GA Intel, which, if you recall, is why I wanted to form the GAG from selected personnel. Intel isn’t up to the task we face now.”
Omas looked weary. “Okay, you’ve both got a complaint. Who’s first?”
Niathal inclined her head politely, but Jacen could feel her resolution forming a box around her almost like durasteel. It was tangible. “I’ll keep it brief,” she said. “We can’t get involved in every little skirmish to keep obscure Senators and tin-pot heads of state in the Alliance. We’re at overstretch. We couldn’t maintain the Corellian blockade, and now we have the Bothans ramping up. Pick your battles, Chief of State. I can’t fight them all.”
Omas did his displacement act and poured himself a cup of caf from the jug on his desk. There was just one cup, and he didn’t offer more.
“If we fail to show support to Alliance member worlds, then we lose them,” he said. “This is basic numbers. We’ve been through all this. If more secede, then we’ve lost. The issue of how we maintain a joint defense force for the Alliance—which is what started this, in case we forget—then becomes academic.”
“If we don’t concentrate our forces on the worlds that present the most immediate and serious threat, then we’ll be ground down a ship at a time, and we might not even be able to defend Coruscant if it comes to the worst.”
“You think it might come to that?” Omas didn’t appear convinced. He glanced at Jacen, but Jacen kept his counsel. “Is this about Coruscant in the end?”
“Of course it is,” Niathal said. “It always is. The Alliance and Coruscant are indivisible, and that’s half the problem for all the other worlds.”
Omas turned to Jacen. “Your turn, Colonel.”
“I share the admiral’s fears about overstretch.” Now Jacen slipped in his challenge, subtle and multilayered, to give Omas a chance to come clean. He found himself hoping Omas didn’t take it. “Corellia is still the heart of this. I say we devote all our resources in the immediate term to an all-out assault on Corellia—invasion, in fact. Destroy their industrial base, and remove Gejjen and his cronies. The man’s already had his predecessor killed and made an attempt on the Hapan Queen Mother.” Jacen paused a beat, because timing was everything. “I’ve no doubt you’ll be next.”
Jacen felt Niathal’s reaction although her expression was set in neutral: amusement, plus a little anxious excitement like preparing for battle. Omas felt suddenly more wary—but Jacen couldn’t tell if that was aimed at him, or at the idea that Gejjen might be setting Omas up.
“You have intelligence to suggest that?” Omas asked.
Jacen shook his head. “No, and I don’t need it or help from the Force to work it out. It’s how Gejjen does business.”
“If we launch that kind of assault on Corellia, it’s something I should take to the Security Council. And even if they agree to it—”
“We’re at war. You have all the legal powers to determine the conduct of the war with Admiral Niathal, as you see fit.”
“Until it costs more credits,” said Omas. “And once we’re conspicuously focused on Corellia, what are Bothawui and Commenor going to do? Answers on a small piece of flimsi, please …”
Omas had the perfect excuse now to admit to the meeting with Gejjen. He could have said that he was going to give peace talks one last try. He could have said anything to indicate that he was going to talk terms with a state that showed no signs of understanding the words common good, and whose quietly lethal leader could have scared a Hutt gang lord.
And, Jacen thought, any smart politician might have suspected that his Intelligence Service spied on him, just as they spied on all the other Senators. A little game of words: Omas could have made the suggestion and watched Jacen’s reaction, brazening it out to test if his clandestine call had been picked up.
But he didn’t. And his future—and his fate—were sealed.
“So where are we going with this?” Niathal asked. “Same strategy? Keep dividing up the fleet until we have one ship per theater?”
“I think a full assault on Corellia is madness,” said Omas. “We might well have to consider it—but much later. In the meantime, my priority is to stop secessions from the Alliance from reaching the tipping point.”
Jacen sat feigning suppressed anger and disappointment. It had to be subtle, because Omas knew Jacen’s capacity for smiling self-control. But Omas needed to pick up the faintest whiff of dissent and savor it for a few moments; his suspicions would be aroused if Jacen caved in too readily.
Jacen placed his hands squarely on the arms of the apocia wood chair and eased himself to his feet.
“For the record, I think this is a big mistake, sir,” he said. “And I would be happier if GAG could support our intelligence community in their efforts beyond Coruscant.”
“I note your views, Colonel Solo, and I’m grateful for your strategic input so far.” Omas meshed his fingers and leaned on the desk, a gesture that said defensive more than it said resolute. “The GAG’s remit is domestic, though. I appreciate your concern for the quality of our intelligence.”
Jacen didn’t catch Niathal’s eye. He walked out, followed closely by her, and said nothing until they were back in her office.
“Well?”
“Not good,” she said. She wandered up to the window to watch the traffic streaming in orderly lines in the skylanes around the Senate District. “Not exactly open with us, is he?”
“I never told him we have GAG personnel operating on Corellia, so we’re even.”
“We can’t sustain the current strategy. Perhaps I should talk to Senator G’Sil and get it referred to the Security Council.”
“And then we divert our energies into an internal power struggle with Omas while we have a war to fight. I’m sure I don’t have to tell you that if you take a shot at someone, you keep firing until they can no longer return fire. Wound them, and you have an angry enemy who knows your position.”
“I know where you’re heading with this, Jacen.”
“You know I’m right.”
“That doesn’t make it any easier.”
“If he does a deal with Gejjen, we’re not just back to square one: the Alliance is in a worse position than when it started.”
“And we’ll be out of the game.”
“That’s academic.” Jacen almost asked Niathal if she had children, and then realized he had almost done the most stupid thing imaginable: reveal his constant fears for the future of his own daughter, a child whose paternity had to stay hidden. He recovered fast, astonished at his weakness. “Because the game will be recurring wars.”
“Or Omas might end up with a vibroblade in his throat.”
“He’s insane to meet Gejjen face-to-face without close protection anyway. He hasn’t asked for it from us. He hasn’t asked CSF, either—”
“GA Intel?”
“No. We tap their comms, too.”
“You’re a source of constant revelation, Jacen Solo …”
“Are you in?”
“Say it.”
Jacen looked around the room, trying to look as if he was simply thinking, but suspicious that someone else might be doing to him what he did to them—eavesdrop electronically. Was Niathal setting him up? No, he was sure he could sense bugs in a room. There were none. “You know what I’m proposing.”
“I don’t, actually. Not in detail. Say it.”
“Regime change.” Too late. But he couldn’t sense any risk. His logical brain was the paranoid, whispering voice, not his Force-senses. He realized he’d become less instinct-driven and more rational, and that was the problem. Thinking too much, feeling too little, just like Lumiya says. “We remove him from office long enough to get this war won, and then hand it back to Senator G’Sil when the situation is stable so that new elections can take place.”
His words emerged like uninvited strangers, and he didn’t even believe himself. Niathal made a little splutter that could have been laughter.
“I get the removal. It’s the gap in the middle between remove and elections that fascinates me.”
“We run the GA during the interim as a duumvirate. No dictatorship. Joint control.”
Niathal indicated her uniform and then reached out to jab a bony finger into the rank tab on his shoulder. “Military coup. That’s what it’s called. Let’s not prevaricate.”
“Okay, I remove him and you take over, alone.”
“I don’t think so. Duumvirate sounds best to me.”
Jacen liked two; two was the Sith way. Knowing Niathal’s ambition for the Chief’s office, he’d have the same circling, edgy power struggle with her as a Sith Master with an apprentice who was expected and encouraged to plot to overthrow him.
But he would rule as Sith Lord in due course, when the GA and elections were academic, and she would administer the state. That would satisfy her.
“I’ll take care of Gejjen, by the way,” he said. “He’s a massively destabilizing influence, and removing him will throw Corellia into disarray.”
“How will you take care of Omas?”
“I’ll remove him by house arrest.”
“Deposed heads of state tend to become martyrs and hostages.”
“We can’t be seen to kill our own, and framing Gejjen for it did occur to me, but it’s not necessary. We need to show ourselves as civilized people working within the law.”
“With a coup.”
“Under the law, as the law will stand, it won’t be.”
“Ahhhh. I forgot.” No, she hadn’t, he knew that. “Your amendment to the law.”
“I’m tabling it for next week, through Aitch-Em-Three.”
“And in the meantime?”
“Leave that to me. I’ll have someone there when Omas meets Gejjen.” Jacen checked his datapad. “He needs only a day to do his business with Gejjen, no more, so—my people have him under surveillance, ready to move. Then we have evidence to present to G’Sil.”
“And then you arrest him.”
“I was thinking I might arrest him at the same time you present the evidence to G’Sil. When we move, we have to move fast. No room to be outmaneuvered.”
Niathal let out a long breath. Jacen waited.
“I’ll be ready to move on your signal. Make sure you keep me up to speed with all this, won’t you?”
It was done. Jacen’s takeover was in place. He had the GAG at his back, and Niathal would deliver the fleet as well as the army. With the right presentation of Omas selling out to the Corellians, it would be a very orderly coup.
There was no need for unnecessary bloodshed. That was what this was all about: an end to violence, chaos, and instability.
That was worth everything he was risking.
Jacen took an air taxi back to a plaza a few minutes’ walk from the GAG HQ: just another citizen, no sleek black GA transport, no privilege. Either the driver didn’t recognize the uniform, or he hesitated to say, Here, you’re the chief of the secret police, aren’t you? It was a silent, contemplative journey.
It was time to make sure nothing went wrong, if manifest destiny could go wrong. He opened his comlink and called Lumiya.
“Shira,” he said, aware of the pilot up front. “I need you to do a job for me.”



chapter seven
Goran, in Fett’s absence, I think you really ought to see this. I don’t think it can wait. Sometimes the vongese do you a favor.
—Site foreman Herik Vorad, on examination of excavated rock from land north of Enceri, Mandalore
SAFE HOUSE, CORUSCANT
“So you’re going to do it before you achieve your full Sith powers,” said Lumiya. She lit the candles and closed the blinds. Jacen needed to shut out the world and feel what was happening; he was running increasingly on a mundane agenda, the agenda of the lesser beings he worked with. “Why?”
“If I do it afterward, when might afterward be?” Jacen watched the flames shimmering and settled down cross-legged on a floor cushion, but his eyes kept wandering away from the focus of concentration, and Lumiya felt obliged to rap him sharply on the top of his head and point at the candle. “Omas is doing a deal with Gejjen. The deal excludes me, and Niathal, possibly in a rather terminal way.”
Working in the world of those who couldn’t use the Force, Jacen was falling into conniving and manipulating just like them, and while Lumiya didn’t think that was a bad thing—all tools were valid to achieve the outcome—he was letting himself be bound by their rules. He was talking about timing. He had full mastery of the Force, but he seemed to enjoy using the limited tricks of ordinary people.
The admiral was irrelevant in the long term. He had to be aware of that. “Niathal is afraid of you, Jacen. Or at least wary.”
“Don’t you think I know that? She’d be an idiot if she trusted anyone at this level of government.”
“You waste too much energy playing mundane games instead of using the Force.”
“I’ll use it when I need to. Most of the time now, it’s overkill.”
Jacen always seemed to want to prove how much smarter, how much more skilled he was than his adversaries, how he could beat them on their own terms. Vanity wasn’t always a bad thing in a Sith—as long as it didn’t control him. It was just a matter of getting him to pause and refocus.
“Meditate,” said Lumiya.
Jacen stared through her for a moment, and then stared unblinking at the candle until he eventually closed his eyes. He opened one eye slowly, looking as if he might be about to make a joke. Lumiya didn’t feel in a humorous mood.
“Actually, I called you for a reason,” he said.
“I know. But I’d like to approach this like Force-users, not like some tedious little committee in the Senate.” It was time to remind him he still had one more step to take before he could begin to teach her anything. “Calm yourself and put the world to one side.”
Jacen shut his eyes again, and—for once—seemed to relax enough to allow a little of his state of mind to filter through the barrier that he now kept in place most of the time. Lumiya sensed the solid confidence and focus that typified him. But there was still the faintest hint of the old Jacen, wounded by bereavement and pain, scared of doing necessary things. That was the last tinge of doubt and reluctance that his final step would erase. It would enable him to cross the line into his full Sith legacy.
She didn’t know when afterward might be, either, or even who. She only knew it was soon.
“You don’t need to play their games, Jacen,” she said softly. “Even now your powers put you far beyond their reach. Omas can’t touch you. Neither can Gejjen. When you achieve your destiny, they’ll be less than irrelevant.”
“Powers or not, I can’t control a galaxy on my own. I need to persuade, to carry people with me. The Force can’t affect the minds of millions.”
Ah, you enjoy the power you can wield with simple mind games. Don’t make Palpatine’s mistakes. That’s an indulgence. It’s not worthy of you.
“Jacen,” she said. “I want you to take stock and feel. Stop overanalyzing. It won’t reveal any truths to you. Just facts. Facts show you only what you want to see.”
Jacen opened his eyes again. “But it’s so fleeting. The line between a crazy impulse and guidance from the Force is getting harder to draw.”
“Because you think about it too much.”
The impenetrable wall went up again. Lumiya felt it as he lapsed into silence.
“It’s Ben,” he said at last. “It has to be Ben.”
Now she understood. “You’re fond of the boy. Perhaps he’s the child you don’t have. This will be hard, and that’s probably why it has to be him.”
For a moment, Jacen’s gaze flickered—too brief, too insignificant for any ordinary observer to spot—and she knew she’d hit a nerve. That was it: conscious of his own mortality, he wanted a son, and there was a little subconscious desire to possess what was Luke’s as part of the overthrow of the Jedi dynasty. Now that he had it, and Ben looked to him as a heroic father figure, he had to throw away that prize.
It was an odd sort of love, but if it was powerful enough, it would do fine.
“That’s probably it,” Jacen said, and looked down at his clasped hands. “And it’s hard to kill someone who doesn’t deserve it.”
“But you don’t know how it’ll happen.”
“Exactly.”
“You can’t see yourself taking a lightsaber to a fourteen-year-old boy.”
“Maybe it won’t be so literal. I’m sending him to assassinate Dur Gejjen when he meets Omas to do his deal. It’s a job that needs doing, it tests Ben’s skills and commitment, it’s far easier for a teenage boy to get past Gejjen’s security, and … perhaps it will put him in real mortal danger.” Jacen reached out to the low table nearby, leaning on one hand to stretch and pick up one of the candles in its transparent blue holder. “Now, is that a consequence of the task, or is that why I’m sending him? Am I sending him to his death?”
“Let it play out,” Lumiya said. “Stop rationalizing and let it happen.”
She stood up to take the candle from him. She could see he wanted to play that brinkmanship game again of how long he could hold his hand in the flame. Some men would do it out of bravado after too many drinks, but Jacen was testing himself, a private struggle rooted in his experience of pain at Vergere’s hands and his lingering doubts that he could stay the course and make himself do something he wanted to run from.
“I need your help,” he said. “I need you to distract Mara for a while.”
“Whatever you wish.”
“She’s taken the Brisha story to heart. Nothing like killing someone’s child to guarantee a blood feud, is there?”
“I thought that story might tie her up and explain my presence. In an ideal world, I would have avoided all contact with the Skywalkers.”
“So … why did you offer your hand to Luke instead of taking his head off?”
Lumiya was still considering that. She might not have meant Luke any harm, but she didn’t have to hate someone to kill him in the line of duty. Did it matter that he still thought all her actions were dictated by an old romance, and by a trauma that had been her destiny anyway? Why did she feel the need to show him they weren’t?
“It certainly had its shock value in the fight,” she said. “And killing him would have changed the course of events for all of us.”
“And you wanted to put him in his place. Show him he had no leverage … that you were over him?”
Jacen sometimes seemed to understand and then he’d say something banal like that, which made her think he had missed the point of passing through powerful emotions to become stronger.
“The Skywalkers are too mired in their domesticity to be effective Jedi, Jacen,” she said. “It’s a warning to us all. Luke can’t see what’s in front of him because he thinks my motive is lost love and revenge, because that’s the level he thinks at—family and friends. It would never occur to him that I want to see a Sith-controlled galaxy and that the personal issues we had are trivial by comparison.”
“You taught me that anger and passion are what make Sith strong.”
“There’s anger, and then there’s being controlled by it—not seeing the forest for the trees.” Lumiya had a moment of self-doubt and decided to meditate on it later. “So what about Mara?”
“She’s hanging on to that GAG connection she found to track you. Keep her occupied elsewhere.”
“I’ll let her find me. That should do the trick. Can you give me a possession of Ben’s, something that would prove to Mara that I could get at him easily, without being traceable to you?”
“I’ll get you a pair of his boots. He keeps several pairs in his locker, and Mara already suspects a GAG connection.” He gave her a little frown of concern, but she felt nothing emanating from him. “What if she actually catches you?”
“I might win, and anyway—it’ll buy you time.” Lumiya was still testing herself to see if she resented Jacen for leaving her to die, too. “I’m expendable, as you’ve proven. My life’s purpose is to enable you to become a Sith Lord, because that secures the stability of the galaxy. The ambition of most beings is just to stay alive, overeat, spend too much, and avoid hard work. I’m happy that I can achieve much more than that … and we all die sooner or later. A death in service of a great ideal is a fine thing.”
Jacen gave her a long, blank stare, and she wondered if the idea of an eternal principle being more important than the short confines of his own mortal life was alien to him. He had to pass beyond that. He would.
“When you think of Ben’s fate,” she said, “think of the legacy you’ll leave in years to come, and ask who’ll be able to name the Skywalkers, or even the Solos. This is about the fate of trillions upon trillions for millennia to come—not one small family over a few decades.”
Jacen got to his feet, but Lumiya could tell he was looking at her without seeing her now.
“I’ll keep telling myself that,” he said. “The boots will get Mara’s attention, for sure.”
“I think I’ll play up the maternal grief and do something emotional, too. What are you going to do when Mara and Luke come after you—when they find out about Ben in due course?”
“I’ll deal with that when I have to.”
“It might be sooner than you think. I suggest you make sure you’re properly armed.”
“I have quite an armory,” said Jacen. “And I’ll be ready when the time comes.”
“Think laterally,” Lumiya said gently. “Luke can still take you in a lightsaber fight.”
“I’m already a few steps ahead of him. Trust me.”
She had to. The future of the galaxy depended on Jacen. He was the end of chaos and the beginning of order, and—like all forces of change—he would not be hailed by everyone as a savior. Some wouldn’t see how necessary he was. Some would try to stop him.
She would do whatever it took to clear his path—even if the price was her own life.
SURVEILLANCE CENTER, GAG HQ, CORUSCANT
Captain Girdun loomed in the doorway, backlit by the light from the corridor. “Showtime,” he said. “Niathal’s just been designated as acting Chief of State as of midnight.”
The troopers on duty in the listening post looked up. Ben detached the bead amplifier in his ear and tried to make sense of that news. “What’s happened to Omas?”
“He’s going to be out of the office for a day.”
“Oh, I thought—”
“He has to give a little notice to hand over the reins of state to Niathal when he’s out of contact—you know, command codes, that kind of stuff. So we have a window for his trip to Vulpter. Tomorrow.”
It was all moving too fast. Ben could recall feeling excited by the turmoil of events, but now that he was part of them, they were too fast for his comfort. They brought him closer to his mission. He wasn’t relishing the prospect; he knew how he’d felt after killing a suspect he thought was armed, so he could work out that he wouldn’t be any happier after dispatching Gejjen.
I’m an assassin. And everyone else my age who isn’t a Jedi is in school.
“What cover story has he given?” Ben asked.
“Private medical matter.”
“Yeah, saving his backside,” said Zavirk.
“I think this is the opportunity you’ve been waiting for, Ben.” Girdun beckoned to him. “Come on. Briefing room.” He turned to Zavirk. “I want to know his itinerary to Vulpter. He won’t be taking us along, but he’ll still need transport, a minder, and a pilot, so let’s keep an eye on the logistics.”
“Bet he takes an Intel zombie or two with him for company.”
“Well, we’re keeping an eye on them, too, so that’ll help us triangulate, won’t it? Get to it, Trooper.”
The captain strode off down the corridor whistling, which was unlike him. Ben hadn’t realized Girdun disliked Omas so much. Maybe he just enjoyed a really major hunt. It couldn’t get much bigger than tailing the Chief of State to an illicit meeting with the enemy. There was no hate in Girdun, just a wonderful sense of focus and excitement. Ben wondered if darkness was as easy to spot as Jedi seemed to think.
But what’s darkness? Killing Gejjen?
The worst thing about growing up was that there were fewer right-or-wrong answers every day. It wasn’t a math test.
When they reached the briefing room, Shevu and Lekauf were already there, poring over a wall full of illuminated holodisplays. Lekauf, looking far from comfortable in his brand-new lieutenant’s rank insignia, gave Ben a nervous grin.
“Our source in Coronet confirms that Gejjen’s rescheduled all his engagements for tomorrow,” said Shevu. “It’s on for sure.”
“Timetable?”
“No outbound timings, but he expects to be back in time for a meeting by oh-eight-hundred the next day.”
The displays on the walls showed two sets of charts and data: one was Coruscant, the other Corellia. Ben checked off the list of surveillance points—Omas’s private residence, the security cams from the Senate offices, the handful of private landing pads nearest to both, and a tally of flight plans filed for Vulpter. The Corellian status board also showed recent flight plans logged with that planet as a destination.
“What if Omas breaks his journey somewhere, and doesn’t fly straight to Vulpter?” Ben asked.
“That’s where marrying it up with arrivals and flight plans for Vulpter helps.” Lekauf pointed to a datapad on the table. “Check that out. Even if the flight doesn’t originate from Coruscant, we can run checks to see what’s arriving with Coruscant as its point of departure within that time window.”
“The boring number-crunching stuff,” said Girdun. “Don’t worry, a computer’s narrowing down the choices. Once we spot Omas moving—or even Gejjen—then we put a tail on them. Easier to tail Omas, but we might get a break from Gejjen.”
“How?”
“We have an informant in the Corellian government building. This is the thing about information, Ben. It’s not a case of finding a big X on a chart labeled the secret meeting is here. It’s actually about assembling a lot of apparently routine stuff that’s not secret at all and looking for the patterns.”
Ben watched the flight plans from Coronet appearing on the screen. Any neutral pilot entering Corellian airspace could get access to this. Anybody could get information from ATC on Vulpter. And Coruscant ATC was an open book, available from any dataport. There was a daunting amount of data, but a computer or a droid could sift through it just as they sifted through the thousands of comlink calls to flag those that were worth the scrutiny of flesh and blood. It was just a matter of setting the parameters right.
Ben wasn’t sure why he was here other than to learn the tedious and painstaking side of the job. Shevu and Lekauf seemed to be planning an interception.
“They’re just working out how we get you close enough to Gejjen.” Girdun seemed to assume Ben knew what he was talking about. “And that has to be after he’s finished his meeting with Omas, because the boss wants the evidence of the meeting for the Security Council.”
Revelation dawned. Ben had hoped he’d have more preparation time, but this was it. “We’re doing the hit at the same time as the meeting? Not when he’s on the way back, or—”
“We might not get another chance to take a crack at Gejjen away from his home turf.”
Lekauf beckoned to Ben and made him look inside a fabric holdall leaning against the wall. “Like it?”
Ben couldn’t work out what it was at first, but when he took it from the bag, it turned out to be a rifle with a folding stock. He unfolded it and snapped the stock into place, staring at it in numb realization.
“It’s a modified Karpaki Fifty,” Lekauf said, totally misreading Ben’s reaction to the weapon. “Can’t leave lightsaber marks all over Gejjen, can we? Bit of a giveaway. You’re now going to make a very fast acquaint of a ballistic sniper rifle. Y’know—projectiles.”
“If you’re trying to get me close to Gejjen, why do I need a sniper weapon?”
“In case we can’t. Come on, let’s get in a few hours on the indoor range.”
Ben wondered if it was his last chance to refuse, but he knew he couldn’t. If Shevu was taking part in this—and Shevu was dead straight, a man the other officers described as an old-fashioned kind of cop—then it had to be the right thing to do.
Girdun responded to his chirping comlink. It was Zavirk, judging by the side of the conversation that Ben could hear. Girdun slid the comlink back in his pocket, a big grin on his face.
“Intelligence is sending a couple of handlers with Omas,” he said. “Just overheard their arrangements. Oh-five-hundred start, leaving from his private landing pad and transferring to an unmarked Intelligence cutter in Coruscant orbit. Sneaky, eh? But it helps when you know their code names for various VIPs.” He checked his chrono. “If I ever end up back in Intelligence, remind me to make them better. Got to go.”
Shevu raised an eyebrow. “He loves his work.”
“Are you okay with this?” Ben asked.
“Okay with what?”
“Gejjen.”
“I’m not a spook,” Shevu said. “Never was. But if Gejjen has Omas killed, it’ll destabilize the whole GA. So I’m okay with it.”
“Do you think he will?”
“I’d want proof that he wouldn’t. Personally, I think we should blow our cover and stop Omas from going, but that just compromises our whole operation. So we’re riding along with you to make sure Omas gets home in one piece.”
Shevu never made any comments on whether he thought Omas was a traitor betraying the GA, or a visionary taking a massive risk for peace. He didn’t get involved with politics and opinions. He just stuck to the law as best he could. And that wasn’t easy in the GAG.
“What are you waiting for?” Shevu asked.
“I just wondered if you think I’m right to do this.”
“That’s not my call.” Shevu busied himself with holocharts of Vulpter, opening three-D images of the spaceports and public buildings. “You’ve got your orders.”
Lekauf gave Ben a nudge in the back. “Come on, I’ve got to turn you into a passable sniper by tomorrow morning.”
The indoor range had that ozonic discharged-blaster smell with a tinge of burned plastoid. Something in the air made Ben’s eyes sting. It was an expensive facility that Lekauf said had been cobbled together from equipment originally intended for Intelligence: hologram simulations, regular targets, and even something he called “dead meat.”
“I’m not sure I’m going to be much use with a rifle,” Ben said.
“Aw, come on.” Lekauf was unconvinced. “You’re a Jedi. You’re not like the rest of us. You’ve got this visuospatial ability we haven’t—my granddad used to tell my dad amazing things about Lord Vader. Really uncanny accuracy in three dimensions, whether he was flying a ship or using a weapon. I used to think Dad was making it up until I saw real Jedi doing that stuff.”
“Why not a blaster?”
“Loads of reasons. We need overkill. We need something that doesn’t light the place up like fireworks. And we want something that can be silenced. Believe it or not, that thing is quite discreet.”
Ben steadied the Karpaki against his shoulder, sighted up a few times, and took his firing position. He was quite pleased to get that far without making a fool of himself. “You seem to have a good opinion of Vader.”
“My granddad thought the world of him. When he got badly burned on a mission and had to be discharged from the Imperial Army, Lord Vader made sure he was taken care of for the rest of his life. Whatever some people say about Vader, monsters don’t look out for lieutenants.”
“That’s good to know,” said Ben. He liked the idea of his grandfather having his kind moments, and that some people still thought well of him. Not everyone had been sympathetic to the Rebellion. Ben imagined Vader doing the difficult things that Jacen was facing now.
And that I’m facing.
At the end of the range, a shadowy man walked quickly across Ben’s field of view and vanished. Ben’s instinctive reaction was that this person was real, and breaking safety regulations, so he lowered his weapon and called a warning. Lekauf burst out laughing.
“Ben, that’s your target.”
“That wasn’t a hologram. It was solid.”
“Uh, yeah …” Lekauf put his hand on the control console and the “man” walked back into view again to sit on a chair in the target zone. “It’s a gel-form. It’s an adjustable droid made of gel and plastoid to mimic flesh and bone. So you … well, so you get used to a target moving like a real person. That one’s been adjusted to match Gejjen’s build and gait based on holonews footage, so you get used to what he’ll look like and how he’ll probably fall.”
Ben was transfixed. It was just a dummy, just a clever piece of training technology. He checked it in the Force—yes, it was just a machine—but he still felt awful about it.
“That’s pretty yucky.”
“You know how much those things cost?”
“What happens when I shoot … it?”
“It gets up and repairs itself.”
“Okay.” Ben found it disturbing to watch the figure walking around in the small bay at the end of the range. Through the rifle’s optics, it was clearly a featureless, translucent gel figure with the shadowy framework of artificial bone within. “You sure it doesn’t feel anything?”
“It just moves, Ben. It doesn’t think. It’s not even a proper droid. More like a puppet.” He looked at the chrono display on the wall. “You’ve got less than nineteen hours to get up to speed.”
“No pressure, then …”
“In your own time, fire when ready.”
Ben recalled his recent training. “Why not center mass?”
“That’s the army way—kill or wound, you’ve still put the target out of action. Police snipers have to worry about hostages and stuff, so they’re trained to incapacitate instantly—head shot. Assassination doesn’t have to be as instant, just dead. But a head shot’s still best.” Lekauf crooked his forefingers and thumbs five centimeters apart and made a gesture as if he were putting on a blindfold. “That’s the zone you’re aiming at. A five-centimeter band around the head at eye level. Put one in there and you’ve got a kill. But with the kind of frangible round you’ll be using, as long as you hit the head or neck at all, the result’s the same.”
“What if I can only get a shot at center mass?”
“He won’t respond to cardiopulmonary resuscitation after a round hits him, believe me.” When Lekauf was getting technical, Ben knew he was enjoying his subject. “Optimum is still the head shot, though.”
“But there’s wind speed and everything.”
“This Karpaki has smart sensor optics. Senses the windage and allows for it. They’ve improved a bit in recent years.”
“If it’s that clever, then why do I have to train?”
“To get used to shooting someone who’s not trying to kill you. Who doesn’t even know you’re there. Not the Jedi way, is it?”
It was just a dummy. But it moved like Gejjen.
Ben aimed.
It was just like using a lightsaber, really. Letting the Force guide the hand, the eye …
He squeezed the trigger as the gel-form sat down on the chair, and the round caught the point of its right temple. Gel and fragments plumed in the air, and the dummy slumped forward.
Lekauf, arms folded, considered the inert form with the eye of a connoisseur. Ben was taken aback by how uncomfortable it made him feel, especially when the gel-form suddenly sat upright, then stood.
He was sure he couldn’t shoot it a second time.
“And again,” said Lekauf.
Ben spent the next hour getting used to anticipating movement, waiting for the gel-form to settle for just long enough to take the shot. It was harder than he thought: the dummy made no impression in the Force, which limited Ben’s senses. And it kept getting up and walking around each time, a distressing gel ghost of a man he was going to kill.
There was no emotion in it. That made it hard. But he was getting good single shots. He tried to see it as a technical exercise, like lightsaber drill, an action totally separate from the nasty business of taking off heads, and imagined the gel-form with the short dark hair of Dur Gejjen.
“Ben,” Lekauf said quietly, “I’ll be there and so will Shevu. You’ve got backup if anything goes wrong. If you can’t get at him, or you don’t get a clean shot, we’ll make sure he drops and stays down. Don’t sweat it.”
“But that’ll expose you two.”
“Like I said, it’s just in case things don’t go according to plan. Makes sense to build in some contingency in case we don’t get another chance—because it’ll be easier than hitting him on Corellia.”
Ben pondered. “We don’t even know the location. I could be doing this in the middle of a field or a crowded restaurant.”
“You sabotaged Centerpoint. This is going to be a lot easier.”
“When I did that, I still thought it was fun.”
“Come on, you can do it.”
There was something about Lekauf’s faith and admiration that galvanized Ben. He concentrated on the dummy and tried to see himself not as shooting a helpless automaton or even a corrupt politician, but as solving a problem. A couple of hours later, he was hitting the five-centimeter zone 95 percent of the time.
“Better have a break now,” Lekauf said.
Ben checked to make sure the adjacent lanes were clear and walked up the range to look at the gel-form. The more times he’d hit it, the slower the self-repair became. Its internal power supply needed recharging. It was struggling to get up, and Ben found himself increasingly disturbed as he watched the pathetic, anonymous figure scrambling to roll onto its chest and get on all fours. He forced himself to stop looking at it.
It was all the worse for there being none of the real aftermath of injury that he’d seen once too often.
“Lunch,” Lekauf called, more insistently this time.
Ben wasn’t certain he was that hungry.
BEVIIN-VASUR FARM, TEN KILOMETERS OUTSIDE KELDABE, MANDALORE
Goran Beviin looked up from the trench, a pitchfork in one hand and a muddy grin on his face. It was beginning to rain and he was up to his ankles in animal dung, but it seemed to make him perfectly happy.
“And they said being acting Mandalore would go to my head,” he said, rubbing his nose on his sleeve. “So you came home fast, then.”
Fett kept his distance. “Found what I was looking for. You didn’t expect me back.”
“I did. Some of the clan chieftains didn’t. You have a habit of wandering off for a few years at a time.” Beviin heaved himself out of the trench and wiped his palms on the seat of his pants. He looked very, very pleased with himself. “If you’d been away any longer, I’d have called you, but since you’re back … Want to see something amazing?”
Fett wondered if now was a good time to tell Beviin the truth about his illness. The man had to know sooner or later. He could have formally declared himself Mandalore while Fett was gone, and probably found a lot of support among the clans, but he hadn’t; he’d gone on shoveling dung and running his farm. He was happy with his life as it was. The galaxy would have worked better with a few more Beviins around.
“Okay,” Fett said. “Amaze me.”
Beviin beckoned and trudged through the mud toward the farm buildings. The fine drizzle was turning into rain, and the land looked bare—not in the ruined sense of the postwar devastation that blighted so much of the planet, but as if it had settled down to sleep for the coming winter. Despite the derivation of the Fett surname—derived from the word for “farmer”—and his father’s childhood on his parents’ Concord Dawn farm, Fett knew nothing about agriculture. He wished he could learn, sometimes, to better understand who his father had once been.
“Mirta behaving herself?” Beviin didn’t look back over his shoulder. “Well, at least she hasn’t tried to kill you again. It’s a good sign. Kids can be such a handful.”
Fett felt the mud suck at his boots. “She’s a useful pair of fists in a fight.”
“She’ll produce wonderfully ferocious great-grandchildren for you, Bob’ika.” Beviin paused a few beats. Fett tried to take in the phrase great-grandchildren, and it left him stranded. “So whatever it was you went to do ended in a fight, did it?”
“Just had to ask questions emphatically.”
“You going to tell me about it?”
It seemed as good a time as any, and Fett didn’t see the point of sugarcoating it. “I’m terminally ill. Two years, tops. Eight, nine months if I carry on like this.”
Beviin still didn’t turn around. He walked on for a few more meters, head lowered against the rain, and then stopped in his tracks and finally faced Fett. He looked genuinely upset. Fett couldn’t recall anyone being upset for him before, except his father. Lack of caring worked both ways.
Maybe Sintas had felt for him. He hadn’t noticed.
“You’re not going to sit back and let it happen, are you, Bob’ika? We can do something, surely.”
Using the way-too-familiar form of his name didn’t bother Fett at all now. “I found a clone who survived.”
“So they did get a little more out of Ko Sai than revenge and a few souvenirs, then.”
“There’s no research data. Just the clone, Jaing Skirata. He wouldn’t give me a blood sample, but he says he’s got good medical resources.” Now that Fett was back on Mandalore and Jaing was light-years away, though, the whole premise struck him as flimsy. The man hadn’t even accepted a meal from him, which would have at least left useful traces of his genetic material on the utensils. Fett had nothing except time counting down and a suspicion that his judgment was failing just like his health. “I’ll explain later.”
“Why didn’t you tell me? I could have tracked some clones for you. Enough of them deserted and ended up here.”
“Ones who’d had the accelerated aging stopped?”
“I don’t know, but I could have worked from those leads. Shab, Bob’ika, couldn’t you have squeezed a little sample out of him anyway?”
“It’s done now. And there was never a guarantee that Taun We or Beluine could make anything from it anyway.”
Beviin looked disappointed for a moment, as if Fett had let the side down by not simply grabbing what he needed. But Jaing had been right. Fett needed Taun We to decode whatever it was in that clone’s cells that stopped the degeneration, and Taun We would have turned that research over to her new bosses at Arkanian Micro. That was a bad deal for the clone, and a bad deal for Fett, because if anyone was going to make credits out of that data, it was him, and Mandalore needed those— 
Well, there’s a funny thing. Now I’m thinking long-term.
Beviin turned around and started walking again in silence. Fett’s news had certainly taken the shine off whatever had made him so happy a little earlier.
The farm was a rambling collection of buildings scattered around a stone farmhouse with impressive dirtworks and defensive walls. The other structures—including the outbuilding that Fett was staying in—weren’t so well defended, just variations on the traditional circular vheh’yaime set in deep pits and so thickly thatched that they were camouflaged. But the farmhouse was the last bastion in the event of an attack.
At the back of the building, and connected to it by an underground tunnel, stood a workshop with a smithy. Fett could hear the rhythmic hammering of metal across the clearing. There was no smoke curling from the roof. It vented many meters away to hide the location, and Fett was sure there was a network of tunnels extending a long way into the hills to the west of the farm. It was one of the ways the Mandalorians had fought—and beaten—the Yuuzhan Vong.
Beviin walked down the steps cut into the hard-packed soil and leading down to the front door. It opened and Dinua, his adopted daughter, stood with hands on hips.
“Boots,” she said ominously, pointing at the clods of dung and mud. Two small children clung to her legs. “You too, Mand’alor. And you can take those coveralls off as well, Buir.”
“Okay, okay.” Beviin—spy, fixer, veteran commando—was driven back by a resolute woman. But Dinua had fought and killed Yuuzhan Vong from the age of fourteen, so making a mess on her clean floor wasn’t to be attempted rashly. “We’ll go the long way around.”
They tramped around the perimeter of the farmhouse, following the sound of ringing metal.
“She’s a good girl,” Beviin said. “Just a bit irritable now that Jintar’s away fighting. She’s not one for staying at home. But the little ones are too young for both parents to be away.”
So some had already taken mercenary work. Fett didn’t think Beviin’s farm was doing that badly, but maybe Jintar was too proud to accept his father-in-law’s support.
“But you and Medrit are good with kids.”
“Yeah, but this way, one parent stays alive …”
That was the harsh reality Fett had grown up with. It bred hard people.
As the door to the workshop swung open, a blast of warm air registered on his sensors. The interior was bathed in a red glow; sparks flew in arcing showers. How Beviin stood the noise, Fett would never know. His helmet controls had decided the volume was above danger level, and buffered the sound.
A mountain of a man in a singlet, burn-scarred leather apron, and ear defenders was hammering a strip of red-hot metal. Every time he raised his arm, sweat flew from him and hissed into steam on the hot surfaces. He folded the strip with tongs as he hammered, layering the metal with a steady rhythm that said he was a master armorsmith. After a while, he realized Fett and Beviin were standing watching; he gestured with an impatient jab of his finger to show he was going to finish working the metal before he’d stop to talk.
It was actually fascinating. Fett could see from the length and emerging form of the metal bar that he was making a beskad, the traditional saber of the ancient Mandalorians. Beviin had one, an antique blade fashioned from Mandalore’s unique iron—beskar. Fett had watched him swing the weapon so hard into a Yuuzhan Vong officer that he’d had to stand on him to pull it free.
“There.” Medrit Vasur cooled the rough form of the saber in a tub of hissing liquid and turned it this way and that to check the line. He took off his ear defenders, and his face cracked into a beatific smile of satisfaction as he wiped the sweat from his brow with his forearm. “Now, that’s going to be a thing of beauty.”
“Med’ika, I haven’t told him yet,” said Beviin.
“Shall I blurt it out, then?”
“You’re the metallurgist …”
“Mand’alor,” Medrit said stiffly, “you’re looking at a test forging from a new lode of beskar.”
It took Fett a slow second to grasp the importance of what Medrit had said. “But the Empire strip-mined Mandalore. They took all the iron.”
“They missed a bit. A big bit.”
“How? And how big?”
“This is a big planet with a tiny population, and even the Imperials didn’t survey all of it. They stripped the shallow veins. This is a deeper lode, and we’d never have found it if the vongese hadn’t left craters you could sink a small moon in.” Medrit picked up a cloth and wiped his face. Fett couldn’t feel the full impact of the temperature in the workshop, but Beviin had started sweating visibly; he left a mucky smear across his forehead as he wiped it. “There’s a crew a hundred klicks north of Enceri still doing test drills, but it looks like a big, big lode that was exposed.”
Enceri was remote even by Mandalore’s standards; no wonder it had taken years to stumble across it. The Yuuzhan Vong had used singularity ordnance indiscriminately, smashing huge craters across the planet because they wanted to annihilate Mandalore, not conquer it. Fett enjoyed a rare moment of pleasure imagining the look on their vile, arrogant, disfigured faces if they’d known they were helping Mandalore find a new source of the metal that had once made it mighty.
Beskar was the toughest metal known to science. Even lightsabers had trouble with it. There had been a time when every army in the galaxy wanted a supply.
It was still the most valuable metal on the market, and there was a war raging around them.
“I feel a new economic era coming on,” said Fett.
Beviin winked. “Oya manda.”
“And it’s not on anyone’s land.” Fett realized the reason he’d never quite got a handle on what Mandalorian government actually meant was because it was so nebulous. “This is a resource for Mandalore as a whole.”
“If you say it is, then it is. That’s the Mandalore’s prerogative.”
“Okay, I say it is. Time to gather the chieftains and do a little forward planning.”
“Shab,” said Medrit, underwhelmed by the Mand’alor’s power to requisition resources. “You’re sounding just like a proper head of state.”
Fett would normally have found a family meal and a long explanation of the finer points of metallurgy worse than a spell on the Sarlacc. It was hard enough getting used to having a granddaughter without being besieged by Beviin’s noisy, messy, demonstrative family. But that evening, he tolerated it.
“It’s not just the ore,” Medrit said, drawing an imaginary graph in midair with a nuna drumstick. “It’s the processing. Part of the strength of the metal is in what’s added during smelting and how it’s worked. What you saw was just a test batch.”
“Have we got the facilities to do that anymore?” Fett wasn’t used to eating in front of anyone else. Dinua’s son and daughter, Shalk and Briila—seven and five, he estimated—stared at him, unimpressed, across the table. The scrutiny of small children was unnerving. “Do we have a windfall we can’t exploit?”
“On a small scale—we can do it,” Beviin said. “I’ve done a few rough calculations. If the lode produces the yield we think it will, we’re going to need some help from mining right through to processing. MandalMotors could process some of it, if they’re willing to shift resources from combat craft. But the rest … we need droids.”
“But what are you going to do with it?” Dinua asked.
“What?”
“Sell it for foreign currency, or use it to arm ourselves?”
Dinua, orphaned on the battlefield like Fett, was a savagely smart woman. Beviin had adopted her the moment her mother was killed, but Fett found that ability to turn strangers into family—that central part of Mandalorian culture—was beyond him. Even Medrit—impatient, critical, short-tempered—had accepted the unexpected addition to their household without a murmur. Adoption was what Mandalorians did, and always had.
If he can do it, why can’t I? With my own flesh and blood, too.
“We do both,” said Fett, trying to stay on the subject. “Some manufactured goods for export, some for our own rearmament.”
“You’ll find a lot of support for that,” Beviin said. “Satisfies both camps.”
What else can I do with the time I have left to me, except leave Mandalore in decent shape? “If we’ve got it, someone will want to take it.”
“You think anyone’s stupid enough to try invading like the Empire did?” Beviin said. “After we kicked Vong shebs like that?”
“Ba’buir’s cussing,” said Shalk gravely. “Can I say shebs, too?”
“No, you can’t.” Dinua clicked her teeth in annoyance. “Buir, please, not in front of the kids. Mand’alor, how are you going to announce the find? Other than the old-fashioned Mando way, by showing up at the border with an invading army?”
“Do we have to announce it?”
“If we want foreign revenue.”
“We don’t have a finance minister, but the job’s yours.”
“I’m serious.”
“Commission a few starfighters and see who notices,” Fett said. “Maybe this Kad’ika has a point—that we don’t have to be on one side or the other. There’s a third side, as … Goran says.” It was only courtesy to address him by his first name in his own house. Fett had so little nonhostile interaction with anyone that basic etiquette felt like a minefield. “Our own.”
“I could make sure the aruetiise notice,” said Beviin. “But maybe a surprise is better.”
“What kind of surprise?”
“The kind that makes you look up and run for a bomb shelter,” Beviin said. “With a MandalMotors logo on the fuselage.”
“We’ve got no territorial ambitions beyond the sector. We’ve got at least a dozen planets here to worry about.”
“I know. But take a planet in postwar recovery, an ongoing civil war, and a new find of beskar, and we might have visitors. If not armed, then at least trying to do deals.”
“Whatever. I don’t lose sleep over what …”
Beviin filled the gap. “Aruetiise.”
“… aruetiise think of us. I’ll talk to Yomaget in the morning. See what MandalMotors can commit.”
Medrit chewed thoughtfully, staring at Fett. “You could have a decent set of beskar’gam to replace that durasteel osik you’re wearing, too. It’ll last several lifetimes.”
“It only has to last a year, then.”
Medrit stared at Fett, got no response, and turned to Beviin. He shook his head: Later. Dinua took the hint, too. Her kids gazed from face to face, looking for an explanation of what had plunged the grown-ups into silence. Fett was past caring whether anyone knew he was dying. Most wouldn’t believe it anyway. It was hard to imagine the mortality of someone whose face you couldn’t see.
“Plenty more nuna,” Beviin said suddenly, pushing the serving plate of glistening, spice-crusted meat in front of him. “Home-raised, too.”
It was never going to be a relaxed family dinner anyway. Just being Fett made sure of that. The food was spicier than he was used to and the portions were too big, but he cleared his plate because these were generous people who gave him a refuge here and who refused payment, even though he could have bought the entire planet twice over. It was what Mando’ade did for one another when someone was in trouble. The fact that he was Mand’alor was irrelevant.
He could almost hear Medrit telling Beviin later what a surly shabuir Fett was, and asking if Beviin really had to invite him around so often.
“You didn’t tell me how the lode was found,” Fett said. It was his best shot at small talk, given that they didn’t seem to want to talk about his death. “After ten years? In the middle of nowhere?”
“From orbit.” Medrit paused in midslice as he carved a sticky pile of nut-studded, glistening pastry into six portions and licked his fingers. Little burn scars peppered his hands. Fett wondered if he’d find metal filings in the cake. “Some Mando’ade coming home after a few generations in the Outer Rim. A minerals engineer and a geologist ran a few scans, compared them with the old geological charts, and decided to take a look on close approach. Result—wayii!”
“Good timing,” Fett said.
“We’re getting a lot of skilled people coming home, Bob’ika,” Beviin said. “You said you wanted Mando’ade to come back, and some already have.”
“Impressive.” Fett was surprised at the willingness of people to abandon all they’d ever known simply at his suggestion. “Let’s hope they’re all that lucky.”
“More resourcefulness than luck.”
Fett thought of the last thing that Fenn Shysa had said to him. If you only look after your own hide, then you’re not a man. No, Jaing didn’t have any idea what went on between them in those final moments. People generally believed what they wanted to.
“Makes me wonder what else is still lying undiscovered on this planet,” said Fett.
That night, lying awake far too long on the rickety trestle bed in the outbuilding, Fett reflected on the fact that Mirta hadn’t been in touch since they’d returned, and wondered what his father would have done had he been Mandalore now.
Exhaustion was the best sleeping pill he knew. Before he let it engulf him, his last thought was that the beskar changed everything, except his own mortality.



chapter eight
Once Omas pulls his troops back, we’ll talk the Bothans into behaving. Give it a month or two, let everyone calm down and get used to a cease-fire, and we’ll use that lull to regroup with Commenor, Fondor, and Bothawui to give Coruscant a pounding it’ll never forget.
—Corellian Prime Minister Dur Gejjen, discussing longer-term plans with Confederation defense staff
GAG HQ LOCKER ROOMS, CORUSCANT: 2100 HOURS
Shevu took a long look at Ben and handed him a small container. It was filled with a dark brown fluid.
“You look dead beat,” said Shevu. “But before you turn in for the night, there’s a few loose ends to tie up.”
Ben, slumped on a bench with his back resting on his locker door, was ready to drop. He had to be up at 0300 to prep for the flight to Vulpter, and he still didn’t know his final destination, or the location for the hit.
That wasn’t unusual, apparently. It was just as well he was used to improvising.
“I’m scoring ninety-seven percent, sir.”
Shevu sounded as if he’d stifled a laugh. He exuded a sense of pity. “It’s hard to know what to say.”
“I’m ready. Really I am.”
“I meant that it’s amazing that we can pretty well train a sniper in a day. If he’s a Jedi, of course.” Shevu put the bottle in Ben’s hand. There was the slow and steady drip of water somewhere in the locker rooms, and the scent of faintly herbal soap. “You’re being inserted ahead of time with Lekauf, and I’ll be shadowing Omas’s flight. We’ll RV on Vulpter at Charbi City Spaceport, because he’s meeting Gejjen in one of the conference rooms there that they hire out for business meetings by the hour. Personally, I think GA Intel is insane to let him do that. No sterile area, no screening, no security except for two guys with him for close protection. But it’s anonymous, there’s no advance booking to trace, Charbi is a slum—and we can stroll in.”
“Won’t someone recognize him?”
Shevu pointed to the bottle of brown liquid. “I don’t think it’ll even take some of this to let him get through a spaceport unrecognized. How many checks does a business passenger go through, landing in a private vessel? One, at the Customs and Immigration desk. And this is Vulpter, for goodness’ sake—their security isn’t exactly a ring of durasteel. He could even use the rooms on the other side of that control, and he never has to be seen at all. Effectively, it all happens on the landing strip side.”
Ben thought it through, seeing the spaceport in his mind’s eye, adding permacrete and passengers to the holochart image of red and blue lines. He was getting used to thinking like this, and part of him relished solving the puzzle while the other half wondered what was happening to him.
“In a way, it’s better for us if he meets Gejjen in the conference rooms on the public side of Customs,” Ben said. “A bigger crowd out there for us to disappear into.”
“I agree. In the end, we’ll grab what chance we get.”
Ben held the bottle up to the light. “So what’s this?”
“Hair dye. Most species tend to recall redheaded humans a bit too well. You’re still a genetic minority. And Omas knows you well enough to look twice if he spots you.”
“Tell me I don’t have to wear makeup to cover my freckles …” Ben’s mind was a couple of hours ahead, thinking of the few hours’ sleep he could get on the flight. He could study the layout of the spaceport on his datapad. It was all going to go fine, he told himself. “So the second vessel’s for backup in case he diverts?”
“Partly. And partly so we have something incriminating to abandon on Vulpter. Read the label, dye your hair, and report to the landing strip at twenty-two thirty. I’ll see you there.”
Shevu started to walk away. Ben jumped to his feet.
“Sir, what’s going to be incriminating?”
The captain always seemed old to Ben, but he was younger than Jacen; twenty-eight, maybe. He looked at Ben with that mix of sadness and patience that Ben had seen on his dad’s face too often.
“I think anyone would believe Corellians had neutralized Gejjen, given the right vessel abandoned at the port. You know … Corellian-registered, Corellian trace for forensics … you can do a Corellian accent, can’t you? If push comes to shove and you need to speak, that is. There have to be plenty of Corellians with a grudge against him, knowing their politics.”
Ben thought of Uncle Han’s accent, or what was left of it. He sounded more Coruscanti these days. “Can do. But how do we know we won’t fall over real Corellians trying to stop Gejjen doing a deal with the enemy?”
“That,” said Shevu, “would be unbelievably hilarious for all the wrong reasons. Assuming he has a deal to put on the table anyway.”
I’m going to kill someone, and in twenty-four hours I’ll be back here as if nothing’s happened.
“Any reason why I can’t take my vibroblade?” Ben fished it from his pocket and held it out to Shevu. “My mom gave it to me and … well, you know.”
“You can take whatever works for you, as long as you don’t leave or carry evidence that links the hit to us.” Shevu examined the blade. “Yeah, I understand.” He pulled down the neck of his shirt a little to reveal a gold chain. “No ID, of course, but my girlfriend gave it to me, and I never go on patrol without it.”
It helped to know everyone got edgy before a mission and needed a little reminder of their loved ones. Shevu got halfway to the doors before he turned around and seemed to be working up to saying something.
“I realize your father might find it hard to accept what you do, Ben, but I’m proud of you,” he said. “Still, if I had a son, I wouldn’t be letting him do this kind of thing until he was an adult. It’s not as if we haven’t got enough trained men to do it. But … well, Colonel Solo has his reasons, I’m sure.”
Ben sat thinking over that statement for a while, and realized that Shevu had said father—not parents. Maybe he thought that his mother would understand a job like this. Ben felt he was hanging on to the relationship with his family by his fingertips, but there had been no more fights, and he didn’t feel quite so angry about having to compromise. Maybe that was really what growing up was about—an increasing distance from parents, knowing that there would always be tomorrow and that he didn’t have to get what he wanted right now, and starting to understand the things they’d been through when they were younger.
I wouldn’t be letting him do this kind of thing until he was an adult.
But his father had done this kind of thing, more or less. He’d just been a little older, that was all. This was no different from blowing up the Death Star, and plenty of ordinary people just doing their jobs had died when Luke Skywalker had done that. Ben was removing a single man—no bystanders.
He’d remind Dad of that if it ever came out and he had to defend his decision. Dad would probably say Jacen made him do it.
Ben stood in the refresher with the dye worked into a lather on his head, and caught sight of himself in a mirror. He felt ridiculous. The foam looked mauve, and he wondered if something had gone horribly wrong. When he rinsed it off, though, his hair was brown, just brown, and he was looking at a stranger.
Good.
He needed to be someone else for all kinds of reasons.
When his hair had dried, he took out the civilian clothes Lekauf had left for him—all Corellian style, all Corellian labels. This is in case I get caught. The thought chilled Ben, but it was standard procedure. Nobody had spoken to him about what would happen if he did get caught, and what interrogation might be like, but he could guess. They probably didn’t know what advice to give a Jedi about resisting interrogation anyway.
Maybe they thought he could just nudge a mind here and a thought there, and walk out of the cell.
Maybe he could.
Ben checked himself in the mirror a few times, trying to see himself as a stranger might, and was satisfied that he looked unlike Ben Skywalker, and disturbingly like a Corellian boy a little older than he was, but blond—Barit Saiy.
He hadn’t seen Saiy since they’d rounded him up with the other Corellians. After that, Ben had stopped asking what happened, but he still wondered silently.
He squatted down and placed his boots in the locker. Then he counted the various pieces of kit. Daily pair, battered raid pair for good luck—but no parade-best pair.
He couldn’t imagine where they’d gone. No, actually, he could: Lekauf. Ben would find them full of something unmentionable just before kit inspection. Or painted bright pink.
“Jori, I’m going to think up something special for you,” he said aloud, and grinned, wanting the diversion.
It was nice to be one of the boys. Ben slipped his datapad into his pocket, wondered where he was going to leave it for safekeeping, and went to pick up the Karpaki and some ammo packs from the armory.
It was just a job, and he had to do it.
THE SKYWALKERS’ APARTMENT, CORUSCANT
Luke woke in a heart-pounding panic and reached out toward a hooded shape at the foot of the bed, knowing he was dreaming but unable to stop himself from reacting to the specter that dissolved as he became fully awake.
He hadn’t had the dream of the menacing figure in the hooded cloak for a while. Now it was back. It was four in the morning, and Mara still hadn’t come home.
Usually, the Force dream vanished and just left him with that sick jolt in his gut as if he’d seen a speeder crash. But this was different; as he swung his legs over the side of the bed, he had a sense of someone still being in the room, and he was sure he wasn’t asleep. He checked the chrono to make certain he wasn’t still mired in the nightmare.
0410 hours.
He wasn’t.
Luke reached for his lightsaber, which he’d been keeping on the nightstand lately, and made a cautious inspection of all the rooms. He couldn’t sense flesh and blood anywhere, but he could detect something. The presence was so close now that he could almost feel breath on the back on his neck.
And then he sensed … amusement.
The presence—now at the door to the apartment, he was sure—was like a cloud of billowing smoke in his mind. He could almost see it. As he felt it becoming more solid, more real, more here, it suddenly lit up as if a silent explosion had lifted it in a ball of soaring flame.
Lumiya.
Lumiya.
Luke rushed to the front doors, at the same time concentrating hard on using the Force to jam the two sets of doors in the corridor outside that stood between the apartment and the lifts. He’d trap her. She’d lied. Mara was right. All that nonsense on the resort satellite, all that I-mean-you-no-harm was just a feint, mocking his indecision—
The doors parted with a gasp of air and Luke sprang into the corridor with his lightsaber raised. One set of doors was wedged open with something, trying repeatedly to close and making little mechanical groans each time the inner edges hit the obstruction and bounced back a few centimeters. There was no sign of Lumiya.
But she’d been here seconds before. Luke could almost taste her in the air. It was as if she’d sprayed perfume too liberally and was leaving a cloud wafting behind her, except it was a scent of darkness, not rare oils. Frustrated and furious, he strode down the corridor to see what had jammed the doors apart.
It was a pair of black boots, army boots with segmented durasteel plates around the ankle, the kind that Ben wore. He parted the doors with a Force push and squatted to recover the boots.
They were Ben’s. Not only did Luke recognize them, but he also felt Ben in them when he picked them up. Luke rarely jumped to conclusions. But he was certain who’d left them there, and what the message was: If I can take personal items from your son, I can take him, too.
The thought hit Luke like a hard slap in the face. Maybe she’s abducted Ben. He felt for his son in the Force, and sensed no crisis; in fact, Ben seemed to be leaving a trace in the Force of someone soundly and safely asleep. How long he’d stay that way, though, Luke wasn’t ready to bet.
He went back into the apartment to grab his jacket, opening his comlink to Jacen as he went. He didn’t care what time it was. Jacen answered immediately. It seemed he didn’t sleep much, either.
“Where’s Ben?” Luke demanded.
“Asleep, Luke.” Jacen had that calm, mock-soothing tone that did anything but soothe him. Patronizing little jerk. “Is there a problem?”
“Have you had any intruders in GAG HQ tonight?”
Jacen gave a quiet little laugh. “We’re the ones who do the forced entry, Luke.”
“Someone’s left Ben’s boots here as a calling card.”
“I don’t understand. Did he leave them behind?”
“He doesn’t keep any of his uniform at our place. Someone’s taken them from your headquarters, and as juvenile a prank as it seems—” Luke almost stopped short of mentioning Lumiya, because he had no idea yet how deep her inroads into the GAG had become, or even if Jacen was consciously aware of them. But he was angry and scared for his boy, and that always colored his judgment. “It’s Lumiya. She’s taunting me. Showing me she can get at Ben anytime she pleases.”
Jacen was silent. Luke waited.
“I can’t give you an explanation for that, I really can’t,” Jacen said eventually.
“Well, Lumiya’s jerking my chain, as she probably was at Gilatter, too.” Stupid, stupid, stupid. How could I ever have been fooled like that? “And she has someone inside your organization, so I suggest you get that sorted out fast.”
“We’ve had one investigation already, and found nothing. We’ll have another, if it makes you happier.” Jacen’s voice sounded both offended and irritated, but Luke couldn’t even take that at face value any longer. “But I can assure you Ben is safe—he’s even got pretty good protection right next to him. Lieutenant Lekauf.”
“Nice to see the guy get promoted. He strikes me as being very loyal to you.”
“As his grandfather was to Vader, Luke. You can’t buy loyalty like that. Ben’s in good hands. Let’s talk again in the morning.”
Luke shut the link dead. No, the morning wouldn’t do, and there was no point talking to Jacen, who was clearly trussed and tied as far as Lumiya’s influence was concerned. She was right under his nose. So much for what he’d learned about arcane Force techniques during his five-year sabbatical.
Luke jogged to the landing pad and tore off in the speeder, maybe a little faster than was safe. Lumiya had left a very clear trail, beckoning Luke to follow. Well, he wasn’t falling for that. It had to be a diversion—or an ambush.
I’ve never been afraid of an ambush, Lumiya. I’ll walk into one happily, knowing my enemies are there. Nice try. I’m coming, don’t you worry.
He resisted the impulse to drop everything and charge after her trail. She was still near, or at least still on Coruscant; he could feel it. But he had to talk to Mara first, and she was at Starfighter Command. He opened the comlink.
How could I have let this go on for so long? I don’t care if I’m expected to be the elder statesman. This stops; this stops now.
“Mara, we have a problem,” he said. “Lumiya.”
“I’m with Jaina, sweetheart. Do you want me to—”
“She’s been outside our apartment.” Luke picked his words a little more carefully now. Mara would go ballistic as soon as he mentioned Ben’s boots. It was a sinister, silent threat. “Stay where you are. I’ll be there in a few minutes.”
“When there’s a trail going cold?”
“Or a diversion.”
“Or a trail she wants you to think is a diversion.”
Yes, Mara and Lumiya both had that layer-upon-layer way of thinking, just as Palpatine had taught them. “I know what she wants,” he said, and shut the link.
Luke broke the traffic regulations a dozen times. He skipped out of the regulated skylanes—always busy on Coruscant—and got a discordant blast of horns from vessels whose noses he nearly clipped. In the way of automatic actions, his mind slipped into deep contemplation as he took the familiar route to Starfighter Command.
I know what my problem is.
He thought back forty years, when he’d been ready to rush to the aid of a total stranger on the basis of a message in an intercepted hologram. The plea for rescue hadn’t even been aimed at him, but he’d responded to it anyway, without thinking, without questioning, because it had felt like something he had to do.
And now I act sensibly and soberly, because I’m leader of the Jedi Council, and I’m not nineteen anymore.
But it wasn’t his nature. It wasn’t what he did best. Just because he had whatever gifts the Force had given him more generously than other Jedi, it didn’t mean he was cut out for … management. Yes, management: that was it. He thought of the nagging frustration he always felt when he sent other Jedi on missions, and how he thought that was just reluctance to admit it was the turn of the young Jedi to take on the physical derring-do while he made wise judgments in the Chamber.
Sitting on my backside.
What he did best was right wrongs, and if he couldn’t put this right for his only child, then what was he?
I forgot who I am.
He was an uncomplicated man who cared enough about his friends and family to die for them, if that was what it took to save them. He was, as Mara told him at least once a day, a farmboy.
He was Luke Skywalker. And if he could take on the Empire without a second thought, he could certainly finish off one of the last pitiful remnants of its rule—Lumiya.
GA STARFIGHTER COMMAND, CORUSCANT
“Y’ know, this always works on the crime holovids …”
Mara added another illuminated marker to the holochart of the galaxy and stepped back to see if a pattern of Lumiya’s movements emerged. It was a big galaxy, and Lumiya seemed to cover a lot of space, which now included Mara’s own front doors.
Keep it up, cyborg girl. You’re just focusing me better.
“Might as well use the time productively.” Jaina leaned over the desk and tapped in more coordinates. Now that she was a civilian again, she was here in her capacity as a Jedi working for Luke Skywalker and the Council, but she slipped back into fleet ways fast. “So let’s add in Alema’s known whereabouts …”
“Well, there’s no pattern there, either … Do you think it’s a case of Alema stalking Lumiya, looking for scraps from her table? Why do those two seem to hang out together?”
“They both need a lot of spare parts?”
Mara stifled a laugh. “That’s not nice, Jaina …”
“Seriously. They haven’t got enough functioning parts to make one decent humanoid between them.”
“They’re both good at hiding, whether by disguising their presence or erasing the memory of being seen.” Mara was feeling around her in the Force, just waiting for Lumiya to spring from nowhere. She could sense her, but not near. “Lumiya’s broken her cover, and she’s not stupid, so she wants to be seen.”
Jaina kept checking the chrono on the wall and then looking at her own timepiece. “Did you go to see Jacen?”
“Yes.”
“And?”
“You want the truth, Jaina?”
“Don’t I always?”
“Lumiya’s bending him somehow. Okay, no need to tell me I was the last person to notice that.”
“I wasn’t going to. Did you … mention that?”
“Yes. I thought it was time someone dropped a hint that we’d noticed our Jacen had turned into a monster.” Mara was getting angry, and her honest inner voice told her that the only person who deserved that anger was herself, for defending Jacen while the fact that things were going disastrously wrong was staring her in the face. But Mara was human, and scared for Ben, and it boiled over onto Jaina. “Forgive me for asking, but being his twin, have you never had this out with him?”
“I tried. He responded with a court-martial charge, remember?”
“I can’t help thinking that you might have tried slugging him.”
“Suddenly he’s my responsibility? I’m the one who said he was going dark, way back.”
“Okay, okay, I’m sorry.” Mara put her hands up in mock submission. She could apologize, but she couldn’t retract her acid tone, and she regretted that. “I just—okay, none of my business.”
“Spit it out, Mara.”
“I just don’t get how you can be so caught up in worrying whether you want Jag or Zekk when your own brother’s going to pieces and taking others with him.”
“Whoa …”
“Sorry. I said it was none of my business.”
“Well, you said it, so—yes, I want to be distracted by personal issues, because otherwise I’d go nuts trying to understand why Jacen’s doing what he’s doing to our parents.”
“Maybe it’s time we all faced that. Together.”
There was an awkward silence. Mara wanted to tell Jaina that she was a grown woman now and it was time to stop messing around like a teenager, and that Ben was more adult at fourteen than she was at thirty-one. It was spiteful, partly true, and partly fueled by Mara’s incomprehension of anyone who wasn’t as totally focused on the mission as she was, to the exclusion of all else.
She kept her thoughts to herself. It was a sign of weary middle age, along with gray hairs and fading stretch marks.
I spent my whole youth on duty for the Emperor. I never had the freedom that Jaina’s always had. And a little bit of me … resents that now.
It wasn’t Jaina’s fault. She was headstrong and passionate like her father, but she hadn’t quite found the silent, hidden durasteel of her mother yet.
She’ll rise to the challenge when it comes. But if this isn’t it, I don’t know what is.
Jaina had her head down, hair forming a dark curtain as she leaned over the desk, pretending to be absorbed in the chart, but Mara could feel she was hurt. It wasn’t the first time in recent weeks.
Mara would make it up to her when she calmed down. Families had spats all the time. The storms blew over.
“Change of plan,” said Luke, stepping out of the turbolift with his hair disheveled and a bag in one hand. Sometimes he had that Don’t-stop-me look, and he had it now. It always made Mara want to stop him. “I’m going after Lumiya. Enough.”
“No, you’re not,” Mara said. “You’re too close to this. She’s baiting you.”
Luke dumped the bag on the desk, disrupting the holochart. Jaina stepped back.
“Ben’s boots,” said Luke.
“And the point is …?”
“Deposited at our apartment by Lumiya.”
Mara put her hand on the boots and felt the remnants of dark energy. Now she was mad: cold, clear, icy mad. “She’s been into GAG HQ. Or Jacen’s apartment. I don’t know which idea I like less.”
“I need to settle this with her.”
“It is, as some admiral once said, a trap—”
“For her. Biting off more than she can chew.”
Jaina glanced at them both, still looking a little wounded. “Uncle Luke, I’ll stick my nose in here and say it’s better if we go after Lumiya now, because she’s clearly playing a game, and … I’ve never seen you angry like this before.”
“Luke, the question to ask yourself is this,” Mara said, pulling on her jacket and checking her personal weapons. “What will you do when you catch her?”
Luke swallowed hard. “I know what I have to do.”
“And what was that conversation we had the other day, about being fit for the role? Me trained killer, you honest guardian of right?” Lightsaber, vibroblades, hold-out blaster, flechette launcher, and the last of my transponders. Check. “Here’s the plan. You keep an eye on Jacen while I go after her.”
“I’m coming, too,” Jaina said. “I’d hate to miss Alema if she shows up.”
Things were getting back to normal, then. Mara would apologize when they were on their way and Luke was making sure that he knew what Jacen was up to—in case Lumiya was staging an elaborate diversion to draw them all away from Coruscant.
Luke looked at his hands. “I know you’re right. It doesn’t feel right, but I know I shouldn’t be going after her bent on vengeance, and I don’t know what it’s going to take to make me kill her. And nothing short of that makes sense now.”
Mara nodded and hit the comm to the hangar ground crew. “Stand by an X-wing, please.” She pulled on her gloves, the fingerless ones that gave her a good grip but still let her feel the weapon. “I’m going back, starting from the apartment, and tracking her from there. She wants to leave a nice trail? She’s found just the right person to follow it.” I’ll sort this out, because it’s my fault it got this far.
“I should have gone straight after her, and then you wouldn’t have talked me out of this,” said Luke.
“Jaina’s dead right. You have too much history with Lumiya, and you’re too stoked up. You have to kill cold.”
Luke looked heartbroken for a moment. It wasn’t disappointment that he was losing the argument to her, because there was no argument. It was common sense. Just because they were family didn’t mean that military best practice went out the window. But something had struck him that he didn’t like, something more than Lumiya’s constant threats to Ben.
“I hate it when you’re right,” he said, and managed a smile. “Jacen says Ben’s asleep, and it seems that way. So he’s okay.”
“There you go,” said Mara. She still hadn’t told Luke that Ben could shut down in the Force. She’d have a little chat with her son about that first. “We’re off now. Keep tabs on Jacen. Go and have a concerned avuncular chat with him over caf if you have to. But be around in case that’s where your ex is heading.” She patted Luke’s cheek and winked, wanting to make light of it so he didn’t see how much Lumiya was getting to her. “I might be going gray, farmboy, and I don’t have her dramatic dress sense, but at least what I’ve got is all flesh and blood …”
Luke almost laughed. Mara tapped her forefinger to her brow in a mock salute and walked off with Jaina. When she got in the turbolift, she checked her datapad to see where Ben’s transponder had gotten to.
If you’ve left that blade in your locker, Ben …
A little earlier, it had shown up on the datapad’s small screen as a static blip in Galactic City, in GAG HQ. Now—it didn’t.
Mara never panicked, but she reserved the right to professional apprehension. She switched the scale of the chart.
“What’s wrong?” Jaina asked.
“Nothing.” Where are you? “Nothing at all.”
Mara flicked through ever-larger scales of screen until she picked up the transponder blip again, and the coordinates didn’t make sense.
Ben appeared to be on Vulpter.
What takes you there, Ben? Vulpter’s not in the war.
If she told Luke, with the head of steam he’d built up, she knew he’d go in with all cannons blazing.
So she simply smiled at Jaina, ready to let Lumiya play her game of tag before Mara finally separated her smug head from her metal body, ending her feud with the Skywalkers once and for all.
I’m coming, cyborg. It’s time.



chapter nine
I don’t want to worry, you, sir, but I’ve just heard something on the metal commodities market that might concern us. Someone’s talking about offering futures in Mandalorian iron. And MandalMotors shares are being snapped up for the first time in years.
—Investment analyst, Galactic Alliance Treasury
MANDALMOTORS RESEARCH WING, KELDABE, MANDALORE
“What do you think, then, Fett?”
Jir Yomaget was the kind of man who probably had to be anesthetized to get him into a business suit. He stood with his arms folded, gazing rapt at an airframe that Fett hadn’t seen before, an incongruously scruffy and disturbingly young man in dark green coveralls and partial armor.
“Prototype?”
Yomaget nodded. “Started life as the Kyr’galaar. Up to three crew, or two with extra payload, atmosphere-capable, configurable for anything from planet pounding to hunter-killer roles, and fast. Now tell me it’s not gorgeous.”
Research wing was a flattering term for the collection of scruffy sheds and hangars. But the ramshackle appearance of the exterior belied the technology within. MandalMotors had struggled to get back on its feet under a Galactic Alliance that wasn’t handing out reconstruction grants to Mandalore. Now it had an edge it could exploit.
“How fast?” asked Fett.
Yomaget probably didn’t look at his wife and kids with as much adoration as he was lavishing on the assault fighter. “Point four hyperdrive. The ultimate shock weapon.”
“And you never offered me the chance to purchase.” Fett had modified Slave I to a point-seven. “That beats an X-wing.”
“Unfinished prototype.”
It was about fifteen meters nose-to-tail with an eight-meter span, a faceted charcoal-gray wedge of a ship that had none of the insectoid lines of the StarViper. Fett walked around it, noting empty racks and housings, and took a guess that it would pack four laser cannons and maybe a couple of other weapons. The tail ended in a flat section with grilles and vents that looked like the ports on a datapad.
The skin was totally plain, its angled surfaces unbroken except for the mythosaur logo picked out in a lighter gray on the side hatches: no brightwork, no sharp-edged recesses, and the tinted transparisteel canopy seemed to merge into the superstructure. Fett would have ducked underneath it to take a look at the blaster pods and store pylons, but the fighter sat too low for him to do it comfortably. He couldn’t face being gripped by pain and having to crawl out like an idiot.
“So it’s fast. And pretty.”
“Deflective stealth hull, cooled vents, scanner-absorbent coating.” Yomaget flourished a forearm plate attachment, tapped it, and the canopy popped. It parted into two top-hinged hatches, and he swung himself into the cockpit. “Also hinges from the lower edge, in case the pilot has to bang out. Now, the avionics … synthetic vision, panoramic cockpit display, eye-controlled switch selection, aiming, the works.”
“Sounds like you had a contest to see how many gizmos you could cram into one fighter.”
“All we’ve been able to do since the Vong war ended is reestablish our basic production models and work up some better ideas.” Yomaget leaned over the side of the fighter. “They all ended up in here.”
“So …”
“Well, you wanted to know what we might manufacture with the new beskar. Personally, I’d be inclined to incorporate it into the airframe. Micronized beskar skin, or laminate beskar armor.”
“Beviin would call that over-egging the cake.”
“Think of this as the demonstrator.”
“That would make it the fastest, least vulnerable fighter on the market. The weapons load might be a compromise.” Fett wasn’t sure if he had the power or right to tell MandalMotors what to do with their product. This wasn’t Coruscant, where national security overrode commercial concerns by law. “Add the top-end armaments, though, and I wouldn’t want that sold to anyone else.”
“Don’t worry, we’ll de-enrich the spec for export. We live here, remember. We all lost family to the Vong.” Yomaget jumped down from the cockpit with an agility Fett envied. Then he pressed the forearm plate attachment, and the fighter made a faint grinding sound before tilting back on its tail section and lifting through a full ninety degrees to sit upright, a mechanism not dissimilar to Slave I’s. “It can land vertically in a footprint of a little over thirty-two square meters.”
Fett walked a few meters away to get a better idea of the shape. It didn’t look like any other vessel he’d seen. “I bet it does tricks, too.”
“Our shares have rocketed and we haven’t even unveiled this.”
“I bought a few. Someone had to make sure the majority shareholding stayed in Mandalorian hands.”
“Just as well we don’t have a law against insider dealing.”
“I don’t intend to sell. Might sign them over to someone on the condition they never sell on to … aruetiise.”
“Is that a go-ahead for production?”
“Full spec for us, de-enriched for them.” Fett walked away briskly, feeling his unconnected acts of prudence falling together into a policy of sorts. “Make sure the export hyperdrive spec is a fraction better than an X-wing, no more.”
Yomaget trailed after him. This was defense policy on the fly, and the clans didn’t get consulted. And they wouldn’t care, Fett knew.
“We’re going to arm the Confederation, then,” said Yomaget.
“We’ll arm anybody, including the GA, if they can pay.” Fett hadn’t even thought about the next move: it just happened. “Provided Colonel Jacen Solo comes here in person to negotiate the deal.”
“You’re a subtle man, Fett.”
“I’ve never been called that before.”
“Fifty percent of production for our own defense?”
Defense. That was one word for it. “Agreed.”
Mandalorians liked a sensible compromise. The best deals were where both sides were happy, or where one was happy and the other dead. Fett stopped short of asking to fly the first beskar fighter off the production line. He wanted that privilege to go to Beviin, the nearest he would ever have to a friend.
He looked forward to seeing the reaction when MandalMotors opened their order book. Jacen Solo would have the choice between letting the GA’s enemy buy better fighters than his, and showing up here. Fett had no doubt which he’d choose, but it would be fun seeing him have to handle the messy presentational issues in public. That could be arranged.
“It’ll be called the Bes’uliik,” Yomaget called after him. “The Basilisk. I always had a soft spot for the ancient battle droids. Good old Mando name and old-fashioned Mando iron in a state-of-the-art package.”
Fett nodded to himself. Bes’uliik. It had a nice ring to it. A name from the past, a name that wouldn’t go away, however hard the rest of the galaxy tried to make it—ever.
Bes’uliik.
It was the kind of news that made other men walk away whistling.
CHARBI SPACEPORT, VULPTER, DEEP CORE
Ben pressed as close to the viewport as he could to peer at the permacrete below. It was hazy daylight outside, but his body said it was still last night and he needed more sleep.
As far as the rest of the spaceport was concerned, the well-maintained but very old Incom tourer was not a Galactic Alliance Guard ship carefully contaminated with Corellian dust, Corellian food waste, Corellian fabric, and any number of other touches designed to show a forensics team that the vessel definitely came from Corellia. And the battered intersystem delivery cutter tailing Cal Omas’s shuttle wasn’t a spy vessel with top-of-the-line comms, spoofing devices, and an overpowered hyperdrive.
Jori Lekauf wasn’t a GAG assassin, either. He was just a nice ordinary young Corellian on an adventure with his younger cousin in an elderly ship he’d saved every spare credit for a couple of years to buy. The trouble was that Ben could believe that all too easily, even though he’d seen the range of weapons Lekauf carried under his jacket.
“If I’d kept my hair red, the family resemblance would have looked more convincing,” Ben said. He wanted another caf to keep him alert, but he had a vision of being desperate to visit the refreshers at a critical point in the operation if he drank any more. “Your hair’s reddish, really.”
“More sandy blond,” Lekauf said. “One redheaded human is noticeable, but two is asking to be remembered by witnesses. If we have any, that is.”
“Could have dressed as Ubese … with masks.”
“I think that’s been done before.”
“I’m just worrying.”
“I know.”
It was a long wait. Shevu would make contact with them when he landed. His last transmission said he was a few minutes behind Omas’s shuttle, which wouldn’t attract suspicion; Charbi was a busy port freighting cheap and shoddy goods, and ships landed almost too close together for safety and comfort. Nobody cared who you were as long as port fees and taxes were paid.
They said Vulpter had once been a lovely planet. It didn’t look lovely now: the skies had that polluted smoky haze that meant there were wonderful red sunsets here, and not much else to be grateful for. And this was after they’d tried to clean up the environment. The vast landing strip—landing field, more like—was scattered with dozens upon dozens of craft in varying stages of disrepair, some taking on board supplies and fuel, some berthing next to freight warehouses where conveyor belts disgorged crates into their holds. Their outlines shimmered in the heat haze from idling drives. And there were all kinds of species wandering around on foot between the vessels, stretching their legs—anywhere between one pair and four of them, it seemed. The only concession to landing field safety was a tracery of red and white painted lines across the permacrete bearing the warnings PEDESTRIANS DO NOT CROSS THIS LINE and BEWARE GROUND TRAFFIC.
But everyone was crossing the lines as they pleased, and battered speeders with Charbi Port Authority livery swerved around them, honking in annoyance.
Ben decided it was the last place anyone would expect two heads of state to conduct a top-level meeting.
“Stand by,” Lekauf said quietly, pressing his fingertip to his ear. “It’s the captain … yes, sir … copy that.” He looked up. “About twelve minutes before Omas lands. Shevu’s right behind him in the landing queue.”
Ben perked up. The Karpaki was folded in two inside his jacket, right on the limit of what he could hide, and the vibroblade was tucked in his hip pocket. He’d rehearsed it all in his mind on a continuous loop of what-ifs and if-onlys: rifle to drop Gejjen, preferably at very long range, and vibroblade to escape if seized.
It would have been better to get Gejjen as the man disembarked, while he was exposed on the landing field for a few moments without bystanders milling around. But Jacen wanted the meeting recorded. It was a case of following Gejjen—or Omas—to the room they’d hired by the hour, then slipping a strip-cam through a gap under the doors. The building blueprints showed plenty of places to insert the flimsi-thin device. Each room’s doors were set in a recess, so—for once—it was a simple matter of squatting down as if picking up a piece of litter and shoving the strip-cam into the gap.
“Should have put a hidden bug in Omas’s coat or folio or something,” Lekauf muttered. “Then we sit here, pinpoint Gejjen’s ship, and slot him on the ramp as he leaves.”
Ben fidgeted with the vibroblade, wondering how his mother would have tackled a job like this. “You can’t stick bugs on people without them finding out sooner or later.”
“Yeah, with our luck he’d have changed his jacket. They used to have this stuff called tracking dust, you know. Just like powder. If the target inhaled it, you could pick up signals from it for ages afterward.”
“Makes you wonder how much all this stuff costs,” said Ben. “I mean, we’re dirt-cheap, but we have to abandon this ship.”
“It’s an old crate. Saves the Defense Department the cost of disposal.”
And leaving it behind would add weight to the setup that Corellian dissidents had killed their own Prime Minister for giving in to the GA. That was the plan, anyway.
Ben switched seats in the cramped interior to look out from the starboard side. Gejjen’s ship should have landed by now, according to its flight plan: one pilot, three passengers, maximum five-hour stopover. That was what it said on the CPA information database that his datapad—scrubbed of all identity, in case of capture—showed him.
Ben avoided looking at the chrono on the bulkhead. He just waited for the word from Lekauf.
“So how do you feel being an officer now?” Ben asked.
“Weird. But my granddad would have been so proud. I wish he’d been alive to see it.”
Lekauf never mentioned his parents. It was always his grandfather. It struck Ben that almost everyone he’d grown up with or worked with either had no family or had key members missing or totally absent. It wasn’t normal. He thought about how routine killing was for his whole family, and knew that most of the beings in the galaxy got through their entire lives without ever killing anyone, deliberately or accidentally.
It was strange that families like his got to make the really big decisions for worlds of normal, ordinary, nonlethal people.
Ben concentrated on centering himself, edging a little toward that state where he vanished from the Force. He pulled himself back just as he felt a drifting sensation that could have been disappearance, or nodding off.
“Plug yourself in,” Lekauf whispered. “It’s a go.”
Ben activated his comlink and earpiece, and shut down the environmental controls to leave the tourer.
When Lekauf opened the hatch, the air and noise hit Ben like a solid wall. It smelled of factories and sulfur. They ambled down the ramp, working hard at looking ordinary, and made their way toward the terminal buildings as if they were killing time, not politicians.
Lekauf scratched his ear, repositioning the earpiece. “Got you, sir. Position?”
Ben picked up Shevu’s voice clearly. “He’ll pass thirty meters to the left of you unless he deviates. Heading for Building G. You pick him up and I’ll follow you in.”
“No visual on the target yet.”
“He must be inside already.”
Oh, this is real. This is happening.
It was a throwback of a thought, back to the time when Ben first started taking crazy risks, but this mission had an extra dose of risk: Omas knew him by sight, and had even met Shevu, too. They couldn’t afford to be spotted. Ben slouched and meandered as fourteen-year-old boys were prone to do, turning around from time to time to chat to Lekauf about safe and meaningless trivia—baka rock, speeders, anything—while he took a cautious look across the permacrete in Omas’s direction. And there he was: flanked by two men in working clothes, a carefully scruffy figure himself. His confident bearing gave him away as a man used to being obeyed, but only to someone who knew what he was looking for. And Ben did.
“Going okay,” Lekauf whispered, not looking toward the three men.
One of the GA Intelligence agents walked through the doors of Building G in front of Omas. The other followed close enough to tread on his heels. They almost vanished in the crowds inside the terminal building, but Ben kept them in sight even though he lost Lekauf for a few moments. One of them appeared to be checking the numbers on various doors and exits as he walked, and eventually he stopped at one marked 53-L and inserted a credit chip in the slot to one side. The doors parted and Ben got a glimpse of a small, brightly lit room almost filled by a white duraplast table ringed by chairs. There was already someone in there.
The doors closed again. A steady two-way river of passengers, port workers, flight crew, and the general temporary population of a spaceport stood between Ben and the doors.
“You can do this,” Lekauf said. “How many in there? I can’t place the strip-cam under the doors if someone else is going to come along and open them again.”
Ben closed his eyes and concentrated on the ebb and flow of the Force, the patterns of density that he could both feel at the roof of his mouth and see as speckled color behind his eyelids.
“Six,” he said. That made sense: two close protection agents each, even numbers, two statesmen who didn’t trust each other. “Yes, six. They’re all inside now.”
“Can you see lottery numbers, too?” Lekauf made his way casually through the shoals of people and squatted down to adjust his boot. Ben saw him take out what looked like a small flimsi strip, then slide the thing under the hairline gap with quick ease.
Strip-cams were very small these days, the size of a coat-check stub. They really were flimsi, and just as disposable once they’d finished transmitting.
“Lovely,” said Shevu’s voice in Ben’s ear. “I can see right up Gejjen’s nose. Good clear sound. Nice job, Jori.”
Eventually, Ben glanced around and spotted Shevu leaning against a drinks dispenser on the other side of the concourse. He was recording the output from the strip-cam and transmitting it back to GAG HQ. As soon as he had confirmation that it had been received and stored, he’d erase his datapad and send a code to the strip-cam to shred its data. It’d be just a scrap of garbage the cleaners would sweep up, if they ever came this way. It looked as if they wouldn’t.
Ben and Lekauf could hear the conversation in their earpieces, both of them monitoring it so they knew when to vanish, wait for Gejjen to emerge, and follow him.
It was a fascinating conversation. Ben had started to get the hang of the code and insinuation that beings in power used to say unpleasant things, a different language that let them deny later that they’d meant any harm. Jacen was good at it. Ben hoped he never would be, because it got to be a habit and Jacen seemed to enjoy playing that game for its own sake.
He recognized Omas’s voice. Gejjen sounded softer than he did on the HNE bulletins.
It was very weird to listen to a man you were about to kill. Ben was hearing the last words Dur Gejjen would ever speak.
“So … can we agree as gentlebeings to cease hostilities while we sort out a compromise?”
“Before or after I take this to the Senate?” Omas asked.
“I’m not referring this to my assembly—yet. You might not need to refer it to yours,” Gejjen replied. “We’ll stand down if you agree to that form of revised wording in the commitment of planetary defense assets to the GA.”
“You might be able to deliver that with Corellian forces, but can you pull back the Bothans?”
“Are you sure Niathal will do as you tell her?”
“She’s a career officer. She will.”
“The Bothans are pragmatists. They will.”
“As a show of goodwill, you’ll commit forces to helping us restore order in places like the Sepan system.”
“Of course. And you need us to come back into the GA fold to stop the membership hemorrhaging away.”
“I won’t ask for any statement that causes loss of face. I know how … proud Corellians are. Just something along the lines of differences being bridgeable.”
“That’s very gracious, Chief Omas. Now, those differences will only be bridged if Admiral Niathal and Colonel Solo no longer carry the military weight that they do now.”
“You want me to fire them.”
“I think you might need to do more than fire them now that they’ve become used to getting their own way.”
“I think I know what you mean, and I don’t care for that solution.”
“Niathal—ambitious. Dangerous. Solo—ambitious, dangerous, and Jedi, too. We can solve the problem for you permanently.”
“If you do, I don’t need to know about it.”
“If we do, I’d like your security services to look the other way. Solo has ambitious minions who’d be temporarily blind and deaf in exchange for promotion, I think.”
“I see you know of Captain Girdun, then …”
And they laughed. The two of them actually laughed. Ben heard a faint sound as if Shevu was clearing his throat. When Ben turned his head, Lekauf was looking at him, for once not the permanently cheerful man who looked so much younger than he was. He looked old and angry.
“That’s how much we’re worth,” he said quietly. “I bet our Intel guys in there love the idea of having their man back in command.”
Ben’s gut turned suddenly heavy and cold. It was a dirty game all the way to the top. While he was preparing to assassinate Gejjen, Gejjen was doing a deal to strike at Jacen and Niathal, with Omas turning a blind eye.
Everyone could be bought if the price was high enough. Omas obviously put peace above individual lives. It might not have been any different in the long run from any general risking combat casualties, but it didn’t feel anywhere near as clean.
Ben switched his attention. He began to visualize the exterior of the terminal buildings. A walkway ran along the roof, a little-used observation deck where anyone could sit and watch vessels taking off and landing. It wasn’t a popular spot, but it was perfect for a sniper. As soon as the meeting sounded as if it was coming to an end, Ben had a minute or two to get up on that roof and wait for Gejjen to exit.
There were three sets of doors Gejjen could leave through to walk back onto the landing field and rejoin his ship. To cover that span—a couple of hundred meters—Ben would have to be ready to sprint along that platform in either direction from a central point.
I’m ready.
He pressed his arm against his side and felt the Karpaki. It would be almost completely silent. He’d also be standing on top of a stark permacrete platform with no cover.
I’ll just have to be fast, then …
The conversation between Omas and Gejjen slowed, and there were longer pauses and more restless grunts and sighs. Business was drawing to a close. At a nudge from Lekauf, Ben began walking to the roof turbolift without even looking back. He stood in the turbolift cab with a family of Trianii looking for a tapcaf, wondering if they could smell his intentions.
One of the GAG troopers liked free-falling. He’d told Ben that to jump off a five-thousand-meter building, there was a point where a free-faller had to simply stop working up to it and step off into the void. Ben was at that point now as he walked along the rooftop terrace and took up position. He stepped back into the shadow of a single lonely air-conditioning outflow and unfolded the Karpaki. If he held it against the leg of his baggy, creased pants, it didn’t present such an obvious profile.
There was nobody around anyway. The observation platform was cracked, and weeds were thriving in the crevices. He settled down to wait for Shevu and Lekauf to do the spotting for him.
Jacen’s going to go crazy when he hears what Omas has in mind for him.
“Ben, heads up.” It was Shevu. “Gejjen’s on the move. He’s exiting via the south doors. Go right.”
Ben checked around him and jogged to the far end of the platform, keeping close to the rear wall. He hoped he’d recognize Gejjen. He’d studied the man’s face and walk intently before the mission, but now he might be looking at the back of his head, depending on the exact path he took back to the ship. It was a silly, petty doubt. He hadn’t thought it through enough before he embarked.
But when he looked down on the permacrete, and the chaos of ships, freight droids, and species of all kinds wandering around as if it were a theme park, that neat military haircut—jet black, glossy, not a strand out of place—drew his eye like a beacon.
He lay prone and sighted up. The optics brought him instantly a hundred meters closer to Dur Gejjen, and then there was no doubt that he had the right man in his cross wires. As Gejjen walked, two security guards in discreet casual clothes weaved in and out of Ben’s shot.
As soon as Gejjen dropped, at least one of them would be looking for where the shot had originated. Ben would have to stay low and melt back into the crowds in the air-side terminal, then rendezvous with Lekauf at Shevu’s transport.
I can do it. I got in and out of Centerpoint, didn’t I?
Ben held his breath, let the Karpaki’s smart optics adjust for wind and angle, and felt his finger tighten on the trigger. One second Gejjen’s neat dark head was filling the scope, and the next Ben was staring at empty permacrete as the rifle kicked back against his shoulder. The muffled report seemed to come from a long way away. Nothing seemed to have gone down in the order he expected—shot, recoil, drop. He lay flat.
What happened?
Did I kill him?
He could hear shouts carried on the air from three stories below. His body made the decisions for him and he found himself scrambling backward to the rear wall while Shevu’s voice in his ear kept saying, “Get out of there, Ben.”
He ran at a crouch to the turbolift, found that it was on a lower floor, and took the fire-escape stairway. It was good to plan. He could merge into the crowd.
Back on the ground floor, he slipped through the fire doors and made a conscious effort not to look panicked. Maybe professional assassins could take this in their stride, but he couldn’t. He’d put aside the fact that he’d just killed a man and found he was totally caught up in the simple act of getting away.
When Shevu put his hand on his shoulder from behind, Ben thought he was going to have a heart attack.
“Keep walking,” Shevu whispered. Curious crowds were gathering at the transparisteel doors to gawp at the unfolding drama on the landing strip, and security staff were struggling to get through the crowd. “Just keep on walking.”
If they sealed the doors …
It was chaos. Nobody seemed to know what had happened yet. That bought Ben, Shevu, and Lekauf a few more minutes. Charbi seemed the kind of place where passengers and freighter captains would walk right past a dead body if it meant their flight left on time.
They were counting on it.
“I’m right behind you,” said Lekauf’s voice in his earpiece. “If we walk down to the south doors, we can just go around the perimeter to Shevu’s shuttle.”
Ben was scared. He was happy to admit it. He hadn’t been afraid at all on Centerpoint, but now he knew better. He kept a little distance between him and Shevu, remembering to pause every so often and look at the commotion as if he were genuinely curious about what was happening, but he carried on walking.
Above him, the holoscreen that usually showed arrivals and departures was turned over to the traffic-control tower’s view of the landing strip.
Yes, he’d killed Gejjen, a textbook head shot.
I can’t feel my face. My lips feel numb.
Now Ben was seconds away from those doors, walking with the steady but thinning stream of droids, repulsorlifts, and passengers heading out to the vessels.
Nearly there.
He was a few meters away from the transparisteel doors when he saw a man in familiar casual clothes running at full tilt toward them. The doors parted, and Ben was staring down the muzzle of a blaster.
“Armed officer, CSA!” the man barked. “Everybody—stay where you are—”
Ben balanced on a blade’s edge between surrender and making a run for it.



chapter ten
Verpine negotiator Sass Sikili, speaking today at the opening of BastEx, has warned Murkhana that the Roche government will respond with “appropriate measures” if it continues to breach trade agreements on technology exports. Murkhana is keen to move into the growing market for secure small-unit comlink networking, a field dominated by Verpine products.
—HNE business news, noted with interest by Boba Fett, Mandalore
SPEEDER PARK, ROTUNDA ZONE, CORUSCANT
Lumiya had left a magnified wake in the Force like a water speeder on a lake. While it was generous of her, Mara wasn’t amused.
“I didn’t get stupid overnight,” she muttered. “Don’t insult me, tin-can.”
“And what were you saying about Luke being too close to all this?” Jaina asked. “Deep breaths, Aunt Mara. Deep breaths.”
“I’m psyching up. I find it helps. You use the Force your way, and I’ll use it mine.”
“Wow, am I calming you down now? That’s a headline to save for the grandchildren.”
Mara paced a ten-meter square of the area, feeling dark energies pulsing like shock waves. Jaina stood back and watched.
“She’s taken off from here,” Mara stated.
“Has she led us here to divert us from somewhere else on Coruscant?”
“She’s got a narrow range of targets, Jaina. Ben or Jacen—or even Han and Leia, if she’s teamed up with Alema. Your parents aren’t on Coruscant, and if she’s after Jacen, she must have had her chance to take him when she got into GAG HQ to grab Ben’s boots.” Mara squatted down to touch the permacrete. She expected to get a jolt of some kind, a taste of Lumiya mocking her, but there was something disconcertingly benign about the impression the Sith had left behind. Yes, like she managed to convince Luke she meant him no harm. Lumiya seemed to have discovered a rare talent for Force-acting. “If she’s after Luke, she’s passed up two chances now.”
“So it’s Ben.”
“Ben’s … away. He’s not on Coruscant.”
Jaina looked at Mara with an expression that said she couldn’t work out why Mara was stalling her. But Mara wouldn’t budge. The less the family knew about Ben’s situation, the better. Sooner or later, it’d slip out that she’d put a trace on him, and however old he was when that finally happened she’d lose his trust forever. It would hurt him.
“GAG business,” Mara said, answering the unasked question. She cast around in the Force, groping for anything that said Lumiya was heading for Vulpter, but she had no sense of that at all. What she picked up was Ben, nervous for a moment, then disappearing as Jacen must have taught him. She’d have to tackle that when the current emergency was under control. “Okay, if she wants me to follow her, I’ll follow.”
“Let’s call in Zekk and Jag, because I’m betting Alema’s in town again, and—”
“No offense, Jaina, but I think it’s me she wants. You go find Bug Girl.”
Jaina’s pursed lips looked like she’d decided to swallow an argument. “Okay,” she said at last.
“It’s just an old dark side feud.” Mara didn’t want Jaina to feel that she was snubbing her. Relations were edgy enough at the moment. “Let’s not allow her to divert both of us.”
So Lumiya was taunting her. I can get at your husband. I can get at your son. If she was so set on killing Ben for the death of her daughter, she still seemed to be missing chances. So what did Lumiya want from her?
Mara returned to base to find one of the ground crew waiting patiently by her allocated XJ7. She climbed into the cockpit and started her instrument check.
“Is Lumiya really a Sith?” the technician asked.
“The very last of her kind,” said Mara, not asking what he’d heard and how he knew the name anyway. She felt a pang of guilt at her sloppiness for arguing loudly and forgetting there were other personnel around. She sealed the XJ7’s hatches. “I’ll make sure of that.”
Mara ignored military air traffic regulations and circled over the area where she’d last picked up Lumiya’s powerful wake. If she concentrated, it was relatively easy to follow, and she found herself leaving Coruscant orbit on a bearing for one of the moons, Hesperidium.
“Oh, yes, Palpatine loved that place,” she said aloud. “You heading there for old times’ sake?”
Lumiya was definitely playing a game. But she wasn’t stupid enough to think she could offer Mara her hand and find it still intact like she had with Luke.
The wake led to Hesperidium’s main resort, which wasn’t quite as splendid as Mara recalled. She wondered if it was feeling the pinch of postwar recovery, and if there still weren’t enough tastelessly wealthy folk to go around. Port traffic control was surprised—to say the least—to find a military vessel on its scanners.
“I need to put down for a while,” Mara said, knowing they had no choice about the matter. They could hardly stop her landing. “Getting weird readings on my instruments. I have to check it out.”
“Let us know if you need help,” the ATC controller said. “We pride ourselves on doing anything and everything for all our visitors.”
“Classified,” Mara said, and ended the conversation in the way that only she could.
When she landed and saw the selection of vessels standing on the private strips of the hotels, she realized that a XJ7 probably looked like an eccentric billionaire’s toy, and a small one at that. Some of the craft here were staggering in their size and opulence; she wondered how they even managed to land. There was clearly a thriving class of the ultrawealthy that had come through the last decade pretty well unscathed, and life was going on uninterrupted for them now, regardless of another war. Credits seemed to operate like deflector shields: if you had enough of either, nothing could touch you.
She checked around her—in the Force, and visually—before sliding out of the cockpit and jumping to the ground. At least she’d managed to dress like eccentric wealth, and few would look at her.
Yes, there were definitely some bizarre-looking flying palaces here …
And then she felt darkness touch her shoulder in the brilliant morning sunshine.
It was so tangible, so dense, that she spun around with her hand on her lightsaber hilt expecting to find Lumiya ready to swing at her. But there was nobody.
You want to play games?
It was early. A couple of hotel guests in sports clothes jogged by and glanced at her, but ran on. She prowled between the vessels on the strip, feeling the darkness pressing on her sternum like a coronary. Something dark was here—and that meant Lumiya. The crushing sensation in her chest was getting so powerful that she ignited her lightsaber’s blade, ready to fight when she rounded the next hull.
This is it, Lumiya. No more games.
She sprang into the gap, lightsaber humming.
Staring back at her wasn’t a veiled figure with a lightwhip but a single, disembodied, flame-red eye ten meters wide. Her instinct said it was alive, an alien being, but it was clearly a ship of some kind, and that meant only one thing: Lumiya was inside.
It was a trap, Mara was sure of that.
Fine. But sometimes traps swallow prey that’s way too big for them …
She looked over the hull for a hatch, but the roughly textured surface—was it stone?—was unbroken.
Come inside.
Mara wondered why she was thinking that and then realized that the thought was actually a voice inside her head, in the fabric of the Force itself. It was inanimate, yet sentient; and it wasn’t a droid.
It was the ship.
Mara concentrated hard on sensing Lumiya, but she could detect nobody inside the vessel. Suddenly an aperture appeared in the hull and a ramp extruded. It was too tempting, and she was too old a hand at this kind of game to walk straight in, but she had to know what was going on. The wake ended here. Lumiya had used this ship. But—
I can take her. This is all mind games. I’m not falling for it.
If Lumiya was waiting within, hiding somehow, then Mara would kill her. If she wasn’t, then Mara would sit in wait for her, and kill her then. It was all the same to Mara. She didn’t have anything more urgent to do right then.
She placed her boot on the ramp and took a few cautious steps, lightsaber held two-handed. If the hotel had security cams and could see what was going on, it was just too bad.
Mara felt bewilderment that wasn’t hers.
You’re not who I expected.
It was the ship again.
“What d’you mean, I’m not who you expected?” No, she didn’t need to speak: she realized she could think back at this thing.
You are … very similar.
“Thanks. Thanks a bunch.” Maybe the ship had a high regard for Lumiya. Mara decided that it was as good a source as any of information. She thought her next question, not even in words, but in concepts and attitudes she thought she’d left behind a long time ago. The mental conversation left a taste in her like being a Hand again.
Where is she, Ship?
The other one? Close by.
You’re a thing of the Sith, aren’t you?
You know darkness well. Better than the other one that I expected to see return.
Mara didn’t know what to make of that, but right then she was prepared to accept that her intent was far more malevolent than Lumiya knew how to be. She wanted destruction. She wanted obliteration.
Last of your kind, Lumiya. And about time.
Mara hesitated on the brow of the ramp. She thought for a minute that she might be pulled in, and the spherical ship would then trap her inside and make a run for it. She took the precaution of reaching inside with one hand to place the last of her tiny transponders—her only remaining gadget from her previous existence—just inside the hatch. It attached to the oddly stone-like coating she could feel within. At least if that happened, someone might trace her. And if Lumiya ever returned to the ship, the transponder would report her position every time Mara’s emitter pinged it.
Mara took a cautious breath and lowered her head to look inside.
The ship really was empty.
Not just devoid of crew—empty. There was nothing within the hull; no cockpit, no instruments, no systems indicators, nothing. It was hollow, lit by a red glow as if there were a fire burning steadily behind the bulkheads. She hadn’t seen that light from the outside.
And that was as far as she got. She felt something coming, and she knew what that something was. She took a few steps back down the ramp and waited, lightsaber still extended.
A slim figure in a dark gray suit and veiled triangular headdress stepped into the space between the parked ships.
“Hello, little housewife …,” said Lumiya.
Mara’s autopilot kicked in and she was the Emperor’s Hand again, silent and focused. There was nothing worth saying anyway. Amateurs gave speeches; professionals got on with the job.
She Force-leapt five meters at Lumiya, slashing down right to left, two-handed. The stroke—all power, no finesse—clipped the Sith’s headdress as she sprang back, slicing off a section. Lumiya’s eyes widened, pupils dilated, but she was already whirling her lightwhip about her head. The tails crackled and hissed, missing Mara only because she threw all her energy into a Force push to slow them a fraction.
Mara didn’t take that weapon lightly. It was the worst of both worlds, leather strips studded with impervious Mandalorian iron fragments and tendrils of sheer, raw, murderous dark energy. Mara drew her blaster and rolled under the hull of the ship next to her. The lightwhip gouged through the durasteel with a shriek of tearing metal, filling the air with the smell of hydraulic fluid, and the spurt of liquid turned into a torrent that began spreading in a thick pool. As Mara rolled clear on the other side of the ship, Lumiya landed heavily on both feet and brought the whip down so close to Mara’s head that she felt the rush of air on her right cheek like a breath. The crack was deafening.
Mara wasn’t even thinking when she aimed the blaster. Lumiya’s whip hand was raised to throw as much weight as possible from the back stroke. A puff of white vapor burst from Lumiya’s shoulder, and she staggered a few paces.
Metal. Maybe I hit metal.
Maybe she had, because Lumiya teetered for a second but came right back. Mara sprang horizontally from a crouch and cannoned into Lumiya’s legs with all the power she could muster from the Force. She hit solid durasteel. Blood filled her mouth but she couldn’t feel a thing—yet. Clinging to Lumiya’s knees with one arm, denying her the space to swing the whip, she brought her down like a felled tree before smashing her head into the woman’s face.
And that hurt. Oh yes, Mara felt that. She’d caught not Lumiya’s nose but the cybernetic jaw, and it cut deep into her forehead. Fighting on pure reflex now, part stunned, she killed the lightsaber blade for a second and held the hilt like a dagger, stabbing it down into Lumiya’s chest before flicking the energy back on. Lumiya pulled to the side as the blade punched through flesh. Mara smelled it. She flicked off the blade to pull back again, triumphant.
I’ve done it. Dead. Dead, you—
But Lumiya was screaming, and that wasn’t right at all. The scream seared through Mara’s spinning head. It was more than sound. It was—
Mara scrambled to her knees to look down at what should have been a dead woman, and stared into green eyes that were utterly devoid of any emotion, and then the world darkened like an eclipse.
Maybe I’m the one who’s dead.
Something hit her square in the back, pitching her forward onto Lumiya. Mara struggled to turn over without letting go of either lightsaber or blaster, but something coiled around her neck and jerked her backward. The lightwhip was still in Lumiya’s fist, she could see the thing, she could see it, so what was around her neck, choking her? She felt as if she was flying backward at high speed, and then she hit something so hard that it punched every bit of breath out of her lungs and left her gulping for air.
A second or two was all it took. Mara lay trying to suck in air in painful, straining gulps, eyes stinging, and saw Lumiya’s boots run past her face at a stagger, missing her by centimeters.
What’s in my eyes? What’s stinging?
She raised her hand to rub them and her knuckles came away red and wet. It was blood. The last thing she saw as she looked up was the orange sphere, that impossible Sith ship, soaring vertically into the air and extending webbed vanes like living wings.
Mara managed to prop herself up on her elbows. She was suddenly aware of the two runners she’d seen earlier, all nice and neat in their crisp white sports gear, staring at her in horror. She summoned what focus she had and concentrated hard.
“You’ve just seen two stuntwomen performing for a holovid, shot by a hidden cam,” she said. “You didn’t see a fight at all.”
“We didn’t see a fight at all, dear,” said the woman obediently.
The man gawped, and then grinned. “Wow, it’s amazing how real that blood stuff looks!”
“Isn’t it …,” said Mara, and somehow got to her feet, retrieved her lightsaber hilt and blaster, and walked off with as much grace as she could manage.
I was sure I’d finished her off. How did I miss?
She almost sobbed with frustration and struggled to get into the XJ7’s cockpit, still trying to work out what had jumped her from behind. When she checked her injuries in the reflective surface of her datapad, her face was streaked with blood, her right eye was swelling and closing already, and there was something like a rope burn across her neck. She could see indentations in her skin that looked like a twisted wire cable.
Something like a droid jumped me. A machine, anyway. That’s why I didn’t sense it.
It was crazy to fly a fighter after a head injury, she knew, but there was no other way back to Coruscant. She fired up the drives, swearing and cursing. She’d had the cyborg witch right there, her lightsaber in her, and she still hadn’t killed her.
And I didn’t feel any malice from her, either, Luke. Just a busted head.
This was going to take plenty of bacta. Mara lifted the XJ7 clear and set it on automatic for the homeward leg.
Luke is going to go nuts when he sees me in this state.
Her adrenaline was ebbing, and the pain was making itself felt now. She settled into a shallow meditative trance to speed the healing process.
Why didn’t she kill me? She had the chance. I brained myself on her kriffing metal jaw.
Then Mara remembered the transponder. She fumbled for the datapad again and activated the search emitter. A yellow blip—no, two yellow blips—showed.
One was still on Vulpter: Ben. The other was edging across the grid on her screen, moving away from the Core.
Lumiya.
Gotcha, she thought, smiling for a second before she remembered her split lip. Gotcha.
Lumiya and her bizarre Sith ship were on a bearing for the Hydian Way node. Either she wanted Mara to follow, or she didn’t know about the transponder.
It was okay. Mara could take her anytime now. And two could play the Come-and-get-me game.
She leaned back in her seat and concentrated on reducing her ripening black eye.
JACEN SOLO’S OFFICE—DOORS CLOSED—GAG HQ, CORUSCANT
Jacen played the recording four or five times before he was satisfied.
It was a distorted ground-up shot, the sort that endoscopic strip-cams tended to capture, but the soundtrack was clear and the participants in the meeting were clearly identifiable as the GA Chief of State and the Corellian Prime Minister. There would be no argument that the two men had met, thrown out the GA’s entire defense policy, agreed on private terms for a cease-fire without reference to the Supreme Commander or the Senate, and discussed the removal by assassination of Colonel Jacen Solo and Admiral Niathal.
This was all he needed to justify the next step.
He leaned across his desk and tapped the internal comm. Droids didn’t mind how many times they were summoned to the office.
“Aitch,” he said. “I need you right away.”
“Certainly, sir,” said HM-3.
The droid took ten minutes to show up. When he clunked in, his arms were laden with datapads and even bound flimsi. He’d come prepared for one of Jacen’s explain-the-law-to-me sessions. Sometimes it was disturbing to meet a droid who could anticipate needs that well. Jacen settled for being impressed.
“It’s time to action the amendment,” Jacen said.
If a droid could have registered disappointment on an immobile face, then HM-3 did. His voice left no doubt. He enjoyed going through the finer points of administrative law with Jacen, probably because nobody else wanted to hear them. The fact that he carried the statutes around with him rather than simply tapping into the GA networked archive was a sign of his genuine … affection for the law. It was an entity to him, not simply words.
“Let me recap, then, sir.” HM-3 laid the armful of legal reference sources on the desk and pulled out his working datapad. “… amend the Emergency Measures Act to include in its scope the GAG’s powers to detain heads of state, politicians, and any other individuals believed to be presenting a genuine risk to the security of the Galactic Alliance, and to seize their assets via the Treasury Orders Act.”
“That’s the one,” Jacen said. “When might that be enacted?”
“I can circulate it right now, sir, and it becomes effective at midnight. You’re very regular about these amendments.”
“I’ve learned a lot about the importance of administrative discipline from you, Aitch.”
“Thank you, sir. So many don’t.”
“And my apologies for dragging you in here for so little.”
Even with a droid, humility and gratitude could go a very long way. HM-3 gathered up his source data and made for the doors.
“My pleasure, sir,” he said.
Jacen waited for the doors to close and let out a breath. He steeled himself not to think of Tenel Ka and Allana, because that was a luxury he couldn’t afford at this moment, but he missed them so much—especially Allana—that it hurt him to breathe sometimes when he thought of them. Lumiya was occupied elsewhere; there was little chance that she’d catch him reaching out in the Force to his family. But he was taking no risks, not now that so many things were coming within his grasp.
I’ve got you now, Cal Omas. I’ve got you, you fool.
At midnight, he would have the legal authority to arrest Chief of State Cal Omas for actions likely to present a risk to the security of the Galactic Alliance. He would notify the Supreme Commander, who was—until 0900 tomorrow—the acting Chief of State in Omas’s absence, and who would step into his place if for any reason he couldn’t discharge his duties.
Like when he’s arrested for selling us down the river to the Corellians, and planning to assassinate me and Niathal. She’s going to love that bit.
It was too late to pull back from the brink now. This had to happen. Niathal knew it was coming, and the promise of power had secured her silence. She needed to take the evidence to Senator G’vli G’Sil, chair of the Security Council, to “clear her bows” as she liked to put it. Once that nicety was out of the way, she could participate in the coup with a clear military conscience.
After that, the next stage would be to settle her in the titular role as Chief of State while consolidating his own power base quietly behind the scenes, because he wouldn’t be part of that structure laughingly called democracy.
It was chaos, pure and simple. It was a glorious word to justify abdication of responsibility by those who could, if they were prepared to make the effort, create a better galaxy for the vast majority. It was a word for finding someone else to blame.
Democracy, freedom, and peace. They were all tricks, like words used to train veermoks to come to heel or attack. They were sounds with no real meaning, nothing definable, just triggers that everyone had been conditioned to think were desirable, tangible things. Peace—well, Jacen could define that. But democracy? Freedom? Whose freedom, and to do what? Freedom was a pretty nebulous concept when all most beings wanted was an absence of disorder, a full stomach, and some hope that their offspring would have a more comfortable life than they had.
Jacen rubbed his eyes, feeling the lack of sleep of the past week but determined not to doze even for a few minutes. Shevu hadn’t called in. Half the job was done, but Jacen didn’t yet know what had happened to Gejjen. Whatever had happened, Ben had either shot him or missed by now. Jacen switched on HNE, expecting a newsflash about the assassination, but it was still showing some nonsense about a holovid star with an embarrassing personal life. There was nothing to do but fill the waiting time with productive work. He opened the comm to Niathal.
“I’m sending you something on your secure datalink,” he said. “At one minute past midnight, I’ll be acting on it. Time your visit to G’Sil carefully.”
“I think I can manage that, Jacen …”
“Wait until you see what I’m sending you,” he said. “It’s rather different watching them carve up our future.
“Let me know five minutes before you … pay your visit.”
Jacen leaned back in his seat and waited for the call from Shevu.
And he could still feel that Ben was alive, if not well.
CHARBI SPACEPORT, VULPTER
It was a lockdown.
Ben, like everyone else in the crowd, stood still as the Corellian security officer—ministerial protection branch, he guessed—trained his blaster on the crowd.
“Nobody’s going anywhere,” he said. “This port is being sealed by the Vulpter authorities and you’re all going to be scanned for ballistic residue.”
“Why?” a male voice called from the crowd.
“There’s been a projectile shooting,” the officer said. “A murder. I want you all to wait, nice and calm, and then we’ll check you all out, and you’ll be free to go.”
“That’s going to take hours,” someone said.
“Then it’ll take hours,” said the officer, and flicked the charge test on his blaster so they could hear the whir and see the flash of an indicator bar that said he was ready to shoot. “I’d really like your cooperation, folks.”
The hum of murmurs, gasps, clicks, and other varied expressions of horror and impatience swept across the gathering crowd. Ben’s gut was knotted tight. He didn’t dare look behind him to see where Shevu and Lekauf were. He could feel their presence and had a good idea of their positions, but that wasn’t enough. He needed to see them.
Carefully, he turned around and caught Lekauf’s eye. He ambled over to him, slowing down as he passed so it wasn’t obvious they were together. He’d need to steer clear of Shevu, too. There was no point getting them all arrested.
Ben activated his earpiece and spoke barely moving his lips to contain the whisper.
“I’m going to find a weak point and get out,” he said. He felt everyone could see the rifle folded under his jacket, even though they all seemed far more interested in what was happening beyond the transparisteel doors to the landing area. Red and blue lights were reflecting off the walls as security vehicles streamed onto the field. “I can jump anywhere, open any door, remember. I’ll make my own way back home.”
“You do that,” said Lekauf’s voice in his ear, “and they’ll know it was a Jedi.”
“No Force nonsense,” said Shevu. “Relax. We’ll get around this. Contingency plans, gentlemen.”
“I’m covered in trace, sir.”
“Jori,” said Shevu. He never normally used Lekauf’s first name. “Jori, I’m going to—”
“I don’t think that’s a good use of manpower, sir.” Lekauf was moving toward Ben. He looked grim. “And you’re too far from Ben to do anything about it.”
Lekauf was right next to Ben now. In the crush of passengers and pilots milling around, getting in one another’s way, he could press right up against him unnoticed. The lieutenant reached under Ben’s coat and grasped the rifle. Ben clamped his arm tight against his side to stop him from taking it.
“What are you doing?”
“Contingency plan. Let go, Ben.”
“You’re going to dump it?”
“Yeah. Yeah, I’m going to get rid of it.”
“What about the ballistic contamination? You can’t dump that.”
“Announce it to everyone, why don’t you …” Lekauf was suddenly Master Efficient again, like he’d been on the practice range, his slightly goofy good humor gone. He stood chest-to-chest with Ben, and after a two-second, almost immobile tussle that nobody else could see, he loosened Ben’s clamped elbow and slid the folded Karpaki under his own jacket. “Now stick with the boss. Promise me you will.”
“You’re nuts, Jori.”
“Yeah, like Granddad.”
Ben felt utterly useless. Lekauf had to bail him out of this mess. He should have been able to do it by himself. Some Jedi. Some supersoldier. He wondered how he’d live this down, and also why he was more worried about that at this moment than about taking a life, even a rotten one like Gejjen’s.
Lekauf moved back along the terminal hall to the central doors that led onto the landing area. Ben went to follow him, but Shevu stepped into his path casually, as if being rude and careless to a stranger.
“Whatever happens,” he said, almost inaudible, lips barely moving, “you’re to stick with me, and follow me, unless I get grabbed—and in that case, get back to base any way you can.”
They’d war-gamed a few scenarios in briefings, including getting split up or captured, but this all felt very different now.
Lekauf was at the main doors, looking as if he were trying to check where the tourer was. Then without warning, he grabbed a woman tight around her neck, drew his blaster, and held it to her temple.
“Open the doors!” he yelled. “Open them now, or I blow her head off!”
Pandemonium broke out. People scattered, leaving a clear area around Lekauf; security officers and the Corellian cop struggled against the tide of bodies trying to get clear, blasters held high. Lekauf was suddenly doing an amazing job of looking red-faced and dangerous.
How’s he going to pull this off? We’re surrounded. Locked in.
This hadn’t been in the briefings. Lekauf was improvising. He had to be. Ben broke away from Shevu and pushed through the crowd.
“I said open the kriffing doors, or you’ll be scraping her off the ceiling.” Lekauf clicked the blaster and the woman hostage started shrieking, a thin little wail at first that rose into a full-blown panting sequence of screams and yelps. “You’re going to let me board my ship and leave here, and she gets to live. Don’t mess with me. Don’t kriffing mess with me.”
“Just let the lady go,” said the officer. He pushed through and stood at the edge of the cleared floor area. “Just put the blaster down. Let her go.”
“So you can spray my brains all over the terminal? Yeah. As if.”
“Kid, this isn’t going to do you any good. We can talk—”
“Yeah, like you’ll have a nice chat with me about Gejjen. I killed the scumbag and I’m proud of it. He was caving in to the GA. Lining his own pockets. I’m a patriot. You hear? I love Corellia. They ought to give me a medal.”
The officer gestured to the security guard at the exit, and the doors parted. Ben watched in horror, unable to move. Lekauf backed out of the doors, half dragging and half carrying the terrified hostage, and made his way laboriously to the tourer. It seemed to take forever. It was a long, long way to struggle with a woman in a headlock, edging backward, followed by a slowly moving knot of police and guards waiting for the first slip that would give them a clear shot at him. Ben wanted to run after him and help, but had no idea what to do; even if he created a diversion, they were all still trapped one way or another.
Lekauf activated the tourer’s ramp and backed up it. The woman had stopped screaming and started sobbing.
“Okay, out, now.” Shevu was right behind Ben, mouth right next to his ear, and he grabbed his collar in a slow, twisting grip to show he meant business. “Slow and calm. Don’t waste this. He’s bought us time.”
Ben wanted to yell, But what about him? He didn’t, though. He’d already abandoned too much of his training, and this wasn’t the way soldiers did it. His legs were shaking under him. Lekauf reached the top of the ramp and shoved the woman down it; the hatch slammed behind him, leaving the hostage crying and screaming on the permacrete. Police rushed forward to grab her. Marksmen moved in to take up positions around the vessel.
Now everyone else in the terminal was forgotten, and the Corellian officer ran onto the field, met up with his buddy, and ran for the cordon.
“Ben, that’s it, come on—” Shevu jerked on his collar, pulling him bodily toward the doors at the south end of the terminal. A little bit of Ben was calculating where they would be placing troops and what their tactics would be for stopping Lekauf from taking off. If Lekauf got a move on, he could be out of orbit and jumping to lightspeed before whatever excuse Vulpter had for a fleet could get airborne.
But the tourer sat on the permacrete, silent, no haze of heat exhaust venting from its jets. He could see it through the transparisteel walls as he moved toward escape, and couldn’t feel relief.
It dawned on Ben that Lekauf wasn’t going anywhere.
Maybe the thing had failed to start.
Oh no, no, no …
The drive hadn’t stalled on him. Ben could feel Lekauf now—terrified, oddly triumphant, and with a strange sense of peace despite the dread. It was the strangest combination Ben had ever sensed in the Force.
“What’s he doing, sir? How’s he getting out?”
Shevu kept swallowing. Ben saw the lump in his throat bob up and down. “Has to be done.”
“What has to be done?”
“A good cover story.”
“I don’t—”
“Ben, move it. Now.” Shevu grabbed his arm so hard that it hurt, and hauled him across the permacrete to the shuttle. The tourer was now surrounded by police and armed guards; lines of security droids were clearing an outer cordon and moving back vessels that were parked too close. “Don’t blow this mission. The job’s done.”
“But Jori’s going to be arrested. He can’t sit there forever. We can’t leave him, and what happens when they interrogate him, ’cos they’re going to find—”
“Ben, shut up. And that’s an order. There’s nothing we can do.”
Ben couldn’t believe it of Shevu. He could have struggled free and gone to help Lekauf, and … and what? He couldn’t use his Force powers in public. He couldn’t take on a small army of police. He couldn’t risk arrest and discovery.
He still wanted to go to Lekauf’s aid. No comrade left behind, that was the rule, same for troopers as it was for Jedi, same for every tight-knit group who faced danger together.
“We can’t leave him,” Ben sobbed, and was about to change his mind, and let the GA and the Jedi Council sort out their own troubles if he was arrested and found to be Luke Skywalker’s son, carrying out political assassinations. “We just can’t abandon him.”
As he stared brokenhearted at the battered tourer, a massive explosion sent it flying into a thousand fragments, shooting a column of flame and roiling smoke high into the air, almost knocking Ben off his feet. Police scattered, those who could ran. Some were blown meters. It all seemed to take place in slow motion and silence, and then the sound rushed back in and time resumed normally.
The captain still had a grip on Ben’s arm like a vise. Ben’s lips moved but he couldn’t hear himself.
“Yes,” Shevu said softly, and dragged Ben as he craned his neck to stare back at the wreckage and flames, numb, shocked, and lost. “Now we can.”



chapter eleven
Breaking news … we’re just getting reports that Corellian Prime Minister Dur Gejjen has been shot dead at a spaceport on Vulpter, Deep Core, by a Corellian terrorist. Early reports indicate that an armed siege followed the shooting, but that appears to have ended when the assassin blew himself up in his ship on the landing strip. We’ll have more on this story later.
—HNE newsflash
SLAVE I, LAID UP OUTSIDE KELDABE, MANDALORE
It was a very interesting news day.
Fett had his cockpit monitor tuned to the news channel, watching the wheels come off the rest of the galaxy. He’d seen that happen often enough to spot the signs of greater chaos to come.
Usually, it meant a time of good fees and rich pickings for bounty hunters. Now his priorities had to be a little different, and he waited for a call from the office of Sass Sikili, the Verpine whose job was to communicate with outsiders on behalf of Roche. The Verpine were getting anxious. How any species that churned out that many high-quality ornaments could get anxious Fett didn’t understand, but that was the Verpine for you. Insectoids could get jumpy, and when one got jumpy—the hive-mind made them all jittery.
Fett pondered the assassination while he waited. He couldn’t say he was sorry to see the passing of Dur Gejjen, but at least the barve paid promptly. Fett had been betting on him staying in office for more than a few short months before getting the inevitable shot in the head, though. It was indecently premature even by the standards of Corellian politics. Who had really killed him? Not some Corellian hick waving the flag, that was for sure. Gejjen had a line of would-be killers that would have stretched from here to the Core.
“Mandalore Fett …,” said a voice on the comm. It was high-pitched, a little above tenor, and buzzed with a faint resonance. “We noted your return with delight.”
“Need someone dragged screaming to your hive, Sikili?”
“Not today, thank you. But we have a business proposition for you.”
“I’m all ears.”
“Ah … we hear exciting things about iron deposits, which we assume to be true—”
“They are.”
“—and many highly desirable things can be made with Mandalorian iron. We would like to acquire some.”
“Happy to sell, when we have a surplus for export.”
“We note the unstable nature of the galaxy these past months, which will be exacerbated, we expect, by the passing of Prime Minister Gejjen.”
“Yeah. Good times for the arms trade.”
“Indeed. But also anxious times for us, when Murkhana challenges our markets, and now Kem Stor Ai talks of war with Murkhana, which is too close for the hives’ taste.”
“You pack enough hardware to make Murkhana and Kem Stor Ai into their own asteroid field, Sikili. Half their kit comes from Roche. Spit it out.”
“We are a literal people, Fett.”
“I’m literal, too. Let’s all be literal together.”
Sikili went quiet for a moment. Fett could hear the faint clicking of his mouthparts. “Now that you have abundant beskar, you’ll rearm. Roche may be outside of your sector, but the last time Mandalorians had plenty of beskar, the Mandalore sector became much, much bigger.”
Verpine took a little time to explain where they were heading, grinding through each step of the sequence, but they got there in the end.
“You’re worried we’ll expand all over you,” said Fett. “Invade you.”
“Yes. It’s the specialty of your species.”
“We’re homebodies now. We like to put our feet up and watch the holovids.”
“When you make jokes, the hives become more worried, because you’re not a joking man. Therefore—”
It was getting painful and he didn’t want to hear Sikili’s character analysis. Fett found it amusing that he hadn’t threatened or hinted about the fate of Roche—or even thought much about it—but that had always been part of his armory, as it had been for the Mandalorians as a whole. They had a certain reputation that did the advance work for them.
“Sign a treaty with us, then,” he offered.
“To do what, Fett?”
“Nonaggression pact. Neighborly mutual aid.”
“You have nothing to fear from us, so you’ll want something in exchange, because you’re a mercenary and—”
“Bounty hunter, part-time. What I want is the mutual bit.”
“What can we do for you to avoid being added to your collection?”
“Supply us with exclusive products in exchange for our exclusive metal. We give you our special skills—military strength—and you give us yours in defense technology and quality control. Maybe even joint work on new projects.”
“Ah, you Mandalorians have always … adopted technology from others. You might forcibly adopt ours now.”
“Deal’s on the table. You made me notice you. Bad idea.”
Sikili was silent again. Verpines had a way of communicating instantly with all hive members through some organ in their chests. Fett guessed that Sikili was consulting the hive.
“Deal accepted. We’ll need details.”
“I’ll get my people to talk to your people.” Fett could imagine the reaction on Coruscant—and Corellia. “We look forward to a long and productive alliance with Roche.”
“We will announce this happy and reassuring news. Good day, Fett.”
The good thing about literal-minded insectoids was that they were transparent in their business dealings: no games, no bluff, and—usually—no skipping out on deals. Fett wondered if he should have talked it through with the clans first, but it was his prerogative to choose Mandalore’s allies, and teaming up with the best technologists in the galaxy wasn’t going to upset anybody—not on Mandalore, anyway. It would certainly ruin everyone else’s day.
So people think we’re rearming. We are, but not for the reasons they think. This could be … interesting.
He secured Slave I, out of habit rather than mistrust of his own people, and took the speeder bike up to the woodland where he’d reburied his father’s remains after exhuming them on Geonosis.
Ailyn was laid to rest there, too, but Mirta was clearly still uneasy about not returning her to Kiffu. She seemed to see the interment as a temporary stopover. He’d marked the graves with simple stones because it mattered to him to be able to find them again, although he had never been one for visiting graves.
Not even yours, Dad.
Now he was going to put that right. He had no excuse. He wasn’t a galaxy away.
All the times I’ve traveled from world to world, all the light-years I’ve covered, and I never called in at Geonosis to pay my respects.
Fett grasped briefly at an excuse in his Mandalorian roots. Beviin had always told him it was the armor that mattered to Mandalorians, not the decayed shell abandoned by the spirit. I did that, didn’t I? I recovered my Dad’s armor and left his body. I did that much, at least. Nomadic mercenaries couldn’t have cemeteries, and they couldn’t carry corpses with them. It was probably based on pragmatism, but Mandalorians—with few exceptions, like the Mandalores—still didn’t have elaborate shrines and graves even here.
The clearing in the woods was a peaceful, unspoiled spot, somewhere the Yuuzhan Vong hadn’t managed to destroy. Tall silver-leaved galek trees, centuries old, fringed an area of spongy moss and short yellow grass, giving the spot an air of permanent sunlit calm even on an overcast day. Even before Fett set down the speeder bike, he could see Mirta kneeling by her mother’s grave, staring down at it, with Ghes Orade, Novoc Vevut’s son, staring at her. Their helmets were placed to one side.
She had a funny idea of romance, that girl, but Orade seemed close to besotted, so maybe he didn’t care where he had to follow her. They both looked around and watched Fett as he approached. He tried to avoid crushing clumps of fragile amber ferns.
“Tell me if I’m interrupting,” Fett said. Orade looked up at him and got to his feet. “Here’s the deal. You break her heart, I break your legs.”
“Deal,” said Orade. He had a sharp-featured pale face and a scrap of bright, blond beard. “See you later, Mirta.”
Mirta looked past Fett to watch Orade leave, and then glared at him. “I suppose that’s your idea of protective concern, Ba’buir.”
“Meant it,” Fett said. “You’re no use to me when you’re emotional.”
“So … what did you want me for?”
“Didn’t. Just came to visit Dad’s grave.”
Her nerf-frying stare softened, probably from embarrassment. Weeping together over Ailyn just that one time hadn’t opened the emotional floodgates and given them a blood-bound relationship cemented by shared grief. It was, and probably always would be, wary and restrained.
“I’ll come back later,” Fett said.
“No, I was just leaving anyway.”
“Okay, let’s both stand around in awkward silence for a while and I’ll give you a ride back to town.”
For some reason, the one thing that never embarrassed Fett was admitting his love for his father. He didn’t care if that made him look soft. People said it didn’t, especially if they wanted to carry on breathing. He hooked both thumbs in his belt and contemplated the slight depression in the soft mossy ground, realizing he should have filled the grave with more soil to allow for settling.
I’m not doing too bad, Dad. Did you ever have to make domestic policy when you were Mandalore, or did you just fight? I suppose you know I’m dying.
The last thought caught him unawares. Fett believed in decomposition and eternal oblivion: he’d dealt them out so many times, he knew what awaited him. It was Beviin and his talk of the manda that had him falling into those stupid thoughts about eternity.
“I knew you were basically okay when you split the heart-of-fire to bury half with Mama,” Mirta said quietly.
“I’m not sentimental.”
“A real scumbag would have kept the stone intact and sold it.”
Fett resented the interruption of his one-sided conversation with his father. “Maybe if I’d left it whole, somebody could have read the information in it.” He straightened up, arms at his side. “Are you done here?”
Mirta shrugged, collected her helmet, and began walking toward the speeder. It was an answer of sorts. They set off for Keldabe. There were no straight roads; it made ambushing and pinning down would-be invaders a lot easier.
“What does everyone else do with bodies?” Fett asked.
“Turn left when we get to the river and I’ll show you.”
Mirta seemed to have taken this born-again Mando thing seriously. Fett had expected her to kick over the traces and turn wholly Kiffar, like her mother, but she’d jumped to the other extreme. If he hadn’t known she wasn’t motivated by wealth, he’d have thought she was positioning herself to inherit his fortune. That would have been easier. Right now, he had no idea what her motive was.
“Gejjen’s been assassinated, by the way,” he said, banking the speeder to turn along the course of the Kelita River. “Heard it on the news.”
“Good,” she said. She was definitely his granddaughter. “Slimy shabuir.”
“I put the full fee for Sal-Solo in a trust fund for you.”
“Thanks. You didn’t have to.”
“No. I didn’t.”
“There it is.”
“What?”
“The grave.”
Fett couldn’t see anything, just lush water meadows flanked by rich pasture, vibrantly green even after harvest-time. They said the area had beaten the Yuuzhan Vong’s attempts at environmental destruction because the fast-flowing water in the meadow and the river carried the poisons away downstream. Even to Fett’s urban and unagricultural eye, it looked like rich soil. “Where?”
“Try your terahertz GPR.”
Fett blinked his ground-penetrating radar into life. When he looked at the land now, he saw the variations in density and the pockets of less compacted soil. He also saw clusters of lines and debris so tangled together that he couldn’t make out what they were.
“It’s a mass grave,” Mirta said.
Fett stopped the speeder and they got off to look. His boots squelched in the sodden grass, and while it was far from the first time he’d walked on a carpet of the dead, this felt vaguely uncomfortable.
“Lost a lot of people,” he said. More than a million. Nearly one in three Mandalorians had died defending the planet. Mirta seemed to be expecting some statesman-like behavior, so he tried. “And no memorial.”
“This isn’t a war grave,” Mirta said. “Mando’ade usually bury in mass graves anyway. We all become part of the manda. We don’t need a headstone.”
The exceptional fertility of the soil suddenly made sense. There was no point wasting organic material.
“Manda.”
“Collective consciousness. Oversoul. We don’t do heaven.”
Fett winced. “I know what it is.”
“And it gives back to the living. You’ll get a marked grave, of course, being Mand’alor. Unless you choose not to.”
“Probably just to make sure they know the old Mandalore won’t show up again to reclaim the title.”
“Maybe just to show respect.”
“Has it occurred to you,” Fett asked, “that all this is a rationalization of the fact that Mandalorians were always on the move, couldn’t maintain graves, and needed to dispose of lots of corpses? And that it’s free fertilizer?”
Mirta took off her helmet, probably to let him see the full thundercloud of her disapproval. “There’s nothing profound that you can’t reduce to banality, is there?”
“I’m a practical man.”
“We’re a practical people.” We. Kiffu had ceased to exist for her. “But there’s nothing wrong with seeing the bigger picture.”
“Can I opt out of the manda? I’m not spending eternity with Montross or Vizsla. Or do we take guests from other species? If we adopt them in life, makes sense we take them afterward, so what about the rest of the galaxy?”
Mirta seemed about to spit something vitriolic at him but instead sighed, jammed her helmet back in place, and went back to the speeder. Fett pondered how tedious it would be if there really were some existence after death, especially if it weren’t ticket-only. The one person he wanted to see again was his father. The rest of the dead—loved and hated, but mostly just unloved and dismissed—could stay dead.
He resolved to keep his mouth shut in the future. It had always been the best policy in the past, and meaningful conversation was one of the few things he couldn’t seem to master. He took her into the center of Keldabe following the twisting course of the Kelita, skimming above its meanders and river cliffs. The ancient river had gradually kinked back on itself as it ground away patiently at the banks, and it looked as if one good flood would break the narrow necks of land and straighten the course again. A quick inspection with his helmet GPR showed dried-up oxbow lakes pressed like hoofprints into the land on either side. Until the crab-boys had showed up, most of Mandalore had been as it had since before humans arrived: primeval, wild, and still full of the undiscovered. Fett hated the Yuuzhan Vong afresh for ruining that.
Novoc Vevut, Orade’s father, built and repaired weapons. He was in the yard of the workshop that also served as his house, machining blaster parts. Fett shut the speeder down at the entrance and Mirta slid off the saddle.
Vevut pushed his transparent protective visor back onto the top of his head and gave them both a big grin.
“Aw, nice to see you two doing stuff together,” he said. “Osi’kyr, Fett, are we going to be related?”
Mirta looked at him with a warmth she didn’t direct at her own grandfather. Fett hadn’t picked up on how far the relationship with Vevut’s son had progressed, then. “If beskar is such a good defense, how come you’ve got so many scars, Buir?” she teased. “Forgot to wear your helmet?”
She’d called him Papa. Vevut grinned. “I cut myself shaving.”
“With a Trandoshan.”
“Marry Ghes, and I’ll make you a blaster that can take the head off a dozen Trandoshans with one shot.”
“You know how to turn a girl’s head,” she said, and removed her helmet and boots before disappearing into the house.
Vevut brushed shiny coils of swarf from the grinding bench. His long woolly black braids were tied back with a piece of string while he worked, but the gold clips strung along them like trophies still rattled and chinked as he moved. Combined with the striking scars in his ebony skin, they made him look formidably battle-hardened. Beviin said the gold had come from his kills over the years, and that he’d melted it down to make the ornate clips. They made Fett’s braided Wookiee scalps look low-key.
“When I adopted Ghes,” Vevut said, not raising his eyes from the workbench, “we had a hard time accepting each other at first, too.” He rasped glittering shavings from the metal he was shaping and held it up to check the edge. “And I’d known him all his life. His parents were my neighbors. Just because Mirta’s your own blood doesn’t mean it’s automatic.”
“I’ll bear that in mind.”
“Any objections to Orade?”
“Mirta’s well over thirteen. She can make her own choices.”
“He’s a good lad.”
“I know.” Fett’s own inability to cope with partners was no reason for him to have any opinion on his granddaughter’s life. But he meant it about breaking Orade’s legs. It was a paternal reflex that came out of nowhere. “I did a deal with the Verpine government today. We now have a nonaggression pact with Roche provided they share tech with us.”
Vevut stopped rasping sharp edges. “Hey, I didn’t even hear us fire any shots …”
“They heard the word beskar.”
“I do believe good times are on their way again, Mand’alor.”
“If you feel like sitting in when we talk weapons with them, your views would be useful.”
“Okay. I’ll leave my bug spray at home as a mark of respect.”
“I’d better tell the clans. In case anyone’s thinking of signing up for Kem Stor Ai. The Verpine would be upset about that.”
It was a good relaxed way to run a nation. Fett sent word out via his datapad and waited for objections, not expecting any. Apart from questions like the discounts that might now be available on custom Verpine weapons, the chieftains took the news in their stride.
It was as if Mandalorians saved all their passions for two things: their families and their wars. Fett returned to Beviin’s farm via the river and paused to look at the vast mass grave again.
Most species found the words unmarked mass grave the stuff of horror, the worst possible end to life. And yet Mandalorians chose it. Fett, on the cusp between Mando and aruetii despite his title, tried to see his people as the aruetiise saw them, to fully understand the fear just a few million of them could cause simply by existing. Detached, he saw an invading army wiping out whole species, fighting galactic wars, destroying everything in its path; and he saw mercenaries and bounty hunters, unemotional masked dealers in death. The image burned into the collective galactic psyche was one of violent savages, thieves, and looters, whose temporary loyalty to anyone but their own could be bought but never guaranteed.
It happened to be almost completely true—except the bit about loyalty. Most people didn’t understand the nature of a contract.
And they never got close enough to see Mandalorians at peace. Come to that, not many Mandalorians did, either. It was a restless galaxy.
Fett resigned himself to existing in no-man’s-land—too Mando for the outsider but not Mando enough for some of the clans—and made his way back to Slave I, which was still the haven in which he preferred to sleep. He hoped Beviin wasn’t offended. Worrying about someone else’s feelings was a novelty, and Fett knew what Beviin would say about the psychology of sleeping in a spacecraft when a perfectly comfortable home—any number of homes—was available.
When Fett reached the ship and unlocked the hatch by remote, he found a message waiting for him. It could have been relayed straight to his HUD, but Jaing Skirata did things his own idiosyncratic way.
I SEE YOU DID RIGHT BY MANDALORE. I’LL DO RIGHT BY YOU.
Fett hadn’t judged wrong, then. He dropped his dose of capsules into his palm and washed them down with a mix of water and the cocktail of liquid drugs that Beluine had prescribed. It was just slowing down his decline, not stopping it.
Jaing hadn’t said he’d succeeded.
Death’s a motivator, not a threat. You’ve still got things to achieve before you become fertilizer. You’ll just have to do them sooner rather than later.
Fett switched on the monitor in his cramped quarters and sat back with a pack of dry rations to watch the news as Corellia went into meltdown, and the Verpine government of Roche announced talks with Mandalore to agree to a mutual aid and trade treaty.
Then he took out the black book his father had left him. He’d listened to every message recorded in it more than a hundred times, and studied his father’s image in it. When he was afraid he was beginning to forget what Jango Fett once looked like, he’d take it out and run the messages again.
He hadn’t forgotten: not a pore, not a hair, not a line. But he ran it again anyway, and decided tomorrow might be a very good day to go public on the Bes’uliik.
JEDI COUNCIL CHAMBER, CORUSCANT: EMERGENCY MEETING
“This one,” said Master Saba Sebatyne, “would like to be assured that the Alliance had nothing to do with Gejjen’z death. It was unnezzzezary.”
Luke couldn’t blame her for jumping to conclusions. It was his first thought, too, and his second was that the GA’s agents—or even Jacen—had a hand in it. But the assassin had, it seemed, sealed himself in his ship and blown it up, a Corellian-registered ship scattering solidly Corellian evidence. Luke had seen crazier things than that. It was a zealot’s act, and all too common.
“There are plenty of Corellians with reasons to want Gejjen dead,” he said. Where had Mara got to? He half expected her to stride through the doors of the chamber carrying Lumiya’s head in triumph. “But I’ll conduct my own investigations.”
Corran Horn looked up from his clasped hands, which he’d been studying with unnatural concentration. It couldn’t have been easy watching his homeworld plunge into recrimination and finger-pointing. “It’s less about who actually did it than who the various factions think did it, and that won’t be influenced by anything as irrelevant as hard facts.”
“Well, I need to know, and I don’t want HNE telling me,” Luke said. “Kyp, can you monitor the headlines while we’re meeting?”
“Time was,” said Kyp Durron, “when the government of the day used to keep the Jedi Council informed, and we didn’t have to rely on the media.”
Yes, Luke had noticed that the Council was no longer kept in the loop. He returned to the main issue. “So what if it is us?” So far everyone had managed to avoid mentioning Jacen.
Kyle Katarn joined in. “Is assassinating heads of state legal?”
“In a war, I believe it is.”
“Fine time for Omas to be away,” said Katarn. “If I were the paranoid type, I’d say it was spooky that he was out of town, location undisclosed, at the same time that Gejjen was shot. Better test him for ballistic residues when he gets back to the office.”
“This isn’t a joking matter,” said Kyp.
“Okay, sorry. But it’s lousy timing.”
Luke thought Niathal had done a commendable job of looking calm and reassuring for the media. It had been a few hours since the news had broken, and the news channels had wheeled out every analyst, politician, and air taxi pilot who had ever held an opinion on Dur Gejjen. Niathal, quite splendid in her white uniform, was impressive. She looked as if being Chief of State was just another job she did when everyone else was too busy. She’d scored a lot of points.
And Luke hadn’t had a chance to call Han or Leia. That was his next task, as soon as he got out of this meeting. They’d know what was really happening—if anyone did.
Come on, Mara. Where are you?
“So how does this change things?” Kyle asked. “Who’s going to be leading the Confederation now? Is it going to stay a Corellian thing?”
“If it’s the Bothans,” said Corran, “Force preserve us.”
Luke was still waiting for word from Niathal. The Jedi Council wasn’t part of government, and while Omas was away it wasn’t getting instant answers. Luke realized how fragile and informal the relationship between government and Council could be when different people were holding the reins.
“Just to spice up the mix, the Mandalorians are joining forces with the Verpine.” Kyp seemed to be listening to the news via an earpiece, judging by the glazed and defocused look in his eyes. “What does that sound like to you?”
Luke thought of Fett’s dead daughter, Jacen’s guilt, and Fett’s track record. He’d been awfully quiet; worryingly so.
“They’re rearming,” Luke said.
“They said they were staying neutral,” Durron said.
Kyle shook his head slowly, brushing specks from his lap in a distracted way. “Oh, yeah, if my long-lost daughter was tortured to death by the GA’s secret police, I’d be neutral. First thing I’d do. Walk away and be very, very neutral.”
“You don’t have to be on one of two sides to rearm, or even take part in a war,” Luke said.
Still nobody had said the J-word. But Luke could hear the name at the back of every mind.
“Well, we know a few facts.” Kyle counted off on his fingers. “One, Mandalorians aren’t exactly heavily represented in social services and the caring professions. Two, they have a brand-new supply of that iron of theirs for their war machine. Three, allying with the Verpine makes them the single most powerful producer of advanced weapons technology. Four, I hear they’re still sore about getting no help to rebuild postwar when they went out on a limb for the New Republic.”
“It’s not good, is it?” said Corran.
“I’m betting they’ll step up for Corellia in the next few days.”
“Fett’s said to have killed Sal-Solo, or at least one of his Mando thugs did. Where does that leave them?”
Luke had heard the real story from Han. Never had he missed the good old clear-cut days of Rebellion versus Empire, good against demonstrable evil, as much as he had right then. The trouble with taking away the certainty of evil was that its vacuum was filled by all kinds of more nebulous threats, rivalries, and feuds. It became increasingly hard to judge where the threat was coming from.
If it hadn’t been so ingrained in the nature of most species, Luke would have seen it as a Sith plot. It would have been so much simpler.
“I think we should offer Jedi mediation to both the GA and Corellia, as far as the assassination goes,” he said. “I know it sounds bizarre in the middle of a war, but there’s war with rules, and then there’s war with no holds barred, and we need to—”
The doors opened and Mara walked in. “Sorry I’m late,” she said. “Ran into a few problems.”
She managed to stop the meeting dead. Luke stared in horror at her face. She had a black eye and split lip; she was holding herself as if her ribs hurt. She settled into her seat in the circle with slow care.
“Ran into an armored division, more like,” said Kyp, staring. “What happened to you, and where shall we send the flowers for the other guy?”
“And this is after a healing trance.” She smiled, and it was genuine, but there was definite anxiety. Luke could feel it. It was all he could do not to abandon the meeting there and then, and go to her. How had he not felt what was happening to her?
“Sorry to interrupt,” she went on. “I assume we’re worrying about the implications of Gejjen’s death.”
“And Mandalorian rearmament.”
“Forget that for just a second,” Luke said. “Mara, I need to know what happened to you.”
“Why, darling, thank you for asking! I’m very well. Just a flesh wound.” She shook her head in disbelief, but it seemed aimed at herself. “Look, I caught Lumiya. She’s in a worse state than I am, believe me.”
“And?”
“The situation’s under control.”
“Where is she?”
“I’m tracking her to her base.”
All eleven Council members were waiting in complete silence for Mara’s next words. She looked at the other Jedi around her, gently pushed Luke’s unspoken inquiry and concern out of her mind with a firm later, and settled back in her chair. Luke couldn’t pin it down, but she was in turmoil under that façade.
“It’s no good looking at me like that,” she said. “I’m not discussing it, I’m not sharing the mission, and I’m not going to take it easy, which I’ll bet is going to be someone’s suggestion. Yes?”
“Mara hath spoken,” said Kyp. “But that doesn’t stop me asking where Lumiya is, and what she’s driving.”
“Nice try, but go find your own deranged dark sider to play with, because Lumiya’s mine.”
Corran gave Luke a knowing smile. “She’s fine.”
Mara was certainly satisfied about something, but not so content about something else. Luke would find out later. He moved the meeting on.
“Can we actually do anything about the Gejjen situation here and now?” There was a chorus of a reluctant “no” around the circle. “Okay, then, all we can do is keep an eye on the situation, and I’ve got a request in with Omas’s secretary to see him as soon as he gets back.”
“You know what happens if heads of state are away when a crisis breaks,” Kyp pointed out. “They take a pounding in the polls, and it’s the beginning of the end. Let’s make the most of Omas while we can.”
“Who’s friendly with Niathal?”
They all turned to look pointedly at Cilghal. She tilted her head slightly to fix Luke with one eye, always a disconcerting thing in a Mon Calamari. “Just because we’re Mon Cals, Luke, it doesn’t mean we have guaranteed harmony. We come from different schools of thought.”
“You’re Ackbar’s niece, and I bet that counts for a lot with a Mon Cal admiral …”
“I’ll do my best, then.”
The meeting broke up, Mara remaining seated. Corran patted her on the head like an indulgent uncle as he passed, and then wagged a silent warning finger: Get that black eye seen to. Luke waited until everyone was well out of earshot and then walked over to squat in front of Mara and put his hands on her knees.
“You can’t keep this from me.”
“I head-butted her, that’s all. Metal jaw, nonmetal head.”
“If you got that close, how did she get away?” Oh, bad question: Luke braced for an onslaught about shaking hands again. “I mean …”
“I think she has a droid with her. Something jumped me from behind, and it wasn’t organic.” Mara showed him a discolored mark like a rope burn at the front of her neck. “Whatever it is, it can pay out a metal cable. And she has this weird spherical ship like a disembodied orange eye.”
“Don’t you think all that’s a good case for not hunting her alone?”
“She wants me to catch up with her. I’ll be extra-ready next time—and there will be a next time.”
He’d promised her. If anyone could take Lumiya, Mara could, and he knew he had to put his own fixation with Lumiya out of his mind—stop it from clouding his judgment. He’d give Mara a little more time, but wondered how he’d feel if she came home battered and bruised like this again.
Chasing individual Dark Jedi was far more difficult and time consuming than he’d bargained for. Sometimes he wondered why Lumiya and Alema had proved so much harder to hunt and deal with than a whole Empire, but that was the answer: the Empire, by its very size and pervasiveness, was everywhere. It was hard to avoid finding it, but two Jedi with concealment skills could vanish very effectively in an entire galaxy. It would always be a case of getting them to come to him—or Mara.
“But you’ll be home for dinner tonight,” Luke said. “Don’t spend all night working again.”
“Believe me, I’ll be home,” she said. “That’s where I’m heading now.”
“I’d better see what Han and Leia have to say about Gejjen, while I hang around the Senate and wait for Omas.”
“If I’m still sitting at home with a congealing plate of nerf casserole at midnight …”
“Okay. Dinner at eight. Set in permacrete.”
Luke walked down the corridor with her in silence and she gave him a conspiratorial grin as the turbolift doors closed. He opened his secure comlink and called Han.
“I’m not in mourning,” Han said, utterly callous in that charming way he had. Luke knew he didn’t care for Gejjen and never had: it was hard to weep for a man who approached you to kill your own cousin, even if that cousin was a grade-A scumbag. “No need to spare my feelings. He was a head shot waiting to happen.”
“What’s the public mood like over there?”
“There hasn’t exactly been a run on mourning clothes, but folks are nervous.”
“So who’s at the helm in Coronet now?”
“They’re slugging it out. For the while, it’s going to be a committee job.”
“Who do you think did it?”
“The biggest task CorSec has is to work out how to manage the lines of suspects. Not that they need to dig up any—two different terror groups here have already claimed responsibility for it. Yes, we have ’em, too.”
“I never realized how divided you all were.”
“We’re never divided about Corellia. Just who’s the best candidate to run it.”
“Are you and Leia okay?”
“Yes, we’re fine, and no, I’m not telling you what we’re doing at the moment. Stop worrying.”
Luke almost raised the topic of a GA smokescreen. It was fairly common to carry out a hit and set it up to look like another faction to achieve maximum discord. But he thought better of it, because it smacked of Jacen, and Han didn’t need to hear that his best friend thought his son—stranger though he was—had a hand in it. Some things were best dealt with by friends, cleaned up, and smoothed over. When Lumiya was finally brought down, Luke would spend his time putting Jacen back on track. It was the least he could do for Han.
Omas couldn’t have picked a worse day to visit his doctor, but it was unusual for him to be so reticent about routine arrangements. Luke hoped it wasn’t something serious.
It was bad enough losing Gejjen, because at least he was a known quantity, and Luke had become used to his way of thinking. If Omas’s future was in doubt, too—well, that was one unknown too many.
CORUSCANT MILITARY SPACEPORT
Ben sat in the cargo hold of the ship long after the ground crew had secured the landing dampers and the drives had cooled completely.
He was almost comfortable staring at the bulkhead opposite, in the sense that he feared taking his eyes off it. If he did that, the numbing meditation he’d slipped into would be broken, and he’d have to think.
Jori Lekauf was gone. It was one of those facts he couldn’t take in even when he saw it happen. The guy had been alive and well the night before, even hours ago, and now he didn’t exist. Ben simply couldn’t feel death.
It was more than the biological facts, and he knew those all too well. The former CSF officers in the GAG had regaled him with fascinating stories from the police forensics labs, but knowing how to cause death and what it looked like, and being able to feel a life wink out of existence in the Force did nothing to hammer home the fact that his friend was gone forever, and that he wouldn’t see him again, and all the things that made Jori Lekauf part of the fabric of the universe, someone who mattered, were so far beyond his reach.
And it was Ben’s fault. Lekauf had died to protect him.
“Come on, Ben. The techs want to start stripping down this crate.”
Captain Shevu stood in the hatch, fingers hooked over the top edge of the coaming. Ben felt that if he moved, the whole world would come unraveled.
“I’ll be along in a minute.”
Shevu waited for a moment and then came to sit down with him. Ben suspected that if he’d been a grown man, Shevu might have been harsher, but he thought Ben was still a kid, too young to be on this kind of mission whether he was a Jedi or not. In many ways, Shevu was right. But nobody was ever old enough to lose a friend and not feel it cutting through to the center of his chest. If Ben ever got that old, he didn’t want to carry on.
“We don’t lose many troopers in special forces. It makes it harder when we do, I think. It’s hard for me, anyway.”
Ben gambled on whether to speak or not. He took a breath and waited to feel everything around him shatter.
“He didn’t have to die, sir.” Once he heard his own voice, Ben just felt like he couldn’t breathe, nothing worse. “He could have taken off. We could have run for it, or even been captured, and the job would still have been done.”
“Ben … our orders were to make it look like a Corellian schism, and not to get caught or leave a trail. Can’t have Jedi exposed as assassins, especially not you. We had to get you out of there.”
“It didn’t have to be me. Any trooper could have done the job. I wanted to do my duty, but if it hadn’t been me, if Jori hadn’t felt he had to protect my identity, he’d be alive.”
“Ben, what do you think would have happened to him if he’d been taken back to Corellia?” Shevu lowered his voice. “You saw what we do here to prisoners. You think worse than that can’t happen in Coronet?”
“So what if I had been caught? My dad would have been humiliated? So what? Jori’s life for Dad being upset?”
“I could give you a list of reasons why having Corellia think their own kind did it helps the GA. But you don’t want to hear that right now.” Shevu stood up and beckoned to Ben to follow. He meant it. “There are anti-Gejjen factions claiming responsibility, so the mission worked fine—strategically. Now go home and take a couple of days off. If you can’t stand being around your folks, or … or around Colonel Solo, come over to my place. My girlfriend won’t mind.”
It was the first time Ben had heard Shevu hint that being around Jacen wasn’t necessarily the best thing for him. Ben didn’t care about Jacen right then, but the rational bit of his mind that wasn’t drowning in shocked grief made a note of it.
“Thanks.”
“Now I’ve got to tell his parents. I’ll have to come up with a really good cover story, and thank providence that there’s no footage of him splashed all over the news right now, because that’d be a really lousy way to find out your son was dead.”
Shevu sounded beaten. He was probably pretty close to Lekauf, but he’d never said. Ben had learned a lesson about being an officer today, and it was that lives were to be spent in pursuit of an objective; it might have seemed obvious, but when you worked alongside the people who might lose their loved ones because of your decisions, it acquired a whole new meaning.
“I don’t think I’ll ever stop feeling guilty about this,” Ben said, relieved that he had so far managed not to burst into tears.
“Me neither,” said Shevu. “Because it was supposed to be me who blew the ship if things went wrong.”
“We never planned that—”
“You didn’t. We did. Need to know, and all that.” Shevu stopped a passing ground crew speeder and told the driver to get Ben back to HQ. “Wash that stuff out of your hair and go home.”
An hour later, Ben found himself staring at his familiar reflection in the HQ refreshers, toweling his hair and wondering if Jacen had set him up.
I didn’t have to do the job. Any one of us could have passed unnoticed at a spaceport.
But it was hindsight. Jacen had tasked him to do it before anyone knew where the meeting would take place. Ben still felt something was wrong, but couldn’t pin it down.
He’d just lost his buddy. Maybe that made you think crazy things. When he left the HQ building and walked out into the late-afternoon sun, completely disoriented by the shifts in planetary time over the last forty-eight hours, he lowered his head and just walked aimlessly, hands in pockets.
Suddenly he felt someone’s hand on his shoulder. He almost shrieked. He’d shut out everything around him. Then he found he was staring into his mother’s face, and something was terribly wrong.
“Mom! Who hit you?”
“Forget that, Ben.” She hugged him to her, a really desperate and crushing embrace. “I’ve got some questions and I will absolutely not be stalled this time.” She had hold of his shoulders, eyes scanning his face as if she was looking for injury. “This is between you and me, I swear, not your father.”
They ended up in a tapcaf in the Osarian quarter. The table was greasy and the elbows of Ben’s jacket stuck to it every time he leaned on them, but nobody knew them here. Even if the food had been appetizing and not searingly hot, Ben wasn’t hungry.
Mara lowered her voice. “I want to know why you’ve been to Vulpter.”
Ben was stunned. How could she possibly know? Who’d talked? It was completely classified. Most of the GAG hadn’t even been briefed on it.
“I haven’t.”
“You can stop the game. I know where you’ve been, and I have a horrible feeling I know why. The whole planet’s seen the news.”
Mara just stared at him, not blinking, suddenly not his mom at all. He was supposed to deny everything. He stared back, silent.
“I could ask Jacen, sweetheart, but I’m not sure I could believe him if he told me what the time was.”
“You know I can’t talk about my work, Mom.”
“Oh, I know. I’ve never hidden my past from you, so I know exactly what your work entails. I can talk to you like a grown-up, Ben, because once you do the kind of job you’re doing, you’re not a kid any longer. Do we understand each other?”
Ben thought of Jori Lekauf and felt his stomach starting to knot and shake. He desperately wanted to blurt out that his buddy had died and that he wanted to roll time back to before he’d fallen into this mess, and that—that—
“Mom …” He couldn’t get it out. She put her hand on his and squeezed. “Mom, if I tell you, will you tell me who hit you?”
“Okay, it was Lumiya. I caught her, but she got away. I gave her a good hiding, and she won’t get away next time. Now—your turn.”
Ben took a deep breath. This was either going to make everything better, or be the start of something disastrous. He couldn’t tell: all his Force impressions had deserted him.
“I did it, Mom.”
“Involved … or did it?”
Ben’s mouth took over without his permission. “Folding-stock Karpaki, frangible round.”
Mara actually sat back in her chair and her left hand moved as if she was about to put it to her mouth. Her right hand was still clamped tight on his.
“Okay,” she said.
“Lekauf was killed, Mom.” Ben couldn’t remember if she knew Lekauf or not. It didn’t matter. He needed to say his name and tell someone. “Jori got killed—he got killed to save my skin.”
Mara busied herself sipping from the cup in front of her. Osarians liked very strongly scented herbs, and Ben knew he’d never be able to smell that aroma again without being dragged back to this awful moment.
“Why did you do it, Ben?”
“Orders. I was the best person to do it.”
“Your whole company is suddenly short of snipers? Whose orders?”
“Jacen.”
Mara was doing a reasonable job of not reacting, but Ben wasn’t fooled. She was furious. He could see it in the whiteness of her skin, and the contrast with the yellowing bruise around her eye made it even more noticeable.
“Okay, sweetheart,” she said. “Let’s not tell your dad because he’ll rip Jacen’s head off in the mood he’s in at the moment. Can you face coming home?”
“I don’t think I can sit and have dinner and not talk about this to him.”
“Okay, so where are you planning on going?”
“Home. Jacen’s apartment.” Ben could see she wasn’t keen on the idea. “Or Captain Shevu’s place.”
“Wherever you feel safest, Ben. I won’t force you to come back with me as long as you swear you’ll come to me the second you have problems, okay?”
“Okay.”
“I’m sorry about your friend. I really am.”
“Nobody’s ever going to know how brave he was.”
“I know.”
“Are you angry with me? Stupid question. You must be.”
“How can I be, after what I used to do?” She gripped both his hands as if she was afraid he’d run away. “This is what we made you, isn’t it? We wanted you to be like us. We wanted you to be a Jedi and do your duty …”
Mara was quiet for a while, gazing out the window onto the skylane packed with traffic and clearly thinking hard.
“You still haven’t told me how you knew, Mom.”
She jerked back to the conversation, blinking. “No. I haven’t. But I know, and I’m the only one who does. And I also know you can hide in the Force like Jacen does, and it scares me because the first time I felt it I thought you’d been killed. Please, Ben, don’t hide from me. Ever.”
“I wasn’t, Mom. I was just trying it out.”
“Okay.”
“Am I going to feel bad about … you know, the other guy? ’Cos right now I don’t care.”
“I didn’t,” she said, seeming to understand he meant Gejjen. “Not until lately, and then it didn’t feel like guilt. Just … not quite understanding why I did it, because being what I was didn’t explain it all to me.”
“I’d better go.”
“You’ll be okay. I’ll always be there, remember. Call me.”
Ben leaned forward to kiss her on the cheek. He loved her so much right then; what other mom could take news like that, horrific news, and still be there for him? He leaned farther and whispered in her ear.
“He was having a secret meeting at the port with Omas. To discuss a cease-fire.”
When Ben straightened up, she smiled, but there was a real glint in her eye that said she was anything but happy.
“Thank you,” she said. “I love you, Ben. Call me, okay?”
“Love you, too, Mom.”
Ben couldn’t stand it any longer. He walked out of the tapcaf and spent the next couple of hours wandering around, staring in shop windows and not seeing anything, before he got an air taxi back to Jacen’s apartment and shut himself in his room.
It was going to take a long time to make sense of this. He slipped the vibroblade under his pillow, reluctant to let it sit as far away as his desk, and wondered what Captain Shevu was telling Jori Lekauf’s family.



chapter twelve
Ori’buyce, kih’kovid.
All helmet, no head.
—Mandalorian insult for someone with an overdeveloped sense of authority
REPUBLICA HOUSE, CORUSCANT: 0001 HOURS, GALACTIC STANDARD TIME
Jacen Solo, in the formal uniform of a colonel of the Galactic Alliance Guard, stood outside the lobby of the Republica building flanked by Sergeant Wirut and Trooper Limm.
It was a real shame about Lekauf. He was a great loss. Ben had done well, but he should have been back at work right away. Jacen planned to talk to Shevu later about sending Ben on leave without clearing it with him first.
“You sure this is going to be enough, sir?” asked Wirut. “Just the three of us?”
Jacen smoothed his black gloves down over his fingers. It was one minute past midnight, and that made what he was about to do thoroughly legal, justified, and overdue.
“I don’t think Chief Omas has a platoon up there, somehow.”
Wirut didn’t reply. Jacen was the first to admit that going to arrest the elected head of the most powerful organization in the galaxy with a couple of troopers was low-key, but he saw no point flooding the area with an entire company. Omas wouldn’t put up a fight. If he did, one Jedi and two armed troopers were ample to deal with it.
Jacen opened the comlink to Niathal.
“We’re in position now,” he said. “We’re going in.”
“I have an emergency appointment with Senator G’Sil in ten minutes,” Niathal said. “He’s not happy about it, but I told him it couldn’t wait.”
“He’s got no inkling of what’s happening?”
“If he has, he hasn’t shown the slightest sign of acting upon it.”
“Okay. There’s no going back now. We’re committed.”
“Just do it …”
The security guard on the front reception was a man used to seeing all kinds of uniforms wandering in and out of Republica House. The luxurious tower housed the elite of the GA, and every Senator seemed to have his or her own entourage of bodyguards as well as military visitors. Most Coruscanti knew what a GAG uniform looked like by now anyway—Jacen had made sure his secret police were anything but secret, at least in terms of their existence—but he gave the guard proper identification without being asked. There was no point being rude or throwing his weight around. The man was only doing his job.
“No need to announce me,” Jacen said.
The guard checked his datapad. “You’re on his admission list anyway. Go on up.”
It took minutes for the turbolift to reach Omas’s floor. As the cab climbed, the two troopers simply stared at the wall ahead of them. Jacen felt their reluctance, and wanted to know if it was due to a fondness for Omas or a distaste for military coups, but he didn’t ask. Any army that liked the idea of a coup wasn’t worth having. It had to be the last resort.
“How the other half lives …,” Wirut said as the turbolift doors opened onto a lobby of extraordinary luxury. The air was perfumed, a pleasantly neutral woody scent, and the broad corridor was lined with niches filled with rare Naboo crystal—Omas had a weakness for that—and iridescent Shalui ceramics. “I could fit my apartment and my ten neighbors in here.”
“If we put fancy pottery in the corridors of my building, it wouldn’t be there long,” said Limm. She cast an envious eye at a shimmering red vase that changed gradually to green and turquoise as the angle of the observer changed. “Still, his insurance payments must hurt.”
“Possessions are burdens.” Jacen smiled. “What you have can always be taken away, so wealth breeds fear.”
“I’ll willingly face that kind of fear, sir,” Wirut muttered. “And a nice big SoroSuub yacht. That would scare me very nicely.”
The magnificent doors to Omas’s apartment were engraved bronzium, an abstract design by one of Coruscant’s top artists. Jacen couldn’t recall the name. It seemed a waste of talent when the doors were seen only by Omas, his inner circle, the housekeeping staff, and repair droids. Republica House had the kind of architecture and design that warranted public tours.
Jacen paused, marshaling his thoughts before pressing the bell. The troopers stood back and pulled down their visors, standard procedure when entering a building. For a moment Jacen thought they were going to stack either side of the door, but they were simply taking a pace backward, Limm keeping an eye on the corridor as a routine precaution.
Omas answered the door himself. Jacen knew he didn’t have day-and-night close protection these days, but somehow he expected a droid or even a real butler to receive callers. The Chief of State looked at him with a puzzled frown, and then at the two troopers.
“Good evening, Jacen.” He stepped back and ushered them in. “Wretched business, this shooting. I can’t say I liked Gejjen, but it shows how careful we have to be in our line of work.”
He ambled down a long hallway that made the corridor outside look like a lower levels slum. The art on the walls was breathtaking, and most of it seemed to predate the Yuuzhan Vong invasion. Some gallery curator had a very secure hiding place, then. At the end, Omas turned around.
“Can I get you good people something to drink before we sit down?”
Somehow it would have been so much easier if Omas had been hostile.
“Sir,” said Jacen. “I’m arresting you in the name of the Galactic Alliance for activity likely to compromise the safety of the state.”
Omas frowned slightly, as if he hadn’t heard right. He walked a few steps back along the passage where the downlighters cast pools of light on velvet-pile ruby carpet.
“I beg your pardon?”
“You’re under arrest, sir. We’ll let you call your lawyer later, but right now it would be a good idea if you came with us.”
Omas gave a little snort of amusement. “Jacen, my dear boy, this is Cal Omas you’re talking to. Don’t be such a prat—arrest me? Arrest me?”
Jacen reached in his jacket and took out a datapad. “Under the terms of the Emergency Measures Act, anyone, including heads of state, politicians, and any other individuals believed to be presenting a genuine risk to the security of the Galactic Alliance can now be detained. That’s a quote, sir. The amendment to the law to include heads of state came into effect at midnight, and you are a head of state …”
Omas looked stunned rather than alarmed. Jacen was used to the GAG producing fear when they paid a visit, but amazement was disconcerting.
“I saw that amendment come through on the notifications circular yesterday,” Omas said, still quite casually conversational. “Good grief. You really did it, didn’t you? You actually changed the law and planned this.”
“Sir—”
“Am I allowed to know what risk I’m supposed to pose to my own state?”
“I can show you, sir,” Jacen said, and switched his datapad to the strip-cam footage of the meeting with Gejjen. He cued it up and then held the pad so that Omas could see the screen. “Please feel free to view it all and then tell me if that’s not you in the room with two Alliance Intel officers, the late Prime Minister, and his two CorSec protection officers.”
The look on Omas’s face was priceless. Jacen felt a flood of relief that he had finally, finally made Omas realize that he was now a man with no future. Omas stared at the datapad and did indeed watch the whole meeting. Behind Jacen, Wirut and Limm waited in patient silence.
“Well,” said Omas. “What can I say?”
“Sergeant Wirut will accompany you to pack an overnight bag,” Jacen said. “We’ll take you out as discreetly as possible.”
“Secretly? Oh, I see …”
“No, sir, you’re not going to disappear and turn up floating facedown in some sewer. This will be conducted legally and openly.”
Omas stared impassively into Jacen’s face and then looked past him at the two troopers. Jacen could feel the man’s fear even though he looked perfectly at ease. “Sergeant, I do keep a bag packed for eventualities,” Omas said, almost smiling. “If you don’t trust me not to blow my brains out in the bedroom, by all means go to the fifth door on the left and pick it up for me. It’s in the first closet as you enter the room. Tan leather holdall.”
There was nothing worse than a dignified detainee. Jacen knew that within twenty-four hours the barracks and the CSF bar would be full of the gossip about how magnificently brave Omas had been. Wirut disappeared into the bedroom while Limm stood guard.
Omas stepped a little closer to Jacen, his face centimeters away, so close that his breath brushed Jacen’s skin like a hand.
“You obnoxious, power-crazed, ludicrous little jerk,” he said sweetly, with the smile of an indulgent grandfather. “You had Gejjen killed, too, didn’t you?”
Jacen waited for him to spit in his face and still smile, but Omas conducted himself impeccably as he left. Wirut walked behind him, blaster visible but not jammed into the Chief of State’s back, and Jacen led the way. It was the longest, most awkward turbolift descent that Jacen could imagine. When they reached the lobby, the security guard stared for a moment, put down his holozine, and stood up.
“Sir? What’s happening?”
“Would you water the plants while I’m away, please?” Omas said pleasantly. “I’m afraid I’m under arrest.”
There was a second GAG transport waiting outside. Wirut and Limm ushered Omas into it, then watched it speed away to GAG HQ. Jacen found that his hands were shaking. It was an effort to take out his comlink.
“Admiral, it’s done,” he said. “Time for a public announcement.”
Wirut pushed back his visor and wiped his face with his glove. “That,” he said, “was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. Next time, sir, can I volunteer for snatching heavily armed Wookiee psychopaths? It’d be a lot easier on my nerves.”
Wirut and Limm joked, but the arrest had crossed an emotional line for them, and it showed. Jacen climbed into the speeder beside them and took a long route through the canyons of buildings, checking for signs that Coruscant, the heart of galactic democracy, had undergone a silent, bloodless, and thoroughly civilized military coup.
Outside government buildings and bank headquarters, small groups of GA ground forces stood guard. It looked like no more than the routine public order precautions for festival nights, except the uniforms were not the blue of CSF.
“Weird,” said Limm.
“Poor old Jori.” Wirut sighed. “Poor kid. He was so keen to live up to his granddad.”
Jacen rubbed his eyes and realized he was in for another very long day. And the sun wasn’t even up yet.
“I won’t forget that,” he said. “I never will.”



chapter thirteen
SENATE BUILDING
Trading on the ISE was suspended in the early hours of this morning when Acting Chief of State Admiral Cha Niathal declared temporary martial law following the shocking arrest of Cal Omas. A statement is expected in the Senate within the hour. Meanwhile, other galactic financial centers report brisk trading. KDY “A” shares closed fifty point three credits up on yesterday, and both MandalMotors and Roche Industries ended the day up more than thirty credits.
—Market News: business headlines
Senator G’Sil glanced at the holocams that transmitted Senate debates to every office, restaurant, and public area in the Senate Building, then shook his head, eyes closed for a moment.
“Full house,” he said. “You’d better have a good speech ready, Cha. A really good one.”
Niathal adjusted her uniform and prepared to go out onto the Chief of State’s platform to address the Senate. Things weren’t playing out quite as she’d imagined, but then battles never did, and the political arena was as prone to the fog of war as any fleet engagement. Jacen Solo, whom she expected to see strutting around the Senate, was keeping a low profile. But she’d see about that. If she was going to be shoved out front to tap-dance for his coup, she’d make sure he was visibly part of their double act. She wasn’t taking responsibility for this on her own.
“It’s temporary, it’s for the duration of the war, and no ordinary citizens will notice an adverse impact on their lives,” she said, rehearsing her key messages. “Play a bit of Omas’s clandestine meeting footage, wave around the news on Mandalore and Roche, and everyone nods and says, yes indeed, Admiral, we live in dangerous times, please do look after us as an interim government while the Chief of State’s office is thoroughly investigated.”
“I like Jacen,” G’Sil said, suddenly very quiet. “But is he reliable these days?”
“Reliable for what?”
“I would never have authorized the Gejjen business. It was … extreme.”
“It’s done. Corellia is wobbling a little, because their assorted lunatic fringes have given us a massive bonus by claiming they did it. Bothawui has been brought up short, because they probably think we did it but can’t believe we had the nerve, and—well, I never thought I’d live to say this, but those ghastly little Mandalorian savages have been wonderfully helpful.”
“Cha, I don’t want to worry you, but have you noticed they’re rearming? With Verpine tech, too?”
“I certainly have. Best news of the week.”
“They must teach you something at staff college that’s beyond us lesser mortals.”
Niathal checked the chrono. She had ten minutes to psych herself up into appearing as a safe pair of hands, reluctant to take the burden of the reins of state and anxious to hand them back as soon as the current unpleasant business was over. Yes, she meant that, too. She wanted the Chief of State’s post, but she wanted a genuine mandate to do it; and there was no better way to achieve that than to show she could be a responsible leader in this most extreme of situations. When she finally ran for office, the electorate would know her by her deeds.
As long as I can keep Jacen on a choke chain, of course, and he doesn’t ruin it for me. If he gets out of hand … well, there’s always Fett.
“Have you ever kept nuna?” she asked.
“Not in the apartment …”
“I’m told they tend to form rival groups within the flock, and they can get very territorial. Squabbles break out. Now, let wild bursas into the coop, and it’s bedlam—they go into a killing frenzy, grab as many nuna to eat later as they can, and escape. They don’t care which group they eat. That’s your Mandalorians.”
“It’s a lovely analogy, but it’s lost on me.”
“Forget strategy. Mandalorians don’t care who wins. They just want to eat, drink, fight, and maintain their self-image.”
G’Sil gave her a long, wary stare. “You’re the Supreme Commander. I assume you can assess a military risk.”
“You want my assessment? Fett has no intention of expanding his small sphere of influence. Mandalorians might have been a mighty empire a few millennia ago, but they can’t handle the difficult business of running a modern, complex democracy. They know it, so they just want to live their primitive warrior fantasy and revel in their reputation.”
“Which is earned.”
“I accept that they’re phenomenal soldiers.”
“They kicked out the Empire and the Yuuzhan Vong, without any help from us.”
“That still doesn’t mean they want to dominate the galaxy. There are fewer than three million of them on Mandalore now, and they don’t have anything like a government structure that could organize them well enough to take over the GA or the Confederation. They’ll always be the bursa let loose among nuna. They’re opportunistic feeders.”
“But Fett’s a smart, smart man. Forget the Wookiee braids.”
“He wants to see Jacen Solo fall a long way,” Niathal said.
“I don’t buy fostering galactic chaos just to get back at one man, even if it’s Jacen.”
“No, we’ve created our own chaos. Fett’s just the distraction act.” Two minutes to go: Niathal sipped a glass of water and rolled her head to loosen her neck. There was nothing worse than a strained voice caused by tight muscles. She needed to sound relaxed, regretful, but authoritative. “As long as he plays bogeyman, the GA holds together, because the smaller planets are scared the Mandalorians will be back and they’ll cling to us for protection.”
“Or rush to the Confederation …”
“Not if the Confederation buys Fett’s arms, and we don’t. We can rob him of his neutrality, or at least the appearance of it.”
G’Sil continued to look at her as if she’d arrived from beyond the Outer Rim. He was taking this coup—and she was happy to call it that in private—remarkably well. Given his position, she’d expected him to want a piece of the action.
“G’vli, will you run for the Chief of State’s office in due course?”
“Will there be a Chief of State?”
“I fully intend to return to elections and civil rule once the war is over.”
“Then no, I won’t. I’m fine not being where Omas was. If a thing can happen once, it can happen twice.” G’Sil steered her toward the access to the floating platform. “You need to watch your back with Jacen.”
“I know,” she said. “So I’m neutralizing him now. Start as you mean to go on.” The word neutralize had several unfortunate meanings, and judging by the look on G’Sil’s face, he’d thought of the worst one. “No, just tactically. Where is he, anyway?”
“He probably had some fingers he needed to break. Let me worry about finding him later.” G’Sil followed her onto the platform. “Here we go.”
Niathal looked down at her boots as she stepped onto the platform, and when she looked up, the sheer scale of the Senate chamber unsettled her for a split second. It was a blessing: she knew her genuine dismay would come across as humble reluctance. There was nothing worse for a new military dictator than looking too keen.
For a chamber of thousands of delegates—even with the recent secessions and defections—it was remarkably quiet. Her platform drifted serenely into the center of the massive chamber. She was looking into lights and shadows, generally unable to see faces. It was, in so many senses, a theatrical stage complete with blinding footlights.
“Gentlebeings,” she began. Formal: strictly formal was the best bet, she calculated. “I never expected to be addressing you in this way, and I find myself barely prepared for it. I greatly regret the need to stand on this platform. But the need has arisen, it will be a need for the shortest period possible, and apart from the temporary leadership of the GA, nothing else will change. I stress that. There is no curfew, no censorship, and none of the other trappings of martial law. Had Chief Omas been taken ill, I would be standing here anyway, and nobody would be panicking. What’s happened overnight is no more constitutionally significant than that. I’ve merely exercised my responsibility as the Supreme Commander to deputize for the Chief of State, on the advice of the GA security services. As soon as the general security situation with the Confederation is resolved, and I expect that to be within the short term, I’ll step down and we’ll hold elections for the Chief’s office.”
There wasn’t a single lie in there. There was never any need to lie. She meant every word. There was simply information that the Senate didn’t have, and everyone went through life with an incomplete picture of the galaxy anyway.
One of the representatives for Kuat signaled to speak.
“When you refer to the security services, Admiral, do you mean Alliance Intel or the GAG?”
Niathal wondered if G’Sil had engineered the question, because it was so perfectly on cue. “I’d like to share some material with you,” she said. “So that you understand where the need to act arose.”
It was possibly contempt of court to show the images of Omas’s meeting with Gejjen; evidence like that would prejudice his chance of a fair trial, but she had a shrewd idea that Omas wouldn’t be cleared by a jury, return to work with his reputation intact, and sue the GA for wrongful arrest. In his case, the arrest was verdict and sentence in one. She gestured for the images to be projected onto the viewing screen on each delegate’s platform.
It was gratifying to hear the faint exclamations of surprise as the scene played out, complete with Alliance Intel officers. Niathal displayed a little dignified pain at the moment of betrayal, when Dur Gejjen discussed how to remove her and Jacen from their posts. The silence that followed was perfect.
“So, you’ll understand why I felt I had to take advice from the GAG, because Alliance Intel’s objectivity may have been compromised by attendance at that meeting,” she said. “And while it’s not illegal for two heads of state at war to have discussions, it’s unacceptable for them to plan the removal of a Supreme Commander without consulting the Security and Intelligence Council.”
She hoped they noted that the chair of that council was sitting at her right hand. It was time for him to do his party piece, so she sat down and let G’Sil have the floor.
“I’ve got very little to add,” G’Sil said. “Except to say that I’m saddened to come to this. A word about the presence of GA troops on the streets alongside CSF officers. This is simply a precaution in case the anarchic elements on Coruscant try to take advantage of the situation. As in any democracy, they have the right to exist and to speak, but if any of them attempt to capitalize on the situation, then the rule of law will be upheld.”
“Well, there’s no need for the anarchists to overthrow the government now, is there?” said the delegate from Haruun Kal. “You got there first …”
“With that in mind,” Niathal continued, “I intend to ask Colonel Jacen Solo to act as joint Chief of State with me. A matter of checks and balances, so that the temporary power doesn’t rest with one person, and one can subject the other to scrutiny.”
She let the comment from Haruun Kal pass. Nobody else picked up on it. By failing to invoke the full range of emergency restrictions she now had the right to impose, she felt she’d sent out a clear message that this really was a case of an embarrassed and reluctant military being hauled in to mind the shop because the civilian head of state had been a very naughty boy. It seemed to have worked. Either the Senate was collectively terrified, or it was 90 percent convinced, 10 percent wary.
She would settle for either.
G’Sil followed her back to her office. She sat down and felt the relief flood her.
“Next?” said G’Sil, and poured two cups of caf from the dispenser. “We have a breathing space while the Senators panic about their share prices and the Corellian administration flounders like beached daggerts.”
“Reopen the stock exchange,” she said. “I need to see the finance secretary at some point today to arrange for Treasury intervention if the market panics again. I’m bringing Alliance Intel under GAG command, and assigning Captain Girdun to that—”
“Oh, classic—”
“—and I want Omas’s office sealed until further notice.”
G’Sil looked mildly surprised. “You’re not moving in there?”
“I’m not, and neither is Jacen. It smacks of enthusiasm for power rather than necessary duty. We seal it as it stands, which is best practice in terms of allowing CSF to preserve a potential crime scene.” She tapped the internal comm code for Senate Building Maintenance into her desk keypad. “And nobody fights over whose chair it is.”
G’Sil finally gave way to the smile that was trying to cross his face. “And what an elegant way to neutralize Jacen, should he hanker after power. Give it to him to start with.”
You don’t need to know we did a deal. “I don’t like having opposing forces approaching from the rear, G’vli. I like them where I can see them.”
“That’s the first time I’ve heard you refer to Jacen as … opposing.”
“We want the same outcomes,” she said carefully, aware of how ephemeral alliances were in this game. “Order, stability, and peace. I don’t care for his methods, that’s all. Once I manage to teach him that putting citizens in camps and killing prisoners is not the done thing, we’ll get on just fine.”
“You have to see the Jedi Council, too.”
“I’ll see Skywalker later, but not the rest of the armed mystics …”
Niathal paused and sent a message to Luke that she wanted to continue the good working relationship he’d had with Omas, and that he would be welcome for an informal discussion. She’d remain cautious, though, because they seemed to represent a third and unelected power, neither civilian nor military, and every time she looked at Jacen Solo she saw just what Jedi could turn into.
“This has been surprisingly civilized,” G’Sil said. “The business of the chamber is going on as usual. No riots, no protests, no counter-revolution.”
“It isn’t lunchtime yet.”
“Nevertheless, this is remarkable.”
“And we have a war going on. Even if the Corellians are spinning their wheels at the moment, Bothuwai isn’t. I have crews out there on the front line.”
It was simply a statement of fact. She still wore a uniform, and whatever her ambitions the service ethic was very nearly coded into her genes by now. She really did have a war to win and people to bring home alive.
“Oh, you’re good,” G’Sil said, misreading her totally. “You’re very good. Stang, I might even vote for you on the strength of today’s showing.”
That was the only way Niathal wanted to remain in this post—by election; it made it much easier to hang on to it than being a dictator. She was also an officer who liked her moral lines, her rules of engagement, completely clear.
Within those, though, she believed in taking the battle to the enemy and pressing home every advantage.
“I look forward to it,” she said.
JEDI COUNCIL CHAMBER
It had been a long night, and the morning’s news left Luke reeling. He looked at Mara across the chamber, noted that her injuries were largely healed, and wondered when she was going to be ready to talk to him about what was making her grind her teeth in her sleep.
Something had got to her, and the fact that she was silent and not raging about it worried him. It meant it was more than Lumiya or Alema.
“Makes you wonder what tomorrow might bring,” Kyp said wearily, scratching his head with both hands as if he were shampooing his hair. “A bombshell with every bulletin.”
“I haven’t always seen eye-to-eye with Omas, but I don’t believe he’s a security risk.” Luke had never handled frustration well, and age hadn’t mellowed that. He could see what was happening; he knew his history, and he had no love of military government. Nobody of his generation who’d grown up under the Empire did. “So now we have two threats—an external war, and an internal coup. Where do we concentrate our efforts?”
“Well, Niathal is well within her rights to assume power under the circumstances,” Corran said. “So it’s not exactly a coup, and much as we might not like it as citizens with a vote, as Jedi we have no business interfering in that.”
“Can I say it?” Kyp asked. “Because it’s just staring us in the face and nobody’s mentioning it.”
“Go on …”
“Jacen. There, I said it. Jacen, Jacen, Jacen. What in the name of the Force is going on here? Okay, maybe we should have taken him to task when he started kicking down doors with the GAG. Now, overnight, he’s busted the Chief of State and taken over. Extreme? Out of control, my friends.”
“Has he actually declared himself joint Chief of State? Personally?”
Cilghal looked up. “Admiral Niathal announced it. We’ve heard nothing from Jacen.”
“Then maybe it wasn’t his idea.” Luke looked at Mara to catch her eye, but she seemed in a world of her own. “Mara?”
“Sorry.” She snapped to attention, blinking. “I don’t see Jacen being dragged kicking and screaming to the big office, somehow. Regardless of who came up with the idea, he’s hardly rushed to decline the honor.”
“He’s gone to ground,” said Kyp. “We’ve been through a whole twenty-four hours of news bulletins without seeing him. He must be chained up somewhere to keep him away from reporters.”
“How would we know?” Corran asked. “He never talks to us, and he’s holed up in his cozy GAG bunker when he’s not out harassing Corellians.”
“Time I went to see him,” said Luke. “I mean really see him. Niathal’s sent a message saying she wants to maintain the good relationship between the Jedi Council and the Chief’s office. I’m taking her up on that as soon as she can clear her schedule.”
Mara seemed to be concentrating on the proceedings again. “If I didn’t know Corellia was in dire straits over Gejjen’s death, I’d have said it was an outside attempt to destabilize the GA. If he’d still been alive, they’d have moved in on us by now.”
It was an interesting thought that suddenly got more interesting in Luke’s mind as he rolled it around. Mara could always spot the issue. The two events might have been coincidental, or they might not, but the assassination was tied up with the removal of Omas, and not only because he’d been meeting the Corellian shortly before he died. The crazier news programs were speculating wildly that Omas had been directly involved in the assassination, but Luke felt that something more convoluted was happening, and judging by the grinding-cogs expression on her face, Mara did too. She wasn’t quite talking to herself, but her lips moved occasionally, involuntarily, as she stared into the mid-distance.
You used to talk everything through with me, Mara. What happened?
“You know what?” Kyp said. “We’re missing an important point. As Jedi, either we’re players in GA politics, or we’re another instrument of the elected leadership, like the fleet. If we’re the latter, then we might have our opinions, but we do as the legitimate leadership directs. If we’re not, then we’ve got no more right to start interfering with the status quo than the Monster Raving Anarchist Party. Jacen might be completely off the charts now, but he’s not acting as a Jedi. He’s an officer in the security forces who happens to be a Jedi.”
“When my front doors come crashing in with a GAG boot,” Corran said, “that’s going to make me feel so much better.”
Kyp twisted around in his seat to jab a finger in Corran’s direction. “I’m not saying we shouldn’t act. Just that we need to be clear where we stand. And Niathal and Jacen are within their rights.”
“There’s rights,” said Mara, “and there’s right.”
Kyp raised an eyebrow. “And the semantics thought for the day was brought to you by our sponsors …”
“I’m seeing Niathal,” said Luke, slapping his palm down on the arm of his chair. I should have gone with my gut so long ago. I really did take my eye off the ball trying to live up to this role. “And before we start griping about lack of action, think about this. When it was a matter of your not approving of Ben’s involvement with the GAG, it was a choice between letting him carry on and hauling a teenage boy home. Now we’re talking about action against … what, exactly? Stage our own coup? Depose Niathal? Confiscate Jacen’s lightsaber? I’m up for most things, I admit, but we have to think this through, because we might leave matters worse than before we started.”
“Well, trying to talk him around is off the menu,” said Mara. “So I’m sticking with going after the irritant in this. Lumiya. But let’s not forget that Omas didn’t exactly behave sensibly, and Niathal isn’t in Lumiya’s thrall. She’s got her own agenda, and I don’t get any sense of the dark side influencing that.”
Luke knew she was right. The dynamics were complex. The best thing Jedi could do was to tackle the things that non-Force-users couldn’t. Once again, he missed the clarity of thoroughly evil adversaries, or at least those he thought were evil.
It was hard to turn against your allies. It was as hard as turning against your own family. Now they were one and the same.
GAG HEADQUARTERS, CORUSCANT
The worst thing about waking up that morning was the few seconds of blank comfort before remembering what had happened, and then the world collapsed again. Ben couldn’t stop seeing Jori Lekauf everywhere he looked. He couldn’t face staying at home: he needed the company of his friends, the people who missed Lekauf, too. As he walked through the GAG security gates, and the system accepted his identicard to open the blastproof doors, every face in the corridor was Lekauf’s. When Ben went into the locker room, he could hear his voice. It was a running nightmare conjured up by a combination of his Forcesenses and the simple human reaction to fresh bereavement. He wanted it to stop, but he felt he was being disloyal to a dead friend for wanting not to see him everywhere.
Zavirk was still in the monitoring room. He looked up at Ben and tapped the MUTE button on his earpiece. “You okay?”
“Fine.”
“I won’t say it.”
“Fine.”
“And not your fault, okay? Could have been any one of us.” Zavirk tapped the button again and dragged the adjacent chair closer for Ben to sit down. “You heard that the boss is … well, really the boss now?”
“Yeah.”
“Should be good news for us.”
Ben knew that his father would say it wasn’t good news at all. He sat in the monitoring room for a while, just grateful to be among the troopers, and then wandered off to find a quiet spot. If he couldn’t handle this kind of stuff without being devastated, he’d be no use in the GAG. Every other trooper here got on with it. Shevu had probably had an awful conversation with Lekauf’s parents, but when Ben walked by his office, he was hard at work, marking up a duty roster on the wall and getting on with things.
Okay, I’m fourteen. I could say, all right, I’m just a kid and I don’t have to be tough when my buddies get killed. But I can’t pick and choose when I act like an adult. I’ve got to get on with it, or go to school like every other kid my age.
And he was scaring his mother. She had enough problems of her own hunting Lumiya.
According to the roster display, Jacen was on duty. The time codes showed he’d been at HQ since about one in the morning. Ben couldn’t feel his presence, but that didn’t surprise him now. There was a time when Jacen had hidden in the Force when he had to; now he only showed himself when he seemed to feel it was necessary.
Without thinking about it, Ben found himself shutting down, too. As he walked down the corridor, the tiles still gleaming with spots of water because the cleaning droids were just meters ahead of him, he let himself merge with the matter and energy around him. The more he did it, the less he felt like he was in a trance, cut off from reality, and the more he felt like he was observing the world as it truly was, particles within particles. It gave him a fleeting feeling of serene clarity. It was relief of a kind.
At the top of the corridor, a pair of doors led to the holding cells. That area was always kept shut, but today there was a notice fixed on the wall next to it that read TOP-LEVEL CLEARANCES ONLY. They were holding Chief Omas down there. It seemed surreal. Ben carried on toward Jacen’s office and he could see as he rounded the corner that the doors were open.
As usual, he couldn’t feel Jacen’s presence, but he could hear him talking to someone.
Who is it? Odd. I can’t feel anybody else.
Jacen might have been on his comlink, but his tone of voice wasn’t that slightly stilted, self-conscious one that he tended to lapse into when he couldn’t see who he was speaking to. In fact, he sounded as if he was trying to keep his temper.
“You overplayed your hand,” said Jacen.
“You worry too much,” said a woman’s voice.
That was the point at which Ben realized something was very wrong. Only a Jedi could be there and not be sensed—or a Yuuzhan Vong, and they weren’t exactly frequent visitors to the GAG HQ. And the voice was somehow familiar, even though he couldn’t place it.
It was dishonest to sneak up on his commanding officer—on his cousin, his mentor—but it seemed like the only sensible thing to do. Keeping himself hidden in the Force, Ben edged silently along the corridor and stood as close to the open doors as he could.
This wing of the headquarters building was deserted, and Jacen probably relied on sensing people coming and going. He thought he and his guest were alone.
“You cut it too fine,” Jacen was saying. “There’s being a decoy, and there’s being too clever, and you crossed that line. Are you recovered now?”
“Yes,” said the woman’s voice. It had that slightly husky edge to it, like she used too many death sticks. “But it worked. It gave you the space to act without having her crawling all over your operation. She really thinks I want revenge for some daughter …”
“I sometimes think your cover stories are too complex.”
“And mind-rubbing Ben about Nelani isn’t?”
Ben recoiled. It was all he could do not to storm in. Jacen. You did that?
“He wouldn’t understand why I had to do it,” said Jacen.
“And that’s why he can’t ever be your apprentice. Get rid of him, find another one, and stop wasting your time.”
“Now, there’s my real problem …”
“I can’t help you there. Whoever it turns out to be, that’s the Force’s decision. You’ll know very soon.”
“Well, I dealt with Omas, anyway. A clear path.”
“Are you going to keep him here?”
“I thought house arrest might be more sensible in the long term. Republica House is easy to secure, and it makes us look like the good guys. People still like Omas.”
“And here you are, joint Chief of State …”
“That way Niathal thinks she can keep me quiet.”
“Or under control.”
“She’s way too smart.”
“Play nicely with her. You need her to keep the military behind you.”
“You’re such a strategist, Lumiya …”
Lumiya. Lumiya?
Ben thought he’d misheard, or that his state of mind was making him hear what he wanted to hear, like Lekauf’s voice. But he knew what he’d heard, and his first reaction wasn’t one of fear or dread, but agonized embarrassment.
He’d trusted Jacen, and Jacen had lied to him.
He’d mind-rubbed him.
And they were talking about him as if he was in the way.
The fact that Jacen was knowingly talking to a Sith as if they were old friends seemed to take second place to that. For all his denial, Jacen knew Lumiya. And she could walk into GAG HQ and just talk to him. Jacen wasn’t being conned by her; he was chatting casually with her about what he’d do next.
Ben found himself scrabbling for excuses that would explain why Jacen could be meeting with Lumiya and still be someone he could trust, someone with a perfectly good reason for it all.
Jacen’s a Jedi. He can’t be in league with her. She’s done something to him. Mind-influenced him or something.
This woman had left his mother with a battered face. This woman was all he’d been taught to fear and avoid, and Jacen was talking to her in his office, as bold as anything.
Ben knew he had to tell someone, but he’d run out of people to trust. If Jacen could be influenced like that, anyone could—except Mom. Mom wasn’t in Lumiya’s thrall, or she wouldn’t have been in a fight with her.
Ben had to find her. He had to warn her.
That morning he’d felt like things couldn’t possibly get any worse, and now he knew they could.



chapter fourteen
If you think you’re going to scare us off by cozying up to the Mandalorians, Bug Boy, you’ve got another think coming.
—Hebanh Del Dalhe, Murkhanan Department of Trade and Industry, to the Roche ambassador, during a disagreement on intellectual property rights
BEVIIN-VASUR FARM, KELDABE, MANDALORE
“Too much holonews is bad for you,” said the man standing in the doorway of the outbuilding.
Fett had spotted him coming—it was hard not to. His armor was extraordinary. There was no real need for Fett to be vigilant on Mandalore, but then Jaster Mereel had once thought he was perfectly okay among his own people, too. Safe was always better than sorry. Fett carried on cleaning his helmet, feet up on the chair.
“It’s riveting,” he said, nodding in the direction of the monitor that he’d propped on the table. The news anchors and commentators had descended into a feeding frenzy about the bloodless coup. “Jacen Solo, the boy who wants to be Vader when he grows up. He finally did it.”
“He probably looks in the mirror when he brushes his teeth and tells himself it’s his destiny.”
“And you are?”
“Venku.”
He didn’t have a proper Keldabe accent. If anything, he sounded like he’d spent time on Kuat, and maybe Muunilinst, too. That wasn’t unusual for Mandalorians, and it was more common now that so many were flooding back to what Beviin called Manda’yaim.
That was the traditional name for the planet, not Mandalore. Fett had never realized that. Every day was an education that told him how far adrift he was from his own people.
“Sit down, Venku.” Fett gestured to the last remaining chair in the room. He tried to think leader and not bounty hunter. “Whatever it is, get it off your chest.”
Venku had the most eclectic armor Fett had ever seen. It was a custom to wear sections of armor belonging to a dead relative or friend, but Venku had no two plates that matched. Every piece was a different color. The palette ranged from blue, white, and black to gold, cream, gray, and red.
“What happened to your fashion sense? Did someone shoot it?”
Venku still stood, ignoring the chair. He glanced down at his plates as if noticing them for the first time. “The chest plate, the buy’ce, and shoulder sections came from my uncles. The forearm plates were my father’s, the thigh plates came from my cousin, and the belt was my aunt’s. Then there’s—”
“Okay. Big family.”
“Those who are tab’echaaj’la and those who still live, yes.”
Fett had given up asking for translations. He got the general idea. “I’m nearly done with cleaning my bucket.”
“And they said charm wasn’t your strong suit. Okay, I came to tell you I’m relieved you decided to be a proper Mand’alor. The Mando’ade are coming home. You probably don’t notice much beyond your own existence, but this is your purpose.”
Fett had never thought of himself as easygoing, but normally he couldn’t get worked up enough to slug fools if he wasn’t paid to. This man didn’t strike him as a fool, but he’d hit a nerve and Fett couldn’t quite work out why.
“Glad I could be more useful than a doorstop.”
“Which is why I’m also relieved to give you this.” Venku opened a pouch on his ammunition belt—his aunt’s belt, he’d said, so she must have been a typical Mando woman—and placed a small, dark blue rectangular container on the table. “And don’t mistake this for adulation or sentimentality. You owe your people. There’ll be someone along shortly to administer it.”
Venku turned toward the door as the word administer bored into Fett’s skull. “Whoa there.”
Venku glanced over his multicolored shoulder. “Don’t try doing it yourself. It has to be inserted into the bone marrow, and that’s going to hurt like you wouldn’t believe. Let someone qualified do it. It’ll still hurt, but they’ll place it correctly.”
So this was one of Jaing’s minions. He certainly didn’t have his boss’s sartorial style, although he did have expensive dark green leather gloves, and Fett couldn’t guess what or who had contributed to those.
“Tell him we’re even,” Fett said. “And … thank him.”
Venku started to say something then stopped as if he was getting a message via his helmet. Fett tilted his own helmet in his lap so he could see the HUD display that was patched into Slave I’s external security cam. A man tottered past the ship, clearly very old indeed from his gait but still wearing full fighting armor, and paused to look at the ship. Then he moved out of cam range in the direction of the building.
Fett would never rule out even a senile Mandalorian as a possible threat: if the old man had survived to that age, he was either unusually lucky or a serious fighter. But Fett remained with his feet on the chair, wiping the red shimmersilk lining of his helmet with a sapon cloth, consumed with curiosity but hiding it perfectly. The old man appeared in the doorway, squeezed past Venku, and stared at Fett.
“At least I lived to see the day,” he said. “Su’cuy, Mand’alor, gar shabuir.”
It wasn’t the most polite greeting that Fett had ever received, but it was certainly the most relevant to a terminally ill man. It was the only possible way that warriors and mercenaries could greet each other: “So you’re still alive.” He’d worked out what shabuir meant, too, but he chose to take it as ribald affection rather than abuse.
The old Mando walked out with arthritic dignity, paused again at the door to stare at Fett, and went on his way.
“You made his day,” said Venku.
“I shouldn’t ask.”
“Then don’t.” Venku sighed, then put his hands to his helmet to pop the seal. The rustle of fabric muffled his voice as he lifted the buy’ce. “Oh, all right, then.”
Boba Fett was looking into the face of a man perhaps ten or fifteen years younger than him: dark hair with a liberal threading of gray, strong cheekbones, and the very darkest brown eyes. He’d looked much like that himself twenty years ago. The nose was sharper and the mouth was a stranger’s, but the rest—it was a Fett face.
He was looking into his own eyes, and into the eyes of his long-dead father.
“I’m Venku,” said the Mando with the motley armor. “But you probably know me better as Kad’ika. Interesting to meet you at last … Uncle Boba.”
OSARIAN TAPCAF, CORUSCANT
“I couldn’t think who else to tell,” Ben said. “Or who else would listen to me if I did.”
Mara wondered if he’d been crying about Lekauf or Jacen’s breathtaking betrayal. He’d been crying about something, though, and he was doing a reasonable job of disguising it.
“I believe you, Ben.”
“Maybe I did imagine it.”
“You didn’t.” No, he certainly couldn’t imagine Lumiya having a friendly chat with Jacen, dissecting their run of triumphs, and deciding when Niathal would no longer be useful.
And discussing their lies. No daughter to avenge—and wiping out Ben’s memory of what happened to Nelani.
Ben had the useful ability to recall things he’d seen or heard with nearly complete accuracy. Mara’s scalp had tightened and tingled as she heard her son, her precious kid, relating the exact words of that Sith cyborg and her accomplice, like an innocent possessed by a demon.
Accomplice.
Mara realized she’d shifted her position by a few parsecs. Not a vain, conceited, naïve victim of a manipulative Sith: an accomplice. Jacen wasn’t weak-minded enough to fall that far and that fast unless he wanted to.
“I haven’t told anyone else and I don’t want to,” Ben whispered. “Not Dad, either. I mean, you can tell him if you really think he needs to know, Mom, but I don’t want to see the look on his face when he finds out what a moron I’ve been.”
But I defended Jacen. When did I get stupid? “No more of a moron than the rest of us, sweetheart.”
“What are we going to do?”
“I won’t ask you to do anything.” Mara had let her drink get cold. She couldn’t swallow it anyway, even if it hadn’t tasted like the Millennium Falcon’s hydraulic overflow, because her throat was tight with rage. “Ben, you have a choice. I told Jacen that Lumiya was trying to kill you, and he was all innocence.”
“So you knew about Ziost, then …”
“No, I don’t know anything about Ziost. But you’re going to tell me.”
Ben’s face fell. She had to gather what intel she could, but it was also good for Ben to learn that it was all too easy to give away information accidentally. Just the word Ziost made all the pieces start to fall into agonizing place.
“Jacen sent me on a mission to Almania to recover an Amulet that had some dark side power. I ended up on Ziost and a ship attacked me, but I found a really weird vessel and got away.”
“Just like that.”
“It wasn’t Lumiya, actually. It was a Bothan.”
“And how did you find this ship?” Mara was trying to work out the scam. She knew what she’d done to Lumiya’s ship, and that the transponder was now showing it was stationary on Coruscant. If the last thirty-six hours hadn’t been total mayhem, she’d have paid her another visit by now. “Just parked, hatch open, with the key in the drive?”
“It … look, I’m not insane, but it spoke to me.”
“Ohhhh …” Mara had enough pieces in the puzzle now to see the rough shape of the picture that would emerge. “Spherical. Orange. Like a big eye.”
Ben’s face drained completely of color. “Yes.”
“Tell me about it.”
He struggled visibly with something. Mara guessed he’d been sworn to secrecy. It was way too late for all that loyalty bunk.
“I’ve seen the ship, Ben. It spoke to me, too. It said it thought I was the ‘other one’ like me, and I thought it’d mistaken me for Lumiya, but it meant you, didn’t it? Somehow it picked up on our similarities.”
Ben gulped in air as if the relief of being able to share the awful experience were saving him from drowning.
“I worked out how to pilot it. It communicates through the Force.”
“And it’s soaked in dark energies. I know. Go on.”
“I don’t know how it works, but if you visualize what you want it to do, it does it. It sticks out parts of itself and forms them into cannons, all kinds of weapons.”
Perfect. Perfect. Mara was getting a better picture by the second. Lumiya could think at the ship and it’d rush to do her bidding—maybe even extrude a cable, whip it around Mara, drag her away, and nearly throttle her.
It wasn’t a droid. I got bushwhacked by a living ship, a Sith ship.
That old, cold clarity and pitiless sense of purpose flooded Mara’s body, and instead of making her gut churn, as any mother’s might at hearing the kind of risk her son had been subjected to, it settled her into a calm and rational state close to transcendence. She was the Hand again, planning her move.
“So what happened to the ship between the time you found it and when I came across it the other day?”
“Where did you see it?”
“Hesperidium. When I caught up with Lumiya.”
Ben’s shoulders sagged. He folded his arms on the table and lowered his head onto them. Mara waited, stroking his hair because she assumed he was crying again.
He straightened up, face stricken but eyes dry. “I flew it back to the Anakin Solo and handed it over to Jacen.”
Everything fell into place. The only pieces missing now were how she would put an end to this, but that was her specialty, and it could wait awhile until she’d made sure Ben was safe.
“Okay, I think you know how serious this is,” she said. Their heads were almost touching over the table. To the Osarians who used the restaurant and who spoke very little Basic, they probably looked like mother and son having a tearful argument over homework and poor grades. They would never have guessed that it was about the fate of the galaxy.
No, it’s not about the galaxy. Enough of the galaxy. The
galaxy can look after its own problems for a while. This is about my child, my only child, and some Sith scum trying to kill him while his own cousin, my own nephew who should be looking after him, helps her do it.
It all became very clear and simple from that moment onward.
“Ben, will you accept a suggestion from me?”
“Anything, Mom. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry—”
“Hey, I’m the one who should be sorry.” I trusted a monster. I shouted down my husband. I ignored every single sign that Jacen was trouble. “But you’re in real danger, and it’s going to be more than you can handle, so I want you to be very cautious. I want you to behave like a coward for a change. Take no risks. In fact, I’d like you to report in sick, and get as far away from Jacen as you can until I get this fixed.”
Ben nodded, grim, very old eyes in a terribly young face. He really was just a kid even if he behaved like a man now. Mara was instantly so proud of him and so fiercely protective at the same time that the only cogent emotion she could identify was the instinct to seek out and kill whatever threatened him.
She could do that. It was her calling.
“I’ll do it carefully,” he said. “So Jacen doesn’t realize I’ve found out that Lumiya is making him do all this.”
Oh, sure she is. “That’s right, sweetheart.”
“I promise I won’t hide in the Force from you, but … I might have to do it to hide from her. Or even Jacen, if she’s got him so far under her control that he’s … taken over the government.”
Sometimes you had to hear someone else say it to believe it.
“Tell you what,” said Mara, smiling, “why don’t you show me how you do it? Then maybe I’ll get a better sense of when you’re just hiding, and when to worry.”
Ben nodded, eyes downcast.
There would be no holds barred now. Mara would use every means and weapon at her disposal, and there would be an end to this.
They spent the rest of the day doing something that they hadn’t done in a very long time: just wandering around the Skydome Botanical Gardens, talking and having fun—or as much fun as could be had with a galactic civil war in progress and a military junta running the GA. The only evidence of the huge upheaval was that the CSF officer on patrol in the plaza had a Galactic Alliance Defense Force sergeant walking the beat with him.
Apart from that, nobody seemed troubled. Mara wondered if all cataclysmic events in history were noticed only by a handful. Like Ben had said—prophetically—over lunch only days before, perhaps it had been that way during the Empire, too, and most people’s lives were the same under Palpatine as they had been under the Republic. She didn’t want to think it was true. Luke certainly didn’t.
“Come on, Mom,” Ben said. “Let’s go find a nice spot on the lawns and I’ll teach you how to vanish.”
They said it was a sure sign of imminent old age when your kids could teach you things. It was a simple thing, hiding in the Force, but then so was dieting, and not many people could knuckle down to that and make it work, either. Ben was a remarkably patient teacher. After a couple of hours, she could manage a minute or two without needing to grab something solid.
“I’m sorry about Lekauf,” she said, putting her arm around him as they walked. “I’m sorry I wasn’t very kind to him. Sounds like he was one of the best.”
“He did it to make sure I got away. How do I live with that kind of sacrifice, Mom?”
“By making your life count, I think, so that his wasn’t wasted.”
It was the closest she’d ever felt to Ben, and probably the first time they’d really related as adults. It left her feeling profoundly happy. The irony wasn’t lost on her that it was in the midst of some of the worst events and greatest threats they’d ever faced. Times like this made you painfully aware of what truly mattered.
“Ben, you’re probably going to see a side of me soon that isn’t good old Mom.” He smelled wonderfully of that indeterminable Ben-ness that she had enjoyed when he was tiny, and that was still there under the scent of military-issue soap and weapon lubricant. “But I want you to know that whatever I do, however much of a stranger you think I become, I love you, and you’re my heart, every fiber of it. Nothing matters to me more than you.”
She stopped to hug him, and he hugged her back rather than just submitting to the indignity as he usually did. It went on for a while.
“You know why I believe you, Mom? Because you didn’t tell me to trust you. Everyone else tells me to trust them, and that’s usually the cue that I shouldn’t.”
Mara got another glimpse of the man her son would be, and the mother she’d been so far. It hadn’t worked out so badly after all.
She knew only too well what the stakes were now, and what she had to do.
JACEN SOLO’S APARTMENT, CORUSCANT
“Ben?”
Jacen looked around the apartment, but there was no sign of his young cousin. He’d probably gone back to see his parents. He still needed reassurance about the dark necessity in life, passing through that stage between being oblivious of consequences with the careless cruelty of a child, and the more sensitive but responsible acceptance that life dealt harsh and unavoidable hands to many. At the moment, Ben both felt too much and had too little life experience to handle the pain.
Jacen looked through the contents of the conservator and decided to order a delivery from a restaurant instead. There was a pattern now, he realized, and it was becoming less of his making; he’d put the pieces in place, the Force had responded, and now it was his turn to make choices when it offered them. It was a dialogue.
Lekauf was part of the pattern, too. But Jacen was still working out why it hadn’t been Ben who’d died. He’d almost been sure that was the way it would end.
So I thought my destiny would let me off the hook with him. It won’t.
Jacen comlinked an order for a three-course Toydarian low-fat banquet, and ran a tub of hot foaming water in the refresher. The steam condensed on the mirrored wall, and he found himself writing in the haze with his fingertip.
HE WILL IMMORTALIZE HIS LOVE.
It still didn’t make sense. If it meant killing the person he loved most, as Lumiya said, then there was no question: he would have given his life for Allana. But at every turn in the last few months, he’d ended up protecting her. You’ll know when it happens. Lumiya was certain of that, and Jacen believed it, too.
Immortalize. Make immortal. Write into history. Make permanent. Why not just kill? Maybe I translated the tassel wrong.
People read holozines in the tub to relax, but Jacen found himself behaving like a bachelor slob and eating his take-out banquet. He was exhausted. He had the feeling he was coming to the peak of a wave, struggling up the gradient, and that when he hit the crest—that final hurdle to his Sith destiny—things would ease and make sense.
Jacen laid his fork on the edge of the tub and overwrote the prophecy again in the condensation.
HE WILL IMMORTALIZE HIS LOVE.
Killing what you loved was the ultimate act of obedience and submission to higher duty. He’d seen a feature on the holochannels about a tribe—couldn’t recall which, where, when—who trained their elite troops by giving them a nusito pup when they entered the cadet program. They were encouraged to bond with the pup, to race it against other cadets’ nusitos, and to generally learn to love it. Then, before the cadet could graduate, he was ordered to strangle his pup. If he couldn’t, or wouldn’t, he was kicked out. He had to be able to put duty before emotion.
That’s me. That’s what I have to do.
Full of too much Toydarian sourfry, tired, and lulled by hot water, Jacen let his mind wander, and reached out in the Force to touch Allana and Tenel Ka. He risked this with decreasing frequency now. The latest attempt on their lives had been a stark warning of how precarious his family’s position was. He’d never heard Allana call him Daddy. He probably never would.
My family. Yes, that’s who my family is. Not Jaina, not Mom, not Dad; my little girl and her mother. Trust me to fall for a woman whose customs prevent her ever naming the father of her child.
He could have sworn Allana reached back at him. He was so thrilled that he opened his eyes, and then realized that it was one more chance for someone to find her and harm her. Lumiya wasn’t above that. It was the Sith way. Making someone suffer and hate only strengthened their Sith powers.
He’d visit Tenel Ka as soon as he was certain that he and Niathal had consolidated the takeover and that the war would be fought more logically and with less regard for keeping insignificant worlds happy.
Got to deal with the Bothans next. Lumiya can earn her keep again.
But he couldn’t keep his eyes open. He wasn’t dozing, but Force-visions wouldn’t leave him alone. It was as if the Force was shaking him by the shoulders and telling him to pay attention and get on with it, because time was running out. Each time he closed his eyes, he saw the trust that Ben placed in him, and the lies he’d told the boy, and the danger he’d put him in. And Ben still kept coming back for more. He was desperate to do the right thing. Now Jacen saw him clearly, head in his hands, sobbing: “It’s too high a price.”
What was? Lekauf? No. There’d be many, many Lekaufs. Wars were full of them. It was one reason why Jacen had to put an end to fighting, any way he could.
Maybe … it wasn’t Ben, but about him.
Why have I thought this over so many times? Why is it obsessing me? Because I’m denying it. Because I can’t accept it’s him. Because it has to be him.
It would be easy to kill Ben, because Ben trusted him. Jacen knew how bad that would make him feel. It was strangling a nusito pup.
You don’t want to see the inevitable. Do you?
Jacen dried himself and spent the rest of the evening assembling his personal armory. He examined his lightsaber and blaster, and knew that those still wouldn’t be enough when Luke and Mara came after him to exact vengeance for Ben. He took out the box of assorted poisons and pathogens that could be delivered by dart or projectile, yet another range of weapons that might make it past the defenses of his most persistent enemies. He had all the bases covered: chemical, biological, mechanical.
He just wanted it all over with.
And when Ben was gone, who would be his apprentice then? Just before he fell asleep, it crossed his mind that Admiral Cha Niathal had demonstrated an excellent grasp of the rule of two.
It was just as well she wasn’t a Force-user.



chapter fifteen
This has to be about more than getting tough on chaos and disorder. I need to be tough on the causes of chaos and disorder—greed, corruption, and ambition.
—Jacen Solo, joint GA Chief of State, speaking at a lunch for the heads of Coruscanti industry
BEVIIN-VASUR FARM, MANDALORE
Mirta put her finger to her lips, and the four of them stacked around the door as if getting ready to storm Fett’s stronghold.
“I’ll check,” she said to Orade. Beviin winked at her. Medrit just kept glancing at his chrono as if he didn’t have time for all this. “You can hide behind me if you like.”
Orade licked his lips nervously. “Cyar’ika, when Fett says he’ll break my legs, he’s just looking for an excuse.”
“He’s a sick man, Ghes, and if you tell anyone, I’ll be the one doing the breaking.”
Ghes Orade would have faced a cannoned-up Chiss fleet armed only with a sharp stick, and laughed about his chances of survival, but he was scared stiff of her grandfather. Mirta wondered if she was doomed to have all her romances doused liberally with freezing water because everyone now knew she was a Fett. She leaned on the barn door—the building had been a drying shed—and two indignant faces turned to her.
“What are you doing to him?” she demanded. “Has he had a relapse or something?”
Fett was breathing hard as if he was in a lot of pain, hands clenched against his chest, face white and waxy. A woman she’d never seen before stood over him, holding a large-bore needle-tipped syringe up to the light and checking the reservoir. Another man in a ragbag of assorted armor was standing with his back to the door. He didn’t turn around.
“Jaing kept his promise,” Fett said, breathless. “Or he’s having the last laugh and poisoning me. We’ll see.”
“There’s a slower and less painful way of getting this where it needs to go,” said the woman, flicking the syringe with her finger to clear air bubbles. “But there’s no point messing around given the state you’re in, Mand’alor. Direct into your bone marrow. Two shots to go.”
“Just do it.” He took his hands off his chest and parted his shirt. Mirta was surprised how bony he was: he looked such a fit, strong man in full armor. She never wanted anyone else to see him like this. “Is this the best Mandalore can offer me? A veterinarian who spends her working day with her arm up a—”
“Believe me, I prefer treating nerfs. Keep still. Or I’ll miss and puncture a lung. Or worse.”
“How long is this going to take?”
“Mand’alor, do you know what the alternative site to the sternum is for this treatment?”
“Amaze me.”
“The pelvic bones.”
Fett’s expression was predictably blank, and he didn’t say another word. He looked away, and anyone else would have thought it was casual annoyance at having his schedule interrupted, but Mirta knew him well enough by now to see he was in excruciating pain. She took the risk of stepping forward and folding her hand around his. He took it, too. She thought he’d break every bone in her fingers when the vet lined up the needle—so big that Mirta could see the hole in the tip—and pressed it hard into his breastbone, as if she were preparing a nuna for roasting.
There was an awful squelch. Orade swallowed loudly.
“If you’re going to faint or throw up, son, go do it outside,” the vet said irritably. “Failing that, find some analgesics. Where do you keep them?”
“Forget it,” Fett said. “I need to know if you’re doing me any damage.”
“It’s okay, Ba’buir,” Mirta whispered. “You’ll be okay.”
“If the Sarlacc didn’t finish me off, she won’t, either.”
The vet, all smiling menace, inserted the syringe in a glass vial to refill. “Last one. Shut your eyes and think of Mandalore.”
Mirta glanced over her shoulder at the man in the multicolored armor. He slipped off his helmet.
“Just making sure he doesn’t die before he does something useful for Manda’yaim,” said the man. “If it works, and it should, then he’ll start to show signs of recovery in a few days.”
He looked a lot like Fett—and Jaing—and the resemblance was unsettling. The Kiffar part of her, the one that cared about bloodlines, told her this was her kin. Clones got around a bit during the war. She probably had a lot more genetic relatives than she’d first thought.
Fett crushed Mirta’s fingers again and didn’t make a sound.
The vet straightened up and opened a bottle of pungent-smelling liquid to clean her hands. “Normally, I swat my patients across the rump and let them get on with grazing. But seeing as it’s you, I’ll skip that and suggest you take it easy for a day or so. Expect a big bruise.”
Fett gave her a silent nod of acknowledgment as she left, and fastened his undershirt. Then he looked up at Mirta. “Say hello to your uncle Venku.” He indicated the man in the motley armor, who still hadn’t acknowledged her. “Alias Kad’ika.”
It was all making sense now. Kad’ika had to be the son of a clone trooper. There must have been a lot of them out there, and she wondered how many of them had any social graces or senses of humor, or if they all took after Ba’buir.
“Just doing my bit for Mandalorian unity,” Venku said, slipping his helmet back on as if her close inspection was making him uncomfortable. “Wouldn’t do for the Mand’alor to snuff it just when we’re on the rise again.”
He leaned over Fett and put two fingers against the pulse in his neck. Mirta expected her grandfather to flatten him for daring to lay hands on him, but he simply looked at the assorted plates of beskar’gam with idle curiosity and tolerated the examination.
“Your heart rate’s up,” Venku said. “Get some rest.”
“Field medic.”
“Yeah, they say I have a healing touch.” Mirta found that hard to believe. Venku straightened up. “Any problems—tell the folks at Cikartan’s tapcaf in town. They’ll know how to contact me.”
Venku made for the door. As he brushed past her, he stopped and tapped his finger against the heart-of-fire dangling from her neck. He obviously never worried about getting a punch in the face.
“Interesting,” he said.
He was a chancer, a man who could obtain things—and obviously information as well. It was worth a try.
“It’s a heart-of-fire,” she said. “It belonged to my grandmother. I need a full-blooded Kiffar to help me read the memories imprinted in it.”
He paused for a few moments. “Mando’ade come from all kinds of places. If I find anyone who can read the stone, I’ll let you know.” Then he was gone.
Orade nudged Beviin.
“Go on,” Orade said. “Tell him. It’ll make him happy—okay, happier. Happy people heal faster.”
Fett put his armor plates back on. “What’s going to make me happy?”
Beviin had the beatific smile of a man who’d finished laying up stores for the winter and just enjoyed a big meal. “Yomaget’s got something to show you.”
Fett grunted. He was the least expressive man Mirta knew, but he seemed vaguely disappointed. “He’s got the Bes’uliik spaceworthy, has he?”
“Bang goes the surprise.”
“It’s the thought that counts.” He stood up and was instantly transformed from her sick Ba’buir into Boba Fett, ruthless and relentless. But he didn’t stride out the door right away. She took a guess that he was feeling the effects of the treatment and wasn’t going to admit it, not even in front of people who knew exactly what was wrong. “Where is it?”
She gestured to the ceiling and offered him her arm.
Mirta was still looking for a reason not to hate Fett, and she was ready to look pretty deeply. She decided she could start by loving him for his sheer guts. Nothing fazed him, nothing stopped him, and nothing made him feel sorry for himself. They stood outside the barn and waited in silence. It looked like a tiny hut set against Slave I, laid up in her horizontal mode nearby.
A low rumble interrupted the rural peace.
Fett looked up as a dull black wedge shot across the sky and vanished behind a forested hill. Mirta lost it, but then it circled back again, came to a dead halt in midair about two hundred meters above them, and descended smoothly on burners. It landed on its blunt tail section and then extended struts to tilt through ninety degrees and come to rest horizontally like a conventional starfighter. The canopy lifted and Yomaget climbed out, slid onto the ground, and kissed the matte fuselage.
“Cyar’ika,” he said to the ship, running a tender hand over the skin. “I think I’m in love.”
“Nice,” said Fett.
“Puts the uliik in Bes’uliik.”
“Yeah, I can see it’s a beast. What’s different?”
“We applied the micronized beskar skin, Mand’alor. She’s a toughened shabuir now. Care to show her to the Verpine?”
“It’d get their attention.”
“If they share their ultramesh technology with us, we might be able to lighten the airframe and improve her top end in atmosphere. If we skin her completely in solid beskar, she’s going to be invulnerable, but heavy.”
“We’ll keep the heavy ones. Maybe the Verpine can come up with a better fuel solution.”
“Well, if you’re not going to take her for a spin, I will,” said Medrit. He scrambled up onto the wing and eased himself into the cockpit, looking as if he would fill it. “Shab, a Mando-Verpine assault fighter. That’ll cause some sleepless nights on Coruscant.”
“If we can mine and process the ore fast enough.”
Yomaget looked hopeful. “We could ask those helpful insectoid chaps to lend us an orbital facility or two.”
“I’ll go see them,” Fett said. “Got to think long-term on this. No point handing over too much to Roche early in the game.”
Medrit spent the next hour taking the prototype Bes’uliik through its paces over the Keldabe countryside while the rest of them watched. Yomaget captured the aerobatics on his holorecorder, looking satisfied.
“Might slip this hologram out to a few contacts,” he said. “We’re not a modest people, are we?”
“Remind them that most of our adult population can fly a fighter, too,” Fett said. “For starters.”
He went back inside the barn. He didn’t manage a smile, but Beviin turned to Mirta and cocked his head. “Believe it or not, that’s a happy man.”
Maybe he was a better judge of mood than she was. She was relieved just to hear Fett use the phrase long-term.
Times were changing. The rest of the galaxy might have been tearing itself apart, but the Mandalore sector—which now informally controlled Roche, if a protectorate agreement counted—was a haven of optimism after a decade or more of grim existence. That night, Mirta found the Oyu’baat tapcaf packed with new faces, and the singing was raucous.
If Jacen Solo, her mother’s murderer, had been roasting slowly over the Oyu’baat’s open fire instead of the side of nerf, Mirta might even have joined in.
SENATE BUILDING, CORUSCANT
Jacen’s official airspeeder brought him up to the main Senate entrance. He could have entered the building by any number of more private platforms, but he had no intention of sneaking in via the back doors; being seen counted for a lot, and he still had his heroic image to protect.
A line of citizens waited outside the doors that admitted members of the public to the viewing galleries. Some just wanted to watch the day’s business, but there was a small group who were clearly protesters. It wasn’t just the FREE OMAS banner that three of them were carrying among them. There was a taste of anger in the Force, vivid despite the permanent background of fear and uncertainty.
“Drop me here,” Jacen said. “I’ll walk.”
“They’ll harass you, sir,” said the Gran chauffeur. “I ought to take you straight up to your floor.”
“They’ve got a right to see who’s governing them.” It wasn’t as if they could cause him any harm. “I find that talking to people generally clears up misunderstandings.”
Jacen had expected at least one mass protest or a riot broken up by water cannon and dispersal gas. GAG intelligence showed that Corellian agents still operating on Coruscant were doing their best to make that happen. But the general willingness of the population to accept the change of regime surprised him. The stock exchange had suspended trading for a few hours, and some shares had bounced around: but the traffic still flowed, the stores were full of food, HoloNet programming was uninterrupted, and everyone was getting paid.
Unless you were Cal Omas or a civil liberties lawyer, the military junta was temporary and benign. There was a war on, after all. It was to be expected.
I ought to write a study on this. How to take over the state: smile, look reluctant, and keep the traffic flowing.
And it was just Coruscant. The rest of the GA worlds went on running their planetary business as they saw fit, unmolested, and that meant there was no need to stretch the fleet and the defense forces by deploying them to keep order on thousands of other worlds—their own, in many cases. All Jacen and Niathal had to worry about was Coruscant, because the political and strategic reality was that Coruscant … was the GA … was Coruscant.
The rest of the Alliance is detail. I have its heart and mind.
“Good morning,” Jacen said. The group of protesters stared at him with a collective, slowly dawning oh-it’s-really-him expression. Even a face that had been on HNE as regularly as his took some recognizing out of context. He extended his hand to them, and one man actually shook it. Most species responded well to placatory courtesy. “I just wanted to reassure you that Master Omas will get a scrupulously fair hearing. We’ve let him go home, too.”
When folks were worked up for yelling and seemed to want to be dragged away by CSF heavyweights, they were totally upended by having the object of their fury listen to them. Jacen’s patient smile met disoriented surprise. A couple of CSF officers began wandering across, probably expecting trouble, but Jacen dissuaded them with a little Force influence and they stopped a few meters away to observe.
More important, though, was the HNE news droid trundling around the Senate Plaza. There was always at least one on duty here, just hanging around to get stock shots, but now it had an actual story. Jacen watched it approach in his peripheral vision.
“Doesn’t matter how you dress it up,” said the young woman holding one end of the FREE OMAS banner. “The GA is being run now by the Supreme Commander and the head of the secret police, and nobody voted for you.”
Jacen managed an expression of slightly wounded innocence. “You’re right, I didn’t run for office, which is why I won’t remain joint Chief of State any longer than I have to. Would you like to see something? Inside the building?”
The woman looked at him suspiciously. “There’s always a catch.”
The news droid was right behind them now. Sometimes the Force placed things in his grasp. Suddenly he realized that everything was being handed to him and all he had to do was react, just as Lumiya had told him, and not analyze everything.
“Your choice,” Jacen said. “I just want to show you the Chief of State’s office. Anyone else want to come along?”
The security guards weren’t happy, but what Jacen wanted, Jacen got. He led a straggling group of protesters, day visitors, and the HNE droid through the glittering lobby and up in the turbolift to the floor of offices where the public was almost never allowed, the seat of galactic government itself.
A few civil servants in the corridor did a double take but carried on about their business. Niathal must have seen him come in on the security holocams, because she was wandering around the lobby, clutching a couple of datapads. Jacen acknowledged her with a smile and walked up to the carved double doors of the Chief of State’s suite of offices.
The doors were sealed—taped shut. The bright yellow tape with the CSF logo and the legend DO NOT TAMPER was purely cosmetic, but it made the point far better than the impregnable but invisible electronic lock.
“That’s Chief Omas’s office,” Jacen said over the head of the HNE droid. He stood back casually to let it get a better shot of him explaining earnestly to this random sample of the electorate. “It’s for the elected head of state. It stays sealed until someone is elected to fill it. Neither I nor Admiral Niathal has moved in. That matters very much to us.”
The thing about Mon Cals was that you could never tell if they were rolling their eyes or just taking notice. Niathal was probably rolling hers, though. Jacen could feel her amusement at his expense.
The little crowd muttered and oohed and ahhed. It was a perfect media moment. The protesters seemed at a loss for words, but Jacen was anxious that they not look humiliated.
“I hope we’ve reassured you.” You’re up to your neck in this too, Admiral. “And I’m glad you feel you can raise this with us, because there’s no point fighting a war if we can’t behave as a democracy even when things get difficult.”
The jumpy security guards who’d decided to follow him showed the party out. Everyone went away either happy or at least defused. Jacen felt Niathal’s gaze boring a hole in him.
“Last time I saw anything that slick and oily,” she said, “was when Ocean leaked a whole lube reservoir over the aft weapons flat.”
“Ah, but you were absolutely right to seal that office. Neither of us should have it.”
“I believe in sharing everything.”
“As do I,” Jacen said.
“So let’s try to address the media jointly, shall we? No point looking like a publicity addict, Jacen. Citizens might misunderstand your motives.”
“I’m here to serve the galaxy,” Jacen replied, and meant every word. “Never underestimate the power of being pleasant.”
“That’s fine on Coruscant, but your charm doesn’t travel well.” Niathal beckoned him to follow. “I have Senator G’Sil in my office, and the Senator for Murkhana, Nav Ekhat. We’ve hit a small snag in our new policy.”
Ekhat didn’t look like a woman who’d had a restful night. She didn’t wait for Jacen to sit down before she launched into a tirade that had obviously been gathering steam long before he and Niathal walked in.
“I understand you’re concentrating forces in the Corellian and Bothan sectors,” she said, stabbing her finger at the holochart in the center of the meeting table. “Where does that leave us?”
“Explain your concerns,” said Jacen.
“The new treaty between Roche and Mandalore.”
“And you feel threatened by this.”
“Given the state of our relations with Roche, yes. Are you aware that we’ve been having a disagreement about export markets?”
G’Sil leaned forward. “Put another way, the Verpine are accusing Murkhana of reverse-engineering some of their most lucrative weapons command systems, breaching their patents, and selling cheap knockoffs to undermine their markets.”
“Put another way, Verpine don’t like healthy competition,” said Ekhat. “Now they’ve signed a deal with Mandalore for mutual aid and technical collaboration. It’s the bugs-and-thugs show.”
Jacen watched Niathal shift ever so slightly in her seat and felt her annoyance. Anyone who dismissed Verpine as bugs probably also dismissed Mon Cals as fish.
“Are you expecting this alliance to threaten your security directly?” Jacen asked. “Because if the Verpine were seriously annoyed, they have plenty of military hardware to make their point without calling in Keldabe.”
“Verpine might make the stuff,” she said, “but they rarely use it in anger. The Mandalorians, on the other hand, treat warfare as a national sport.”
“But this is about Mandalorian iron.” Niathal was working up to telling Ekhat that Murkhana was on its own. She’d probably enjoy it after that bug comment, too. “The Verpine want to produce enhanced armaments and vessels under license.”
“No, they want Mandalorian protection, too.”
“Why?” Jacen couldn’t see Murkhana attacking Roche.
“They’re afraid the fighting on Kem Stor Ai will spill into their backyard, and they’re rich pickings that might prove too tempting for a system at war.”
“I’m missing the connection.”
“Mandalorian protection tends to be of the outreach kind, Colonel. It’s a short step from turning out to repel the Kemi and making a … disciplinary visit to us.”
Niathal got up and walked around the table, looking at the holochart from various angles. “And are you breaching the Verpine patents?”
“We don’t think so,” said the Senator. “But the products are very … similar.”
“You see, I’m not sure we should commit troops to trade disputes. This war is about the responsibility of member planets to commit military resources to common defense. That’s one reason why the former Chief of State is former—because he was ready to concede part of that principle.”
“As a member of the GA, we expect support when attacked.”
“Roche is a neutral world,” Jacen pointed out. “If you were attacked, we’d have to assess the situation, but I feel this has to be referred to the interplanetary civil courts first.”
“So you’re saying we’re on our own.”
Jacen would play the nice officer today. Niathal was doing a fine job of being the nasty one. “I’m saying that you should try to resolve this dispute by other means rather than escalate straight to saber rattling. But …” He thought about the talk of a new Mandalorian assault fighter. It was interesting enough on its own, but if it was a collaboration with the Verpine, the GA needed to get an idea of what it could do. He decided to disagree with Niathal. “But perhaps the presence of a GA squadron and frigate might make Roche more willing to sit down and discuss the matter again.”
Niathal turned her head very slowly to stare at Jacen. He knew the risk he was taking.
“If we have spare resources, then we’ll consider it,” she said.
“Roche warned us that it’ll take direct action if we don’t cease production of the disputed products.” Ekhat looked at all three of them pointedly in sequence as if defying them to say the word no out loud. Then she stood and picked up her folio case. “So sooner rather than later, please, or you’ll lose another Rim world. And I don’t mean resignation.”
G’Sil watched Ekhat stalk out, then shrugged. “So much for the Mandalorian threat making the little planets rush to our protective arms, Cha.”
“They did rush,” Niathal said. “And that’s the problem. If we’re seen deploying a Star Destroyer every time some member state has a local disagreement, we’ll open the floodgates, not that they’re not starting to open already. Policy is to concentrate on breaking the big boys who won’t play by GA rules, or we’ll be putting out fires across the galaxy for decades to come.” Jacen braced for impact. “And, Colonel Solo, you will not commit fleet resources like that without discussing the matter with me.”
“I didn’t commit anything. I just stated the obvious.”
“And I didn’t agree to it, either.”
“Wouldn’t it be useful to have an excuse to wander out to the Rim and take a look at those new Mandalorian fighters?”
“If they’ve built any yet.”
“I say commit a couple of flights if we can’t spare a complete squadron. If we move one of the frigates out from Bothan space, that’ll bring it within range of Murkhana, at a stretch.”
“Are you sure you want to provoke Mandalore?” G’Sil asked. “It’s got that extra personal dimension now, and the last thing we need is Fett making this a vendetta against the rest of the GA. His neutrality has been a bonus, to be honest.”
“I’m well aware that Fett has neither gone away nor forgotten his daughter,” Jacen said. “But he’s far too smart to waste his troops to fight a personal feud.”
Mandalore was always a problem: always had been, always would be. It wasn’t big enough to be a galactic threat, but wasn’t small enough to dismiss—or remove.
Tough on chaos, and the causes of chaos.
It was being the third element in a universe of pairs that made Mandalorians disruptive. The universe was binary, bipolar, ruled by the balance between opposites, whether that was dark and light or action and reaction. It couldn’t accommodate that extra pole and remain orderly. Mandalorians were an inherently destabilizing influence.
“Are you still with us, Jacen?” G’Sil asked. “You look distracted.”
“Just wishing the Mandalorians would go away.”
“Pay them to stay at home,” said Niathal, gathering up her datapads to leave. “That’s the permanent solution. As long as they have the occasional therapeutic fight to work off their aggression, they’ll be happy. And that’s just the females.” She headed for the door. “I have fleet commanders to brief. Shame we can’t approach Fett to see if he’s changed his mind about staying out of the fighting.”
“Isn’t paying them not to fight tantamount to an insult to their honor?” Jacen asked.
“I think you’re getting them mixed up with some other war-mongering savages. They’d see it as protection money. They’re pragmatists.”
“If only all wars had such simple economic solutions.”
G’Sil smiled ruefully. “Well, they’ve mostly got economic causes.”
“Not this one,” Jacen said. “It’s about order. About responsibility.”
Niathal and G’Sil both concealed their reactions at the same time and said nothing. He could tell they thought he was becoming eccentric, or perhaps that he hadn’t quite got the hang of high-level politics. Either way, their reaction said that he wasn’t playing the same game as them, and they were right.
But it was all going too smoothly. No riots, no outcry except for some of the minority media and the usual suspects in the legal and liberties community, but apart from endless media analysis of Omas’s time in office—almost as if he’d died—the vast majority of Coruscanti had treated it like a fall from grace instead of a military coup.
Having a Jedi on board did seem to make the regime change appear much more wholesome in public opinion.
“I’d expected to be storming barricades this week,” Jacen said. “What did we do right?”
“We didn’t suspend any normality,” said G’Sil, making interesting use of we. “Every other politician remained in place. Just the people who administer it at the top level changed.”
Order. It’s all about order. This is the microcosm of the entire galaxy; the dry run for how my rule will be in due course. Quiet normality for the majority.
But Jacen was worried that it might prove to be the lull before the storm. He thought of Tenel Ka and Allana, and the impulse to visit them while he still could was overwhelming. Lumiya said he had to listen to those voices, and not think sensible things like mundane beings did.
“I need forty-eight hours out of the office,” he said. “To catch up on things. Can I trust you two not to oust me while I’m away?”
Niathal didn’t seem amused. “You’ll return to find Boba Fett sitting in your office, but if you have to go … you must.”
“I trust you implicitly,” he said. He trusted her not to be stupid, at least. Lumiya could keep a watchful eye on the situation while he made the trip to Hapes.
Boba Fett. That was an ax still waiting to fall, and if it didn’t keep him awake at night, he was certainly conscious that Fett’s continued lack of bloody revenge was unsettling. Jacen put the Mandalorians on the list of things for which he’d find a solution when he was established as a Sith Lord. Vader had had the measure of them in his day: Jacen would, as well.
That, too, was in his destiny.
LUMINOUS GARDENS SPA, DRALL, CORELLIAN SYSTEM
“So … still no new Prime Minister?” Mara asked.
“You’re taking a big risk coming here,” said Leia. “No, there’s a triumvirate of the three main party leaders running Corellia until they find a new target—sorry, I mean candidate. Two dead inside a few months tends to dampen the applicants’ enthusiasm.”
“Well, we score for efficiency. At least we can run the GA on two.”
“How very Sith.”
Mara nearly choked. It wasn’t funny at all. Did Leia know something?
“Mara, are you okay?”
“I think my encounter with Lumiya made me allergic to the word.” With a scarf around her hair, Mara was just another middle-aged female human enjoying the resort with a friend. The two walked around the colonnade of exclusive stores and beauty salons, and Mara still found it disconcerting that anyone could be leading a normal life when hers—and that of so many others—was caught up in the turmoil of war. Normality seemed somehow obscene. “I had to see you face-to-face. You don’t want Jacen to arrest you for setting foot on Coruscant, and you know he would. Where’s Han?”
“He’s gone on an errand with Lando. Where’s Luke? Seeing as it’s just us girls talking, I smell a delicate problem.”
There was no point tiptoeing around it. Mara had as much evidence as she needed, but this was Leia’s son under discussion. Leia had already lost Anakin. Mara had to be absolutely, completely certain. Ninety-nine percent sure wasn’t good enough.
“Jacen,” she said.
“Always is.”
“I don’t know how to say this to you.”
“Try blurting.”
“He’s out of control. I mean badly out of control.”
“Uh-huh. I admit it’s challenging to have to keep tabs on your only son by watching the news coverage of his latest power grab.”
“How’s Han taking it?”
“Not well, to say the least. He veers between wanting to disown him again and talking about getting together to talk him around. You know, sometimes I think it’s going to kill him.”
Mara found that it wasn’t certainty of Jacen’s guilt she was looking for: it was any excuse to say that it was all Lumiya’s doing, and that by removing her, Jacen could be brought back to his old self.
Whatever had happened to Jacen over the years—and that five-year “sabbatical” was still largely a blank sheet—there seemed nothing of that old self left to recover.
If this wasn’t my nephew, and Leia’s son, would I still be trying to find a reason not to do something about him?
No.
“You sure you’re feeling okay, Mara?”
Leia was one of the few people Mara had ever truly admired. She was pretty well the only person other than Luke who Mara knew would never fall apart, however bad things got. But she still couldn’t bring herself to sit Leia down and give her the full catalog of Jacen’s crimes.
Yes, they were crimes. There was no other word for it.
“I’m going to ask you something, Leia, and if you never want to speak to me again afterward, I’ll understand.”
“This isn’t going to end in a punch line, is it? You’re serious.”
“You have no idea how serious.”
“Then stop dragging it out.”
“Okay, do you think Jacen is susceptible enough to be controlled by Lumiya?”
I should have put the list to her first. I should have told her about Nelani, and making Ben kill Gejjen, and his little chats with his Sith buddy, and the fact that he seems to think my son is expendable.
And apprentice—what kind of apprentice would Lumiya be talking about? Mara faced the inevitable and hated herself for refusing to see it earlier.
“No,” Leia said at last. “He’s stubborn and he’s his own man. She could make the difference between him doing something and hesitating, but she could never make him act totally against his will. I’ve had to come to terms with that, but he’s still my boy, and I still love him.”
It was the last thing Mara wanted to hear. She wanted to hear that Jacen was a kid who went along with the others, who got into bad company but was a good boy at heart. She wanted a reason to go after evil Lumiya and rescue deluded Jacen, because that was easy, black and white, palatable.
Wrong.
If it hadn’t been happening within her own family, she’d never have hesitated. For a moment, she wondered if she was set on this—this didn’t have a name yet, not a word, but she knew what this was—because it was her own son at most risk. My son or yours. It could have been selfish maternal priority, just using the rest of Jacen’s actions to justify lashing out to save her child.
She tried to imagine Ben dead, and how she’d feel then. She could have stopped Palpatine, and didn’t. History had taught her a lesson about hindsight, and it wouldn’t give her a second chance; what was happening to Ben would happen to other people’s sons, too.
“Mara, I think you should have spent a few days in bed after the fight with Lumiya,” said Leia, and slipped her arm through hers. “You’re not yourself at all. Let’s find a stupidly expensive restaurant and forget the fat content. Take it easy for a few hours. Because I can’t run on adrenaline and anxiety twenty-four hours a day like you seem to.”
Leia, I’m so sorry.
I’m going to have to stop Jacen. I have to. I’m going to have to kill your son, because that’s the only way of stopping him now.
“Okay, but my treat.”
“You’re on.”
Part of Mara was appalled that she could even think it, and part was telling her that this was what happened when she forgot that Force-users’ highs and lows weren’t just family spats, but dynastic battles that could shake the whole galaxy. They didn’t have the luxury of small stakes.
“I like the Fountain,” Leia said. “They do a dessert called the Fruit Mountain. Takes two hungry women to tackle one.”
“Sounds good.”
It was surreal. They sat on opposite sides of the table, blue-white diya wood set with iridescent transparent tableware, and a pyramid of multicolored fruit held together by golden spun sugar and dusted with real citrus-flavored snow was placed between them. There was a point at which Mara’s eyes met Leia’s as they attacked the dessert with a spoon each, and it would be a frozen moment of horror in Mara’s mind forever: Leia smiled, the look in her eyes pure compassion, and Mara knew that she couldn’t see the truth behind hers. She felt like dirt. She hated herself.
You need to know there’s nothing else, absolutely nothing, that you can do to save Jacen.
Mara needed to confront him one last time. If anyone could stop him at the brink—the final one, anyway—then it was her, because she’d crossed from the other direction. She didn’t think it would work, but she owed it to Leia—and Han.
She was planning to take Jacen from them, and they’d already lost Anakin. There was only so much pain a family could take.



chapter sixteen
The government of Bothawui is prepared to pay twenty million credits per month for the exclusive services of a Mandalorian assault fleet with infantry. We would also be greatly interested in acquiring a squadron of Bes’uliik assault fighters and would be prepared to pay a premium to have exclusive purchase rights to this craft.
—Formal offer to the government of Mandalore
SENATE LOBBY, CORUSCANT
“There you are,” said Mara, ambushing Jacen as he stepped out of the turbolift. “Glad I caught you.”
He registered genuine surprise, and that gave her more satisfaction than he’d ever know. No, he hadn’t felt her presence when it mattered. Thank you, Ben. Nice trick.
“Hi, Aunt Mara. What can I do for you?” Jacen tried to do that act of dithering on the spot, the carefully calculated body language that said he really did want to stay and talk, but duty was dragging him away. What an actor. She could act, too, but this wasn’t the time for it. “I’d love to catch up over a drink,” he said, “but it’s late and I’ve got an appointment first thing tomorrow. Can we fix a time for when I’m free? Say in a couple of days?”
“It won’t take long, Jacen. It needs to be now.”
Now it was her turn to take over the choreography, stepping in his way so that if he wanted to pass, he’d have to make a deliberate and rejecting sidestep. And Jacen wouldn’t be that blatant, not to her. It would make her suspicious.
Too late. You’ve already done that, Jacen. But for Leia’s sake, for Han’s sake, I have to try this.
“Okay,” he said.
There was something deeply unsettling about a Force-user—about anyone, really—who gave off no Force presence. It was like standing next to someone who wasn’t breathing and had no pulse, a little too close to death for Mara’s liking. It also pressed all those paranoid and defensive buttons, like someone whispering behind his hand in someone else’s presence. It said guilty, unnatural, and secret. If the Yuuzhan Vong had been the kindest and sweetest beings in the universe, Mara knew she would have mistrusted them anyway because they didn’t show up in the Force as being alive and there.
She steered Jacen over to an alcove. Psychologically, he might have felt more vulnerable being confronted with his acts in the middle of the lobby, where everyone could hear and see them. On the other hand, the alcove could make him feel cornered if she maneuvered him to stand with his back to the wall. Either way, she was going to get a reaction out of him. She couldn’t outstrip his Force powers, but the tricks of flesh and blood put her on a more level playing field.
“You don’t fool me,” she said. “Not any longer, anyway.”
He tried his baffled-little-boy grin. “What am I supposed to have done?”
“Remember what I was?”
“You’ve lost me, Aunt Mara …”
“This is about Lumiya. It stops here and now. You’ve turned into something vile, and you’re too smart to be conned into that even by her. Beyond dark. See, I’ve been both sides, and I know.”
“Well, I don’t know what you mean. I really don’t.”
“Wrong answer. I’ll deal with Lumiya in due course, but I know what you’ve been doing, I don’t buy the excuses that your poor parents make for you every kriffing time. So I’m going to set you a test.”
“Mara, are you okay? You’re not well, are you?”
“Don’t even think about trying that one. If you acknowledge the terrible things you’ve done, and whatever’s left of Leia’s son is still functioning, then come with me right now to the Temple. We’ll get the whole Council together and we’ll deprogram you.”
Jacen put his hands in his pockets and looked down at the floor. He still had that silly grin on his face, but it was fading a little around the eyes.
“Mara,” he said, with an exaggerated softness that made her want to punch him. “Mara, I think you’re forgetting that I’m joint Chief of State now, and I don’t have time for this emotional outpouring, because whatever Ben’s been telling you—”
He was digging himself deeper into the pit. She’d really hoped he’d step back, and she knew she was just as stupid for hoping as she’d been for turning a blind eye to his darkness in the first place.
“There’s no Ben in this, Jacen.” She stopped her finger a fraction short of jabbing him in the chest. “Leave Ben out of it. If you so much as breathe on him, I’ll skin you alive, and that’s not a euphemism. Last chance. Drop this Sith garbage now, or take what’s coming.”
There. She’d said it. Sith. Jacen’s grin had vanished completely, and he looked like a total stranger. The Emperor had had yellow eyes, she recalled; they said he’d once had a kindly face with normal blue ones, but if Jacen’s turned yellow, he couldn’t possibly have looked any more alien to her than he did right then. There was nothing supernatural about his ambition, callousness, and arrogance.
“Good night, Aunt Mara,” he said, and walked away.
She didn’t watch him go. She didn’t need to.
This is all your fault, girl. You should have listened to Luke. He was never fooled by all that sophistry, and you stopped him dealing with it because you couldn’t deal with a teenage boy like any mom has to. The least you can do is clean up this sewer yourself.
“Okay, buddy,” she said, not caring if a couple of Bith Senators were staring at her. “Okay.”
There were some things she couldn’t walk away from, even though they’d tear her family apart. It was better torn than destroyed, because in time it would heal.
Jacen was going to die.
JACEN SOLO’S APARTMENT BUILDING, CORUSCANT
Lumiya had never had any problem with biding her time, but Jacen was becoming too caught up in the administrative tedium of his new toy—the Galactic Alliance—for her comfort. And her instinct told her that the Force was restless for change.
It was late, past midnight, and he still wasn’t back.
He’s flesh. There’s something about being wholly flesh and blood that distracts you from the task, and the more flesh you sacrifice, the less heir to its limits you become. But I can’t achieve what he can. The perfect balance: strength driven by passion but not confined by sentimentality.
Lumiya waited outside Jacen’s apartment building, taking in the glittering night and feeling the imminence of upheaval like the oppressive air before a violent storm.
His accession to Sith Lord had to happen very soon. The momentum of events, and the ease with which they’d fallen into place, pointed to the gathering pace of the fulfillment of the tassel prophecies.
He will immortalize his love.
Lumiya no longer spent frustrating hours contemplating the meaning. It would happen, and it would become clear.
Jacen didn’t appear as she’d expected. He was hard to locate, a habitual hider in the Force, so she went up to the apartment, bypassed his security locks, and sat down to wait for him. It was important that he stayed focused on the spiritual side of his progression and left the material aspect to Niathal. When he had achieved his destiny, then he could return to the military arena with skills beyond Niathal’s, and change the course of the war.
First things first.
She almost expected to see Ben Skywalker come through the doors. Some of his clothing and possessions were still in the apartment, but he’d gone. He was too soft to stay the course, just as she’d always said; if he needed time off to weep and recover every time he carried out a necessary and unpleasant task, he’d proven he was fit to be the sacrifice Jacen would make, and too dangerously weak to be his apprentice. A Sith Lord could only function with a strong apprentice. Like a good government, a Sith needed a strong opposition to keep him sharp.
Eventually the doors opened and Jacen stood in the hallway, looking as if he hadn’t wanted to find her there. He had a paper-wrapped package under one arm, and some disturbance clung to him as if he’d had a fight or an accident.
“Has anything happened?” she asked.
“Oh, a disagreement with Mara about … Ben. Spare me overprotective mothers.”
“Well, she might have a point. The time’s coming.”
“You keep saying that.” Jacen walked past her and went into his bedroom. She heard him opening doors and drawers as if he was in a hurry. “I’m anticipating events like a madman and looking for signs everywhere. And nothing’s happening, unless you count getting rid of both Gejjen and Omas. I think that’s climactic enough for one week, don’t you?”
“Mundane politics.”
“Maybe. Look, I’ve covered a lot of ground these last few weeks, and grasped every opportunity I’ve had to force things into fruition.” The banging and scraping of closets gave way to rustling fabric, and when Jacen emerged he was carrying a small holdall. “I want some solitude to think. Keep an eye on Niathal while I’m gone.”
Jacen didn’t need solitude. He was quite capable of shutting out the world anytime he wanted to. The man could meditate in the middle of a hurricane. He wasn’t running away; he was going in pursuit of something.
“How long?” Lumiya asked, immediately ready to calculate the maximum distance he could travel in the time available.
“Twenty-four hours, possibly forty-eight. If I stay away any longer, I don’t think Niathal will misbehave, but I think Senator G’Sil might get ideas. That third element where only two can exist, you know?”
“I understand,” she said.
Jacen had done this before. He would vanish for short periods, confide in nobody, and come back with a sense of melancholy about him and a little of his dark energy diminished. Lumiya had put it down to natural apprehension about the size of the task he had ahead of him, and she’d tolerated it, but he couldn’t afford to be running off again at this critical stage.
And if Jacen was in trouble, he’d never ask for help.
It was for his own good, as well as the galaxy’s. This time, it was important for her to find out what was pulling him away just as he was on the brink of making everything happen. She’d follow him. She had to keep his path clear now, and remove all distractions.
“Will you have access to HNE where you’re going, or do you want me to brief you on your return?”
“I don’t want to be contacted,” he said. “If something major happens, I’ll know. Just mind the shop.”
The doors closed behind him. Lumiya wandered into the bedroom to see if he’d left the package he’d been clutching under his arm. There was nothing on the bed, and when she paused to feel the tiny disturbances that showed her where objects might have been hidden, there was no trace of anything beyond items taken: just a change of clothing, and the small necessities men needed. Jacen seemed to like plain antiseptic soap, a discovery that she found both touching and funny; Jacen was moving ever closer to self-denial. He didn’t have to indulge that nasty Jedi habit. She’d have to help him be a little kinder to himself when he’d made his transition.
The apartment was more austere than it had been a few months before. Every time she came here, there was one less comfort and fewer personal touches than the last. There were now no holoimages of family and friends to be seen. He hadn’t even stuffed them into a cupboard to avoid their accusing glances that asked what had happened to good old Jacen.
But it wasn’t altogether a bad sign. Perhaps he was washing away the old Jacen and preparing for the one he would become. So if he needed to do that by wearing sackcloth and brushing his teeth with salt, that was fine. She shut off the lights, checked that the apartment was secure, and made her way out of the apartment building to the walkways of Coruscant.
She slipped through the back alley and into the disused warehouse where she’d hidden the Sith meditation sphere. Ben Skywalker did have his uses; even insects had a vital role in the ecology. The ship would come into its own now.
Lumiya might not have been able to find Jacen when he vanished into the Force, but the ancient red sphere somehow could. She could feel its curiosity and even a little excitement. It wanted to be useful again, to serve. It extruded its boarding ramp without even being asked.
Follow Jacen Solo, she thought, and pictured him in her mind so that the sphere didn’t get distracted by Ben. It seemed fascinated by the boy. Follow the Sith-Lord-to-be.
He was going to succeed.
BEVIIN-VASUR FARM, MANDALORE
The hard red soil was baked solid like pottery clay, and it shattered at the first blow of his vibroshovel. Fett stared at a stark white tracery of bones beneath, highlighted by the harsh sun.
“Why did you leave me here, son?” asked Jango Fett. Where was he? There was no face, nothing at all. But the voice was right there. “I’ve been waiting.”
“Where are you, Dad? I can’t find you.”
“I waited …”
“Where are you?” Fett was shouting for his father, but his voice was a kid’s and the hands he could see clutching the shovel were an old man’s, veined and spotted. Panic and desperation nearly choked him. “Dad, I can’t see you.” He started tearing aside the hard dirt, and the gritty particles jammed painfully under his fingernails. He kept digging, sobbing. “Where are you?”
Fett woke with a start. His heart was pounding; sweat prickled on his back. Then it faded and he was looking at the chrono on the far wall. In the weeks since he’d brought his father’s remains back to Mandalore, he’d had that nightmare far too often. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and tested his weight on them, waiting for the pain to start gnawing at the joints.
It wasn’t so bad. In fact, he just felt a little stiff around his lower back, as if he’d been digging. Maybe he’d acted out that nightmare.
He bounced on his heels a few times to see what happened. There was no pain. He didn’t even feel that nausea that had been so routine, he’d forgotten what it felt like to wake up without it.
Apart from running a temperature, he felt better than he had in days—months, in fact. He was alive. He wouldn’t believe he was in the clear until the nerf-doctor came back with the test results, but he knew something fundamental had changed.
So you didn’t poison me, Jaing.
He went to the refresher to shower, if a torrent of cold water from an overhead cistern could be called that, and shaved with an ancient fixed blade that nicked his chin. Where the Sarlacc’s acid hadn’t left smooth, glossy scar tissue, there was still stubble to tackle, and these days most of it was pure white and hard to see. He shaved twice a day anyway. These were the unguarded, naked times when he allowed himself to think of Ailyn and other painful things, because he had to look himself in the eye, and he wasn’t a liar. Lying wasn’t just bad; it was stupid. Lying to yourself was the most stupid thing of all.
And now that he wasn’t so preoccupied with his own death, he could think about the deaths of others. There was a lot of unfinished business. He’d start with Ailyn.
She was a stranger when I opened that body bag. A middle-aged woman. Not lovely like her mother. Old before her time, exhausted, dead. And still my baby, my little girl. I don’t care if you tried to kill me. I really don’t.
Killing was his trade. He didn’t enjoy it, and he didn’t dread it. The only person whose death he knew would make him feel good and not just competent was Jacen Solo.
Better that you rot than die. I can wait. Thanks for motivating me to survive.
I’m back.
Fett checked his face in the mirror for missed beard, double-checked with his fingertips, then lowered his helmet over his head. The world became sharp and fully comprehensible again with all the extra senses built into his armor. At a time when other men had failing eyesight and unreliable hearing, Fett could see through solid walls and eavesdrop kilometers away. There was a lot to be said for smart tech. He flexed his fingers in his gauntlets, finally feeling complete and girded against the world.
Yes, I really am back.
He rode the speeder bike into Keldabe and hammered on the doors of the vet’s surgery. She had her name on a durasteel plate: HAYCA MEKKET.
A man leaned out of the open upper window, looking bleary-eyed, and stared down at Fett. He disappeared again. “Sweetness,” he bellowed. “It’s your special patient.”
The vet appeared at the window. “I suppose I’ve got to open early, especially for you.”
“Haven’t you got any letters after your name?”
“Nerfs can’t read. Why bother?”
“Got my results?”
“Yeah.”
“And?”
“The cell degeneration’s stopped. But the lab tech over on Dawn said we shouldn’t breed from you.” Somehow she was easier to deal with than Beluine. “You know that needle was for banthas?”
“Felt like it.”
“You’re a hard man, Fett. I’m glad you’re not dead.”
“How much do I owe you?”
“A quilt. A nice, thick red one.”
Fett went back to Slave I and caught up with the news. Murkhana and Roche were heading for a showdown: it was a good opportunity to show what a single Bes’uliik could do, if the Verpine wanted to invoke the treaty.
Fierfek, I did it again. I’m going to live.
If nothing else went wrong, he’d have another thirty years, maybe more. Most people would have been over-joyed at the reprieve. But Fett found he was actually glad that he’d come so close to death again, because it had a way of sharpening him up and making him think harder. He liked the risk; he liked beating the odds.
I suppose I should tell Mirta.
Now he felt he could ask her what Ailyn had taught her over the years to make her hate him so much. What he really wanted to know, though, was where Ailyn had learned her hatred. Most kids from divorces didn’t pursue a homicidal feud across half a galaxy.
But it could wait an hour or so while he had a decent breakfast.
He’d enjoy it today. He was going to live.



chapter seventeen
I find it interesting that Taun We has never held it against Fett for attacking Kamino. Either he’s her favorite unfinished project, or there’s something else we don’t know.
—Jaing Skirata, musing on the motives of Kaminoans
LON SHEVU’S APARTMENT, PORT QUARTER, CORUSCANT
“It’s really kind of you to put me up, sir.” Ben tried to take up as little room as possible on Captain Shevu’s sofa. It wasn’t just awkwardness about intruding on someone’s privacy; Ben found himself trying to hide—not in the Force, but from it. Ideally, he’d have gone home with Mom, but that meant Dad, too, and he simply couldn’t face him yet.
“You’re not really afraid of your dad, are you?” Shevu handed him a plate of breadsticks filled with fruit preserves, which was a weird combination but he seemed to leave the proper cooking to his girlfriend. “He seems such a nice guy.”
“He is,” said Ben. “But did you ever think your parents knew everything you were thinking, and everything you’d done wrong, just by looking at you?”
“All the time.”
“Jedi parents really can—well, nearly.”
Shevu’s opinion of Jacen showed on his face now that he was off-duty. “I think Master Skywalker would be angry with the person who made you do it, not you.”
“Oh, he’s angry enough with Jacen.”
“Sorry, I shouldn’t put you on the spot about your family. It’s not fair. Forget I said it.”
“I think I did the right thing for the wrong reasons.”
“Well, beats doing the wrong thing for the right reasons—classic excuse, that one. I was a cop. I know …”
“Do you want to stay in the GAG?”
“I miss CSF, actually. I miss catching real criminals and showing tourists the way to the Rotunda.” He wandered into the kitchen, and there was a banging and clattering of dishes. He came back with a glass of juice and drank it in two gulps. “You sure you’re all right?”
“Oh, yeah. Look, I’ll be out of your way as soon as I can.”
“No rush. Shula thinks it’s great that you wash the dishes.”
Shevu’s girlfriend said he was a “nice polite boy.” Ben thought that providing a safe haven for him was worth help with the chores, at the very least. “I can Force-dry them, too.”
Shevu laughed and handed him the remote control for the lights. Ben got the feeling that Shevu was happier keeping an eye on him in the aftermath of the assassination because he didn’t approve of the Jedi habit of letting “children” carry weapons and fight. As far as he was concerned, Ben shouldn’t have been serving in the front lines before he was at least eighteen. He was just too polite to say that he thought Jedi made bad parents.
Poor Mom.
Ben slept. He had a few odd dreams about Lekauf that woke him up, and the grief when he woke up properly and remembered his comrade was dead was painful. He lay wondering about Lekauf’s folks, and how they were coping, and then he thought he drifted off again because he could hear—no, he could feel a voice in his head asking where he was.
He sat up. He knew he was fully awake, because he could see the environment-control light on the wall, winking faint red every ten seconds. It took him a while to work out why he knew the voice but couldn’t put a face to it when he shut his eyes again.
It was the Sith ship. He didn’t know where it was, but it was calling him. It wanted to know where he was.
Sith sphere, color orange, no index number, last known registered owner: Lumiya. Ben decided to treat it like a stolen speeder, the way Shevu would. I owe Jacen this. He’d never have done these things without Lumiya twisting his mind. Shows he’s not half as clever as he thinks he is.
Mom would probably try to talk him out of it. But they’d reached an understanding now that he had to do things his own way, because she couldn’t expect anything else from him, given his pedigree.
Ben pulled on his clothes, left a scribbled flimsi note for Shevu, and set off for the GAG compound to liberate an unmarked long-range speeder.
The nice thing about being the secret police was that provided you signed out the kit, nobody asked you what you planned to do with it. And it was legitimate police business to catch criminals.
It was only when he fumbled in his pocket for his ID that he realized he’d left his vibroblade at Shevu’s. He hoped he wouldn’t need his mom’s luck tonight.
SKYWALKERS’ APARTMENT, CORUSCANT
Luke was asleep when Mara got back, and she was relieved. It saved a lot of awkward questions. She peered through the doors, counted the seconds between rasping snores, and decided he was out cold.
Good.
She slipped past the bed and selected her favorite working clothes: dark gray fatigues with plenty of pockets for storing small weapons and ammo. She had no idea how long it would take to run Jacen to ground, so she opted to pack for a mission—as much as she could cram into her backpack.
I’ve got to stick on his tail now. I’ve got to strike when I can.
She could track Lumiya, and he was still in touch with her. If she hung around Lumiya, then she’d eventually get Jacen where she wanted him—away from the genteel, constitutional way of doing things on Coruscant. Jacen had said he had an appointment, too, and while it might have been another of his lies, the chances were that he’d want to tell Lumiya that Mara was on to them.
I’ll save you the trouble.
She made a conscious effort not to see Leia’s face in her mind’s eye, and somehow she’d erased poor Han from this altogether. It wasn’t that fathers’ feelings didn’t matter, but she had a better idea of the pain Leia would go through; however old kids got, the memory of them as newborns never faded.
It might be true for dads, as well. But Mara only knew what a mother felt, and that was bad enough.
She checked her datapad for the transponder trace. Ben’s showed he was still at Shevu’s, and so he was one factor she didn’t have to worry about. Lumiya’s transponder indicated she was heading for the Perlemian node just off Coruscant. If Jacen wasn’t with her, Mara thought, she might well get a lead to one of her bolt-holes; in the assassination business, every scrap of data on a target’s habits and movements was valuable. It would be worth the journey, and the technician at the base was used to Jedi booking out flight time in StealthXs. She didn’t have to fill out any forms that said her mission was to kill the joint Chief of State.
Mara closed the inner doors to keep the light in the hallway from waking Luke, and paused at the apartment’s front entrance. Okay, I’ll risk it. If he wakes up, though … it’ll be another argument.
She put down her pack and tiptoed back into the bedroom, leaned over Luke—still snoring like a turbosaw—and kissed his forehead as lightly as she could. He grunted.
“Sorry I never spotted it,” she mouthed at him. “But better late than never.”
Luke grunted again, and his eyelids twitched. Mara debated whether to give him a little Force-touch deep in his mind and see if she could get him to smile in his sleep, but decided she was pushing her luck, and Jacen probably had a head start on her. Lumiya definitely did.
Mara paused at the doors and left a flimsi note stuck on them.
Gone hunting for a few days. Don’t be mad at me, farmboy …
There was no need to say who the quarry was. She’d have a hard enough time explaining when she returned.
SITH MEDITATION SPHERE, PERLEMIAN TRADE ROUTE
“Hush,” Lumiya said aloud. “I have no idea if he can hear you.”
The meditation sphere had developed an annoying habit of asking her questions. It wanted to know why there were so few. Lumiya wasn’t sure where to begin with such a vague question. The ship had been buried on Ziost for more time than it wanted to remember, it told her, and now it was curious to know where all the dark ones had gone.
“It’s a long story,” Lumiya said. “We haven’t been in the ascendant for a long time. Jacen Solo will change all that.”
What about the others?
“Oh, Alema?”
She comes and goes, broken, but sometimes very happy.
It was a good description of Alema’s almost bipolar moods—murderous, bitter obsession punctuated by highs of … murderous triumphant obsession. The sphere was very attuned to feelings, it seemed. Maybe it could sense darkness anywhere, like a homing beacon, so that it could go to the aid of Sith in difficulty. “I told her to tail Jacen, but I should have known better than to rely on a psychiatric case. But who else is there? Apart from me, that is.”
Plenty of little darknesses. The two with my flame.
Lumiya repeated it to herself. Flame. “Ahh … red hair? Mara Jade Skywalker. She was the Emperor’s Hand, an agent for the dark side, just like me. The boy is her son.”
You darknesses should never fight. So few of you. I stopped her fighting.
“You certainly did.” It was fascinating that the ship could still sense the dark side in Mara, even though she’d abandoned her roots. But to taste it in Ben, too … it might have been in his genes, or perhaps the ship was reacting to his new career as a state assassin. Like mother, like son; Lumiya almost thought she’d written off Ben too soon. “Do you sense dark ones near?”
The broken one is looking for the Lord-to-be.
“If she looks as if she’s going to interfere, remove her—dark or not.” Lumiya had told Alema to track Jacen, but now wasn’t the best time for Alema to interfere. “Jacen Solo is our priority.”
The ship went quiet. It was impossible to get an accurate sense of speed in a vessel with no instruments in hyperspace, but she could measure the duration of the journey on her chrono, and the ship could tell her where its equivalent location was in realspace.
Past Arkania. Past Chazwa.
Where was Jacen going? Not Ziost, unless he was taking an extraordinary route. He’d be brushing the Roche sector, if he dropped out of hyperspace, and for a moment she wondered if he was simply panicking about the possibility of the Roche-Mandalorian arms deal turning the war in the Confederation’s favor, and going to the Verpine to undermine the pact: but that was routine work for minions, for his admirals and agents, and she’d be annoyed if he was wasting his energies on that.
He leaves hyperspace, the ship said at last.
“Where is he?”
Hapes Cluster.
“Follow him.”
Perhaps he was going to enlist the Queen Mother’s help. The Verpine seemed to be troubling him; that meant Lumiya hadn’t heard the full story about the arms deal.
“This is beneath you, Jacen.” She sighed. “Priorities. You really can’t delegate, can you? That’s one thing that your grandfather could do.”
Jacen was heading for Hapes itself. Lumiya encouraged the Sith sphere to leave more distance between them by imagining a cord stretching to a hair’s thickness. Eventually Jacen reached the edge of the Hapans’ security area, and slipped through.
He lands. He has an entry code.
Lumiya debated whether to use the code to follow him more closely, then decided against it. She didn’t know if that would attract attention. “Maintain position until he leaves.”
She decided to sit it out, and hoped she wasn’t misjudging the situation and that Niathal and G’Sil weren’t now declaring the Glorious Third Republic or some such nonsense. The trouble with the small people was that they often left little in the Force for her to feel at this distance, and Coruscant’s citizens were so passive and compliant that there would be no great disturbance for her to detect even if Niathal declared martial law in Jacen’s absence. It was nothing that couldn’t be put right on her return, but she’d have to explain why she’d been goofing off, as Ben might call it, and Jacen would become petulant and uncooperative.
Jacen’s like a moody teenager at the moment. When he makes the transition to Sith Lord, he’ll settle down fast.
And she’d be no more use to him after she found him a replacement for Ben Skywalker. Lumiya accepted that her days were numbered.
She lost herself in meditation, wondering who might be Jacen’s apprentice to come, when an explosion of feeling shook her as if she’d been grabbed by the shoulders and kissed by a total stranger. The Sith sphere reacted, too, a great soaring excitement that seemed to bounce between her and the ship’s bulkheads.
“What’s happening? Ship? What is it?”
But she already knew: it was Jacen, slipping out of his permanently repressed Force state and allowing himself intense, overpowering emotion for the first time in ages. The image the ship threw into Lumiya’s mind was one of gulping down an icy glass of water after weeks in a burning desert. The sensation was intense enough to bring Lumiya to the point of gasping.
He has love, said the ship. He has loves there.
So Jacen Solo had a lover.
Stupid boy.
He could have had any number of lovers—after he achieved his full power. Passion was fine, attachment could magnify strength, but running around the galaxy for a secret assignation smacked of a teenager’s total surrender to hormonal crisis.
Jacen, you’re thirty-one, thirty-two, and a grown man doesn’t have to sneak light-years away for a little romance, not even one in your position.
Unless …
Lumiya could think like Jacen now, even if his more vulnerably human side caught her wrong-footed.
Hapes. This was Hapes. And it involved something he’d kept secret even from her.
His lover was part of the Royal Court, then, the epicenter of paranoia when it came to alliances of any kind, because indiscretion often meant a blade between the ribs or a sprinkling of poison in the wine. That would explain a secret dash across hyperspace at sporadic intervals.
And Queen Mother Tenel Ka was a Jedi to whom Jacen had been close for years. It was conjecture, but Jacen wouldn’t consort with a palace maid. He was conscious of his lofty station in life; he would be drawn to a Jedi queen.
Lumiya risked searching the Force more closely for him to try to get an impression of exactly where he was. The sphere said he was in the palace itself, and although the tidal wave of emotion that had burst through had ebbed, it was still powerful enough to focus on. She shut out everything else—even her constant obsession, Jacen’s destiny—and just opened her mind to the most basic impressions. His Force presence could be strong enough to drown out everyone else’s around him. Now that he thought he was unseen and undetected, his presence was as deafening as a shout.
Lumiya couldn’t even feel the ship around her.
The sense she was wrapped up in now wasn’t taste or sight or sound, but … touch.
There was something soft, silky, and furry in her hands—Jacen’s hands—and it yielded when he closed his fingers. It meant nothing to her, and then—then she understood.
“Ship, you said loves.”
Two, the ship said. Yes, two.
The ship could detect Force-users, and it felt there were two more on Hapes, two more whose link with Jacen Solo had to be kept secret at any cost, and who would have an emotionally overwhelmed Jacen clutching something soft and covered in silky fur …
A toy. A soft toy. Jacen had come back to the apartment with a plain package gripped tight under his arm, and left with it. He’d bought a cuddly toy for a child he loved with his entire being.
Lumiya snapped herself out of the connection, and managed to stop short of beating her fists on the stark red deck of the sphere in sheer frustration. The ship might have taken it the wrong way.
Oh, Jacen, you had a child with Tenel Ka.
Lumiya now understood his fear and desperation. She thought of all the conversations she’d had with him about immortalizing his love, and suddenly realized who was in his mind when he looked so utterly tortured and desperate as she explained that he had to destroy what he loved most.
It explained everything. Lumiya never thought she could pity someone again enough to weep, but she found her vision blurred by tears that threatened to spill down her cheeks.
She settled in for a long wait in a state of mental silence, not even wanting to occupy herself with getting to know this extraordinary ship. She’d need to be there for Jacen after this. It seemed insultingly banal to kill time when he was about to make a sacrifice that almost no mundane being—or Jedi—would understand or forgive.
Yes, it was a very high price indeed.



chapter eighteen
The Roche government has given Murkhana twenty-four hours to cease production of weapons command systems that are allegedly in breach of patents, or face what it describes as “immediate enforcement.” GA Chief of Staff Niathal tonight warned Roche against military action and said GA fighters would be patrolling the system in a peacekeeping role.
—HNE news update
HAPES
Mara dropped out of hyperspace still putting together scenarios to explain why Lumiya had gone racing down the Perlemian to the Hapes Cluster shortly after a GAG StealthX was signed out of the GA Fleet hangar by Colonel Jacen Solo.
There was no sign of the StealthX. If Jacen wasn’t making himself detectable in the Force, Mara couldn’t spot the stealth fighter any better than an enemy could. But ideas were forming in her mind.
Either Lumiya was fermenting more trouble to break the Alliance, in which case Hapes was a wasted journey, or she was meeting someone here like Alema—sorry, Jaina, I’ll try to bring her back alive for you, but no promises, not in this mood—or … she was pursuing Jacen.
Or … maybe she’d found the transponder and was back to playing tag.
Mara thought it was odd that the ship hadn’t spat out the tiny device, given that it was smart enough to throw a line around her neck to save Lumiya’s tin backside.
It could have killed me easily enough, too. But it didn’t.
Mara disliked reasoning in a vacuum. She didn’t quite trust the crazier things that crossed her mind lately. But maybe the ship still saw her as a dark sider. It would be academic soon, but the thought that she might still have that tang of darkness about her produced some mixed emotions.
Yeah, I’m going to kill my sister-in-law’s son. On the dark scale of ten, that’s a twelve.
Now that her anger had ebbed, she was beginning to wonder what she was doing here. The Hapans would wonder that, too, if they managed to spot a StealthX hanging around their system unannounced. Lumiya’s transponder showed that her ship was sitting in a cluster of asteroids, but she wasn’t showing up on scans.
What was she waiting for?
Mara ran a discreet check on her instruments. If she went active on sensors, she’d give away her position, so it had to be a case of passive detection only.
She was watching, or waiting, and how the Hapans hadn’t taken an unhealthy interest in the sphere was anyone’s guess, but Lumiya had a talent for evasion.
Follow the credits. But in this case, follow the Sith.
Mara shut down as many systems as she could afford to do without and waited. The temptation to launch a spread of proton torpedoes took some resisting, but until Mara worked out what Lumiya was waiting for, the Sith had a stay of execution.
It had to be Jacen that Lumiya had followed, although how she’d managed that Mara wasn’t yet sure. Maybe Tenel Ka had summoned him, to intercede and get him to drop that stupid warrant on his parents. That didn’t explain Lumiya riding escort, though, or why she’d tailed him for eighteen solid hours.
It was staring Mara in the face, whatever it was. She knew that. She was missing a piece again. But all she needed was to locate Jacen, not work out his pension plan.
I could just comm Tenel Ka and ask …
However tightly the Hapans controlled access to their space, a thirteen-meter piece of stealth technology drifting between planets was just a speck of dust. Mara was effectively hidden, and so was Jacen. If he was on the surface, she might—just might—detect him when he took off for a moment, but that meant going active and attracting attention.
Think. Think.
She could wait until he reentered the Perlemian Trade Route, but that made the assumption that he was returning to Coruscant the way he came. I don’t have infinite oxygen, either … There was an easy solution, but it would blow her cover.
An hour later, she was ready to use it. She opened the secure comlink and readied herself for a little social engineering.
“Hapan Fleet Ops, this is GA StealthX Five-Alpha requesting assistance.” That would cause a flap, but it had to be done.
“Five-Alpha, this is Hapan Fleet Ops. We don’t like surprises, even from allies.”
Oops. This was paranoid country. “Apologies, Fleet. I’d like to stay off the chart, but can you confirm that Chief of State Solo is unharmed and that his vessel is undamaged?”
There was a brief silence. Knowing Hapan Fleet Ops, they were checking her out to be sure she was a GA pilot and that her transponder—now obligingly active—matched their security code list.
“Confirmed, Five-Alpha. His ship landed in the Fountain Palace compound without incident. Should we be aware of any special security issues?”
Ahh … definitely visiting Tenel Ka, then. Probably explaining himself: Believe me, Your Royal Highness, I had no choice, I had to depose Omas …
“Fleet, he’s not aware that we have concerns for his safety and that we’ve put close protection on him in transit. He thinks he can handle it himself. Discretion on your part would ensure he doesn’t try to shake me. I’ve detected a vessel following him but I lost it in your space. Unknown origin, ten-meter red sphere with distinctive ocular front viewscreen and cruciform masts and vanes.”
Mara’s warning displays were lighting up: Now that the Hapans had a fix on her transmission, they were checking out the StealthX with sensors while they had the chance. She could have blocked them, but she let them probe around to keep them happy.
“Understood, Five-Alpha. We’ll give you a heads-up when he makes a move. If we detect the sphere, do you want us to detain or neutralize?”
“Your space,” she said. Have this with my very best wishes, Lumiya. “I have no orders to detain. Feel free to neutralize.”
“Copy that, Five-Alpha. Unless you flash us in the meantime, we won’t ping you until the Chief of State takes off.”
They were such nice, helpful people, the Hapans, even if they were paranoid. And they understood plots, assassins, and keeping their mouths shut. Mara shut down all non-criticals and meditated in darkness, marveling anew at how very vivid and exquisitely beautiful starscapes were without the gauzy filter of an atmosphere.
She allowed herself one quick glance at her datapad to reassure herself that there was one thing she didn’t have to worry about.
Ben’s transponder said he was still safely on Coruscant.
GAG SHUTTLE, TAANAB SPACE
Ben had learned a lot from his GAG comrades about tailing suspects discreetly, and one basic trick was to overshoot an exit and double back. He dropped out of hyperspace and headed back Coreward to Taanab, not Hapes, even though he was sure the Sith sphere was there.
He could feel it, but he couldn’t detect it conventionally; he could have spoken to it, but he stayed shut down in the Force to avoid Lumiya’s attention. He tried to work out why she was interested in Hapes, and failed, but there was nothing of Jacen that he could feel, just a trace of his own mother. The closer he ventured toward Hapan space, the more powerful her presence became.
Don’t tell me we’re both following Lumiya.
He’d have some explaining to do. But it didn’t matter: he’d happily take being grounded for a year and even sent to Ossus as long as he could keep an eye on his mom right now. He set a course for the freight corridor and dropped out into realspace again, merging with the convoys of transports then with a group of ore haulers. Running a loop had also served another purpose: almost like listening to the source of a sound, Ben made a mental map of the silent voice of the Sith sphere and got a good sense of where it was in physical space. It was close to Hapes itself.
And—he felt it now—so was his mother. She’d found Lumiya, then. She’d beaten him to the target.
Ben savored a brief fantasy of emptying the shuttle’s cannon into the sphere, felt strangely sorry to destroy the ship just to finish Lumiya, and wondered if all boys went through a stage of feeling aggressively protective toward their mothers. Maybe that went with finding it so hard to deal with fathers as you grew up. It was that alpha-male thing.
Come off it. How many guys your age—or any age—have to worry about their family being attacked by Sith and insane Dark Jedi? This isn’t normal life. The rules are different.
Ben got as close to the Sith sphere as he dared. As far as he could tell, it was holding its position, but when it moved—he’d go for the kill. Then his mom would know he was there whether he made himself detectable in the Force or not, because the GAG shuttle was about as stealthy as a brick.
If he could avoid killing the Sith ship, he would. For some reason, it bothered him more than killing a real human being, which he’d done too many times now.
FOUNTAIN PALACE, HAPES
Jacen said good-bye to Allana, finding it freshly painful not to be able to call her his little girl.
“Nice fur,” she said. She refused to be parted from the stuffed tauntaun and hugged it to her with both arms. “What’s his name?”
Jacen squatted down level with her. She was Force-sensitive and smart, but if she’d realized who he actually was, she was too well schooled in survival to say. He liked to think that it was a knowledge they both shared, and that she understood why he couldn’t be Daddy—not yet, anyway. It was a sobering thought for such a little girl.
“What do you want to call him?”
“Jacen.”
“That’s lovely. Why Jacen, sweetie?”
“So when you don’t come to see us I can talk to him instead.”
A father’s guts were made to be twisted. Jacen reached the stage of wanting to just turn and run when he took his leave of her and Tenel Ka, so he could avoid that hesitant parting a step at a time, looking back over and over again and thinking: What if this was the last time I ever saw them? He did think it. It was morbid, but a measure of how important they were to him that he tested just how devastated he’d feel without them. At least as Chief of State, he had a much better reason for more frequent contact with an allied monarch.
And he’d come through this visit without his destiny bursting in and creating a moment that told him he had to kill them. He listened for that whisper of fate, dreading it, but there was only silence.
It would only have caused him pain, nothing more. Sith ways were logical; never pointlessly cruel. Whatever sacrifice he still had to make, it would have productive meaning, however hard.
Jacen, the tauntaun, who was there for Allana when he wasn’t around, would always hurt a little, though.
Tenel Ka walked with him in silence to the StealthX in the compound.
“You’re not happy about Omas, are you?” he said.
She did that gracious tilt of the head, the one she must have learned to cover her real reaction when she was being bored senseless by guests at a diplomatic reception.
“It’s very different, being the focus of government after you’ve enjoyed the relative freedoms of being a deputy,” she said. “I hope it doesn’t turn out to be a mistake for you.”
“I can always steer the attention to Niathal.”
“Make sure you both have different ambitions. It’s far safer than both wanting the same thing.”
“That sounds like the kind of advice I should wake up sweating about in the small hours.”
“I think the phrase is lonely at the top, Jacen Solo.” She indicated the blaster, lightsaber, vibroblade, and toxin darts in the belt around his waist. “I see you’re getting used to the Hapan level of mistrust …”
“Like you say, it’s lonely.”
He didn’t look back this time. Now that his brief respite was over, the fresh memory of Mara haranguing him—had he handled it right, did she have enough on him to destroy all he was working for?—flooded back in along with Ben’s face.
I want it over with. I can deal with it. I just can’t stand not knowing where and when and how.
The StealthX lifted clear, and Hapes dwindled into a sumptuous quilt of gardens and canals again. He had a good idea now of what he’d face when Ben was gone: Mara, an animal robbed of her young with all the primeval wounded rage that went with it, and Luke—he had no idea how Luke would react, only that a man who could bring down the Empire, and whose blood was closer to Vader’s even than his own, wouldn’t be paralyzed by grief.
Jacen was now more afraid of the Skywalkers discovering Allana’s parentage than of the Hapan nobles. He could probably protect her from the Hapans if he had to, but it would be far harder to protect her from the vengeance of Luke or Mara. Allana was his weak point.
But nobody knew, and it would stay that way until he was certain he’d eliminated every threat she might face. He wasn’t taking chances. He was going to create two of the most lethal enemies any being could have.
“Hapan Fleet Ops to StealthX One-One, safe return,” said the voice on the comm. They had never said that before: being Chief of State had obviously upped their anxiety status to triple-red or something. But he was perfectly safe here. He was still visible in the Force, still all warmed bittersweet feelings, and for a little while he could afford not to care.
As Jacen accelerated toward the hyperjump point, he could have sworn a vessel was close to him. He felt something in the Force for a moment, but it was gone again. He checked his instruments: nothing. If the Hapes Cluster hadn’t been such a maze of hazards, he’d have jumped the moment he passed the planet’s upper atmosphere.
It must be something in the Hapan water. You were never this jumpy.
But there was something out there, and while he hated the imprecision of the phrase something dark, that was the best he could do: something hostile that was trying hard not to be. He hoped it was Hapan, and that they were just trying in vain to track him out of their space. He should have been able to sense that clearly, though, an ordinary vessel flown by ordinary people.
This wasn’t ordinary. He planned for the worst.
If he angled the StealthX right and shut down the head-up display, he could see a panoramic rear view reflected in the viewscreen. Sometimes he needed to see with his eyes to be certain. He killed the display and shifted his focus, and for a moment all he saw was velvet void.
Then the stars winked out.
“Lumiya?”
Silence.
She could hide in the Force, too. She thought he was letting his concentration wander. She probably couldn’t resist finding out where he was going.
If she’d followed him here, then she knew about Tenel Ka. She’d use it.
“It’s okay, Lumiya, I know it’s you.”
But there was still no response. That wasn’t like her.
“Lumiya, I can’t let you live now, you realize that?”
For a moment, even in this crisis, he found himself measuring her death against his prophecy. Was it Lumiya after all? Was she the sacrifice? What could there possibly be about her death that would kill something he loved?
“Lumiya, last chance …”
Then a searing white beam flooded his cockpit and blinded him for a second; he rolled instinctively to break, suddenly aware it was a landing light so close on his tail that the vessel must have nearly collided with him. How did the proximity sensors miss it? How did he miss it?
His Force-senses were flooded instantly with someone else’s ice-cold anger. The comm crackled.
“Game over, Lumiya,” he said, targeting his aft cannon.
“You bet it is,” said Mara.



chapter nineteen
She logged out Five-Alpha at 0036 hours, sir, and she didn’t file a flight plan.
—GA StealthX technician, Coruscant, to Luke Skywalker
HAPES CLUSTER
Jacen couldn’t fire.
It wasn’t regard for Mara, because his first instinct was to lock on and press the button, but she was so close that the detonation would have taken him with her. StealthXs had sacrificed shielding for sensor negators. It was only at times like this—times that should never have happened, would never have happened—that it was a problem.
He jinked left, and she matched him, and right, and left, and still she was so close on his tail that he braced for impact out of reflex, arms locked out on the yoke.
There was no advantage: same starfighter. No edge: she was as good a pilot. No refuge: they were in open space. It was down to who hated who more, and who was more prepared to die to take out the other.
All Jacen could think of was that now it was Mara who’d followed him here and knew about Tenel Ka. Her threats over Ben seemed irrelevant. He had a whole new problem.
His comm crackled again. He braced for a stream of vitriol from his aunt. But it was someone else’s voice.
“I have her, Jacen.”
Lumiya. Savior, maybe, but she shouldn’t have been here either. So Lumiya and Mara probably knew about Tenel Ka and Allana; and Lumiya certainly knew that he couldn’t let either woman live with that knowledge. Now he had two assassins on his tail, and he couldn’t trust either of them not to kill or betray him.
Laser cannons flared across his port side and he felt the impact in the airframe, but he was still in one piece. He smelled smoke. Brilliant white light filled the cockpit. Lumiya—if she was targeting Mara, if she wasn’t trying to kill him in some bizarre Sith test—had the same problem: Mara was flying so close that any explosion put him in her blast radius, or would send her debris punching through his shields at this range.
Jacen did what he’d done many times: he simply dropped away by looping through ninety degrees. He needed to put a second of space between them, and he also needed to come back at her with an advantage.
Mara might have sent a message to Luke by now, revealing everything. She wanted maximum damage. His secret was as good a missile to be used against him as any ordnance.
As he climbed out of the loop, Jacen looked up through the canopy, desperate for any reflection or hint of movement. StealthXs had never been designed to fight one another. Their almost complete lack of sensor trace made tracking Mara impossible. That was why she was so close on his tail, too. They couldn’t detect each other reliably, except through the Force, or by spotting silhouettes against the starfield.
And Mara seemed to be able to dip in and out of the Force, just like him. Just like Ben.
He should never have taught Ben to do it.
The fact that Mara hadn’t said more than four words was the most disorienting thing of all. Now he needed to get her onto ground of his choosing. He could feel Lumiya somewhere off to starboard, moving at high speed, and he had no idea what the Sith sphere was capable of in her hands. All he knew was that it was obsolete—and old tech and brute force could often bypass more complex systems.
“Canopy,” he yelled. Ben’s report had said he’d used a magnetic accelerator in the Sith sphere. “Lumiya, crack her canopy. Weak shields.”
He didn’t have to explain it to her. Suddenly he could see an orange ball accelerating toward him on a collision course and he flipped ninety degrees just in time for it to pass under him. The next thing he heard was Lumiya’s voice saying, “Hull breach, she’s venting atmosphere.”
As Jacen came around again in a loop, orienting by feeling Mara in the Force once more, he could see a thin white trail moving at high speed toward the center of the cluster. Mara was hit, a slow leak either in the canopy or straight through the skin into the cockpit, and she was trying to land before a crack spread and became an explosive decompression. Even with a flight suit, her chances of surviving that were slim.
She was heading for Kavan. That suited Jacen fine. Once he had her on the ground he could take her, because even if she called in support, who would respond to someone in a battle with Jacen Solo? Not the Hapans. Who would believe her? People many hours away.
He felt no violence or malice at all, but then he never did in combat. He just felt an overwhelming desire to win and survive, and all other emotions were pushed into the background.
He turned his attention to Lumiya.
“It’s okay, Jacen,” she said. “I know what you have to keep secret. I’ll make sure it stays that way—”
“You certainly will,” he said, and locked all eight proton torpedoes on the Sith sphere. “This is what you taught me to be.”
Jacen fired on her, and felt no triumph or shame, only temporary relief.
But he saw no explosion, no white-hot ball or glittering cloud of slow-tumbling debris. His onboard sensors picked up nothing.
Where was she? Was it a kill or not?
He’d have to trawl for wreckage later. Right now, his priority was to silence Mara Jade Skywalker.
HAPAN SPACE
Ben couldn’t feel his mother, but he knew she wasn’t dead. She was hiding, just as he’d taught her. Lumiya was here in the Sith ship, though, streaking away on his starboard side, and he wasn’t going to break off the pursuit now. She was the key to this. She’d be the key dead or alive. Ben knew he was capable of doing either.
The ship was speaking inside his head, just as it had before. It might have been talking to itself or addressing both him and Lumiya, but it was deeply unhappy.
He has tried to cause irreparable damage.
“Ship, shut up,” Lumiya said. Ben could hear her, too, as if the ship’s thought processes were an open circuit. “He has to survive. We don’t.”
The rule of ages is that I must not be targeted.
The sphere had clearly decided enough was enough, and looped back in the direction from which it had come. Ben could see it in his forward screens and on sensors, but he could also see it in his head. The general impression was that it was rolling up its sleeves and going back to knock ten bells out of whoever had fired on it.
“Ship, break off.”
I do what I must.
“Ship!”
Ben’s drives were screaming trying to keep up with it. There was no real up or down in space, but it was like plummeting in the slipstream of a raptor.
“Ship, my mom’s down there,” Ben pleaded. “She didn’t fire on you.”
Masters may use their ships to fight but not involve apprentices.
“Ship, Jacen made an error. Do it for me, so I can find my mom again. Please—don’t fire.”
The sphere decelerated dramatically.
Who is the enemy? the ship asked. Unless I know, I can do nothing except evade and protect.
“That’s right,” Ben said. Shevu had told him that humoring nutters, as he called it, was an essential police skill. Keeping them talking was what it was all about—and if Ben had the ship, he had Lumiya. “Ship, what’s your task?”
Once I fought. Now I educate and protect apprentices.
“What do you believe I am?”
Apprentice.
“Who’s the one within you now?”
Apprentice also.
Ben was starting to form a picture of the sphere’s view of the world. It had been buried on Ziost for centuries and possibly millennia. It had reacted to him when he was being targeted from orbit and running for his life with a terrified little girl.
“Ship, what do you mean—educate?”
I teach apprentices to fight.
Ben could sense Lumiya communicating with it. The ship was responding strongly in his mind, but there was a second stream of soundless words running almost like interference on a comlink from overlapping frequencies. She was urging the sphere to fire on Ben, to ram his shuttle, to kill him.
Yes. I am now for apprentices, so they learn and come to no harm. I used to be for Masters at war.
It made sudden sense to Ben. “You’re a Sith training vessel.” It would see him as an apprentice because he was one, in a way, but Lumiya confused him. “Why do you think the woman in you now is an apprentice?”
Because she knows so little of me. Like you.
Ben accepted he wasn’t an intellectual like Jacen, but he could grind through options, eliminating things as he went, just like his mom. He could work out anything by just asking question after question.
“The woman apprentice in you had us shot at when we left Ziost.”
We shot back.
The ship recognized him, and it decided that both he and Lumiya were novices who needed its advice and care. It had stopped his mother from killing Lumiya on Hesperidium because that was its job: teaching apprentices to fight. Ben wondered how many chances it gave Sith apprentices before it decided they were weaklings who deserved what they got.
There was no way he was going to talk it into killing Lumiya—he wondered how it would do that—and she was having no luck getting it to attack him, either. Ben was in no real danger. But his mother was, and not from that ship. Someone else wanted her dead.
He needed to find her. He dropped toward Reboam, and the Sith sphere escorted him, with Lumiya impotent within.
Ben had caught a Sith. And now he had no idea how to use her to his advantage.
KAVAN, HAPES CLUSTER
Mara set the StealthX down in the middle of nowhere and reminded herself that being the target or the assassin was simply a state of mind.
No doubt Jacen thought he’d forced her to land so he could finish her off. She thought she’d ditched to get him where she could use her fighting skills to better advantage.
It was a matter of who found who first.
I can stop this anytime I want.
After all she’d seen and heard, there was still the Mara within who couldn’t really believe her nephew was dangerously and irredeemably evil.
If you don’t do it, who will? And who’ll blame you for not acting while he could be stopped? Palpatine, Palpatine, Palpatine … your lesson in twenty–twenty hindsight.
So here she was, telling herself that she was going to go through a very bad time after she killed him, but it had to be done. And Jacen was probably thinking the identical thing. They were the same. No moral high ground; just a leftover equation that said all other things being equal, Mara preferred to see Jacen dead than Ben, or Luke, or herself. Survival: there was nothing wrong with surviving.
Luke now kept reaching out to her in the Force, increasingly anxious, trying to find her, but she didn’t dare reach back. There was no telling what Jacen could detect. When she wanted to be found by Jacen—he’d know all about it.
She grabbed her bag and everything from the cockpit that could be used as a weapon, then found some cover while she consulted her datapad for charts and surveys of Kavan. It was honeycombed with ruined monuments and tunnels. Fine. If I get him in a confined space, he can’t use all his Force skills, but I can make the most of what I’ve got. She decided to make her way into the maze of buried passages and get Jacen to follow her.
She was nowhere near any centers of population, so she was also a long way from any help. She didn’t intend to summon any, anyway. Not until it was time to remove the body.
She secreted all her weapons in her jacket, belt, and boots, and sprinted for the first tunnel she saw. It was getting easier by the minute to disappear into the Force for as long as she needed. But now she needed to be visible, a beacon for Jacen to lure him onto the rocks.
Come and get me, Colonel Solo.



chapter twenty
From: Sass Sikili, negotiator of Roche
To: Boba Fett, Mand’alor
Murkhana has failed to respond. Because they have failed to respond, and we fear this will encourage others to ignore our patents, we request your support, so that the point may be made that we take our patents seriously. I would very much like to see the Bes’uliik in action; our metallurgists have been looking at ways to produce lighter beskar structures, so when you pound the Murkhana factories to dust, we will be inspired to be more inventive. This is very good for business.
JEDI TEMPLE: CORUSCANT
Luke met Jaina on the steps of the Jedi Temple. He was dashing out as she was dashing in. He caught her arm and steered her back down the path.
“Where did she go, Jaina?”
“Uncle Luke, I swear I’m not covering for her. I don’t know and she’s not answering any of her links. Why are you worried?”
Luke held the crumpled flimsi in his fist. Gone hunting for a few days. Mara had signed out a StealthX just after midnight two days before. He shoved the note in his pocket. The feeling of dread overwhelmed him.
“Come on,” he said. “I have to go look for her. Something’s wrong. And Ben’s gone, too. I’ve had the worst feeling, like she’s walking into a trap.”
Ben wasn’t just missing; Luke could no longer feel him in the Force. And now he couldn’t feel Mara. He’d called everyone, including Han and Leia, and he didn’t kriffing care if the GAG detained him for contacting Corellian agents with a warrant out for their arrest.
He expected Jacen to show up to issue a warning, but Niathal said Jacen was away on “business.” The GAG StealthX was gone again. The man came and went as he pleased, it seemed.
I can imagine. Jacen was permanently invisible in the Force now, that was for sure. Luke hailed an air taxi, and they headed for Starfighter Command.
“I’ve spent more time there since I left the military than when I was in uniform,” Jaina said.
“Can you feel her, Jaina? Can you feel Mara?”
She looked slightly to one side of Luke, defocused, and shook her head slowly. “Nothing.”
“I haven’t felt her now for hours.”
When they reached Starfighter Command, they headed for the chart room. Luke found that he could look at charts and pick up strong correlations in the Force—something Ben had proved to have a talent for, too. He stood in front of the banks of holocharts and tried to relax enough to let the Force steer his attention. He made an effort to put out of his mind where he thought she might have been heading.
After a while, when the glowing lines and clusters of dots began to blur and lose their perspective, he found himself drawn to one sector in particular.
“I’m sure she’s in the Hapes Cluster,” he said at last.
When Luke had first felt Mara drop out of the Force, it was so sudden and uncontrolled that he thought she’d been killed. It woke him in a panic. The three seconds of pure agonized paralysis lasted until she faded back in again, and again, and he worked out that she was doing it deliberately.
“Ironically, it would have been better if she’d taken a regular X-wing,” Jaina said. “The starfighter techies say it’s almost impossible to locate a StealthX by any of the usual search methods.”
She was right. Unless someone happened to eyeball Five-Alpha or Mara had left a transponder or comlink active, the starfighter would simply vanish.
A visual search was all that was left—that, or finding Mara herself. Luke headed for the hangars, and Jaina followed.
“How do we recover StealthXs that ditch, then?” Luke asked, trying not to vent his frustration on hardworking ground crew.
The technician stepped back from the starfighter. “Rescue beacon or the Mark One pall of smoke and flame, sir,” he said warily. “The GA asked Incom to make them very hard to detect, and they did.”
“Okay, I’ll stop harassing people with work to do and go out there myself.” Luke reminded himself that Mara was hunting Lumiya, and so he had to expect her to use every trick in the book. That didn’t stop him from worrying. “After all, I’m the one who shook Lumiya’s hand, and not her throat …”
Then Mara was suddenly there, not just back in the Force but magnifying her presence, as if she wanted to be found. She was defiant, unafraid, and spoiling for a fight. She’d found Lumiya all right.
“Why’s she doing that, though?” Jaina had her own hunt—for Alema. Now she was keen to help find Mara. “It’s like she’s taunting her.”
“Or she’s in trouble and she wants me to find her.”
“No.” Jaina closed her eyes for a moment, concentrating. “Doesn’t feel like a call for help. Feels like … a fight.”
Luke decided to warn Tenel Ka that he was on his way purely as a precaution. Eighteen-standard-hour transit. Given the number of planets in the Hapes Cluster, it would probably take even the Hapans a lot longer than that to find a StealthX, but the more eyes that were out looking for Mara, the better.
Luke tried to appear casual as he climbed into his cockpit. Jaina stood looking up at him.
“I know I’m officially out of the service,” she said, “but if someone authorizes it, I’m happy to join in. Please.”
Luke gestured to the ground crew. “Thanks.”
“It’s Lumiya we should be worrying about.” Jaina was trying to reassure him. “I can see Aunt Mara going in for braided scalps like Fett. Red ones. Does Lumiya dye her hair, do you think? Will the stuff have icky gray roots?”
Luke knew she was trying to make him laugh, and he tried to oblige. But just hearing the name Fett reminded him that pretty well every member of his family, Solos or Skywalkers, was at the top of someone’s must-kill-today list.
Luke didn’t want or expect to be loved by everyone. He just wanted to wake up one morning and find his loved ones left alone to get on with their lives.
When Mara came home—scalps or no scalps, war or no war—he was going to book a vacation for the two of them, somewhere soothingly uneventful. He balled the flimsi note she’d left for him and wedged it into a gap in the cockpit fascia. The StealthX’s drives whined into life.
It wouldn’t be Hesperidium, though.
KAVAN
Jacen had expected to have to deal with an angry Mara after he killed Ben, not before.
He was still looking for meanings and patterns in the events around him, and he now saw in himself a certain desperation to try whatever was placed in his path to see if that did the trick and sealed his Sith status.
Will I notice? What does it feel like?
How will I know?
There had to be something that changed the fabric of the galaxy—a tipping point. Meanwhile, Mara was challenging him, pinpointing herself in the tunnels that ran deep under the Kavan countryside, thinking she was still an A-list assassin and that she could take someone who had complete mastery of the Force.
She was a superb assassin, but her Force skills were crude compared to his. Once Jacen removed her, it would be easier to deal with Ben. And Luke … he’d cross that bridge when he had to.
Jacen checked his belt, pockets, and holster, and decided to oblige Mara. Lumiya and Ben seemed to be elsewhere having their own showdown. Now it all fit. Lumiya had to be silenced for what she knew, and Ben would do it. It was tidy. It was a food chain.
Jacen loaded four poisoned darts into an adapted blaster and slipped the others into slots on his belt, wondering how he could think such things so calmly. He approached the tunnel mouth with slow care. While he could sense the layout, Mara had vanished from the Force again. There was about a meter of headroom as he edged carefully along the central tunnel, and he could see horizontal shafts at about hip height branching off. It had been built to drain storm water; in harsh winters, local Kavani had once made emergency homes down here.
Jacen stood and listened.
“Okay,” he said. “I know you can hear me, Mara. You can still back out of this.”
His voice echoed. There was no response, just as he expected, so he began walking deeper into the maze of drains, lightsaber in his right hand and blaster in the other. The only light around him now was a green haze from the glowing blade of energy.
“I could,” he said quietly, “go back, block the entrance to this complex with flammable material, and set fire to it.” She could hear him, all right: he could hear water dripping slowly deep in the tunnels. Sound was magnified, even if it was hard to pinpoint the origin. “And the fact that these tunnels have vents means the chimney effect would smoke you out, asphyxiate you, or barbecue you.”
Silence.
He held his breath, listening.
Crack.
His right knee exploded with blinding pain as Mara cannoned out horizontally, Force-assisted, from a side conduit and caught his leg on the joint with her boots, ripping the tendons. As he lost his footing in the narrow passage, screaming, he found himself wedged for a second and groping for support. He lashed out with his lightsaber, shaving powdery brick from the wall. Mara dropped to the muddy floor to dodge the lightsaber, then sprang up and sprinted away down the tunnel.
It wasn’t a good start. Jacen swore and made himself run after her, willing endorphins to numb his leg and telling himself that he knew she was setting up a trap. She wanted him confined, pinned down, penned.
If she thought tunnels would even the odds, she was wrong. He’d bury her here.
Mara found the perfect trap at the end of one of the culverts. She could hear Jacen’s running footsteps and she had a good fifty meters on him.
From here, the vaulted ceiling became lower, and even Mara had to run at a crouch. It wasn’t the place to swing a standard lightsaber. The tunnels were in poor condition, and the brick arches were starting to sag and collapse in places.
So he wouldn’t oblige her by revealing his physical position in the Force. Fine. She spotted a rusty metal sheet about half a meter wide and laid it carefully across the tunnel floor, propped on stones so he’d tread on it and give her an audible warning when he reached that point. An intense Force shake of the brickwork and arches in front of and behind the metal plate weakened them, and then she stopped them from collapsing by Force pressure.
Hold ’em up. Wait for him to hit that plate …
Going after Jacen would never work. He could never be allowed to set the agenda. He could come after her.
Trap, immobilize, kill.
It wasn’t pretty, and it wouldn’t capture the public’s imagination like a lightsaber display at the academy, but her training was in destruction. Jacen’s was in deception.
She could hear him breathing, and the irregular vzzzm-vzzzm-vzzzm of his lightsaber as he stalked, jumping and turning to be sure she wasn’t behind him. Then she could hear that he wasn’t swinging the blade so much; the short staccato hums and buzzes told her he was running out of room.
She was trapped too, of course, unless she counted the ventilation shafts every fifty meters. But when she said she was leaving here over his dead body, she meant it.
She felt the beginning of a compassionate human thought about Leia, but killed it stone-dead. It would weaken her.
Jacen’s boots crunched over bricks. He was impatient. She was in his way, holding him up when he wanted to get on with something.
Crunch … crunch … crunch.
If she’d timed it right, he was close to stepping on that rusty plate.
Clang …
The rumbling began. She brought down both sections of tunnel, before and behind, with a massive exertion in the Force that made her breathless. She didn’t hear him call out. Even in the damp conditions, clouds of fine debris filled the air and made her choke.
Mara waited, one hand over her mouth and nose, shoto drawn, and listened in the Force.
There was whimpering and the chunk-chunk sound of the last falling bricks. She didn’t expect that weight of debris from a low ceiling to cause impact injury, but to engulf and immobilize him. He wouldn’t be dead—yet.
She waited in silence, a nonexistent presence herself, until she could hear no more movement.
Okay. Let’s see what I have to do to end this.
An arm was all that protruded from the rubble. Through a fist-sized gap, she could see the wet, blinking glint of an eye and bloodstained face. A hand reached out to her, fingers splayed, bloody and shaking. Other people might have felt an urge to take that hand, the most distinctively human of things, but it was an old, tired Sith stunt, and she’d used it herself too many times.
She took her blaster and leveled it at the eye, one-handed, forefinger resting on the trigger. She had the shoto ready in case a coup de grace was called for.
She felt as detached and steady as she’d ever been as the Emperor’s Hand.
“Tell my mom I’m sorry I failed her,” Jacen whispered.
“She knows,” Mara said, and squeezed the trigger.



chapter twenty-one
Nu kyr’adyc, shi taab’echaaj’la.
Not gone, merely marching far away.
—Mandalorian phrase for the departed
KAVAN
They said that the human body was capable of extraordinary feats of strength when in extremis. For a Jedi, it was something else entirely.
Jacen Solo wasn’t ready to die, not now, not so close to his ascendance, and not in a stinking drain like vermin.
He deflected the energy bolt with one last surge of the Force and sent the rubble erupting off his crushed and bleeding body like a detonation. Bricks hammered the walls and rained fragments, knocking Mara flat like a bomb blast. She made an animal noise that was more anger than pain and flailed for a moment as she tried to get up.
The effort froze Jacen for two vital seconds. But he knew if he didn’t get up now and fight back, Mara would come in for the kill, again and again, until he was worn down and too weak to fend her off.
He scrambled to his feet, staggering more than standing, and suddenly understood.
It was Mara who had to die to fulfill his destiny.
Killing her was the test: the words of the prophecy were meaningless, and at a visceral level he knew that her death was the pivotal act. He didn’t know how, and this wasn’t the time to stop and think about it. He surrendered totally to instinct for the first time in ages. Whatever guided a Sith’s hand had to guide him now.
But he was hurt, and badly.
Ben … he didn’t know where Ben fitted into this, but now he knew he did, as surely as he knew anything. Jacen didn’t care, because he knew he had to kill Mara now and nothing else would make sense until he did that.
He fumbled for his lightsaber and thumbed it into life again. Mara was already back on her feet, coming at him with the shoto and vibroblade, brick dust and black-red blood snaking down her forehead from a scalp cut. She leapt at him with the shoto held left-handed, fencing-style, seared the angle of his cheekbone, and caught him under the tip of his chin with the vibroblade as he jerked back.
She shouldn’t have been able to get near him. He had total mastery, and she was just athletic and fast. He pushed back at her in the Force, sending her crashing against a wall with a loud grunt, but she kept coming at him, one–two, one–two with the shoto and the blade, and he was being driven back, his strength ebbing. He needed space to fight.
He drew his dart gun and fired one after the other, but Mara scattered all four needles in a blur of blue light. They fell to the ground. He turned and scrambled through the collapsed brick, using the Force to hurl debris up at her from the floor of the passage while she leapt from block to boulder to chunk of masonry, until she Force-leapt onto his back and brought him down.
They rolled. This wasn’t a duel: it was a brawl. She thrust her vibroblade up under his chin and he jerked his head to one side, feeling the tip skate from his jaw to his hairline as it missed his jugular. He couldn’t draw the weapons he needed. He was losing blood, losing strength, waning, flailing his lightsaber to fend her off. It was almost useless in such a close-quarters struggle. Mara, manic and panting, flicked the shoto to counter every desperate stabbing thrust.
“Ben … I’ll see you dead first … before … you get … Ben.”
Jacen was on the knife-edge between dying and killing. They grappled, Force-pushed, Force-crushed: he threw her back again, trying to Force-jolt her spine and paralyze her for a moment, but somehow she deflected it and bricks flew out of the wall as if someone had punched them through from the other side. She almost Force-snatched the lightsaber from his hand, but even with his injuries he hung on to it. He wouldn’t die. He couldn’t, not now.
“You can’t beat me,” he gasped. “It’s not meant to be.”
“Really?” Mara snarled. “I say it is.”
Then she launched herself at him—unthinking, a wild woman, hair flying—and he Force-pushed to send her slamming against a pillar in midleap. But the battering he’d taken and the ferocity of her relentless attack had blinded him to danger from another quarter. As he lurched backward to avoid her, his legs went from under him and he stumbled into a gaping crack opened up by the subsidence. He fell badly: red-hot pain seared from ankle to knee. His lightsaber went flying. Pain could be ignored, but the moment it took him to get to his feet again was enough for Mara to right herself and come back at him with the shoto and plunge it into the soft tissue just under the end of his collarbone.
Lightsaber wounds hurt a lot more than he ever imagined. Jacen screamed. He summoned his own weapon back to his hand and Mara crashed into him, knocking him flat again and pinning him down. Her vibroblade stopped a hand span from his throat as he managed to grab her hair and drag her face nearer and nearer to his lightsaber. She struggled to pull back, hacking at him with the shoto but blocked by his dwindling Force power each time.
Her vibroblade grazed his neck. He fumbled in his belt for a dart. She jerked back with a massive effort, leaving him clutching a handful of red hair, and the only thing that crossed his mind as she arched her back and held her arms high to bring both shoto and vibroblade down into his chest was that she would never, ever harm Ben.
Jacen stared into her eyes and instantly created the illusion of Ben’s face beneath her. She blinked.
It gave him the edge for that fraction of a moment. It was long enough to ram the poison dart into her leg with its protective plastoid cone still in place.
It was just a small needle, ten centimeters long. He stabbed her so hard that the sharp end punched through the cone and the fabric of her pants.
Mara gasped and looked down at her leg as if she was puzzled rather than hurt. The dart quivered as she moved, and then fell to the floor.
“Oh … it’s done …” Jacen said. The shoto fell from her hand and she made a vague and uncontrolled pawing movement with the vibroblade. It caught him in the bicep, but there was no strength behind the blow, and she dropped the weapon. “I’m sorry, Mara. Had to be you. Thought it was Ben. But it’s over now, it’s over …”
“What have you done? What the stang have you done to me?” But she was already losing her balance as the poison paralyzed her, and she slumped to one side as he got to his feet, staring up at him more with shock than rage or fear.
“The prophecy.” It didn’t matter now: the toxin—complex, relatively painless—was circulating through her body. “Don’t fight it. No healing trance. Just let go …”
Mara tried to get up but sank back to sit on her heels, with an expression as if she’d forgotten something and was trying to remember. She crumpled against the wall. Jacen had never felt such relief. It didn’t have to be Allana, or Tenel Ka, or even Ben. It was over, all over.
“What?” Mara said. She tried to put her fingers to her lips, shaking, but her hand fell back to her lap. She looked at them as if expecting to see blood.
Jacen suppressed his instinct to help her. “It’s my destiny, Mara—to be a Sith Lord, and bring order and justice. I had to kill you to do it. You’re going to save so many people, Mara. You’ve saved Ben. You’ve saved Allana, too. It’s not a waste, believe me.”
“You’re … as vile as he was.”
Jacen could hardly understand what she was saying. “Who?”
“Palpatine.”
“It’s not like that,” he said. He had to make her see what was happening. It was important. He owed her that revelation. She’d made the sacrifice, although he was now starting to wonder what that meant for whatever love he had to give up. “It’s not about ambition. It’s about the galaxy, about peace. It’s about building a different world.”
She stared back at him, and now he could see—and feel—her disgust. He wasn’t sure if it was aimed at him or at herself.
Jacen hurt. He was starting to feel the full extent of his injuries, and he needed to heal himself. He also needed to get out of this tunnel.
Mara was breathing heavily now, one hand slack in her lap but the other still clenching and unclenching as if trying to form a fist to give him one final punch. Her vivid green eyes were still bright with relentless purpose. He knew he would try to forget them every day of his life.
“You think … you’ve won,” she said, slurred, but utterly lucid and unafraid. “But Luke will crush you … and I refuse … to let you … destroy the future … for my Ben.”
Jacen sat and waited, almost expecting a prophecy from her to help him make sense of what he’d done. But after a few moments, he felt the final discharge of elemental energy that every Force-user would notice and comprehend.
Ben was the last word she ever spoke.
KAVAN
Lumiya felt the Force shift subtly like tectonic plates in motion. She hadn’t realized that the decisive moment would feel quite like that.
“Ship,” she said, “The new Dark Lord needs me. Follow him.”
Then she left to prepare for death, intending to die well.
KAVAN
Ben suddenly couldn’t hear the voice of the Sith sphere. His own name—Ben, Ben, Ben—drowned out every other sound, even though deep in his head, it was quieter than a whisper, a summons and a farewell for him alone. He forgot about Lumiya, and stumbled toward the source of the voice, blinded by tears.
“Mom!” he yelled. “Mom!”
PERLEMIAN TRADE ROUTE
In the cockpit of his StealthX heading for Hapes, Luke Skywalker felt a hand brush his hair, and as he reached out involuntarily to touch it, he knew his world had ended.



chapter twenty-two
I don’t know what’s happening, Mand’alor, but the amount of secure GA comm traffic flying around the Hapan Cluster now has to be seen to be believed. Major panic ongoing. Stand by.
—Goran Beviin, surveillance expert, reporting back from the nearby Roche asteroid field prior to launch of the Bes’uliik
GAG STEALTHX, LAID UP ON ZIOST
Jacen really didn’t know where else to go.
He stared at the cockpit panel facing him, knowing that he should have been back on Corsucant at least twenty hours ago, and that Niathal would be cursing him roundly.
He was alone, in creased black fatigues, in agonizing pain, and—hungry.
This wasn’t the ascension of the Lord of the Sith that he’d expected. He wondered what ordinary people thought happened when the course of history swung on a single pivotal act. They probably didn’t envisage that their future was now in the hands of a tired, sweaty man who kept thinking he needed a shave, and almost unable to believe that he’d—
Killed Mara Jade Skywalker.
Killing didn’t get any easier. He was just getting better at it.
But it still didn’t make sense. He rubbed his cheek, and the stubble rasped audibly under his fingers. Mara hadn’t been the most precious thing in his life. In recent weeks, she’d changed from being his only friend to just someone else who didn’t trust him and was getting in his way.
She was his aunt. She was family. When his role in her death became known—it had to be when, but not now, not anytime soon—the shock and hatred would tear apart what was left of the Skywalker and Solo families. Maybe even Niathal, and all the others who understood that securing peace was a dirty business, would be disgusted.
I just killed my aunt. I grew up with her. She was there for me. We fought a war together.
I have to face her son. I have to face Ben.
What have I done?
His stomach rumbled. How could he possibly be hungry at a time like this?
He will immortalize his love.
Stupid knotted tassels, all kinds of ancient Sith prophecies that would come to pass when the new Dark Lord was ready to take up his mantle and usher in a golden age of justice, order, and peace. The key had been turned—and this was what the prophecy was supposed to mean—by Jacen killing what he most loved.
He’d killed Mara, and Nelani, and Fett’s daughter, and chaotic unjust democracy, and he loved none of those. He’d tried to kill Lumiya more than once. She seemed to think that was part of the job description for Sith acolytes.
So Jacen didn’t believe it. And if Mara hadn’t been trying to kill him to begin with, he would have seen it even more as a life thrown carelessly away.
The fabric of existence didn’t seem to have changed enough. That shift should have been cataclysmic, and although he was too much of a pragmatist to think he could raise his fists to the sky and call down lightning to energize a mighty soul, he expected to be able to taste the spiritual and existential transformation.
He was afraid. However certain he’d been a few hours ago that Mara was to be the one destined to die, it didn’t make sense in the context of the prophecy. He didn’t feel different, either. Did that mean he still had to kill someone else? He’d been so certain it would all be over now. The sense of anticlimax was almost enough to make him sob.
Then he felt a presence. He leaned his head against the side of the cockpit canopy, and gazing up at him from the nightmarish planet surrounding his fighter was Lumiya.
Jacen popped the seal. “I’m surprised you could be bothered to come and find me, after what happened.”
“You now need to be seen.” Lumiya had a new serenity about her. As ever, she still seemed to take no offense at him for trying to kill her again. “Your new existence has started, Dark Lord.”
“Really?” The pain in his shoulder gnawed at him like an animal tearing his flesh. “I don’t feel very lordly.”
“I assure you it’s done. I felt it.”
She might have been humoring him. He shifted in his seat to ease the assortment of bruises. “I’ll be looking for further proof.”
“Stop arguing with the Force and pay attention to what you have to do next. Luke Skywalker arrived at Hapes a couple of hours ago and they’re looking for evidence. And Niathal is griping bitterly about your being AWOL.”
“They won’t find me.”
“That’s not what I mean. Your trip to the Royal Court, a subject I will take to my grave by the way, needs to be smoothed out in terms of credibility. Sooner or later, it’ll emerge that you were in the Hapes Cluster, and that Mara knew that.”
“How?”
“May I alarm you?”
“Can you alarm me any more? Is it possible?”
“Mara had a conversation with Hapan Fleet Ops while in Hapan space about your presence on Hapes. I intercepted it, which is one reason why I was able to come to your aid.”
“Wonderful.”
“And she even gave them a description of the Sith sphere as a possible hostile. I think that stacks up to a scenario needing a plausible explanantion.”
Lumiya was right. Jacen needed a cover story, if only for Tenel Ka.
“This is going to tax even my creativity,” Jacen said. “How widely known is this?”
“There are no secrets in the galaxy, Jacen, only varying sizes of distribution lists. The Bothans will have it, the Mandalorians will have it … and Alliance Intel will have it, and they don’t love you at all these days.”
“Well, if I weren’t a Sith Lord fresh out of the box, I’d be borked.”
“Don’t joke. Never joke about this.”
“I could say quite legitimately that I was visiting Tenel Ka as Chief of State because of the continuing embarrassment about my parents.”
“And what about your wretched physical state?”
“Ah. I’m hastening the healing trance as much as I can.”
“What about Mara’s body?”
“I left it where it was.”
“She didn’t become discorporeal? She left her remains?”
“I think so. Does that surprise you?”
Lumiya seemed to consider something, breaking her intense gaze. “I always thought she’d become one with the Force somehow.”
“Well, who knows. And here I am about to say they’ll never trace the poison back to me, but does it matter? One day soon, they’ll all have to know.”
“And by then it’ll be too late for them to do anything to you.” Lumiya turned as if to walk away, and then seemed to change her mind. “My ship has been noted, Ben didn’t see you on Kavan, and I’m almost certainly the prime suspect for Mara’s death. This all enables me to do the last service I can for you.”
“Which is … ?”
Lumiya’s most unnerving state was when she was being gracious. It told Jacen that she knew something he didn’t.
“To buy you time to consolidate your hold on the galaxy,” she said. “By making Luke believe it was all my doing.”
“Don’t you think you should be hiding from him?”
“No. You might say that’s my destiny.”
“That smacks of a death wish.”
“My work and my life are done, Jacen. I’d really welcome a rest.”
Death seemed a very routine commodity lately. Jacen wasn’t comfortable with that. He had a sudden urge to embrace life. Deep in him, for all the boy inside that still expected a lightning bolt to mark his passage into Sith maturity, there was a feeling of optimism, green and fresh. It took him aback.
“By the way, Alema is still prowling,” Lumiya said. “If you spot her, she’ll probably be coveting the Sith ship to pursue her vendetta against your parents. I have no doubt you’ll see her around.”
Jacen wondered if Sith left wills; Lumiya certainly seemed to have thought hers through. She studied him with her head on one side for a while, eyes disturbingly green and not unlike Mara’s, and then she walked away into the icy fog.
He meditated for an hour or so to hasten the healing process, and then set off for Coruscant—via Hapes.
FOUNTAIN PALACE, HAPES
“Luke … Luke? Luke.”
Tenel Ka had to repeat his name three times before he could manage to lift his head to look at her. The elegant brocade sofa felt as if it were swallowing him whole, and maybe that would have been for the best.
There was an insulating gauze of numbness holding Luke together, and it took triple repetition to penetrate it—the first to stop him thinking that he hadn’t even said goodbye to Mara and was asleep when she left; the second to stop him racking his brains for the last words he’d said to her, which he couldn’t recall; and the third to stop him seeing in his mind’s eye her scribbled note that he’d balled up and used to plug a hole in his cockpit console, and that he had now lovingly smoothed flat and would keep with him for the rest of his life.
Gone hunting for a few days. Don’t be mad at me, farmboy …
“Luke, Jaina’s here.”
“Thank you, Tenel Ka …” As long as he stayed numb, Luke felt he would function. He would gather his thoughts, see that the rest of the family was coping, and then he’d act—when he knew what to do. “I can’t thank you enough.”
“Luke, I have all my guard deployed searching the cluster.”
Jaina walked in briskly, face grim and eyes a little swollen. She dropped down on her knees and pressed herself into Luke’s lap, cuddling him in silence. He hadn’t really needed to call: they’d all felt it.
“Still no sign of Ben,” Luke said, stroking Jaina’s hair. “And I can’t even guess where he is.”
Jaina knelt back on her heels. “I can’t feel him, either, Uncle Luke.”
“He’ll be okay, sweetheart. I’d know if …”
Luke didn’t finish the sentence. He knew now exactly how Ben’s death would feel to him in the Force. Ben wasn’t dead.
Luke waited for a call back from Leia and Han. He knew Leia had sensed Mara’s passing: after that moment when he’d felt the lightest of touches on his hair, and he turned his head, he’d had the sensation of meeting Leia’s eyes.
She’d call. He’d keep calling anyway.
Tenel Ka’s regal composure flickered for a moment. “Jacen was here earlier.”
“What?” Jaina suddenly regained that edge in her voice. “What do you mean, here?”
“He paid a visit yesterday,” Tenel Ka said. “I don’t know where he is now, but—”
“Would Hapan Fleet Ops have logged his vessel’s movements?” asked Jaina. “Any scrap of information might help.”
Jacen must have felt the death like anyone else, and there was a good chance he’d actually been here while Mara was pursuing Lumiya in this very system. But he was “busy” on GAG business. Luke seethed in silence.
Tenel Ka nodded, all gracious calm again. “I’ll have the captain get all the available information for you.”
Tenel Ka strode out. Jaina’s expression was murderous.
“Don’t say it,” said Luke.
“He’s a total stranger,” Jaina said. “There. I had to, or else I’ll have an aneurysm trying to stifle the urge to punch him out when he finally bothers to show up.”
Luke hugged Jaina, feeling dwarfed by the grand stateroom, and his comlink buzzed. It was Leia.
“Hey,” she said. Leia didn’t just touch him in the Force, she enveloped him. “We’re coming back as fast as we can. I’m so sorry. I am so, so sorry.”
It sounded as if Han had wrestled the link from her. “Kid, you just hang in there. Don’t do a thing. Leave it all to us. Is Ben okay?”
“Missing again.”
“He’ll be fine. Don’t you worry. We’re coming.”
There wasn’t much else Han could say, and he never mentioned Jacen. Luke put his comlink back in his pocket.
The silence felt like pressure building on his eardrums. His breathing seemed to fill the room. What was the last thing I said to her?
“You know pretty well the last thing Mara and I talked about?” Jaina said suddenly. She was doing exactly what he was—replaying final conversations. Tears welled in her eyes. “Nothing important, like how much I loved her and what she’d done for me. Just how much energy I waste in stupid games with Zekk and Jag, like a dumb sulky teenager.”
“Don’t do this to yourself.”
“Takes … this to make me grow up.” Jaina didn’t seem able to say the words: Mara’s death. “Everything’s changed now.”
“I know. I know.”
“It’s Lumiya.”
“We don’t know that.”
“You’re reasonable to the last, aren’t you, Uncle Luke?”
“None of us is thinking straight at the moment.” He didn’t need Jaina going off on an impulsive quest for vengeance. He had to focus—somehow. “Why don’t you call … Zekk? Jag?” He hadn’t a clue which of the two men she’d want to turn to now. “They need to know, too.”
Jaina brushed the tip of her nose discreetly with the back of her wrist, and seemed to take an unnaturally fixed interest in the ornate carvings on a chair leg nearby. “I’ll inform them, but I’m done with all that personal stuff. I’m going to concentrate on one thing, and that’s making Lumiya pay. If I’m supposed to be the Sword of the Jedi, then it’s time I took it seriously, and there’s nothing that’s worth my time more than this.”
The duty captain of the guard came in later with a datapad on a bronzium platter and held it out to Luke. When he hesitated, Jaina took it and pored over it. The expression of I-told-you-so on her face told Luke that it wasn’t going to be comfortable news.
“You want the short version, Uncle Luke?”
“Up to you.”
“Mara shows up after Jacen, in Five-Alpha, and asks Ops to keep an eye out for an orange spherical ship with cruciform masts, because our new Chief of State might be under threat.”
Luke always tried not to be swayed by circumstantial evidence, because two and two frequently proved to add up to anything but four. But he didn’t know if they’d find any other evidence. He didn’t know if they’d ever find Mara’s body—or even if she’d left mortal remains. He couldn’t ignore this.
“Jaina,” he said. “I think you have to leave this to me.”
“What was it you said about none of us thinking straight?”
“I don’t want anyone acting on half the facts.”
“What’s it going to take, then?”
“She’s—she was my wife. I insist that I handle this myself.”
“You shouldn’t have to.”
“I want to. Don’t take this from me.”
Jaina actually flinched. Luke didn’t think he’d snapped at her. Maybe his pain was so intense that the sudden burst of it then had touched her in the Force.
“Okay, Uncle,” she said quietly. “But you just say the word, and I’ll be there.”
There was still no sign of Jacen by the time Luke had tried unsuccessfully to sleep for six hours. He’d dropped off the charts, as Jaina put it. And Ben had not reappeared. Ben, at least, had good reason.
The search for Five-Alpha resumed early in the morning.
KELDABE, MANDALORE
The fourth Bes’uliik off the production line rolled out of the hangar to meet the scrutiny of a small crowd of silent, armored men. They’d folded their arms in that typical go-on-amaze-me Mando way, but as soon as the fighter came alive and sent dust pluming with its downdraft, they all applauded and yelled, “Oya!”
Yes, they thought it was okay. Fett watched it with a certain pride. The higher frequencies in its drives made his sinuses tingle.
“Who says defense procurement drags its feet?” said Medrit. He didn’t seem bothered by the noise, even minus his helmet, but then blacksmiths had often been deafened by their trade. “Record time.”
“Only another half a million of these,” Fett said, “and we’ll be in business.”
“It’s never about numbers, Mand’alor. Never was.”
There was something about the fighter—its effortless hover and tilt, combined with the distinct throbbing note of its propulsion—that made it exceptionally attractive. Fett doubted if it would have looked quite so pretty if it was pounding your city to molten slag. He planned to claim the offer of a test flight.
Mandalore was resurgent, as Beviin liked to say, and it was gathering pace. A steady stream of Mandalorians was returning from diaspora. A few hundred thousand in a week was nothing for a trillion-body city-planet like Coruscant, but Mandalore was now creaking with the influx.
“You’d think a big empty planet like this could cope with a few immigrants,” Fett said.
“Poor infrastructure.” Medrit craned his neck to watch another Bes’uliik take off. “Got to fix that. Four million was always a nice stable population until the crab-boys messed everything up.”
“How many incomers, worst scenario?”
“Impossible to tell. But you asked for two million to come back, and I dare say we’ll get that.”
Fett still marveled at the ability of people to uproot themselves, but then Mando’ade were traditionally nomads—and even he was happier in Slave I than with a roof over his head. “I’m always touched when people do things without my needing to hang them out of windows.”
“Sometimes,” said Medrit, “you have only to ask. Go read the Resol’nare. The six basic tenets of being a Mando. One is to rally to the Mandalore when called.”
“Handy,” said Fett. “But it doesn’t always happen.”
Fett had begun to see the recurring parallels between Mandalore the world and Mandalore the leader, and why the two terms had become synonymous in the outside world. He’d always called himself a figurehead, a reminder of what Mandalorians seemed to think they should be, social template as well as someone to hang the blame on: but it came true. He was recovering, and so was the nation. Mandalore seemed to move inversely to the rest of the galaxy, which was busy going down the tubes and ripping itself apart yet again. But that was good for business if you sold arms and military skills, so the correlation was expected.
“Time to celebrate,” Medrit said. “A little, anyway. Come on, everyone’s heading to the tapcaf. First round’s on you.”
As he walked, Fett reflected that he was as close to satisfied with life as he’d been in a long time, except for the few nagging loose ends that had loomed large when he was dying, and still hadn’t gone away.
One of them was Jacen Solo.
It always came down to Jedi and their schisms in the end.
“It’s true, I tell you. She’s been murdered.” Beviin was holding court in the Oyu’baat, a tapcaf that brewed a sweet, sticky net’ra gal and never ran out of narcolethe. “Big search going on in the Hapan Cluster. Serious trouble.”
Fett visited the ‘caf once a week partly because Mirta said it was good for morale, but mainly because Beviin asked him to. Fett wanted Beviin to succeed him, even if most expected him to groom Mirta.
“Cabinet in session, then?” he said.
The chieftains and neighbors who drank here had become Fett’s cabinet, and if there was any serious attempt at government going on—Mando’ade regarded that as a deeply unhealthy and aruetyc thing—then it would only be tolerated over a buy’ce gal in the tapcaf.
“Welcome to the foreign affairs committee,” said Beviin. “Mara Skywalker’s missing, presumed dead.”
“How do they know she’s dead if the body disappears in a puff of smoke?” Carid muttered. He was playing a four-way board game with Medrit, Dinua, and Mirta that used short-handled stabbing blades. Fett watched from the sidelines, never able to work out the rules. “They do that, don’t they?”
Fett thought of his lightsaber collection. “Sometimes.”
Carid, using his helmet on the floor as a footrest, winked. “So where’s the forensics?”
Dinua stabbed her blade into the board, and there was a murmur of “Kandosii.” “They sense it all in the Force.”
“I’d joke, but I hear their son has gone missing, too.” Carid tutted loudly. “What kind of parents are these Jedi?”
Fett wouldn’t have traded places with any of the Solos or Skywalkers. They were a tragically unhappy dynasty, and even if sympathy was something nobody paid him to have, he understood the loss of a parent, and a child.
“Any mention of Jacen Solo?” he asked.
“That name has cropped up.”
“There’s a surprise.”
“Mentions of a Lumiya, too. Alias Shira Brie.”
Now, there was a name from Fett’s past. Some things never went away. “It all ran better under Vader.”
“I’m still waiting for justice for my mama,” Mirta said quietly. “Because if nobody else can be bothered to slit Jacen Solo’s throat, I will.”
She hadn’t mentioned that in a while. Everyone—everyone—was waiting to see what retribution Fett had devised for the Solo brat. The longer he waited, the more sadistically just they expected it to be. But Fett could see something different in Mirta’s eyes: if her grandfather was the most efficiently brutal bounty hunter in the galaxy, why hadn’t he brought her Jacen Solo’s hide?
The Jedi were right about one thing. Raw anger was a poor basis for action. He’d teach her cold patience, the best legacy he could bequeath her.
“Medrit,” said Fett, “I want to send Han Solo a gift.”
“Nice carbonite table?”
“Proper beskar crushgaunts, so he can throttle the life out of his vermin spawn. And maybe a couple of armor plates and a small blade.”
“Gift-wrapped, signed Please kill your son before we have to?”
“Just With deepest sympathy.”
It was as deep as Fett could manage, anyway. It must have been terrible to have such a disappointment for a son.
HAPES CLUSTER
Luke thought it was prudent for Corran Horn to take over the Jedi Council in his absence. He wasn’t sure he could trust himself. It all felt very academic, even on a good day, and today was as far from one of those as he could imagine.
But apart from the fact that he was now minus everything good in his heart except Ben, Luke felt like his old self for the first time in years. He felt clarity. He knew what he had to do, and there were no gray areas or ambiguities about who was right and who was wrong. For all his pain, the sense of clean focus gave him something to cling to.
And old voices called to him.
He cruised the Transitory Mists in the StealthX, wondering if it had been a phantom effect of the region’s ionization and sensor-scrambling phenomena that had guided him here. He magnified his presence in the Force again.
The comm alert broke his concentration for a moment.
“Luke,” said Corran’s voice. “This is kind of hard to ignore. Everyone’s getting anxious to saddle up and lend you a hand.”
“There’s only one person I need to respond, my friend. And she’s coming. But … thanks.”
“What do you mean, She’s coming?”
“Lumiya. I can feel her strongly now.”
“It’s a trap, Luke.”
“For me and her, then.”
“She’s making it too easy.”
“Corran, don’t worry about me …”
“You know any one of us would gladly do it for you.”
“I do. And that’s why I have to.”
Lumiya was here; Luke could feel her because she wanted him to, he knew that. He wondered how many times she’d passed by him unnoticed and undetected, and congratulated herself on her stealth. He thought of the hand offered to him after they last fought, and how he hadn’t detected any ill will. That level of skilled deceit would have been impressive if he hadn’t felt so sickeningly betrayed by it—betrayed by his own gullibility.
Mara used to say he bent over backward to see the good in everyone.
“I won’t be trying too hard today,” he whispered. “In fact, not at all.”
He didn’t even miss Mara right then. To miss someone, he had to accept that they were gone so he could yearn for them. Mara was still there, just frustratingly silent and unseen, and he dreaded the moment when he finally said to himself, Yes, she’s gone, she’s really gone, and she isn’t going to walk through the doors and complain how crowded the skylanes are these days.
The Transitory Mists were bandit country, rife with piracy, and Luke didn’t care. He maintained a steady circuit off Terephon. Eventually, the feeling of someone darting through his peripheral vision became one of someone in the same room. He rotated the fighter 360 degrees in each plane, ignoring his sensors and his Force-senses for the moment because he wanted to see this thing coming, to look it in the eye and take in the entirety of it in the fundamental way of a grieving husband, not a Jedi Master.
“I knew you’d find time for me,” he commed.
Had she heard him?
His comm crackled. Lumiya’s voice had never aged. He hadn’t noticed that before. “I saw no point in running, Luke. Let’s finish this.”
The ship was exactly as he’d imagined: rough-skinned, red-orange, so organic in appearance that it might have suited the Yuuzhan Vong. The angular masts and webbed vanes at its cardinal points lent it an edge of predatory grace.
“I had to make sure she died,” said Lumiya. “But you’ll understand that, sooner or later.”
She didn’t open fire, and the sphere didn’t move. Luke considered taking one kill shot, but he’d done that before, and a pilot called Shira Brie had survived the appalling injuries he inflicted to be become the cyborg facing him now. No, she had to die for good.
The sphere rotated to face Terephon and began to pick up speed, on a straight course for the planet. Luke set off in pursuit and the two ships accelerated, pushing their sublight limits in what Luke started to feel was a crash dive.
Oh no, Lumiya, you don’t get away with a suicide run. You’re mine.
He stayed within his thoughts: he had next to nothing to say to her now. The sphere was streaking ahead of him, pulling away. He hung on it, closing the gap, calculating how long he had to intercept before it hit the upper atmosphere and plummeted to the surface, robbing him of every closure he needed.
And justice. Don’t forget that. It’s about paying the price for Mara’s life.
The StealthX edged nearer its manual’s recommended safe velocity. Luke brought the fighter alongside the sphere, dipping one set of wings in warning to make it clear he’d intercept her. Maybe she didn’t realize that he had tractor capability: she would now. Luke dropped back behind her and applied enough traction to slow her and get her attention. He could have sworn something protested. It was the ship, complaining deep in his mind about the rough handling.
Lumiya seemed to get the idea and decelerated. Luke broke contact before they hit atmosphere, and followed her down, buzzing her to force her to land on a flat-topped mesa overlooking a typically spacious Hapan-style city nestling among trees and vast gardens.
He jumped out of the cockpit and waited for her to leave the safety of her vessel, standing with his lightsaber in both hands. Eventually an opening formed in the side of the sphere, and she emerged. Would the ship attack him as it had Mara? It made no move. He couldn’t even feel it now.
“Come on, Luke, try to finish the job. Mara would have wanted that, yes?” Lumiya reached up to her face and tore away the veil that covered everything but her eyes. Then she reached behind her back and slowly drew out her lightwhip. “And this isn’t to make you feel shame for the extent of my injuries. I just want you to see who you’re fighting.”
“I’m seeing.” Luke drew his lightsaber and temporary comfort flooded him. “And this ends here.”
He knew the lightwhip by now. He’d relied on the shoto as an extra weapon in the past to counter the whip’s twin elements of matter and energy, but he was flooded with a new confidence that he could take her with just the lightsaber that had always stood between him and darkness. Holding it two-handed over his head, he rotated it slowly, stalking around her.
Lumiya raised her arm to flick the whip and get the momentum for the forward stroke. And then she cracked it, sending forks of dark energy crackling into the ground at his feet, making him jump back before he sprang forward again and brought the lightsaber around in a right-to-left arc that she parried with the whip’s handle. He leapt out of range of the whirling tails again and again, then she paused and he edged closer again.
“You hate me that much?” he asked.
“I don’t hate you at all.”
“You killed her. You killed my Mara.”
“Nothing personal.” She looked as if she was smiling, but the movement was around her eyes rather than her cybernetic mouth. “Just doing what I swore an oath to the Emperor to do. To serve the dark side. Oaths matter, Luke. They’re all you’re left with in the end.”
She drew back her arm and brought the lightwhip crackling through the air, missing Luke by centimeters. He lunged at her again and again, driven back each time. She’d slow sooner or later.
But so would he.
Then, as she began to raise her arm again, he ran at her, so close in that she couldn’t get the whip traveling at its maximum lethal speed. He forced her back, step by step, as she tried to maintain the distance she needed.
One—two—three—four; she blocked him, handle held this way, then that, using the whip like a short lightsaber to deflect him, but Luke didn’t pause or shift direction to wrong-foot her. He drove her like a battering ram toward the edge of the mesa, pushing her within meters, then a step, of the edge.
Lumiya held the whip handle in both hands like a staff and blocked his downward sweep. For a moment they were locked in a stalemate, pushing against each other and grunting with the effort, with only the sounds of exertion because they had nothing left to say to each other.
Her rear foot began to slide backward as she struggled for purchase. The edge of the mesa was cracked and fissured. The smooth glittering stone began to crumble.
Luke reached out and caught her hand as she fell, whip tumbling and bouncing down the steep rock face into oblivion. He leaned back, all his weight on his heels, knuckles clenched white with the strain of holding her weight, and for a second he wanted to see her face dwindling as she fell to her death, mouth open in a scream, but that wasn’t the way to end this.
“I’d never let you fall,” Luke said, and pulled her back to safety. As she straightened up, he looked her in the eyes—calm, eerily calm—and swung his lightsaber in a single decapitating arc.
Now he could breathe again.
KAVAN: STORM WATER TUNNELS
Ben sat in the tunnel with his mother for a long time, and that fact in itself was the start of his investigation.
At first, he deluded himself that she was in a deep healing trance, even though the Force never lied, and the void that had opened in it would have been felt and understood by every Jedi.
He’d run straight to her side, through country he didn’t know, and found her. He wanted to think she wasn’t dead because she was there, still much as he’d last seen her except for the blood and scrapes of a new fight.
So he sat with her, waiting.
He wanted to clean her face and make her beautiful again, but his GAG training said not to remove evidence, not to tamper with a crime scene.
Ben the fourteen-year-old son, lost and grief-stricken, willed his mother just to be in a deep trance. Ben the lieutenant knew better but didn’t mention it to his child-self, and was careful to note everything around him, take holoimages, make notes of smells, sounds, and other ephemeral data, and begin to form a logical sequence that would tell him how his mother had met her death.
He was still sitting there, taking in every pore of her skin and every speck of brick dust on her jacket, when he heard someone picking his way over debris toward him.
He couldn’t feel the person in the Force.
“Hello, Jacen,” he said, and turned to look at him.
Jacen’s mouth opened slightly while he stared first at Mara—a long, baffled stare—and then at Ben. He reached out his hand to him.
“It’s okay, Ben. It’s okay. We’ll get whoever did this. I swear we will.”
Ben was still shut down, hiding his Force presence, but Jacen had found him. It was time to go to his father. He wanted to be with him now.
Maybe the killing of his mother had left a mark in the Force that Jacen had followed. Ben considered the possibility that he was too upset to notice it himself.
He made a careful note of it anyway.



chapter twenty-three
Lawyers for former GA Chief of State Cal Omas have slammed the Justice Department for the delay in bringing charges against him. Omas, currently under house arrest, is said to be pressing for a public trial. A GAG spokesman said today that investigations were still ongoing.
—HNE news bulletin
THE OYU’BAAT, KELDABE, MANDALORE
Venku—Kad’ika—came up to Fett and Mirta in the tapcaf and gestured over his shoulder.
“He says he’ll do it,” said Venku. “He didn’t want to tell you he could read the stone there and then, in case he couldn’t. He hates disappointing people.”
The old man who’d come to stare at Fett with Kad’ika the other day walked slowly across the tapcaf. He peeled off his gloves and held out a frail hand dappled with age.
“I can do it,” he said. “Let me hold the stone.”
Mirta looked hesitant, then took off the necklace to hand it to Fett.
“You’re Kiffar by origin, then,” Fett said. Mandalorians came from any number of species and planets, but adopting the culture didn’t erase their genetic profiles. “Saves me a journey.”
“I … know the planet.”
“What’s your price?”
“Your peace of mind, Mand’alor. Nobody should search in vain for the resting place of loved ones.”
Fett wasn’t expecting that. The hand still held out in front of him was surprisingly steady. Fett held the heart-of-fire by its leather cord and lowered it into the man’s palm before sitting down and trying to seem unconcerned.
The old man folded his fingers around it and stood staring at his fist, his breathing slow and heavy.
“She was very unhappy, wasn’t she?”
It was a good guess. It was inevitable, in fact. The old man probably said it to all the wounded and lonely souls he came across. Charlatans and con men relied on the reactions of others. Fett said nothing to help him take a lucky guess, and there was no expression to betray him.
“And she found it hard to ever trust another man.”
Fett still sat in silence, one boot on the chair. Sintas had never trusted anyone. Bounty hunters weren’t the trusting kind, so it was a safe, easy deduction dressed up as revelation.
“Her worst days were when your daughter learned to talk, and asked where Dada was.”
Fett was starting to tire of this. He shifted in his seat, ignoring the voice that whispered it was probably true. How would he know, anyway? He couldn’t verify it. He and Sintas had parted by then and he saw nothing more of Ailyn.
Not until I saw her dead body.
“She thought you still cared when you recovered the hologram for her.”
Now that wasn’t a guess. It was specific. And it was … true. Fett didn’t dare look at Mirta. The inn was absolutely silent: the popping and crackling of the tapcaf’s log fire sounded like battlefield explosions.
“She said you were far too young to know what you were doing, and you said you only needed to know that she was beautiful, that she was a terrific shot, and that you could trust her as much as you could trust any woman.”
Fett’s scalp tightened and prickled. It was exactly what he’d said, and it was too stupid and juvenile a line for anyone to make up on the spot. No, he has to have information, he has to be putting on a show, he got the information from someone … but how?
The man took a deep breath and hesitated before speaking again.
“You told her that you’d make Lenovar pay for what he did to her, and she tried to talk you out of it—”
It was too much for Fett. “Enough.” He thrust out his hand, palm up. “So you can read the stone.”
Venku lowered his chin. Even without sight of the man’s face, Fett knew the expression behind the visor was fearless and protective anger.
The old Mando took a gentler approach than his bodyguard. “Just tell me what you want to know,” he said. “I know these things can be painful.”
Mirta didn’t give Fett a chance to answer. It was just as well: he couldn’t bring himself to say it. To onlookers, he was just being typically silent and surly.
“I want to know how she spent her last hours,” Mirta said. “I want to find her body.”
The old man put the heart-of-fire on the table while he removed his helmet. He had a fine-boned, thin face and a wispy beard that was whiter than his hair, which still showed traces of sandy blond. He was sweating: picking up the memories and traces of time embedded in the stone’s molecular structure seemed to be exhausting him.
And he didn’t have a Kiffar facial tattoo. But then neither did Mirta, despite the fact that Ailyn had embraced the Kiffar culture completely. In some lines of work, a permanent identifying mark had its drawbacks.
“It doesn’t give me the memories in order,” said the veteran. “It’s all random, like flashbacks. I see images, hear sounds, smell aromas, and so on. Making sense of it isn’t easy.”
He laid his helmet on the table and picked up the stone again, this time pressing it between both palms. Venku put a steadying hand on his shoulder, and Fett felt inexplicably uneasy.
“Do you want me to … find acts of violence?”
Fett glanced at Mirta, not for agreement but because he couldn’t help it. Her brow was creased in a little frown. Dry-eyed; focused. Not a pretty girl, but a good strong bone structure.
“You’ll find plenty of that,” she said. “She was a bounty hunter.”
“You’re not in here, Mirta …,” said the old Mando, eyes tight shut.
“She died before I was born. I want to know who killed her.”
There were a few more people now in the tapcaf than there had been. Fett indicated the door with a jerk of his thumb. “Out. I’ll let you know when you can finish your drinks.”
I want to know who killed her, too. It’s too long ago, but I want to know.
“She wore this all the time.” The old man looked almost in pain, and Venku squeezed his shoulder. “She was angry a lot of the time. Scared, too. There are so many people passing through here … but I keep coming back to a chart of Phaeda. Red skies, and someone she was following. Resada? Rezoda?”
Mirta didn’t blink. She seemed transfixed. “Grandmama didn’t tell anyone where she was going, or who she was hunting.”
The man opened his eyes and took a rasping breath. “Phaeda. Whatever it was, it happened on Phaeda.” He jerked back and stared at the stone. “And she fought to hang on to this. She fought hard.”
Fett managed not to swallow. He was sure they’d all hear it. “She lost.”
“I want to know,” said Mirta.
Venku stepped in. “He’s had enough. Maybe later.” He retrieved his helmet and tried to steer the old man away. “Come on.”
“I don’t know about the when,” the old man said, pulling from Venku’s grasp, “but I know it’s Phaeda. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”
He handed the stone back to Mirta, placing it in her cupped palms with both hands as if it were a live fledgling. Fett had never been comfortable around that mystical kind of thing. He simply observed.
“It’s okay,” Mirta said. “You’ve told me a lot, and I’m grateful. Let me buy you an ale.”
“Maybe another day, ner ad’ika,” Venku said. “But thank you.”
Mirta watched the door close. As she turned back to Fett, the door opened again and disgruntled drinkers filtered back in, giving the two of them a wide berth.
“Well? Was he right, Ba’buir?”
Fett shrugged. It had shaken him, like all the painful memories that flooded back without his permission. “On the nail.”
“Well, we can follow that lead.”
Fett dreaded what else the old man had seen in the stone. Old man. He was only ten or maybe fifteen years older than Fett. “I don’t think I’ve ever been to Phaeda.”
The tapcaf owner lined up fresh ales on the bar. “I see you’ve met Kad’ika, then, Mand’alor.”
“Yeah. Fascinating.”
“The old man with him—don’t see him around much. Gotab, I think. I used to think that was Kad’ika’s father, but apparently not.”
The name didn’t mean a thing to Fett, but he filed it mentally under subjects to investigate later. Phaeda. He’d scour Slave I’s databases, maybe hack into the Phaeda archives. Mirta was examining the stone closely.
“Must have cost every credit you had, Ba’buir.”
She passed the heart-of-fire to Fett and he turned it over in his fingers, touching the carving on the edge. Only the most skilled cutter could facet the uncut stones without shattering them, let alone carve them.
“It’s rare to find one with all the colors in it. They’re usually red or orange, but the light ones with the whole rainbow … they cost.”
“I saw a blue one once,” Mirta said.
“I was sixteen. I couldn’t afford a blue one.”
Fett could afford one now, any number of them, even the rarest of deep royal-blue stones that showed their incredible range of multicolored fire only in bright sunlight. But he no longer had a lover to give them to. It had been a very long time.
“Tell me something about Ailyn,” he said. “Was she ever happy?”
Mirta chewed over the question. “I don’t think so.”
The only thing Fett knew about his own daughter beyond the people she’d killed and what she’d stolen was that she had never been happy, never called him Dad, and that she’d taught Mirta to hate him. He still hadn’t questioned the girl about that. The time never felt right.
“Were you ever happy?” Mirta asked.
Fett never considered if anyone wondered if he was happy or not. There seemed to be a blanket assumption that Boba Fett coasted along on a narrow path of dispassion, never angry, never happy, never sad.
“I was happy as a kid,” he said at last. “I stopped being happy on Geonosis and I never bothered trying again.”
But he’d been angry, all right: angry, grief-stricken, terrified, lonely, and hostile. He’d run through all the negative emotions at full intensity in those days after his father’s death, crammed in the spaces between doing what he had to do to survive, when he needed to be all cold logic. It was a switch he had to throw, off and on, off and on, until one day it didn’t switch on again, and the pain was gone. So were the joy and the love.
If he did what his dad wanted, it might come back. If he did an honorable job, and tried to at least understand the remnant of his own family, he stood a chance of recapturing some of what was ripped from him in that arena on Geonosis.
“Drink up, Ba’buir,” Mirta said. “I want to go and do some digging about Phaeda.”
GALACTIC ALLIANCE WARSHIP OCEAN, ON STATION JUST BEYOND CORELLIAN SPACE
“It’s awfully good of you to join us,” said Admiral Niathal. Jacen walked onto the bridge and tasted the mix of emotions around him, ranging from vague interest to nervousness. “I was very sorry indeed to hear of your loss.”
Jacen nodded politely. She sounded as if she really meant the condolence, but then she was pretty good at hitting the right note. He was visiting Ocean in his capacity as Chief of State to try out a little hearts-and-minds on a gathering of the various ally worlds. There was nothing like a meeting on a suitably mighty warship to show folks what was at stake. The Confederation was now planning a major push against the Core Worlds, intelligence suggested, so Jacen hoped everyone was paying attention.
Life was going on much as before. Recent days seemed to have been a lot of sweat for nothing. If he needed any more answers to Sith philosophical questions, he was on his own. Lumiya had managed to commit suicide-by-Skywalker. Jacen might not have been part of the Jedi Council, but the GAG were very efficient interceptors of messages.
Uncle Luke did it. He actually did it. Like my dad—you never know how far they’ll go, do you?
“So,” Jacen said, “Corellia seems to have been very quiet in my absence.”
“They were waiting for your return—that push on the Core looks imminent. They’d hate you to miss anything.” Niathal, annoyed or not about his extra day or so of absence, seemed to have an air about her of someone who was suddenly more comfortable with her new role, as if she’d taken advantage of his back being turned to forge fresh alliances and consolidate her power. It was almost like a fragrance; the aura that surrounded the love of power was something Jacen knew very well indeed. “The triumvirate is still doing the day-to-day running of affairs, but I’ve got our Intel folks and political analysts reading the signs about who might replace the dear departed Prime—” She stopped abruptly, and this time she was genuinely rattled. He could feel it. “I’m so sorry. That was grossly insensitive of me under the circumstances.”
“It’s okay.” Maybe there was a gentler side to Niathal after all. If there was, he’d exploit it to the hilt. “Can’t tread on eggs and suspend all normal conversation about deaths. The best thing we can do to honor my aunt’s memory is to win for her.”
“Indeed.”
“Murkhana seems tense. We’re past the deadline, yes?”
“We’re keeping a watching brief on that. Might well be Mandalorian psych tactics. Eight X-wings on standby to keep the peace is the price of GA harmony. On the other hand, if the Mandalorians do show up to support their Verpine allies by halting disputed production in their own inimitable way, then at least we might get a very useful look at the capabilities of their new assault fighter.”
“Some might think,” he said quietly, “that we’d prefer to see them attack Murkhana than not.”
“I never turn down intelligence, Colonel Solo.”
“Very wise, Admiral Niathal.”
Jacen wandered over to the bridge holochart that showed the entire Corellian theater. They still had a lot of ships. There was a limited action going on on the Coreward side of the chart. It always struck Jacen as over-detached to show real-time life-and-death struggles as charmingly aesthetic and silent graphics.
“Is this current?”
“Yes, sir,” said the officer of the watch. “Updated once a minute.”
“I think we’re missing something, Lieutenant,” Jacen said, dipping his fingertip into the maze of light to make his point. “Look, what you have here is actually a flotilla of corvettes, and this Destroyer here will move into this position, because she’s actually operating a—”
He trailed off, aware of the raised eyebrows and puzzled looks he was getting, but bathed in the growing warmth of revelation.
I can see all this.
“Can we check that out?” the officer of the watch called to a colleague. “Colonel Solo is rarely mistaken.”
Colonel Solo, Jacen thought, had just had the epiphany of his life.
It’s true. Lumiya was right. Oh, this is exquisite. I was blind before. How did I ever think I could succeed as a commander without this?
Lumiya had promised him a battlefield awareness and judgment that made ordinary battle meditation look like a finger painting—to sense and coordinate by the power of his mind and will alone, a power that only came to fruition in the Master of the Sith.
It’s me. It really is. It was Mara’s sacrifice after all, I accept that now.
But I still don’t understand the prophecy. And I don’t like what I can’t understand.
He was a Sith Lord. Now his work could truly begin.
It had happened.
And it was beautiful.
JEDI COUNCIL SHUTTLE, HAPES CLUSTER
Luke was grateful for something he still couldn’t understand.
He paused before he walked through the doors to the compartment, taking a few deep breaths. Cilghal looked up as he came in, and moved as if to leave.
Mara—no, Mara’s body—lay draped from the neck down in a plain white sheet on an examination table. Luke had steeled himself for something terrible, imagining her horribly disfigured or her features contorted; but she simply looked as if she were sleeping on her back, pale and peaceful, her red hair smoothly tidy in a way it never was when he watched her as she slept.
“It’s okay, Cilghal,” he said. “I don’t need to be alone with her.”
“Oh, yes, you do, Luke,” she said softly. “And I can come back later.”
“I don’t understand it,” he said. “But I get to hold her one last time, and I wondered if I ever would. I can’t tell you how grateful I am.”
He couldn’t see Cilghal’s face now. His eyes were hot and brimming. She patted his arm.
“You thought she would become discorporeal,” she said.
“We talked about it once or twice. I thought she might choose that when the time came. I’m glad she changed her mind.”
“She certainly made sure we had evidence.” Cilghal paused for a second, inhaled sharply, and started again. “It was poison, one I’ve never seen before. But don’t doubt that she also wanted you to be able to say good-bye.”
Cilghal turned and hurried out.
Luke couldn’t speak or even look away from Mara, and he spent a long time staring into her face. If her eyes had opened, and she’d asked how long she’d overslept, he wouldn’t have been surprised. He lifted the sheet to clasp her left hand, and it was just the chill that made him flinch. After a while the skin felt warm from the heat of his own body.
Cilghal needed forensic evidence for the record. But Lumiya had killed Mara, and Lumiya had paid the price. There was no investigation to follow.
Yet that meant there was no need for Mara to remain now, and Luke was torn between wanting never to take his eyes from her and recalling how Yoda became one with the Force: then he might really see her again. But he understood so little of those elements of mysticism. Right then, he was grateful to settle for watching her.
“You really did want to see me, didn’t you?” he whispered, and leaned over to kiss her. He wondered if she would vanish in the next instant. He didn’t dare look away, and knew that it was only stopping him from accepting that she was gone. Even when he felt Ben walking toward the compartment, and heard him walk softly across the deck, he didn’t turn around. He reached out his left arm so Ben would walk up to him and accept the embrace while Luke watched over Mara.
“Hey, sweetheart,” he said to her. “It’s Ben.”
“I’m sorry you couldn’t find me, Dad,” he said. “I just had to go to her and be there.”
It was the first time Luke had spoken to Ben since before Mara had left: it felt like the first time in ages, in fact. Luke tried to think about what it must have been like for Ben to stand guard over his mother’s body, alone and scared, but he was still too mired in his own grief and shock.
“Dad … I know she’s telling us something. I’ve been thinking about it all the way back.”
Poor kid. Luke didn’t quite understand what he meant, but they could talk it through later. He was proud of his son’s strength and dignity. Ben could take the other news, too. He did a man’s job now.
“Anyway, I got Lumiya.”
“Yeah?” Ben sounded surprised. “What do you mean, got?”
“I killed her. I won’t dress it up. I owed it to Mara to give her justice.”
Ben was totally silent. Luke felt a small disturbance around him and his muscles stiffened.
“Dad …”
“I know, legal process and all that, but legal process … Lumiya said she had to … well, a life for a life. That’s all.”
“Dad … Dad, it wasn’t Lumiya.”
“It was. She said …”
What exactly had Lumiya said?
“No, no, it can’t be, because I was right next to her at the moment Mom died, nowhere near the scene. We’d landed on Kavan, both of us. She was still in the Sith sphere.”
Luke heard Ben’s voice from a long way away, and everything was upended again.
It wasn’t her. It wasn’t Lumiya.
“Dad, take it easy, okay? We’ll find who did it.” Ben grabbed his shoulders. “Dad, that’s why Mom stayed. She stayed so we could find evidence. We don’t know who did it yet. Forget about Lumiya. You just got to her first—I was going after her before Mom died. You did the galaxy a necessary service.”
No, he hadn’t. Luke didn’t feel he had done that at all. He’d killed Lumiya—evil as she was—for something she hadn’t done. That wasn’t justice.
Luke found himself sinking to his knees. “I killed the wrong—”
“Sith.”
“I killed the wrong person. But she said—”
Ben put his hands on either side of his father’s face, suddenly years older than Luke. “Look at me, Dad. It’s not good to do this here. Let’s talk elsewhere.”
“Ben …”
“What about all the other people she killed and had killed? She’s not worth your anguish, Dad. Save your tears for Mom, ’cos I will.”
Luke managed to hang on for a few more minutes. When he couldn’t stand it any longer, he strode off to his cabin, shut the hatch, and sobbed and raged in private until he was spent. He’d thought he was bearing up well, holding in all those tears, and then something like Lumiya added a straw to the scales and the floodgates opened. He hated her for that. He’d wanted to weep for Mara, his grief untainted by anything connected with the evil that had led to her death. He didn’t want Lumiya intruding in this moment, and yet somehow she had.
Whoever had killed Mara was still around. He could focus on bringing them to justice, and that meant he had something else to hang on to while he struggled with grief.
But Lumiya had done it again.
She’d fooled him one last time, manipulated him one last time, thwarted him one last time, and it broke something deep, deep inside him.



chapter twenty-four
Message to: Hapan Fleet Ops
Originating station: Terephon
Unregistered and unidentified ship notified to us by Jedi Master Skywalker has been removed without authorization from Tu’ana City. Please advise Master Skywalker that we regret this act of theft while the vessel was in our jurisdiction, and will meet any claim for compensation.
MANDALMOTORS LANDING STRIP, KELDABE, MANDALORE
Boba Fett meshed his fingers to push his gloves back tight on his hands, and looked up at the open cockpit of the Bes’uliik. Under his visor, he allowed himself an intensely private, broad grin.
Beviin applauded, laughing. “Mando boys on tour! Come on, Bob’ika, take that jet pack off before you get in or you’ll have a nasty involuntary ejection at altitude …”
Spirits were high. Fett hadn’t led a Mandalorian strike force since the vongese war, as far as he could recall. There might have been others, but that was the big one, the one that counted.
There were cheers of “Oya manda!” as Bes’uliik prototype fighters were rolled out from the hangar. People were taking holorecordings and pointing out the finer points of the airframe to their kids. The mood around Fett felt like a heady blend of nostalgia and optimism for the future, which was perhaps inappropriate considering that they were about to violate Murkhana sovereign territory—only temporarily, of course—and bomb a couple of its factory complexes into Hutt space.
It was all being done considerately. He’d made a point of sending a warning to factory staff and residents in the likely blast zone to evacuate well in advance. It wasn’t as if the Mando flight was sneaking in and hammering them without decent notice. Mando’ade weren’t savages, after all. Well, not recently … and only to vongese, if they were.
Besides, Fett wanted decent HNE coverage of the new fighter in action. It was worth an armored division in terms of deterrent. There was nothing sloppier than finishing an engagement before the media had a chance to set up and record it.
Dad would have loved this.
Fett was due to be the last pilot to embark, so he watched the other pilots getting into their cockpits. Beviin had been looking forward to this like a kid before a birthday. Medrit lifted up their grandchildren, Shalk and Briila, so the kids could slap their handprints on the fuselage in paint. It was a discreet light gray, although Shalk insisted a good verdyc blood-red shade would have been heaps and heaps better.
“Ba’buir,” called Mirta. “Hey, hang on! Pare sol!”
Fett turned. Mirta was running across the field, datapad clutched in her hand, and Orade ran with her. Either she thought Ba’buir was so senile that he wasn’t capable of returning alive from a simple bombing raid in the hardest fighter on the market, or she wanted to do something unforgivably sentimental. He braced for mild embarrassment.
But she didn’t look like she was about to have a sentimental moment. She looked—distraught.
Fett automatically did a quick scan around the crowd to make sure everyone whose survival mattered to him was still there and in one piece. Mirta was clearly bearing bad news that couldn’t wait.
Ah well. It happens.
“Ba’buir,” she panted. “I want you to be really calm about this.”
Fett said nothing, and just pointed to his visor.
“I’m not sure how to tell you this.” She brandished the datapad as if she wanted to show she had evidence, and that she wasn’t kidding. “It’s … I don’t know …”
“Spit it out.”
“You know I started going through the Phaeda stuff?”
“Yeah.”
“I did a search of all the archive material for names like Resada and Rezoda.”
Fett could see he was going to have to drag it out of her a grunt at a time. “Yeah.”
“Rezodar, gangster. Dead gangster, in fact. Died around thirty-eight years ago. That’s the name stored in the heart-of-fire.”
Fett noted Orade looking at Mirta as if he was more worried about her than about Fett’s wrath for once. “That’s going to be a significant date, I assume.”
“It is. I found he had an outstanding estate, which is what Phaeda calls leaving stuff of value without a will or anyone to claim it. The state can’t claim it, so they store it. The state lawyer’s really annoyed about still having to store stuff, and he says if we want to file a claim, he’ll be a happier man. It’ll take some time.”
Fett wasn’t sure that news of a very dead scumbag’s leavings was worth interrupting his Bes’uliik moment. But Mirta wasn’t the drama-queen kind. This had to be something about Sintas’s death that would make him very, very focused. She’d worked out that he’d been touchy—and then some—about slights to Sintas, even if he had left her.
“Mirta,” Fett said firmly. He rarely used her name. “Just tell me the seriously bad bit.”
She handed him the datapad. The screen was already set to show images of what was stored in Rezodar’s lockup, all numbered by the inheritance court division. Fett thumbed through them.
“Just look for the carbonite slab, Ba’buir.”
Fett didn’t like the sound of that.
When he got to it, he couldn’t quite make out the contours, so he magnified the image.
Oh, fierfek …
He wanted to blurt out something, but no sound came anyway, and nobody was any the wiser with a man in a helmet. His legs threatened to give way. He handed the datapad back to her, taking a deep, slow breath to try to control the tremor in his guts.
“What do you need from me to get this released?” Fett was sure his voice was shaking. “Credits? Signature?”
“Is that it?” Mirta demanded.
“Just tell me.” It can’t be true. It can’t be.
“I can do it myself.” She looked hurt, which wasn’t easy for a hard-faced girl like that. “A thousand credits.”
“I’ll pay.” Fett could hardly believe the words that were coming out of his mouth, all in the voice of a calm stranger. “She was—she’s my ex-wife, after all.”
Sintas was alive.
Sintas Vel, his first and only wife, was alive, provided nothing had gone wrong with the carbonite process.
She was going to have quite a bit of catching up to do with the galaxy—and her shattered family.
Ailyn, what can I say?
“Okay.” Mirta was all sour grit again. “Play the hard man in front of your burc’yase, but I know you by now.”
Fett had decided to visit the refresher before the sortie. Now was a very good time. “I bet you do.”
He strode off, same as ever, because that was what everyone expected, then shut the refresher doors and leaned his back against the wall. He slid all the way down it and squatted there, head in his hands, shaking.
Sintas was alive.
He waited a few minutes, then got to his feet and walked out onto the landing strip to join his Bes’uliik as if nothing had happened.
CAPTAIN’S DAY CABIN, SSD ANAKIN SOLO
I see it now.
I know what I loved most and what had to be killed.
Jacen had laid on his bunk for hours, trying to slot the last piece into the puzzle that tormented him. It was the prophecy. It didn’t fit.
He will immortalize his love.
It was only when Jacen considered that he might not refer to himself that he started down a complex path that showed the prophecy in its multifaceted complexity. It didn’t just have one meaning: it had many.
And this is why I’m now Lord of the Sith.
There’d been no pyrotechnics, and no cataclysmic shift in the Force; and yet, from where he stood now, Jacen looked back and saw a landscape that had changed utterly. It had changed footstep by footstep, act by act, death by death, a change so gradual and incremental that he hardly noticed its passage until—
Until now.
He wasn’t the same Jacen Solo who was shocked when Lumiya had told him he was destined to be a Sith Lord.
If he looked back far enough, Jacen saw its beginnings in Vergere’s oddly concerned avian eyes as he suffered physical torment that had changed him forever, showing him that there was nothing he couldn’t endure and pass beyond if his will wanted it.
And he’d killed not a person he loved, but something precious whose absence he was going to find very hard to handle. It was already searing a hole in him. It had mattered. And it still had the appearance of being alive, but it was walking dead.
What he’d loved and yet killed was Ben’s admiration and devotion to him. Jacen had grown to love that adulation—and he had loved robbing Luke of the role of adored father and mentor.
He will immortalize his love … where immortalize means “dead.”
And Ben—he knew Ben well enough to realize that he would never rest until his beloved mother’s killer was caught, and that she would always be that perfect icon of beauty and courage to him.
Ben’s love’s immortal now. It’ll last as long as he lives, unchanging, like his vision of Mara. And—like the hatred and venegeance he’ll feel for me when he learns what I did. That’ll live forever, too. 
Jacen got up and looked at his reflection in the mirror on the bulkhead again. He’d studied it as if looking for changing symptoms, hour by hour, to see if his Sith status were manifesting itself in his flesh. He didn’t look any different.
But he kept seeing Ben’s face as he walked up to the boy in that tunnel and found him keeping vigil over his dead mother. His eyes … they knew something was waiting to be revealed, something that would rip him apart.
Mara made Ben start wondering why she didn’t become one with the Force. Sooner or later, he’ll find out. You played your part in my destiny, Mara.
And when Ben finally found out that it was Jacen who’d killed her, he’d hate him more than he could even begin to imagine. Jacen had injected a slow poison into Ben’s love for him, as surely as he’d poisoned his mother, and seeded a terrible and wonderful hatred. A Sith needed that magnificent well of loathing to achieve greatness. Ben would eventually become greater than his Jedi father could ever be.
In the meantime, Jacen’s war continued, now on the wider political stage as well as in the GAG.
He picked up the black GAG helmet that he rarely wore, rotated it between his fingers, and felt an odd queasiness in his gut as he put it on. It was standard GAG trooper issue, flared jaw section with a dispersal-gas-proof filter, the visor a single shallow V-band of toughened duraplast, just a basic tool of the job. It wasn’t much different from the functional helmet troops had worn for decades.
But I don’t need this, do I?
He stood in front of the polished durasteel bulkhead. The black outline in front of him was smeared and hazy, a mere impressionist suggestion of what he was. He could hardly look. He was everything his enemies said he was. He was embarrassed; yes, the embarrassment overshadowed any guilt.
He had killed, and killed again, and killed Mara Jade Skywalker, who was both family and friend. Friends … now he had none left except Tenel Ka and Allana, and they would come to hate him when the truth was known.
I’ve sunk as low as I can, in the eyes of ordinary people.
But now the only direction is … up.
Jacen thought of a brief conversation with one of the GAG troops, a former police officer from the Coruscant Security Force. Most murders, the officer had said, were committed by family and close friends. The random killing of strangers was relatively rare, even in the seediest quarters of the violent, lawless lower levels.
I’m not so unusual, then.
Jacen took a breath and stepped two strides sideways. He was now looking into the mirror set into the bulkhead of his day cabin again; crystal clear, sharp, merciless. He gazed at an image of all-encompassing black. He knew what people said behind his back: that he was trying to emulate Vader.
So? I’m proud of my grandfather, but not blind to the weaknesses that brought him down.
But that was wounded pride speaking. I have to be beyond that now. He had to be beyond fear of small consciences and even beyond the hatred that would make Ben Skywalker a strong, worthy, and terrifying successor to the title of Dark Lord.
But that would be years in the future. Now was the time for a man who’d once been Jacen Solo to shoulder that responsibility for the galaxy’s sake.
Jacen took off the helmet, looked into his own eyes, and didn’t flinch.
“Caedus,” he said. “My name is Darth Caedus.”
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Warmaster, we think too often in terms of dualism: Jedi or Sith, light or dark, right or wrong. But there are three sides to this blade, not two, opposed and similar at the same time. The third edge is the Mandalorian. All three sides care nothing for caste or species, only adherence to a code that unites. The Mandalorians remain the most formidable enemy of the Jedi: but the Sith are not always their allies. The Mandalorians even worshipped war itself, then simply turned their backs on their god. You might begin to understand them one day.
—Vergere, explaining galactic politics to the Yuuzhan Vong shortly before their invasion of the galaxy, 25 A.B.Y.
Coruscant, 24 A.B.Y.: lowest level, in a quarter where nobody in their right mind would venture at night.
Boba Fett leveled the blaster and sighted up.
“You can run,” he said. “But you’ll only die tired.”
His voice rasped through an amplifier. He never needed to shout: he could always be heard. His target—a Rodian counterfeiter called Wac Bur, who was unusually overweight for his species—had obliged him by running in evermore-desperate maze-like circles in the depths of the quarter and had now found himself in a blind alley.
Wac meant lucky in Rodian. Wac Bur was not a lucky example of his kind, not at all.
“Dead or alive,” Fett reminded him. The thermal imager of his blaster optics picked out Wac helpfully radiating heat under a pile of discarded packing cases. “Dead’s easier. Come on. I’m a busy man.”
The voice under the cases was muffled and pathetic. “Why are you doing this to me? I’ve never messed with you, Fett.”
“I know,” Fett said. “But you palmed off fake art on Gebbu. Hutts are very touchy about that.”
It was just like old times. His cloned leg, courtesy of his former Kaminoan guardian Taun We, was still holding up fine in the chase. Fett never thought of himself as being in any kind of mood, good or bad, but this was as close to noticeably good as he’d been in a long time. He almost felt as if the future might hold something positive. He hadn’t had that sense of general optimism since childhood.
The alley was fifteen meters wide and stretched twenty meters ahead of him, with no exits: it was just a box with a terrified Rodian rattling loose in it. A quick scan for weapons—there was no point being careless about this—showed that Wac had a hold-out blaster that wouldn’t trouble him. He walked slowly toward the rustling, shivering crates.
“Get a move on,” Fett said, checking the chrono in his HUD.
“You haven’t got a scrap of morality in you.” Wac’s insult was rich coming from a criminal forger. “It’s not like Gebbu’s a victim. Why don’t you go after real criminals?”
“Because Gebbu thinks you’re special. Are you coming with me or not?”
The packing cases rustled. Wac didn’t emerge. It was an answer of sorts.
“Okay, nothing personal,” Fett said, and raised his blaster to concentrate on the thermal-imaging target, hold his breath as he had so many times before, and squeeze …
Bar Jaraniz, Nar Shaddaa: Hutt space, 24 A.B.Y.
The infidels call it preparing the battlefield.
This is the careful, patient work before an attack to ease the path for the army of the faithful that follows. I prepare well: I leave nothing to chance. I’m Nom Anor, executor, and my task is infiltration and destabilization.
And I seek allies in this filthy place.
Do Yuuzhan Vong need allies in this abomination of a galaxy? No. We will, sooner or later, glorify the Great Ones by cleansing these worlds of their machines and the
corrupt creatures who willingly enslave themselves to them. But I’m a pragmatist, and pragmatists never waste an advantage, nor leave a powerful army for our enemy to enlist.
Vergere says a group of warriors called the Mandalorians are the most resistant enemy the Jedi have ever faced, other than the Sith. So being a pragmatist, I would rather have them at my side than at my back. And, in the way of all abominations, these Mandalorians sell their act of faith, sacred warfare, for credits. They fight not for gods—they don’t seem any more devout than I am—but for wealth.
What do they find to buy that’s more important than honor, though? Why do I even sully myself by contacting them?
It needs to be done, and it’s more pain I gladly bear.
As the Mandalorians’ skill comes so cheaply, as they have no honor, I can buy them and use them.
So this is a tapcaf. This is where I pretend to be an infidel and speak reasonably to abominations. I can look like them, and I can talk like them: but I must never become like them, and I’ve been hiding among them for so many years now that I fear I might. As a precaution I entreat Yun-Harla, just in case she does exist, to guide me so that my life of deception doesn’t finally deceive me.
Under the table, where no infidel can see, I pass my knife through my palm and use the pain both as worship and focus. I have just one more year to endure before the fleet arrives.
I have no faith in the Great Ones, but I might be wrong: and I’m a pragmatist, so I keep my options open.
So I shall order … an ale. And I shall sit, and wait.
Bar Jaraniz, Nar Shaddaa: Buy-One-Get-One-Free Night, fifth month, 24 A.B.Y.
The sign above the blaster-charred door frame said that the Jara’ never closed, and despite any number of gang wars, shoot-outs, and minor armed disagreements between business partners, it hadn’t yet.
Goran Beviin walked through the open doors of the Jara’—welded open, for a reason known only to the owner—and paused to scan the unusually crowded bar.
“Over there.” The bartender, preoccupied with building an elaborate cocktail, jerked his head in the direction of the badly-lit booths in the far corner. His hands were full of fruit segments, skewers, and a sky-blue spiral bottle of two-hundred-proof vosh with those nasty little lumps of geref bobbing in it. “The handsome one in the black suit. Lookin’ for Mando help.”
Beviin turned his head discreetly for an old-fashioned visual check by eyeball. Shab, the man was ugly. Seriously ugly: a face like a speeder smash and half as tidy. Beviin considered offering him a spare helmet for the good of the other customers. But they were as carefully preoccupied as the bartender, studying the foam blanketing their ale or the solid chunks in their glasses of vosh subliming into vapor. It was the kind of bar where patrons tried very hard not to stare at one another. That normally got you vibrobladed. The management was proud of the bar’s strict etiquette on that matter.
Beviin held out his gloved hand for a bottle of ale, planning to drink it later. He wouldn’t take his helmet off here. “We don’t do beauty therapy.” The bartender passed him two, and he slipped both into the pouch hanging from his belt. “Seen him before?”
“No.”
“Not a face you’d forget.” There was a loud whoop of female voices and laughter from the far side of the bar, and Beviin noted a human woman and a young girl in full true-style beskar’gam—Mandalorian armor—huddled over a table as if sharing a joke. There were a lot of empty glasses on the table next to their blasters. “Ladies’ night again, I see.”
“Look, I don’t want any trouble.”
“Not planning any.”
“I meant them.” The bartender put the finishing touches to the cocktail. “Your womenfolk can get well out of hand.”
Beviin didn’t recognize them. They seemed to be having a good time, and they certainly didn’t seem worried about being the only females in the bar who weren’t actually working. There were small Mandalorian communities in this sector, but the Jara’ was one of the places mercenaries and bounty hunters touted for work, so the women could have been from anywhere. Their armor—dark red, with the same saber sigil picked out in black on the breastplate—marked them as one clan, and they looked like mother and daughter. Their helmets were stacked on the floor.
“There’s only one thing that scares a Mando man,” said Beviin, “and that’s a Mando woman. Just make sure you don’t forget their napkins.”
They were still howling with laughter as he made his way across the bar to the booths. He heard the word verd’goten. So the girl had finally completed her training as a warrior: she’d turned thirteen, then, a grown woman by Mando reckoning, trained to fight just the same as a boy. They were celebrating her coming of age. He should have put an ale on the table at the very least, or joined in the oya manda, but he had business to take care of first. Maybe later. The girl—and she looked like such a young kid, she really did, even with that unidentifiable dried scalp hanging from one shoulder plate—made him think it was high time he had a son or daughter to train.
Maybe later.
The man in the black suit watched Beviin’s approach, unblinking: the crowd parted to let him through without a word or a glance. Even the gangster clientele here wouldn’t risk offending a Mandalorian. Beviin slid into the booth across the table from his prospective client, lifting his holster clear of the seat. He caught a faint metallic whiff of blood in his environment sensor. There must have been a brawl in the bar earlier.
“I hear you people are very good at solving problems,” said the man. He had watery blue eyes and a face that looked as if it were a sculptor’s first effort at hacking out features from a lump of granite. Not scarred: just crude, brutal, and devoid of any living warmth. He placed both gloved hands flat on the tabletop, one on each side of a glass of colorless liquid. “I have a problem that needs solving.”
“I’m Goran Beviin. And you are …?”
“I thought bounty hunters were discreet.”
“Discreet, yes. Stupid, no.” Protecting client confidentiality was one thing; not knowing who you were dealing with was another entirely. “Once you’ve taken the risk of telling me what you want, it’s either full payment up front or enough information to check that you can pay.”
“That’s ironic coming from a man who hides behind a helmet.”
“I’m Mandalorian.” Beviin was aware of movement behind him, and his helmet’s wide-angle view picked up the red-armored woman walking past the booths in the direction of the refreshers. “That’s usually good enough references for most customers.”
Beviin couldn’t place his accent. He was forty, maybe forty-five, and he was clearly dissatisfied at not being able to see Beviin’s eyes. People always searched for meaning—gaze darting over the visor, up-down, left-right—looking instinctively for facial expressions that just weren’t there. Sometimes it was harder doing business with humanoids than with other species, because they just had to see a face. Where was this guy from? Not somewhere used to Mando, that was for sure.
Shab, he was a grim-looking piece of meat.
And then the man made the mistake of reaching below table level.
Beviin tasted the spike of adrenaline drying his mouth and instantly his hold-out blaster was in the man’s face, its indicator red with a full charge. It was pure reflex, the kind honed by years of war and assassination and just trying to stay alive. He hadn’t even thought about it. His hand just did it.
The man blinked and looked to one side, but he didn’t seem too worried that Beviin’s blaster wasn’t the only one leveled at him. The woman in red armor had drawn hers, too, and was standing frozen as if waiting for an order to open fire. The bar was—as usual at moments like this—carefully silent and totally, studiously, self-preservingly uninterested.
“Copaani gaan, burc’ya?” she asked. Need a hand, pal?
For all the revelry at her table, she was rigidly sober now: brown hair in a tight braid, hazel eyes that should have had a sparkle in them but were predator-cold. The knuckles of her right hand showed white under an intricate lacework of blue tattoos. Her target stared at them in an oddly absorbed way, as if they held some meaning for him.
Beviin shook his head. “Naysh a’vor’e, vod.” Thanks, sister, but no. “I’m just a little tense these days.”
She waited two beats before holstering the blaster and going on her way. She’d backed up a brother, even if he was a total stranger. It was the Mando way. Beviin lowered his weapon and leaned back against the wall of the booth, waiting for a response.
“My name is Udelen,” said the man. Voice level, he seemed more curious about the woman, watching her until she was out of sight: no, he didn’t scare easily. His gaze fell back on Beviin again. “I need to focus someone’s attention.”
“How well?”
“Permanently.”
“Debt? Rivalry?”
“You don’t need to know that.”
“Can’t price a job without a few details.”
“Very well, rivalry.”
“Care to specify?”
“No.”
“That’ll be extra.”
“Are you familiar with the politics of Ter Abbes?”
Beviin activated the head-up display in his helmet with a couple of quick blinks, and icons cascaded down one side of his field of view. “Ter Abbes,” he repeated. The audio feed picked up the words and chewed them over, spitting out a stream of GalaxSat images and police data he shouldn’t have had access to. A grim industrial planet off the main Perlemian Trade Route: a few bad boys passing through now and again, but not exactly a full ten on the Hutt scale of criminality.
What was this guy’s game, then? Politics. That suddenly didn’t sound quite so attractive. Gangsters, debt-dodgers, and assorted hut’uune were fair game, but politicians were a different bucket of chags.
So far, though, this had been a lean year. He had to eat. Bounty-hunting wasn’t the kind of business that ran on five-year plans. It was feast or famine, grabbing what you could.
“What did you have in mind?” Beviin asked.
“I need a politician removed,” said Udelen.
“In power or not?”
“Does it matter? I want him dead.”
Well, that was a complication he didn’t fancy. Beviin enjoyed arresting people, and if arresting meant dead, then he was comfortable with that, too. He didn’t like subverting elected governments, though, not as long as they hadn’t done anything to him or to Mandalorians in general. That was work for spies. He had his limits.
But his farm back on Mandalore was having a tough year. A subsistence, hand-to-mouth, zero-profit year.
“What’s he done?”
“He takes bribes.”
“No, I mean what’s he done that all the others haven’t?”
“He hasn’t delivered on his promises.” Udelen moved his hand to the opening of his jacket with slow deliberation, obviously having learned his lesson, and pulled out a datachip. He slid it across the table toward Beviin, smearing some drops of liquid that might have been condensation from a previously frosted glass. “Here’s who I’d like dealt with. I’d like him to cease functioning as a politician before next month’s elections.”
Beviin slid the chip into the port on his forearm plate, and the data fed straight through to his HUD. The display rolled. Data—numbers, letters, simple icons in one or two colors—merged easily with his field of vision, but a full-color holoimage was intensely distracting. There was a lot of detail demanding attention, and—here was the really hard bit—it was hard to look clean through a face and keep the view beyond under scrutiny when his human brain was wired to concentrate on features. He found himself staring into the eyes of a man who looked straight at him but would never see him.
“Osik …” No, he hadn’t been expecting that face at all. This was no ordinary target, no party drone doing dodgy deals in smoke-filled tapcafs. “This is their opposition leader. Tholote B’Leph? Okay, he was known for his unnatural generosity in awarding government contracts when he was in power, but killing him will start riots across the planet. Wouldn’t you prefer me to break his fingers or something? It usually works.”
Udelen’s grim face cracked slightly. “The aftermath is Ter Abbes’s problem.” He held out his palm for the datachip. “A hundred thousand credits. Usual deal—half in advance when you accept, half on completion, which must be a few days before the election.”
Timing like that meant it wasn’t about wasted bribes. But a hundred thousand was a lot of credits. It was enough to stop him worrying about crops and where the next bounty was coming from for the next few years.
It was also a lot of potential trouble, and maybe more than he could handle alone. His finely-tuned sense of self-preservation grappled with his need to eat.
“I might need to recruit backup. How long have I got?”
“Until the end of our host’s shift,” said Udelen. “Dawn. I’ll be here until then.”
“I’ll be back before then.”
The verd’goten celebration was still in full swing when Beviin left, and he kept an eye on the tattooed red-armored woman in his visor’s 360-degree sensor. She seemed to be keeping an eye on him, too.
He should have stopped by and wished her kid well. If they were still whooping it up after he’d finished talking to the Mand’alor, he’d do just that.
Yes, this job needed to be run past Boba Fett.
Nom Anor: daily report.
Nearly eighteen years; I’ve been away from my own people for too long. But we make home wherever we are, because we have no homeworld now. I hear the Mandalorians have been wanderers, too, and that they were conquerors like us, and their god was war itself. And now—now they are not, and their worship of war itself has vanished because one of their leaders wanted things to be more civilized. They fight other nations’ wars for money, if they fight at all.
When I saw the tattoos on that female’s hand, I thought for a moment that there might be a vestige of the true warrior left in the Mandalorians and that they might be like us
in valuing their own pain and death. But no—this is vanity, decoration, nothing more. They have no castes, no order, no aspiration to improve the universe or save it. They care only about surviving day to day. Their culture’s borrowed, and they no longer impose it on others. They can have no faith in it, then.
What you value and respect, you must make others respect, too. But no matter. They’ll still be useful.
Nar Shaddaa: Gladiator assault ship Beroya, air-speeder parking lot.
“Losing your nerve?” Fett asked.
The Mandalore, ruler of the clans, was a shimmering blue holoimage floating above the console of Beviin’s assault fighter, cleaning his blaster.
“It’s not my usual contract, killing an opposition politico,” Beviin said.
“What’s bothering you?”
“The civil unrest it’ll cause.”
“There’s always civil unrest,” Fett said. “The day you start deciding who’s got the moral high ground before you take a bounty, you might as well join the New Republic Army. And they don’t let you pick and choose your battles there, either.”
Beviin buried his annoyance. Fett had a point: yes, he could be over-picky about contracts and he probably drew too many lines about which assassinations and executions were okay and which weren’t. “But this still feels like something beyond punishment for failing to come good for his paymaster.”
“Go on.”
“It’s too strategic. It’s the timing.”
“It’s a hundred thousand creds. When did you last see that kind of money?”
“Okay, let’s go through this.” From the Gladiator’s cockpit, Beviin noted the nervous glances as passersby took sly glances at the dimly-lit canopy of the fighter and realized not only that it was a Gladiator, but also that it was occupied. When he turned his head they scuttled away, fast. Even in a criminal hot spot like Nar Shaddaa, a cannoned-up assault vessel with a Mando pilot on board was a rare sight in the parking lot. “He doesn’t just want me to do a bit of leg-breaking or whacking. He wants an opposition politician taken out just before the election. That’s not a reminder that his invoice is overdue for payment.”
“So it’s political. So is dealing with Hutts.”
“No, it’s all very … impersonal.” Beviin, one eye still on the trickle of lowlives gawping at the Gladiator, gave the navigation lights a quick blip and sent the sightseers running. “I’ll exercise … prudence.”
Fett was still rolling the EE-3’s scope in one hand, clearly distracted. “You need those credits.”
Beviin realized that he must have sounded as if he was asking for help. “Not the best year I’ve had, no.”
“I get more offers than I can handle at my age.” The hologrammic Fett began clamping the optics back to the blaster’s barrel. “Take a couple off my hands sometime.”
“Mand’alor—”
“Fett out.”
As Beviin walked back to the Jara’ to seal the deal with Udelen, he pondered Fett’s odd blend of scrupulous detachment punctuated by rare acts of what in any other man might have been regarded as pure sentimentality. More offers than he could handle at his age? He was still top of his game. Offering to put work Beviin’s way had nothing to do with the fact that Fett had a fortune and Beviin was struggling most years, no sir. Fett had done a few selfless things—and even if he never admitted it, word got around—because he thought it needed doing.
Because it was right. Fett had his moments. And in the next one he’d blow your head off because it was strictly business.
Beviin returned to the Jara’. Udelen was still there, almost as if he hadn’t moved. Beviin glanced to the tables on the other side of the bar: the mother and daughter in red armor were still there, too.
“Deal,” he said to Udelen.
The man still had a full glass of clear liquid in front of him, and it didn’t appear to have moved, either. He reached inside his jacket—slowly and deliberately—and pulled out a credit chip.
“I’ll know when you’ve completed the task,” he said, “and I’ll know how to get hold of you again to pay the balance. If I like the results, I’ll have plenty of work for you and your comrades.”
Beviin liked the sound of that. He took the chip and slotted it into the dataport on his forearm plate to check that it was valid: fifty thousand creds, enough to transform his family’s life for a while. The pinpoint of blue light verified it.
“Pleasure doing business,” he said.
Udelen bowed his head a fraction, then walked out of the bar with the slow dignity of a funeral bearer. His gait reinforced Beviin’s feeling that this wasn’t just scumbag-on-scumbag violence. There was more to it.
A coup. It had to be a coup. Funny way to go about it, but sometimes the easiest way to grab power was the least direct. Udelen didn’t look like a man who believed in the power of the ballot box. Beviin watched him go, and in a moment of curiosity he pulled off his crushgaunt and dipped a cautious finger into Udelen’s apparently untouched drink. It felt like water. He tasted it.
It was water.
Alcohol and business didn’t mix anyway. Beviin’s business was done, though, so he ordered drinks for the women in red armor and wandered over to their table to put the glasses in front of them. It was just good manners. Some of the patrons lining the bar watched Beviin as if he were trying a pickup line, but they were aruetiise, outsiders, and they didn’t understand his obligation.
“Oya, vod’ika,” he said to the girl. Non-Mandalorians thought it was just a way of saying cheers, but it was much more than that: Survive, little sister: Hunt, enjoy life, celebrate your people. “Oya manda.”
“Oya,” said the girl. “I’m Dinua.”
“And my name’s Briika,” said her hard-eyed mother. Her name came from the word for “smile,” and Beviin enjoyed that kind of irony. She could shrivel anyone with that stare. “Those crushgaunts are illegal. But you know that.”
“I just like antiques,” Beviin said. He patted the scabbard on his belt, rattling an ancient saber in its sheath. “I’ve got a proper beskad, too. On the road for a reason?”
“Got to make a living now my old man’s dead.”
No Mando ever left a widow or orphan to struggle. They shared luck when it came their way, because life was hard and there was no telling when you would be the one in need of some. “Might be able to help there.”
Beviin had enough credits in his pocket already to see him and Medrit through the coming year. If Udelen had more work to offer in the weeks to come, there was plenty to go around for Briika and Dinua.
Just like Fett, he couldn’t always handle all the work he might be offered.
Nom Anor: intelligence report to Prefect Da’Gara, Yuuzhan Vong fleet. Time to invasion: eight standard weeks, 25 A.B.Y. in the infidel calendar.
The Mandalorians appear to be best suited for infiltration, retrieval, assassination, and sabotage. In the year I’ve been using them, they’ve proved reliable. Their small numbers
make them worthless as an army, although they might make an excellent enslaved division at a future date.
Goran Beviin did an efficient job of removing B’Leph, and a civil war is still in progress. He recruits equally efficient comrades: even their children are savage fighters.
When I spoke to their leader, the one they call Mandalore—Boba Fett—I feared for a while that he might want more answers than I could give him. But the kind of destabilization and execution they excel at is a normal, everyday occurrence within this corrupt galaxy; he has no reason to wonder why I ask what I do of his people.
He’s seen and fought wars before. Like me, he’s a realist. A practical man. I almost look forward to meeting him.
Mandalore is already on my list as a world that will be harder to subdue.
Keldabe, capital of Mandalore: outskirts of the city.
Keldabe looked like a run-down factory complex that someone had dumped in a forest and abandoned because it was too much trouble to dispose of it properly.
I don’t even live here. And I’m the head of state.
Fett took Slave I low over the Mandalore forests forty-five degrees north of the equator and reminded himself that it was at least a good planet to defend if push came to shove. The resident population hovered around a modest four million; Coruscant had small neighborhoods with more citizens than that. Like Concord Dawn and the rest of the sector, this was hard frontier country, just jungle, forest, desert, and plains on which farmers made little impact. In galactic terms, it was a small city that outsiders mistook for a world.
That’s fitting. A few Mandalorians are an army, after all.
The comm on the console chirped. “Mand’alor, Udelen’s ship just landed at the spaceport.”
“I’ll be right behind him,” said Fett. “Keep an eye on him in the meantime.”
“We keep an eye on everyone.”
Slave I could navigate for herself, but Keldabe was one location that even a novice pilot could fly by sight. It was—in basic terms—a very large hill-fort ringed by a bend in the Kelita River and beyond that woodland studded with settlements. The sprawl of buildings that made up MandalMotors was the biggest feature in the landscape, and if Fett used the plant’s hundred-meter tower as a navigation transit with the comm mast for the spaceport, he could line up and drop neatly onto the landing strip.
Mandalore was MandalMotors, thousands of tiny engineering workshops, subsistence farms, ore mining, and an awful lot of trees—and that was the sum of it. Without the beskar deposits, the unique Mandalorian iron ore, there was nothing remarkable about the place except the people. And the beskar had been largely stripped by the Empire.
Maybe if they were more formally organized … no, Fett shook away the thought. Mandos were as organized as they needed to be to survive.
And, being Mandos, they didn’t lay on a red carpet and a band to welcome their leader either. Fett settled Slave I on her dampers in a designated bay like anyone else, and walked across the strip.
He opened his comlink to the tower. “Which ship?”
“The blue one that looks like a T-77.” There was a pause, as if the control room skipper had leaned out of earshot to consult someone else. “There’s a grenade launcher trained on it, ret’lini—just in case.”
Fett didn’t take offense at anyone thinking he needed backup. He’d never needed anyone to cover his back, but Mandalorians always had a plan B “just in case.” It was almost a reflex, the kind that was ingrained in a militarized society.
Fett thought it was a courteous precaution even if he didn’t need it. He activated Slave I’s weapons panel via his helmet link, calculated the coordinates of Udelen’s ship, and let her do the rest. The icon in his HUD told him the port laser cannon had swiveled to the forward position to rest its aim on the blue airspeeder. His jet-pack was primed for evasive action. Just in case was deeply ingrained in Fett, too.
He stood in front of the vessel at a sensible distance and waited for his potential client to come down the ramp.
“I hadn’t expected Mandalore to be so … unspoiled,” said Udelen. “Somehow I thought it would be more industrialized. You even have some dwellings set in trees.”
“We have all kinds of housing,” Fett said. What is he, a tourist? “Some locals still prefer trees to ground level.”
“Who runs your government? Who are the administrators?”
Why do you care? “Mandalorians like things informal and friendly. What did you want to discuss?”
Udelen stopped for a fraction of a heartbeat so barely noticeable that even Fett nearly missed it. Maybe he didn’t like his questions being dismissed. He recovered instantly. “I came to tell you that your people can expect to be busy in the next few months. A war is coming.”
“You must be new in this galaxy,” Fett said, totally unsurprised. “There’s always a war going on somewhere, always has been, always will be. It’s why Mandalorians have never gone out of business.”
“It could escalate.”
“Will it affect the Mandalore sector?”
Udelen paused, and Fett didn’t care for his suddenly satisfied expression. “We can hope that it won’t.”
Don’t play mind-games with me. I know blackmail when I hear it. “Whoever might be thinking of fighting here better hope so, too.”
Fett didn’t think Udelen was quite as ugly as Beviin had described; there was a faint but distinctive smell about him, though. It reminded Fett of the sea spray churned up by the storms on Kamino in his childhood. Smells could always take you back.
“I assume our arrangement extends to mercenary work, then,” Udelen said. “Usual rates.”
“Not all Mandalorians are mercs. They choose the work they take.”
“Then I’ll be asking you and a few troops of your choosing to stand by for rendezvous in two weeks’ time.”
“Better tell me what to expect, so we bring the right tools for the job.” I’m not your army, chum. I’m my own boss. “We reserve the right to decline your offer, as always.”
“You haven’t asked who the combatants will be.”
“You weren’t going to tell me.”
“True.”
“So I’ll assume the worst.”
Udelen almost smiled. Fett didn’t like that, either. Even while the credits kept coming, he decided he’d keep an open mind about his client’s largesse.
The core of Mandalorian bounty hunters and troops Udelen seemed to like to have on call were doing okay financially. That was fine—as long as Udelen understood that the legendary Mandalorian discipline wasn’t dumb obedience. Even a Mandalore had to understand that.
Fett watched the airspeeder lift off and disarmed Slave I’s cannon via his helmet link.
But he knew the spaceport control tower would be tracking it until it left Mandalore’s orbit. Just in case.
Nom Anor’s notes: final Intelligence assessment. ETA for vanguard of Yuuzhan Vong fleet: two days.
Some days I almost find kinship with Mandalorians. Some of them actually prefer living homes, not built-things like other infidels. They create homes on platforms in the
branches of trees. And then I see them as they are, with their passion for wholly artificial technology. Yes, I blow hot and cold over them, as the infidels say. But I don’t need to like them, only to understand how useful they are for the subtle things in war that the sheer force of our fleet can’t always achieve. They’ve helped me prepare the battlefield: now we’ll see how they respond to the prospect of the battle itself.
I’ve asked Fett to rendezvous with me at a point on our invasion route. I want the Mandalorians to be among the first to see their new masters as we enter this galaxy.
The fleet is nearly here. I won’t have to disguise myself and hide any longer.
Rendezvous point with Udelen’s forces, strength and type unspecified, for a briefing at Outer Rim: 25 A.B.Y.
“If anything happens to me, will you take care of Dinua?”
Briika Jeban’s voice broke the silence on the shared comlink as the squadron waited for Udelen to appear. Beviin, fed up with waiting and reduced to staring through the Gladiator’s canopy at the veil of stars and gas clouds, jerked back to the here and now.
“Yes,” he said. “But nothing’s going to happen to anybody. Anyway … yes.”
“Do I get a say in this?” asked Dinua. Beviin wasn’t sure if she was reminding them she was a fourteen-year-old adult who could speak for herself, thanks, or if she preferred the idea of gai bal manda—adoption, literally name and soul—by someone else. It was usually the former. “And no, nothing’s going to happen to anyone.”
Death was the ever-present reality in this business. Beviin knew Dinua missed her father, and even if he could never be more than a friend and brother to Briika, his duty was to make sure her daughter—even as an adult—would never be an orphan. If only Fett had been truly part of the Mandalorian community, Beviin thought: someone would have adopted him so that he always had a family whether he needed one or not. But nobody had raised the issue with him. They probably never would. He wasn’t a family man, and there was still no room for anyone in his life except Jango’s ghost.
“I’ll take that as agreement,” said Beviin. “And I promise that if I ever adopt you, I won’t make you wear frilly dresses.”
Loud guffaws, Dinua’s included, filled his audio link, but Fett was silent: there wasn’t even a rebuke. On station around him, clustered around Slave I, were the two women in their Aggressor fighters and the Detta brothers—Cham and Suvar—with Tiroc Vhon, all in Gladiators.
“The only thing anyone’s going to die of today is boredom,” Cham said. “We haven’t missed the time window, have we?”
“No,” Fett’s voice cut in. “We haven’t. He has—nearly.”
Beviin powered up his thrusters. “I’ll go scout around.”
The Gladiator turned 180 degrees and looped away Coreward before coming back in a U-turn. It wasn’t boredom, although nothing was happening. The others might not have said it, but everyone was feeling that moment of doubt when you considered how little you knew for sure about your client, and—more to the point—how little you knew about the situation your client was about to get you into. The rendezvous was simply for a briefing. That was the point: not a battle, sight unseen, enemy unknown, but a briefing, so that they could regroup afterward with their new intel and prepare themselves properly. If you took mercenary work, Beviin reasoned, you accepted that clients sometimes put you lower on their need-to-know list than their regular troops.
Yes, I’d adopt Dinua. Medrit would agree.
But it wouldn’t come to that. Beviin flew back along the route he’d taken, checking his long-range scans for fast-moving objects or vehicles exiting hyperspace.
Gai bal manda: like all the Mandalorian ceremonies, it was short and to the point. Nobody had the time, patience, or credits to waste on lavish events. Get the business over, and hope still to be alive for a few bottles of narcolethe or net’ra gal later …
The proximity sensor blipped, and Beviin switched his attention from his HUD to the transparent canopy of the Gladiator.
He always preferred visual confirmation. For a moment he thought the scan was acting up, because the unknown ship—and it had to be a ship, given the speed at which it was moving—was showing a profile more like an asteroid, a mass of mineral readings, and it was big, well over a thousand meters and maybe two. But this wasn’t an asteroid belt. Shab, the Glad’s instruments needed calibrating again. Some of his newly earned credits would already be hemorrhaging from his pocket.
The ship appeared to be aft of him, and he didn’t trust the scan to keep him clear of trouble. Banking to starboard with a quick burn, he came about in a wide arc to get a visual on whatever was on his tail.
And there was a large object in range. That was about the best he could manage.
What he saw made no sense. It glittered in places where the harsh white light of the star caught it and … no, it was an asteroid after all. The shape was more regular and oval than the usual shattered chunks, and it wasn’t rotating and tumbling like the big ones usually did, but it—
Oh. No, that’s not happening.
In that way of glimpsing things out of context, Beviin had a split second of total illogical illusion: his brain told him explosion, debris, brace for impact. He almost ducked before he realized the massive lump of rock was following a course with all the purpose of a warship. Almost without thinking, he flicked his visor to maximum magnification and saw a craggy gray rock with unusually regular bands of black glossy material like some igneous mineral or tektite. Trailing from its bows, almost like the barbels of an ice-river vaban, were brilliant scarlet and blue branch-like growths, some with tapered purple sac-like pods attached to them.
The pods seemed about the size of an X-wing.
Beviin flicked open the comlink in his helmet. “Mand’alor,” he said. “Patch into my video circuit, will you?”
“I can see it fine from here.” Boba Fett’s voice was perfectly calm. “In fact, I can see more of them …”
“That’s navigating.” It was Briika’s voice on the comlink now. All their helmets and systems linked to share data. “That’s a fleet.”
“We’ve seen fleets before.”
“Not like that one, Mand’alor.”
“We don’t know if it’s hostile or just freight passing through …” Beviin, doing what he’d been drilled to do without question or argument all his life, moved into formation with the other fighters to flank Slave I. “But it isn’t in my Mandos’ Big Book of Friendly Warships, so let’s not get caught with our kut’ike around our ankles, shall we?”
A battle formation was usually four Gladiators linked to a Pursuer, yet this motley squadron slotted together, wordless and automatic. Beviin watched his comrades’ weapon icons illuminate almost simultaneously in his HUD. Slave I already had missile, cannon, and torpedo lock on the vanguard ship. No, Fett wouldn’t get caught with his pants down either.
The other asteroid vessels were now visible, line astern, both on the scan and in visual range. One eased out to port and broke from the line, heading for the Mandalorian squadron.
“Steady,” said Fett. “Whites of their eyes …”
Cham’s snort was audible. “They better have eyes.”
The lead ship—if that was what it was—would have stretched from one end of Beviin’s farm boundary to the other. It was monstrous in every sense of the word, and all the worse for being frankly unrecognizable as a vessel. The audio feed in his helmet clicked as Fett transmitted.
“Unidentified vessels, this is Slave One.” Fett should have been anxious, Beviin thought, but there was never a trace of it in his voice. Maybe after you survived the Sarlacc, nothing ever really scared you again. “I have no transponder code for you. Identify yourself.”
There was softly hissing silence, and Beviin somehow expected nothing else. Which one would respond? His attention moved between his cockpit scan and the void beyond his canopy, now both full of targets that could only be a fleet of vessels. No natural phenomenon behaved with that much purpose. He tightened his fingers around the control stick and rolled his thumb across the tilting ball that would fire one or all of the four cannons. If they could make more than a dent in the fleet—well, he’d take out what he could.
Why do I automatically assume they’re hostile?
Why didn’t I call home and talk to Medrit when I had the chance?
I knew I’d never die in my sleep, but this isn’t how I thought it’d be.
He’d lost count of the behemoths now. His scan screen was so full of points of light tagged unidentified that he couldn’t put a pin between them. The void of space that filled the transparisteel canopy was peppered with stars of reflected light, as if a new galaxy had suddenly arrived.
The cloud of objects—of ships—was on course for Belkadan.
“Mandalorians,” said a familiar voice over the comlink. “We come to free you and your entire galaxy from the heresy of technology and teach you respect for the Great Ones.”
“Udelen …” Beviin said.
“I am Nom Anor, executor, and what you see is the vanguard of the Yuuzhan Vong fleet. It has taken decades to reach here, and now your galaxy will be reformed. Transformed.”
Beviin heard Fett’s slight intake of breath. Coming from him, that was a yelp of surprise.
“I think some people might want to discuss that first.” Fett’s weapons were still locked on. “Depending on what you mean by reformed.”
“You would call this an invasion. And you have the privilege of being among the first infidels to witness our arrival.”
Beviin hung on a frozen second, unsure whether to open fire or wait for Fett’s orders. Yes. It really was a new galaxy that had come to visit. He struggled to take it in. On the open comlink, everyone’s breathing was audible, and it sounded urgent, shallow—afraid.
“Fett, follow these coordinates and enter my ship. We’ll show you the future of your galaxy, and how you’ll play your part in achieving this much-needed transformation.”
Fett’s response would normally have been a well-aimed ion-cannon round and a fast escape. Nothing changed or charged up on the shared HUD display. Beviin heard him swallow before responding.
“I’ll leave my troops to await my safe return, then.”
“No need for you all to enter, I agree. And you’ll vouch for them.”
“Given the size of your fleet, what could a few small ships do anyway?”
“Mand’alor, I’ll escort you,” Beviin interrupted. Planning and thought never came into it. He heard himself react. We rally to the Mandalore. This is how we survive. “I’ll follow you in.”
“When I find out what in means,” said Fett, “then do it.”
Beviin powered down his weapons and swung the Gladiator in behind Slave I as the vessel edged forward toward the giant scarred rock of a warship. “Ke’pare,” he whispered down the comlink. Fett didn’t speak Mando’a, but neither would these Yuuzhan-whoever-they-were. Almost no aruetii did. “Ke baslana meh mhi Kyrayc.”
Stand by, and get out if we don’t make it.
They’d know what to do, and when to do it. It was hardwired and hard-trained into all of them.
The gray asteroid became a mountain range that filled his field of view as he trailed behind Slave I’s thrusters at a safe distance into a mouth-like opening of the warship.
“Oya,” Suvar responded. Go get ’em. And stay alive.
Funny word, oya. It adapted to any situation. Oya. Beviin seized it for courage.
He had the feeling he had seen nothing yet.
Nom Anor: docking bay of the miit ro’ik.
The warriors ask if the Mandalorians are the droids the infidels use. They cluster around the little fighter craft and stare at the metal figures that climb out. They might as well be, because they seem to have surprisingly little fight in them for professional soldiers; we’d have fought back by now.
They are excellent saboteurs, though.
I hope Fett avoids using his jetpack. The warriors would be enraged to see artificial combustion, the first abomination. They’re already disgusted that I let these infidel Mandalorians bring their machines into this miit ro’ik, and they dislike my use of the infidel comlink, but I’m an Executor, and they don’t dare argue with me.
I can’t see these infidels’ faces, but I know they’re amazed by the perfection they see. Fett is looking everywhere, studying everything, if the movements of his head are anything to go by. I hear he has impressive scars: but they were merely an accident. His lackey, Beviin … he follows his master.
They might well fit into the natural order of things, after all.
Yuuzhan Vong miit ro’ik warship.
Beviin couldn’t be heard outside his helmet, but he still whispered as he walked along the living corridor behind Fett into the heart of the ship.
“How was I supposed to know what he was?”
“You weren’t.” That ugly barve Udelen—Nom Anor—had fooled everyone. How he disguised a mutilated face like that was a miracle. Fett had a good look at his real face now. “And better that we find out what we’re dealing with than get a surprise like the rest of the galaxy.”
“This isn’t going to be like the good old Sith and Jedi puppet show, is it?”
“I don’t know. All that matters is if there’s something in it for Mandalorians.”
Fett didn’t expand, not then. He had his father’s nose for trouble, and he smelled it this time like never before. The ship itself was bad enough: for all the vibrant color on every surface and crew member, it was like being in a stinking cave infested with unrecognizable vermin. There wasn’t a smooth, spotless durasteel bulkhead or reassuring piece of normal cleanly oiled engineering to be seen.
Yes, it had a distinct scent, the smell of damp forest and weed drying on beaches and a hint of blood.
It was like being in something’s guts. It was like being back in the Sarlacc.
And it was the smell of Udelen when he met him at Keldabe spaceport. I didn’t see this coming. I should have. And now I know—well, maybe this is the best position to be in.
Fett ran every recording and analysis device in his helmet as he walked through the ship, from penetrating radar to thermal imaging. Every so often he stopped and touched the—no, not bulkheads, walls. He couldn’t shake the idea of stomach walls. He wiped his fingertips along them, feigning awe and curiosity, and then discreetly transferred whatever organic traces he’d picked up on his gloves to one of the pouches on his belt.
“Samples,” he said quietly. “Anything small—any bits of this thing you can steal—pocket it. Okay?”
“Got you,” said Beviin.
What he needed most of all, though, was a slice of the Yuuzhan Vong invader who walked ahead of him, a snakelike thing coiled up one arm. It was alive.
“Pet?” he asked. Jabba always kept some weird wildlife that amused him. Maybe Yuuzhan Vong did the same. “A familiar?”
“Weapon,” said Nom Anor. He shook it off his arm in one elegant gesture; it stiffened immediately into a rod before writhing back into coils and slithering back onto the executor’s arm. “A living weapon called an amphistaff.”
Fett had done business with the worst of life-forms, and it never seemed to matter either way who was running the galaxy. Small lives went on in the social undergrowth, a grim quest for daily survival, and the power floated to the top and was misused and sucked dry for advantage. Fett just took his cut and satisfied himself with living by his own code, because he was a practical man and knew what he could and could not change about the galaxy.
But the Yuuzhan Vong seemed to think there was nothing they couldn’t change about it.
Nom Anor, stripped of his human disguise and black business suit, strode along pointing out organic technology with a pride bordering on arrogance and then stepping clean across that line.
“I’ve been among you infidels eighteen years,” he said. “Not once have I found a pure culture with fully organic technology.”
Beviin muttered, audible only to Fett. “Aruetii. We’re not his best buddies any longer, then.”
“We do our best,” Fett said to Nom Anor. “You’ll have to teach us how to do things right.”
As they ambled through the ship, Beviin appeared to trip and steady himself against a wall from time to time, or pick up something of no consequence from the deck. Good man.
“We will,” said Nom Anor. The warriors were giving him a wide berth.
“So you’re a senior officer.” Investigate, record, understand. Intelligence saves your life sooner or later.
“Commander?”
“I’m intendent caste,” said Nom Anor. “An executor. My caste are administrators. That makes me superior in the hierarchy to a warrior.”
It was almost as if the Yuuzhan Vong had set out to compile a list of things that Mandalorians found repellent and then ram them down their throats to make a point of how alien they were. A bureaucrat and spy, lording it over a soldier, looking down his nose—
Fierfek, the barve didn’t even have a nose.
Fett stared at the warriors he passed. They were covered in the most impractical armor he’d ever seen, literally encased from head to foot, with huge, savage, claw-like projections on shoulders and knees, wrists, and even the backs of their legs. They never sat down on duty, that was for sure. As one soldier passed, what Fett thought was a brilliantly-varnished scarlet decoration on his chest suddenly moved. It was a beetle, a huge beetle.
Fett switched to voice projection. Now wasn’t the time to get prissy about cultural differences. “What’s that armor made from?”
“Not made,” said Nom Anor. “Bioengineered. A living vonduun crab, and technology is a poor second to it. Blasters won’t penetrate the shell.”
Go ahead, tell me all your trade secrets. If I make it out alive—“They’d fetch a good price.”
“And they kill anyone but the warrior for whom they were grown.”
“You’ve not come on a sales mission, then.”
Nom Anor might have smiled as he turned his head to glance at Fett, but with a mutilated face like that it was hard to tell. His mouth was set in a permanent rictus of a humorless grin, devoid of lips.
“We’ve come to claim this galaxy and colonize it. I did say invasion, did I not?”
There were millions of planets in the galaxy and someone was always invading and colonizing someone else. It was inevitable. But Fett hadn’t come across anyone with ideas about taking over the whole galaxy before, unless he counted Palpatine. “And you think we’ll help you do it.”
“You have little choice.”
“And you’re going to have to fight your way across this galaxy, a world at a time, and you know it. Why did you recruit us if you thought you could do it alone?”
“Are you asking for more credits?”
Fat lot of good the creds would do us if these things succeed. “Maybe.”
“You attempt to blackmail me?”
“I’m telling you that it’s easier to do it with us than without us.”
“You’re being paid.”
“It’s not enough.”
“You’re in no position to bargain.”
“I think I am.”
Beviin sounded as if he was holding his breath. Fett could see him, arms slightly away from his sides, and he could also see where he was directing his visual scan from the shared icon in his own HUD. Beviin was checking out the deckhead of the ship. Fett reverted to the closed comlink. “Don’t even think about it.”
“Just checking.”
“Just recce.”
There was a time for shooting your way out of trouble and a time for reasoning an escape. Survival depended on finding out as much about the enemy as you could.
Besides, were these creatures any more of an enemy than a Sith empire or a Jedi republic? He’d done business with a lot worse. Right now, they were still customers—but only just. He could get something out of them.
“I want to know exactly what you want from us,” Fett said, moving his gaze slowly left to right and back again as he walked. The sensors in his helmet range finder and the penetrating radar built up a more detailed three-dimensional plan with each sweep. A med scanner and a mining probe might have done the job better, though. “And what do you want from the galaxy?”
Nom Anor stopped at a ragged opening in the bulkhead and gestured them inside. “I thought I’d made this clear. Surrender and obedience.”
Dream on, barve. “Be specific.”
“We’ll cleanse your galaxy of technology and replace it with ours. Organic technology. Living technology. No machines, no artificial combustion, no artifacts. These are, you’ll come to understand, an abomination and an insult to the Great Ones. To the gods themselves.”
Fett had a sudden image of having a crab-suit grown on him. No. That was not going to happen. “And our role in this great scheme?”
“Intelligence gathering and the more subtle work we require.”
Fett still didn’t have a clear idea of what Nom Anor meant by organic technology. Some species made limited use of it, but it looked nothing like what he was seeing, smelling, and hearing now: grotesque men encased in living crabshell, weapons that were animals, ships that were miniature planets.
“Show me,” said Fett.
What did you call an enclosed space in a Yuuzhan Vong ship? A cabin, a compartment, a hangar? They walked into a chamber that felt to Fett like a stomach. The bulkheads might have been set with glowing, moving, beetle-like lumps, but he couldn’t shake the analogy now. Another bizarre figure—a warrior, possibly, but maybe a different specialty or caste judging by the lack of clawed armor—crouched on the deck, arms clasped over his head. When he moved, there was some kind of armor gorget at the base of his throat.
But the trouble with staring at something you didn’t quite recognize was that it suddenly shifted into perspective and context, and you could see it for what it was with shocking clarity. Fett realized he wasn’t looking at a Yuuzhan Vong.
“What the shab have you done to him?” Beviin asked.
It was a human male, more or less.
The nape of his neck skin was covered in grimy pink lumps that looked at first like knobbly vertebrae that disappeared under a rough gray shirt but on second glance appeared more like stone. It was hard to tell how old he was or where he came from; the visible skin was olive and smooth. His head was shaven. But he was human, or humanoid, all right.
Nom Anor looked down at the figure with detached interest.
“We took this prisoner on Ter Abbes. The yorik-kul implant is an experimental one, a new strain.”
He caught the man’s shoulder with one hand and jerked him half-upright so that his head lolled back as if drunk. The object that Fett had taken for a gorget, an armored throat piece, was the same bone-like pink mass as the knobs on the back of the prisoner’s neck. Ridges in it aligned with the knobs. Fett suddenly saw the lumps as the ends of projections from the gorget that somehow passed clean through the prisoner’s neck, and it was one of those images that he put out of his mind the moment it formed.
The man didn’t seem to be in pain. His eyes were glazed and fixed on the mid-distance. Fett concentrated on staying detached even though the animal core of him was revolted and telling him to run for it.
“You going to explain that?”
“It’s coral,” said Nom Anor. “It colonizes the body and enables us to control captives and turn them into productive slaves. This specimen was a little different and so our shapers are observing how the yorik-kul adapts to him. The process is … incomplete.”
“And that’s what you have in mind for the whole galaxy, is it?” Don’t say a word, Beviin. “All of us.”
Nom Anor’s eyes darted across Fett’s visor. They still looked like the trapped remnants of a human, and Fett kept thinking cyborg, and how ironic that would be for a species that found machines an abomination. Abomination. Religious word. And he didn’t trust cults any more than he trusted politicians and accountants.
“Not necessarily as slaves,” said Nom Anor.
“Good. Because it’s going to be a tough sell.”
“Some will see the truth and become Yuuzhan Vong.”
“And those who don’t? Let me guess.”
“They’ll be Yuuzhan Vong, or they’ll be dead.”
This was the point at which Nom Anor ceased to be simply unpleasant business and became something Fett hadn’t really seen before: a threat he might not be able to handle.
It was as if the executor changed before his eyes, shifting subtly from just a hideously disfigured face made worse by its few vestiges of normality into something totally alien he had to be able to kill. It felt personal for a moment, and that was anathema. The trick was to understand the enemy without identifying with him. Now he’d name his higher price. He knew exactly what he had to demand.
“As long as we work for you,” Fett said, “you leave the Mandalore sector alone.”
Nom Anor stared into Fett’s visor and Fett stared back, his helmet cam recording, even if the executor couldn’t tell that. The creature’s face was a nightmare, a corpse from a battlefield: nose and lips missing, leaving a hole in the center of his face set above teeth that were every bit as human as his own. His skin was a mass of puckered but regular scars and intricate tattoos. A thick ridge of bone or scar tissue—Fett wasn’t sure which—ran from under his sunken eye sockets to the back of his hairless, scarred, tattooed scalp.
It was just the eyes and the teeth.
They were utterly human, as if someone were trapped in a monstrous suit and trying to get out. The image clicked into place almost like an overlay on a holochart. Fett suddenly imagined what Nom Anor might have looked like with a nose, and a mouth, and regular skin. He imagined what the warriors would look like: because these invaders all had the same terrible faces. They mutilated themselves deliberately.
Fierfek. If that’s what they do to themselves …
“You still try to bargain with me,” said Nom Anor.
“That’s my price. It goes up when I find clients haven’t been totally open with me.” Like not mentioning a galactic invasion. Fett was the one doing the buying now, though: he was buying time. “You’re going to have to fight for every meter of ground here. Thousands of sentient species, countless worlds, and every one will put up a fight. You need us. If only to deal with the Jedi.”
“And I could kill you now, of course.”
“I’m one man. The clans will find a new Mandalore right away, and then they’ll fight. Your call.”
Beviin muttered irritably, “Thanks, ’Alor.”
The prisoner began moaning incoherently and slumped back on the deck, convulsing, eyes rolled back in his head. Nom Anor watched him with apparent fascination, making no attempt to help, and for a second Fett seriously considered drawing his blaster and putting the wretched man out of his misery. He decided it wasn’t his business, but he also knew he would regret not doing it for the rest of his life.
Another Yuuzhan Vong entered the compartment, as tattooed and mutilated as Nom Anor but wearing a draped charcoal-gray robe—for want of a better word—that seemed to be stapled to his flesh, from shoulders to scalp. These people liked pain. Fett could grit his teeth and take it, but there was endurance, and then there was the sick, disturbing fondness for it; and pain looked like it was central to the Yuuzhan Vong way of life.
He’d seen enough. Or at least he thought he had.
The new Yuuzhan Vong bent over the prisoner slumped on the floor and took a firm grip of the coral gorget to wrench it out of his neck. The captive looked dead: Fett was pretty good at spotting dead now.
Beviin, standing with fists on hips and outwardly impassive, swore angrily in the privacy of the helmet comlink. “I want to hunt down every last crab-boy in the galaxy,” he muttered. Beviin was usually the most easygoing of men, and the venom in his voice surprised Fett. “Whether you have a deal with them or not, Mand’alor.”
Two freakish creatures with far less exotic scars and tattoos than Nom Anor arrived with a new prisoner, a thin male Twi’lek in late middle age, and he was terrified, struggling, screaming. Fett wasn’t squeamish, but his code of honor said that you killed cleanly, and pain was a side effect, not a hobby. It happened fast: the hired help held down the Twi’lek and the creature in the stapled robe simply rammed the yorik-kul that had been ripped from the dead victim up into the sternum of the new prisoner, so hard that the nodules broke through the skin of his neck, leaving him gurgling and choking. The surgical shock should have killed him, but somehow the crab-boys—Beviin had a gift for well-crafted abuse—could keep him alive.
Fett made a point of not looking at Beviin in case it started him off. He could hear him grinding his teeth and swallowing hard. If Beviin gave in to his urge to sort things out with a blaster for one victim, there would be an awful lot more in the Mandalore system who paid the price.
“Easy, Goran,” he whispered into the HUD comlink. Fierfek, I’ve never used his first name, ever. “Time for that later.”
Fett couldn’t begin to imagine the pain. He knew now that he despised the Yuuzhan Vong, not for their apparent asceticism and brutality, but for their greedy indulgence of a perversion. It was as weak in its way as drunkenness and glitterstim addiction. He also despised Nom Anor for crude theatrics designed to show him what would be in store for Mandalore if he didn’t comply.
Your threats will only motivate me more.
Nom Anor considered Fett’s price with visible slowness. “The Mandalore sector will not be touched,” he said.
Liar. You’ll swarm across the galaxy and when it suits you, you’ll come back for us. You lived a lie among us for eighteen years, so one more lie just rolls off that tongue of yours …
Fett swallowed his revulsion. “Then based on that, we have a deal.”
And I’m a liar too, because we don’t.
No, Fett was keeping his word. It mattered to him to phrase his acceptance carefully so he could thwart these monsters every step of the way and retain his sense of honor. My word is my bond, and you lied to me. Beviin reached down and picked up a fragment of the living coral that had broken off from the dead prisoner, casual as a man gathering firewood.
“Your next task is to secure a landing zone for us at Birgis,” said Nom Anor. He handed Fett a data chip, and that must have rankled: filthy technology. “Here’s the reconnaissance data we’ve just received, in a format that you can use. We could simply destroy the surface from orbit, because the planet will be reshaped and reengineered to our requirements anyway, but we wish to take the inhabitants alive to work for us.”
“When?” Fett asked.
“Five days’ time.”
“We’d better get moving, then.”
It was hard not to break into a jog down that gullet of a corridor. Beviin strode alongside him, one hand on his belt pouches as if protecting their contents. They split up in the docking bay area and went to their respective vessels, watched by silent Yuuzhan Vong warriors, a forest of grotesque thorn-trees with snakes clinging to them, the cold black future of the galaxy, and suddenly everything he detested.
Beviin powered up the Gladiator’s ion drive. Armored warriors stepped back; one stood his ground and watched, arms folded across his chest. Fett tapped Slave I’s console, and the Firespray came alive with a rising whine that settled into a steady note. The Gladiator lifted a few meters clear of the deck and hung back. Beviin was waiting for him to maneuver.
“You first,” said Fett. “We’ve got some planning to do.”
“You can’t believe they’re serious about the deal.” Beviin was loyal to his Mandalore, ever the traditional Mando’ade, but that also meant he reserved the right to tell the Mandalore to go stuff himself if he’d made a visibly suicidal choice. “Not after what we saw.”
Fett took Slave I on manual toward the irregular opening that passed for the main hatch. “No. And neither am I, and let’s assume he knows it.”
“If he knows anything about Mando, he has to realize we’re polar opposites to the crab-boys.” Beviin cleared the bay, the drives flaring faintly violet as he picked up speed. The Gladiator looked like a flattened oval until it climbed steeply, suddenly becoming the characteristic shape of a saber thrust through a shield. “Slaves, caste systems, crazy gods—the shabuir said you were either Yuuzhan Vong or you were dead.”
“I like my armor the way it is. Cold metal.”
Beviin sounded like he was struggling to sound disenchanted rather than consumed by loathing. “Credits don’t matter anymore. Nothing worth buying in a vong’yc galaxy anyway.”
“I know that. So we’re going to spoil their grand plan.”
No Mandalorian would have taken the Yuuzhan Vong credits if they’d known them for what they were. But Fett had done the deal, and now he had to choose: turn on them and fight, as the rest of the galaxy would, or use the precarious inside track they now occupied to do as much damage to the invaders as possible.
“What do you have in mind? It’ll take time to mobilize a whole army on Mandalore.”
“And we’ll take massive casualties if we make a move before we know exactly what we’re dealing with here. This is technology we’ve never seen before.”
“Sit and wait? You must be—”
“They fooled us. Now we fool them. We play nice and look like we’re on their side while we gather intel until we have enough to hit them hard. We pretend to be in it for the money.”
Fett didn’t know how much time they had. In the end, the Yuuzhan Vong would come for Mandalore to remake it as a world of living machines and parasitized slaves like every other planet. It was only a question of when. Fett took off his left gauntlet and ran his fingertips over the smooth composite of Slave I’s console, one of the few original parts of the ship left from his father’s time. Refit after refit had changed her capabilities almost beyond recognition, but if Jango Fett were to return now, he would snap the pilot restraint into a sitting position, check the console for dust and smears like he usually did, and feel right at home. He wouldn’t feel at home in an enslaved galaxy with one brutal culture that had erased any trace of Jaster Mereel’s heritage.
Fett checked his fingertips for dust. Slave I was spotless. She didn’t look like what she really was, either. This was going to be a little war of deception. He hoped Nom Anor appreciated irony.
Beviin was chewing it over. “We still can’t fight the crabs alone. What about the New Republic? They’ll need whatever intel we get.”
“Can’t trust them. We didn’t spot Nom Anor. Those disguises they use mean they could be anybody.”
“We might have to trust them.”
“We could slip them the data we’ve got now. Test the water. Find out the hard way.”
“And if the New Republic blows our cover, for whatever reason, and the Vongese take their revenge on Mandalore—”
“—then we fight to the last, or we go and find those other galaxies the Yuuzhan Vong say are out there.”
“It’s too far.”
“And death’s too final. So we’d better win.”
“Your father would be proud of you, Bob’ika.” Beviin was younger than Fett, but he still called him by the kid’s form of his name. Sometimes it irked Fett and sometimes it didn’t. Right then, it was fine. “For a man who says he doesn’t care about anyone else, you always come good for the Mando’ade when you’re needed.”
“I’m Mandalore. It’s just my job.”
“ ’Course it is,” said Beviin. “I believe you.”
The Aggressors and Gladiators holding position at the rendezvous point looked pathetically small. Behind them, the waves of Yuuzhan Vong ships speckled the void. It was as eloquent a summary of the odds as Fett had ever seen: bad, and not even worth counting.
It wouldn’t have bothered Jango Fett, though. And so it wouldn’t bother him.
Nom Anor: notes for assault on Birgis.
Fett refuses to use villips and insists on keeping his own communications devices. I regret I must keep this infidel technology too, then.
I didn’t expect him and his mercenaries to accept them, I admit. And trying to use villips in isolation, without yorik-kul or vonduun, would be unsatisfactory anyway. The Mandalorians seem especially repelled by enslavement by the yorik-kul, which I find ironic for a race whose history is full of pillage, occupation, and slaughter. But slavery is something that seems to haunt them: it must have played a painful role in their own history. They obviously fear it.
They don’t fear death, though. They don’t embrace it, but they say that you live for as long as someone remembers your name. They never remove those helmets, so I can’t judge from their expressions, but the tone of their voices tells me that the erasure of their culture by ours will be worse than death for them.
I suspect this is the key to keeping them loyal. Mandalore will remain untouched for as long as I need them. But enslavement will be the only way to handle them in the end.
Birgis: perimeter of spaceport, one standard week after invasion of Helska 4.
Beviin had to assume the Vongese knew what they were doing when it came to overrunning galaxies, but they didn’t seem to care about stealth.
The main spaceport on Birgis—which served both civil and military vessels on this small planet—was the most obvious asset they could have targeted. From the observation point on the far perimeter, hidden in long grass, he could see the assault speeders patrolling the landing strips in a flurry of flashing lights. Others showed no lights at all but were detailed green targets in his night-vision visor. The military vessels and vehicles were an eclectic mix of the squadron based here and the remnants of others that had escaped the relentless invasion fleet and regrouped onsite.
Destroying those assets on the ground would be the hardest task Beviin could imagine. Playing the double agent was fine until you had to preserve the illusion by hitting your own side convincingly—lethally.
And the New Republic didn’t even know yet that the Mandalorians were now their allies.
“I still say we should have hit the main civilian power station if they wanted a diversion,” Cham muttered, propped on one elbow as he lay in the cover of the grass calibrating a portable missile-launcher. “Still, they’re paying. Their call.”
Fett tapped a pouch on his belt. “Good opportunity to hand over this data. Especially now that we’ve got our next two mission briefings on it. Something the New Republic can act on.”
“There must be something I’m missing. The folk here won’t exactly be in a teachable moment.”
“You got a better idea for making contact with the New Republic with the Vong crawling all over us?”
“No, Mand’alor.”
“So let’s go and look like a credible commando raid.” Fett gestured to take up positions. “Try not to kill everyone until we know if there’s an officer we can make contact with, and leave a fighter or two intact. Got that, everyone? Somebody has to escape this to pass on the data.”
Beviin kept one channel on his comlink on intercepted New Republic voice traffic. O for obvious, all right: they were expecting a Yuuzhan Vong landing of the kind that had breached the Outer Rim, massive aerial bombardments of magma and burning rock followed by troops spewed from what could only be described as gigantic worms. The psychological factor—vessels and weapons that looked like freakishly deformed organs—was hitting almost as hard as the sheer destructive power of the Vongese’s fleet.
He could hear the ops staff tasking early warning craft and fighters over five cities in the northern hemisphere, collating reports of enemy warships spotted—and bases on worlds toward the edge of the galaxy that had simply stopped responding to signals. The Yuuzhan Vong advance could be plotted by the wake of silent comm stations it left behind.
The personnel here certainly wouldn’t be expecting to find Mandalorians infiltrating their port and taking out the control hub, though.
Fett synchronized his chrono readout with the six of them and knelt back on his heels, occasionally tapping a control on his forearm plate. Dinua kept observation on the control tower. As she moved her head slowly, scanning, Beviin caught the green-lit tracking shot in the line of icons just to one side of his field of vision.
Briika had done a fine job of training the kid. The girl was in that awkward gap between becoming an adult at thirteen and a wife at sixteen, but she was certainly a completely competent soldier. Mando society had always been that way; but Beviin sometimes looked at aruetii kids of the same age and felt that thirteen was far too young to take on that kind of responsibility.
And if he’d told her so, he was sure she’d have slugged him without a second thought. She was as tough as her mother. He wondered what fate had befallen her father and decided to wait for her to tell him in her own time.
At least he’d been able to leave a message for Medrit. Don’t worry. It’s not the way it looks. Sit tight.
“Now remember,” said Fett. “I want to see good acting. Hit hard enough to look convincing, but don’t wipe everyone out because we need at least one survivor.” He paused and Beviin heard him swallow. “Thirty seconds.”
They counted down on the synchronized timer projected on their HUDs. At fifteen seconds Cham knelt on one knee and balanced the missile launcher on his right shoulder, pressing his cheek plate against the tube, left hand steadying the brace.
He had a habit of bobbing his head slightly as he counted but it never affected his aim. His head finally stopped bobbing for three seconds and a flare of yellow fire shot backward with a fweeesh of gas. Moments later the top of the spaceport tower exploded in a ball of white flame that climbed into the night sky, bringing instant and temporary daylight to the landing strip.
Fett didn’t need to say a word. As debris rained down and vehicles and personnel scattered, the Mandalorians began the hundred-meter sprint to the main building, each making their move a few seconds apart and taking different paths, while Cham kept the anti-aircraft battery distracted for a few moments with a wildly launched missile that punched through a water tower, sending a torrent smashing onto the canopies of parked speeders.
It was harder than it looked to feign an attack when your whole life had been about ruthlessly efficient killing. It was especially hard when the target really believed you wanted them dead and fought back with the strength of desperation. Beviin blew open a pair of security doors into the brightly lit main complex and followed Fett through with Briika and Dinua at his heels. Suvar and Tiroc covered the exit and a corridor leading off it to protect their escape route. They ran down the main passage to a pair of doors marked with power hazard signs.
Normally, it would have been the obvious place to enter and do as much damage as possible—the generator room. This time it wasn’t. Fett ran on and they reached an intersection in the corridor where they were met by blaster fire.
Beviin jumped back and took the opportunity to reload. “Good. Someone’s at home.”
“Now to get them to stop shooting long enough to explain we have an errand for them.” Fett and Briika leaned out of cover and laid down fire. Another volley of hot blue-white bolts skimmed the crown of Fett’s helmet, adding another black streak to the green paint. “If they won’t answer the door, we have to get in.”
“We’re good at that.”
“Without killing them.”
“Now there’s the awkward bit.” Beviin pulled a holo-probe out of his sleeve pocket and edged it cautiously around the angle of the wall. The image it relayed back to their HUDs showed a galley area: tables, stacks of metal trays, a couple of upended chairs, abandoned plates. People had scrambled. This had been a meal-break for aircrew, maybe. They’d have made a run to the airstrip to get the fighters airborne.
Someone was still there, though. He saw a flash of orange movement. Flight suit. Pilot. Pilots could get word out. Pilots needed not to be left too injured or stunned to fly out of here under Vong attack. “Bob’ika, let me reason with him.”
“I can do that myself.”
“Who’s got durasteel armor, and who’s got the beskar version? As in almost lightsaber-proof beskar?”
“If he gets a lucky shot in, that fancy antique won’t save you.”
“I never understood why you didn’t go for beskar,” said Beviin. “But save that for later. In three …”
Beviin jumped to his feet and ran for all he was worth toward the blaster fire. He had a detached moment of thinking that Medrit would go crazy at him for taking such a risk and worrying about that more than the bolt that hit him in the chest plate and sent searing hot air into the breather in his visor. Adrenaline was a wonderful thing. He thought that just as he threw himself on the flurry of orange-suited limbs and was deafened by his own voice yelling, “Drop it! Shut up and listen!”
Armor crashed against his. Dinua and Briika landed on top of him. He was almost at the bottom of a heavy pile subduing one pilot.
“Get off, we’ll crush him—”
“Got his blaster?”
“I got it.”
“Got his arms?”
The pilot yelped. Dinua had certainly grabbed something. That was a trick he hadn’t seen used in quite a while. Beviin eased back and hauled the pilot into a sitting position to find he was in fact a she, an angry-looking blonde with razored hair and now a welt on her right cheekbone that was turning into a black eye.
“Mando’ade,” she spat. “You’re fighting for those things? You filthy—”
“Yeah, we love you, too. Now listen to the Mandalore.” Beviin jerked her around to face Fett. “Where’s your helmet? You’ve got some flying to do.”
“Why?” There was a helmet on a nearby table, and it was going to fit her whether she liked it or not. “For you?”
“Get this data to your nearest command,” Fett said. He pulled the data chip from his belt and held it in her face, too close for her to focus. “You need this data on the Vong. Ship layout, some bio-data, and two mission plans that show where they’re headed next and their op orders. It’s whatever we could grab. Just get it to someone who’ll make good use of it. And we don’t have time to do the theatrical gaze of stunned silence. Shift it. Now.”
Fett helped her up and she zipped the chip into the pocket on the thigh of her suit, eyes wide and wary. “So whose side are you on?”
“Ours,” said Briika. “I want my daughter to have daughters. She won’t be doing that with the Vongese running the show.”
“Cham, get her to her fighter or whatever’s still flying, and see her past the Vong,” Fett said, indicating the exit with his blaster. “If there’s nothing airworthy on the strip, purge your Gladiator’s security data and give her the keys. I’ll buy you a new one.”
“Better make it look like we’re pursuing her, then.” Cham handed the pilot her helmet and pushed her ahead of him. “And I’ll be wanting a yellow one to match my plates this time. Custom job.”
There was nothing left to do now but get out. The crab-boys wouldn’t know if they’d been beaten back or not: the squad was only supposed to shut down the tower and cause a diversion anyway. They’d done that. Dinua set off at a sprint, rifle in both hands, and when they emerged from the building they saw why they hadn’t come across any resistance inside.
The Yuuzhan Vong ground forces were swarming toward the spaceport, with small craft that looked like disembodied organs flying over them. Facing them along the perimeter was a wall of shattered speeders, repulsor trucks, and anything that could be commandeered to provide a defensive barrier. Fleet personnel in a variety of uniforms—even catering corps—were taking position next to civilians, armed with a selection of weapons that smacked of desperation.
In the green images of Beviin’s night visor, the clawed armor of the advancing Vongese warriors looked like a walking forest. There was nothing more he or his comrades could do. But fighting alongside those New Republic troops—yes, his gut not only wanted him to do that, it demanded that he did. But he turned away to follow the others back to their fighters and hated himself for it.
“And what happens when the New Republic praises its brave Mando allies for slipping intel to them?” he asked Fett. “It’s going to happen. And ‘oops’ won’t cut it with the Vong.”
“Then I’ll swallow my nausea, and payday with the Vong is over.” Fett put his glove to his visor, and for a second Beviin thought he might actually take his helmet off. Instead he just wiped away a scrap of debris. “But we grab as many opportunities as we can to beat them. A day at a time.”
“At least the New Republic can evacuate the next target before they show.”
“Yes,” Fett said. “Let’s see what happens at New Holgha.”
“When the crab-boys finally decide to remodel Mandalore, we’ll be the last to know.”
“That’s what they’ll think, too,” said Fett. “Now let’s see if Cham got that pilot away safely.”
The pilot had, and they rendezvoused with Cham a few hours later. But Beviin couldn’t stop himself checking the status of Birgis. He knew he shouldn’t, but he had to find out.
He found out. There were no survivors.
Nom Anor: evaluation of the New Republic’s reaction to the invasion.
I hadn’t realized how much the New Republic despises the Mandalorians.
Their role in the attack on Birgis is known to the New Republic command, judging by a message we intercepted, and the infidel seem to find greater release in hating their own kind even than in hating us. They seem to think this is just another mercenary group, though. They don’t know
that Fett is leading them. That may be an extra psychological weapon I can exploit later.
Shirb system, Outer Rim: New Holgha, three standard months into the invasion.
The Five Holy Cities of New Holgha should have been evacuated by now, but it was clear that the New Republic hadn’t acted on the warning, even though they’d denounced its source.
Could have been worse, Fett thought. They could have lauded us as Republic heroes and spoiled the fun.
With its long-range planetary defense radar sabotaged overnight, New Holgha became another world to fall to the Yuuzhan Vong almost without a struggle. Its troops had been diverted elsewhere, but Fett had the feeling that they would have made very little difference in the long run.
He watched the Yuuzhan Vong warship, another miit ro’ik type, as it moved across the shattered city skyline looking as if it was … feeding.
“Shab, it is,” said Beviin, uncomfortably close to reading his thoughts. “It really is.”
A giant dark-specked tube—at least double the length of the vessel—hung from the ship’s hull and trawled through the city below, sucking up everything in its path. It reminded Fett of a tornado. He watched through his macrobinocular setting as it inhaled buildings, trees—and people. The more he watched, the less he could take in what he was seeing. In a galaxy full of bizarre ways to die, this was a whole new level of the grotesque.
“They’re refueling.” Beviin was transfixed. “The thing is actually digesting everything. Disgusting.”
The Sarlacc parallels were strong. Fett had been convinced he’d shrugged off the nightmare of being digested alive. Now he wasn’t so sure. But if he was appalled in any way by what he was watching, he suspected it was for himself and not for the New Holghans.
“The New Republic didn’t believe us. Well, maybe they’ll believe us now.”
“They redeployed troops to defend Pedd Four,” said Beviin. He had his helmet under one arm and rubbed his forehead with the back of his gauntlet. He looked tired, probably from spending too much time flying back and forth to Mandalore between missions, where he seemed to be making preparations for the worst scenario—that although the “crab-boys” he’d come quickly to hate had pledged to leave the sector alone, they were going to break their word sooner rather than later. “So they think we gave them misinformation.”
Fett realized the New Republic didn’t know as much about Mandalorians as it thought. It’d judged them wrong. “And they’ll think a little bit of accurate intel was lobbed in for effect.” He checked the charge level on his blaster. “I’ll find a better way to convince them. I’m not giving up on the barves yet …”
“How long does it take to evacuate a planet anyway? Where do you put displaced worlds at a few weeks’ notice?”
“I don’t need you to make me feel better about it.”
“Just saying it wouldn’t have made much difference numerically if the Republic had believed the intel we gave them. Millions were still going to die either way.”
Fett thought of the other information he’d handed over to the New Republic, the plans of the warship and analyses and samples of the random scraps of biological material he and Beviin had grabbed. The Republic could have been working on ways to counter the Yuuzhan Vong’s organic technology. But they’d ignore it. He just knew they would.
“We keep handing it over until they get the message.”
“As long as Pretty-Boy Nom doesn’t catch on,” Beviin said. “And sooner or later he’s going to realize we ought to be more efficient and that there should be more of us.”
Fett was still pondering a better way to pass intelligence to the New Republic when his comlink chirped.
“Infidel! This is Subaltern Bur’lorr. I need your assistance. I hunt a Jeedai.”
“Jedi?” Fett ignored the warrior’s jibe and clung to the one word he never thought would give him hope. “You sure about that?”
“He has a light weapon. He leapt from a high built-thing and was not harmed.”
“Leave him to me,” said Fett. “Jedi are my specialty. They killed my father.”
Beviin shoved his helmet back on and adjusted his belt, scabbard and sheaths rattling. “Oya. Yes, indeed, oya …”
“I shall drive him toward you,” said the subaltern. “His light weapon made no impression on my armor, which seemed to surprise him.”
I’ll bet. “Send me the coordinates.”
“Have your troops cut him off. Our shapers want a live Jeedai to examine.”
Fett relayed the coordinates to the rest of the squad and switched to the secure comlink channel. “We need him alive more than they do. A Jedi will be able to tell we’re not lying, and he can take the data back.”
“I’ve never seen a Jedi before,” said Dinua.
Beviin cut in, playing his father role. He seemed to like it. “He won’t be too pleased to see us, so don’t take any chances with his lightsaber.”
“What’s a Jedi doing here, anyway?”
“He’s here. That’s good enough. Now let’s get to him before they do.”
The subaltern’s coordinates took them to a long road branching off what had been the main marketplace of the Five Cities. Large parts of it were now scoured down to the soil as if the buildings and trees had never been there, evidence that the dread weapon—as the Yuuzhan Vong called the warship’s scavenging tube—had passed this way. Fett’s penetrating radar and sensors picked up erratic movement and an organic target with human body temperature, moving in a row of bombed houses that were still smoking from the fires started by magma weapons.
“Okay, we can track him, but he can sense us, remember,” said Fett. He gestured the Detta brothers to the south end of the alley and Briika and Dinua to the broken roof overlooking it. “Beviin, go and stall the subaltern. Buy us some time. Tiroc, with me.”
The Jedi was in a section of alley about ten meters long that ran along the rear of the houses. Rubble had partly blocked it; Fett tracked him with his motion sensor almost to the end of the alley. Then the movement stopped.
“Briika?”
She patched her view of the scene through to Fett’s HUD. Judging by the angle, she was lying flat on the roof with her head hanging over into the alley. “See him? He’s in a bad way.”
The Jedi was a middle-aged, solidly square man in dark gray civilian pants and a battered blue jacket. He was slumped against a wall, eyes closed, face blackened and burned. Clutched in one hand was the hilt of a lightsaber.
Fett primed his jet pack and slipped a stun round into the dart thrower on his wrist. With any luck, the shock would be enough to subdue the Jedi without killing him. Fett needed the man to be fit enough to make it back to New Republic lines.
Fett hit the burner controls and soared over the scorched wall as the Jedi looked up and went for his weapon. For an injured man, his reflexes were sobering: his lightsaber was humming a heartbeat before Fett dropped into the alleyway and fired the stun round. The projectile streaked past the Jedi’s slashing lightsaber and stuck fast to his chest, sending a disruptive charge through his body. It dropped him instantly and the lightsaber fell to the ground, but he still struggled to reach for his weapon, fingers splayed, hand shaking uncontrollably.
“Don’t push your luck,” Fett said. He kicked the lightsaber hilt into the air with the spiked toecap of his boot and caught it one-handed. “I’m short of a green one for my collection.”
The Jedi wasn’t in any shape right then to use it, anyway. Fett beckoned Cham over to give him first aid, but the Jedi tried to fight him off. It took Suvar and Tiroc to hold him down while Cham sprayed bacta over his face and hands. Gratitude wasn’t his strong suit: he brought his knee up hard in Suvar’s groin. Briika stepped in to subdue him with an armlock around his neck.
“Show some respect,” she said, gritting her teeth. “The Mandalore’s talking to you.”
The Jedi’s burned face managed a sneer. “So you’re Boba Fett. And I didn’t believe that Manda—”
“For once, I need a live Jedi,” Fett interrupted. “You’ll do. Cut the speech and listen up.”
“Shoot me. You know what the Vong will do to me.”
“I said shut up.” Fett squatted over him. “We gave you a heads-up on this attack and Vong technology but your people ignored it. I’m offering again. Set up a secure message system and we’ll supply the intel until our luck runs out.”
Cham, still administering first aid, rammed a one-shot of painkiller into the man’s exposed neck. Fett had to hand it to the Jedi. He didn’t even flinch.
“You’re slipping, Fett,” he said hoarsely. “Feeding us misinformation is amateurish.”
“I’m risking the life of every Mandalorian to get you this, barve-face.” Fett was so exasperated that he pulled open the Jedi’s jacket and stuffed the latest data chip into his belt. “Do your magic tricks. See what your precious Force tells you about our intentions. Now take it and run. We’ll stall the Vong, but get it back to your intel people and don’t blow our cover. We’re traitors, okay? As long as we’re traitors, we can get intel. Keep your source secret.”
The Jedi struggled to prop himself up on his elbow. His nose was millimeters from Fett’s visor. Fett still didn’t like Jedi, not even real soldiers like this one. “But you’re crippling us. You’re killing people. Why not just fight?”
“Because the mindlessly heroic last stand is great for holovids but it’s not how wars work.” Fett hauled the Jedi to his feet. He was a solid man, vividly gray-haired in the way of those who’d once had jet-black curls. Fett pressed the lightsaber into his hand; the hilt seemed dwarfed by it. “The crabs have to believe we’re serious. A few lives against the whole galaxy, including keeping them away from the Mandalore sector. Do the math.”
The Jedi stared at his weapon. “You finally grew a conscience?”
“No. I took the job of protecting Mandalore, and a contract is a contract. There’s no future for any of us if the Vong take over.”
“I never—”
“No speeches. Move it. We’ll get you past the Vong.”
Tiroc nudged him. “Crab approaching, Mand’alor. Check your HUD.”
“I see him. Got a vessel, Jedi?”
“That’s where I was headed.”
“Tiroc, see he gets to it and escort him out of the sector.”
The Jedi stopped dead in the narrow exit from the alley, almost jamming Tiroc in it. He turned his head to Fett.
“Kubariet,” he said. “I’m a Jedi Knight. Kubariet. Only the one name.” Then Tiroc shoved him in the back and they were gone.
So far, so good. But it couldn’t last, and it didn’t. In the next breath Beviin came in through the rubble-strewn breach in the wall with exaggerated slowness, a custom Merr-Sonn heavy blaster in one fist and the Yuuzhan Vong subaltern on his heels. The creature pushed past Beviin and one of the claws protruding from his armor caught his shoulder plate, scoring a line in the blue paint.
It could have ripped Beviin open like a canister. But his armor was forged from beskar, real Mandalorian iron that even Yuuzhan Vong weapons might not penetrate. He reached into his belt and drew his ancient beskad, a short razor-edged saber forged from the same iron as his armor.
This is going to get ugly fast. There’d be a body, and he’d have to hide it. Fett’s linked icons showed that Cham and the two women had made the same call and started powering their armor-mounted weapons.
“Where is the Jedi?” the warrior demanded. His head weaved from side to side and his amphistaff writhed along his forearm. “He ran in here. I tracked him here.”
“Not here, friend.” Briika stepped between him and Dinua. “Want us to go look for him?”
“What have you done with him? Tell me!”
The warrior wheeled around and nearly hit Beviin with his claw-spiked arm again. The bounty hunter slid his blaster casually into its holster and clasped the leather-wrapped hilt of the beskad.
“Careful, now,” he said. “You could have someone’s eye out with that thing.”
Villips weren’t like comlinks that needed opening and operating. Villips were like being there in person, always on, always watching. The warrior had to be silenced, and fast.
Fett didn’t even have to give the signal.
Beviin went for the villip hooked on the warrior’s shoulder and sliced it across its base with a single sweep, sending it flopping to the ground in a spray of fluid. For a split second the warrior just stared, jaws parted—his lipless mouth seemed permanently open—and then the narrow alley plunged into bedlam.
“Trait—”
It was the last word the warrior said. The living armor shifted before their eyes to protect his neck and head, but Beviin managed to hit him in the jaw with his return swing, and a beskad was a heavy weapon. The blade embedded itself in the warrior’s jaw, leaving him gurgling and thrashing as his amphistaff changed briefly from snake to iron bar. As the warrior dropped to his knees, the amphistaff slipped free and Fett threw himself on it instinctively, punching his glove-mounted vibroblade through it and pinning it to the ground. Its tail thrashed. Suvar rushed over to decapitate it with his own blade.
It was a couple of seconds that felt like hours. The subaltern was still screaming and writhing as Beviin struggled to pull his saber free. Briika leapt on the warrior between the scythe-like claws to drive her vibroblade deep into him but it skidded off the Vonduun crab armor. She let out a grunt and stabbed again. And still he kept struggling.
“Shut him up for fierfek’s sake—”
“Shabla claws. Look out.”
Beviin let go of the saber and grabbed the warrior’s armored throat with his crushgaunts.
“Let’s play a game, shabuir.” He squeezed, and the subaltern’s eyes stared. His mouth opened wide. “It’s called beskar beats crab-shell.”
Crushgaunts had been illegal for centuries. The micronized beskar in them meant they could exert enough pressure to shatter thick bone and maybe more. The shell armor seemed to be putting up a fight, but Beviin—a mild man most of the time, in Fett’s experience—hung on, cursing in completely incomprehensible Mando’a, until there was a sound like cracking ice and the warrior let out a long gurgle. The armor twitched, its claws snapping impotently a couple of times before stopping.
A second’s silence followed.
Beviin, slightly breathless, gazed at his gloves with a distracted smile. “We were crazy to ban these.”
“Remind me to rescind that when I get back,” Fett said.
It was a good thing that nearby cannon barrage had drowned the screams. Beviin struggled to pull the saber out of the body and finally had to put his boot square on the warrior’s chest to do it.
“So the armor dies when the soldier does?” Suvar grabbed the dead amphistaff, sliced chunks off the subaltern and his armor, and stuffed the remains into his pouches and pockets until they bulged. “Bio samples, not trophies, okay? We need to get as much information on these … things as we can.”
Beviin reached over and sliced off some scalp complete with wispy black hair. “Trophy. Now let’s go, shall we?”
It took five Mando’ade to tackle one Yuuzhan Vong this time. But they’d learned a lot about how to kill them in just that one brief tussle. They’d learn plenty more.
Briika scrambled to her feet, a little unsteady. The explosions were getting closer. “All we have to do is start up a crushgaunt factory. Easy. I mean … oh …”
She seemed breathless. She looked down at herself, and then sank to her knees again, hands pressed against her chest plate.
“Buir? Buir!” Dinua grabbed her mother’s shoulders and as her arms dropped the dark blood welling from under the armor plate was suddenly visible. It was pooling between her knees. It was all over the dead subaltern. “She’s been stabbed. The crab armor spike went right through her suit. Get her plates off!”
“No, that might be holding her together,” Cham said. “Get her back to Slave I, fast.”
“She’s bleeding out—”
Beviin picked her up in his arms with no apparent effort.
“You promised …” she said.
Fett was about to say something brutally pragmatic but he was wrong, and he knew it. “Faster if we both lift her with jet packs.”
“That’ll take some doing.”
“Do it. Dinua, burn that body. If the Vong find him they’ll know it wasn’t a lightsaber that sliced him up.”
Dinua looked close to protest. But she simply nodded and adjusted the flamethrower on her wrist, then looked back at her mother.
“K’oyacyi, Buir.” Hang in there, Mama.
It was one thing carrying a wounded comrade between two—Fett couldn’t recall ever doing that, of course—but maneuvering a jet pack in addition was hard. He thought she’d die before they touched down: she kept repeating “You promised …” ever more weakly, and when they reached Slave I, she was barely conscious.
Beviin eased off her helmet while Fett activated the emergency med droid that he kept and had never needed to use. The unit, a round-ended cylinder the length of his arm, darted around her like an insect, attaching sensors.
“Transfusion needed,” it announced. “Hypovolemic shock. Stabilize, tie off blood vessels in—”
“Transfuse, then, you hut’uun,” said Beviin. Droids had no bedside manner. “I got you, Briika, it’s okay. You’re fine.”
“You promised,” she said, suddenly very lucid. “Dinua. Gai bal manda.”
“I did,” he said. He took off his helmet. “I swear. Don’t you worry about that. K’oyacyi. Hang in there.”
The med droid slipped catheters into Briika’s arm and neck, and Beviin kept looking to the hatch as if willing Dinua to show up. Fett reflected on the variable nature of penetrating wounds, and how unreliable stabbing was as a method of stopping an enemy. Beviin stood by the hatch, blinking rapidly and occasionally shaking his head as if arguing with himself.
The med droid started bleeping.
“No pulse,” it said. “Unable to resuscitate.”
It hadn’t even started the incision. Beviin didn’t say a word; he simply pushed himself away from the hatch to begin cleaning up the blood that was drying in dark patches on Slave I’s scrupulously clean deck. Dinua arrived at a run, boots clattering in the hatchway, a matter of minutes too late.
“Dinua …” Beviin always kept his word. He caught her by the arm before she got to the body. “Ni kyr’tayl gai sa’ad.” He glanced briefly at Fett, and the translation was for him, not her. “I know your name as my child.”
He didn’t have to say that her mother was dead or that he was sorry. The instant adoption told the girl all she needed to know.
Dinua held her helmet upside down in both hands and gazed into it, eyes fixed and glassy, as if frozen in the act of putting it on. And Fett could suddenly feel hard metal in his own hands: crouched in the shadows, bone-dry red dust stinging his eyes, staring at a silver-and-blue helmet and both utterly destroyed and totally numb at realizing his father was gone forever. He knew better than anyone how she felt, and for a brief moment he experienced a rare connection.
“It’s okay to cry,” Beviin said quietly. “We all cry sooner or later. I have, that’s for sure.”
He was talking to Dinua, but it still made Fett start. She sniffed loudly and flipped the helmet upright between spread fingers.
“I’m ready,” she said.
“That’s my girl.”
There were no orphans in Mandalorian society—not for long, anyway.
Except me. Fett was fine with that. Nobody could ever replace his father. It was better that they didn’t try.
Nom Anor: observations.
The Mandalorians are just like any other infidel, it seems. They are as weak and corrupt; they traded their entire
galaxy for a few years of immunity for their wretched little sector. In a way, I’m … disappointed. I had higher hopes of them.
A few years? Perhaps less than that. Perhaps a few months.
I had expected them to be better warriors, I admit. Their reputation for savagery has been exaggerated from what I’ve seen of them in this war. But they still remain very useful for intelligence gathering and sabotage, and I shall keep them very much undercover even from our own warriors. They think their culture is eternal, but they’ll be erased when I have no further use for them. The more I look at them, the more weakness I see.
Armor. Iron armor. Lifeless shells.
How … weak.
Slave I: crossing Mandalore sector, two standard weeks later.
Fett was impressed by the ability of the average Mando to keep his mouth shut and close ranks even without being asked.
The regular overnight intelligence summary transmitted to Slave I recorded two contacts between Mandalorian vessels and the New Republic, where noncombatant Mando’ade were treated as hostiles just as Fett needed them to be. Both pilots obliged in keeping up appearances by returning fire and in one case destroying the New Republic fighter.
“Carry on hating us,” Fett said aloud. “Now we’ll keep the intel we get and use it ourselves.”
Mandalorian engineers were already working on developing enhanced weapons specifically for use against the Yuuzhan Vong. Word had spread within the Mando community about the real nature of the deal with the invaders, but that was as far as it got. Nobody else’s business, of course: outsiders wouldn’t understand anyway. Aruetiise. He saw no reason to learn the language, but the odd word was useful.
The invaders continued their advance across the galaxy, albeit more slowly than he expected. If—when—they turned on the Mandalore sector, he’d be ready for them.
Until the next call, or the next opportunity to gather information, he opted to remain the Boba Fett that everyone expected him to be, more bounty hunter than Mandalore, because life still went on where the Yuuzhan Vong hadn’t yet reached.
Fools. Life won’t be going on much longer.
Some of the Mandalorian clans told him they planned to dig in and resist the Yuuzhan Vong, and some planned to do something called ba’slan shev’la, which Beviin translated as “strategic disappearance.” It was hard to wipe out a people who could vanish for years and then show up again as an avenging army, all without the guiding hand of a conventional government.
Yes, they’ll show up again. Don’t doubt it.
Fett respected their ability to sort out their own affairs. He was contemplating the nature of identity, with one eye on the movement of share prices displayed on the console, when Slave I picked up a vessel on an intercept course.
It was a New Republic X-wing, just like old times. For once, this one wasn’t in his database, like every other individual ship catalogued by thermal signature, electromagnetic profile, and other telltale characteristics that helped him identify it. It was genuinely unknown. He didn’t have its pilot on his list.
And it meant business, judging by the speed it was approaching. He monitored Slave I’s automatic defense system and decelerated to watch its reaction on the scan. When it came within a thousand kilometers, it slowed and Slave I’s comm beeped for attention, displaying the source and router.
Ah. The message was coming via one of the nodes he’d listed on the intelligence datachip. Fett opened the link.
“Target practice, or do you want to talk?” he asked.
The voice didn’t surprise him. He’d never admit that it relieved him, though.
“It’s Kubariet,” said the pilot. “I’d never fire on an ally.”
“Think of yourself as my enemy’s enemy.”
“Close enough for me. Rendezvous point?”
“Go about and follow me into Vorpa’ya.”
“Concord Dawn’s closer.”
“I can’t return there. And you don’t need to know why.”
“That’s okay, Fett, because I already do. I work with New Republic Intelligence.”
“And you still found your way here. Impressive.”
The Jedi didn’t laugh; they never did. But he followed Fett.
Vorpa’ya was a dump. There was no other accurate description. Nerf farming and bad land management had left it as a Tatooine waiting to happen. The two vessels landed at a careful distance on an overgrazed plain that threw up clouds of gritty dust, and Fett waited for Kubariet to open his canopy and jump out. When he did, he wasn’t in Jedi robes but a regular pilot’s flight suit.
“It’s a deal,” said Kubariet.
Fett couldn’t recall any Jedi who talked like that. “About time.”
“It was useful information. I’m sorry we didn’t crack on to that right away.”
“Fine.”
“So, what’s your fee?”
“I don’t want your credits. Just kill more Vong.”
Kubariet looked studiously blank. “My apologies. But now we can at least keep the fleet off your back and put them in the picture.”
“No.”
“But—”
“Every time we meet the New Republic, we’ll remind them we fight for the Vong. It has to be that way for this game to work.”
“But you’re fighting two wars at once. Fighting for the New Republic and defending yourself against us, too.”
“We’ll manage okay.”
“Too proud to admit you’re our ally?”
“No, wary of leaks in your organization that might blow our cover. Nom Anor’s been right here for eighteen years and we never spotted him.” Fett decided he could do business with this Jedi at least. “And we’re not on your side. We’re on our side. The longer the Vong think I’m their pal, the more time I buy for Mandalore.”
“They’ll come for you in the end.”
“I know that.”
“Then you’ll have to show your hand.”
“I know that, too, and if and when that happens, we’ll show them what Mando’ade can really do. It’ll be a nice surprise for them. They’ll hardly recognize us.”
The we slipped out. For a moment Fett wondered about all the times he used I and the very few occasions when he said we, and accepted that he now felt a communal sense of responsibility for Mandalore and whoever passed for Mandalorian.
“Can I ask you to consider something, Fett?”
“It’s free, but make it quick.”
“Your father did something once that you might be able to do for us today.”
Spare me the amateur psy ops. “What?”
“He recruited a group of training sergeants for the Old Republic’s commando forces—the Cuy’val Dar. Maybe we could use some of your experienced commandos to train planetary militias to fight the Yuuzhan Vong.” 
Fett recalled the Cuy’val Dar, all right: he’d grown up surrounded by them on Kamino. “The multiplier effect.” He paused a beat. It was a good idea, but he didn’t want to look too enthusiastic. “I’ll see who’s interested.”
Kubariet reached inside his suit and took out a data chip. “Use this to configure secure links from your comlink system to mine. I’m your portal, so to speak. Nobody knows this comes from you.”
“Let’s swap. I’ve got a bag of Vong spare parts in the conservator if you need them.”
“I’ve take whatever you’ve got.” Kubariet seemed on the brink of grabbing Fett’s hand, or slapping his shoulder, or some other display of comradeship that made Fett recoil. Kubariet wasn’t giving up on redemption, though, spymaster or not. “Fett, don’t you care that people despise you all as traitors? Can you really swallow it when the New Republic tries to kill you when you’re risking your necks for us?”
Fett tried to recall what it felt like to be a hero but nothing came to mind. He couldn’t speak for his troops or the clans in general, but no, he lost no sleep over it. He had his own code of honor: and abiding by it meant he could live not only with himself, but also with his father’s still-present scrutiny.
“We’ll survive,” he said.
“If you think of something I can do to make your lives easier, you’ll let me know, won’t you?”
Fett couldn’t think of anything that the New Republic could give Mandalore other than a wide berth when the war was over. He turned to walk back to Slave I and retrieve the samples. The irony of the Jedi’s offer wasn’t lost on him, but now was the time to keep a lifetime’s hatred on a leash and do the pragmatic, practical thing—to behave as Jango Fett would have.
Get the job done. Don’t give in to emotion.
Fett could no longer think of a single thing that another person could possibly give him.
Maybe that was the point. He turned on one heel.
“Jedi, there’s one thing you can do.”
“Okay. Name it.”
“Make sure everyone knows that a Mandalorian called Briika Jeban died to save a citizen of the New Republic.”
“Of course. Who was she? Can you tell me any more? Who did she save?”
Fett tilted his head slightly to one side, then resumed his walk to his ship.
“You, Jedi,” he said. “You.”
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STAR WARS—The Expanded Universe
You saw the movies. You watched the cartoon series, or maybe played some of the video games. But did you know …
In The Empire Strikes Back, Princess Leia Organa said to Han Solo, “I love you.” Han said, “I know.” But did you know that they actually got married? And had three Jedi children: the twins, Jacen and Jaina, and a younger son, Anakin?
Luke Skywalker was trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan Kenobi and Yoda. But did you know that, years later, he went on to revive the Jedi Order and its commitment to defending the galaxy from evil and injustice?
Obi-Wan said to Luke, “For over a thousand generations, the Jedi Knights were the guardians of peace and justice in the Old Republic. Before the dark times. Before the Empire.” Did you know that over those millennia, legendary Jedi and infamous Sith Lords were adding their names to the annals of Republic history?
Yoda explained that the dreaded Sith tend to come in twos: “Always two, there are. No more, no less. A Master, and an apprentice.” But did you know that the Sith didn’t always exist in pairs? That at one time in the ancient Republic there were as many Sith as Jedi, until a Sith Lord named Darth Bane was the lone survivor of a great Sith war and created the “Rule of Two”?
All this and much, much more is brought to life in the many novels and comics of the Star Wars expanded universe. You’ve seen the movies and watched the cartoon. Now venture out into the wider worlds of Star Wars!
Turn the page or jump to the timeline of Star Wars novels to learn more.







Prologue
The scream and roar of combat began to reverberate through the empty grashal, and wisps of battle smoke materialized in the green beams of their helmet lamps. Jacen—now Darth Caedus, he reminded himself—continued to pull into the past, one glove clamped around the arm of Tahiri’s pressure suit, the other anchored to the rim of a blaster-pitted gestation bin. The brown stains on the bin’s exterior grew wet and red, and crouching forms started to manifest in the surrounding darkness.
As he drew more heavily on the Force, the sallow light of glow-lichen began to shine down through the thickening smoke, revealing the cloning lab in which Jacen’s brother, Anakin, had died. Where there had been only barren vacuum a few moments before, now a pulsing jungle of white nutrient vines corkscrewed up from the gestation bins that lined the grashal floor. Streaks of color and darkness were flashing past in both directions, the air swirling with razor bugs and the floor shaking with grenade detonations.
“I hope I’m ready for this,” Tahiri said. Over the suit comm, her voice sounded brittle and uncertain. “Maybe my first flow-walk shouldn’t have been into the middle of a battle.”
Jacen knew it was not the battle that made Tahiri nervous, but he saw no advantage in forcing her to admit it. “We’ll be fine,” he said. “We’re ghosts here. Even if a Yuuzhan Vong sees us, he can’t do us harm.”
“It’s us doing harm that worries me,” Tahiri replied. “What if we change something we shouldn’t—something that alters the present?”
“That’s unlikely.” Actually, Jacen should have said impossible. Any change they made in the past would be corrected by the Force, and the flow would return to its present course. But he did not explain that to Tahiri. He needed her to believe they were taking a small but terrible chance, risking temporal catastrophe to deal with her unresolved grief. “I won’t let you do anything wrong. Just relax.”
“Unlikely isn’t very relaxing,” Tahiri replied. “Not when you’re talking about the fate of the galaxy.”
“Trust me,” Jacen said. “I’ve been flow-walking for years, and the galaxy hasn’t come to an end yet.”
“Not that we know of.”
Tahiri turned toward the back of the grashal, where Anakin and the rest of the strike team were fighting through a breach in the wall. Their brown jumpsuits were blood-crusted and tattered, and their faces were haggard with fear and exhaustion—yet also tight with determination and resolve. This had been the objective of their mission, the cloning lab where the Yuuzhan Vong created the voxyn that had killed so many Jedi, and they would not leave until it was destroyed.
The Force began to hum with Tahiri’s anger and sadness, and her hand drifted toward her lightsaber. Jacen could sense how she ached to do more than give Anakin the final kiss she had denied him at the time—how she longed to ignite her weapon and somehow prevent his approaching death.
A trio of thermal grenades detonated overhead, filling the dome with orange brilliance and spraying hot shrapnel in all directions. Nutrient vines fell in ropes of fire, and Yuuzhan Vong dropped to the floor in writhing heaps. Tahiri cringed and turned to dive for cover, but Jacen jerked her back. Shrapnel flew past without striking the pair, and flames licked at their pressure suits without melting anything.
“I told you we can’t be harmed here,” Jacen said.
“You also told me it was a coincidence we crossed paths on Anakin’s anniversary day,” Tahiri replied. “That doesn’t mean I believe you.”
Jacen frowned behind his visor. “You think I arranged to bump into you?”
“Come on, Jacen,” Tahiri said. “I’m a smart girl.”
Jacen hesitated, wondering how much she knew about what he had done a week earlier, whether she had linked their trip here to his aunt’s murder on Kavan. It was foolish to think he could kill the wife of Luke Skywalker and avoid discovery indefinitely, yet he had to. Jacen had foreseen that the Confederation’s boldness would soon put victory within the Alliance’s grasp—but only if the Jedi did not interfere with his plans.
After a moment, Jacen said, “Okay, let’s say I did arrange it. Why did you come?”
“Because I was tempted,” Tahiri answered. “And I want to find out what you need from me.”
“I don’t need anything,” Jacen lied. “I just thought this might help you move on.”
“You expect me to believe that?”
“It’s for Anakin, too,” Jacen said. “I think my brother deserves this much … don’t you?”
A guilty ripple rolled through the Force. “Not fair!” Tahiri protested. “And I still don’t believe you.”
Jacen raised the shoulders of his pressure suit in an awkward shrug. “Does that mean you don’t want to go through with this?”
Tahiri sighed. “You know better than that.”
“Then you have to trust my instructions,” Jacen said. “You can’t react to the past. The more you become a part of it, the more likely you are to be seen—and the more power it has to harm you.”
“Okay, I understand.” Over the suit comm, it was difficult to tell whether Tahiri’s tone was resentful or embarrassed. “It won’t happen again.”
“Good.”
Jacen turned back to the battle, where the momentary silence that had followed the grenade explosions had been shattered by screaming blaster bolts and droning razor bugs. In the back of the grashal, Anakin was just rising to his feet as the strike team took advantage of the enemy’s disarray to overrun the cloning lab. When Jacen saw his own figure dodging through the battle, he remembered how sad he had been for his wounded brother, how wrong it had seemed for the war to take such a noble young life. It was like watching himself in a home holo, wondering how he could ever have been so naïve. Perhaps, once he united the galaxy, such idealism would no longer seem quite so foolish.
The boom of a longblaster sounded outside the grashal, then a trio of Jedi came rushing inside. The young Tahiri—then just fifteen—was in the lead. Her blond hair billowed behind her; the scars suffered during her imprisonment among the Yuuzhan Vong were still red on her forehead. She and the others had barely cleared the breach before a ball of yellow-orange fire followed them inside and exploded.
The shock wave hurled the Jedi in three different directions, but they quickly used the Force to bring their trajectories under control and come down safely. Young Tahiri tucked herself into a front roll and disappeared behind a gestation bin, then emerged from the other end returning to her feet. Anakin was already rushing to her side, his free hand cupped over his abdomen, his jaw clenched against the pain of his wound.
The voice of the older Tahiri came over the suit comm. “We need to move closer.”
“Fine, but stay in contact with me or the current will carry you off.” Still holding Tahiri’s arm, Jacen started toward his brother and the young Tahiri. “And whatever you do, don’t open your pressure suit. Our presences are still anchored in our own time, so you’ll decompress.”
“Thanks for the warning,” Tahiri replied drily. “But I had kind of guessed.”
Anakin and young Tahiri were now crouching together behind a gestation bin. Had his brother survived this battle, the pair would almost certainly have become lovers and then married. He sometimes wondered how that might have changed things, whether that extra bit of happiness and stability could somehow have kept the galaxy from spinning so wildly out of control.
As Jacen led the way around behind the pair, young Tahiri suddenly raised her arm and pointed across the aisle, toward a scorched bin overflowing with Yuuzhan Vong corpses. Next to the bin, the strike team’s meter-high healer, Tekli, stood over the scaly bulk of Tesar Sebatyne. She was sprinkling stinksalts on the Barabel’s forked tongue, trying to rouse him from his unconsciousness … and failing miserably.
Jacen continued to lead the way closer, moving very slowly and carefully. Flow-walkers tended to cause blurs around themselves both visually and in the Force, and the slower they moved, the less noticeable the effect would be.
As they approached, Anakin pointed toward Tekli and the wounded Barabel.
“Take him … and go,” he said to young Tahiri. “You may need to cut a way out.”
“You?” she responded. “I’m not going—”
“Do it!” Anakin snapped.
Her face fell, and even the older Tahiri began to radiate surprise and dismay into the Force.
Anakin’s tone softened almost as soon as he had spoken. “You need … to help Tekli. I’ll be along.”
Even through a pressure suit’s auditory sensors, Anakin’s voice sounded weak and anguished, and it was clear that he had known even then he was about to die. A growing tightness began to form in Jacen’s throat, and he was surprised at the effort of will required to make it go away. Jacen had loved his brother—and apparently still did—but he could not let his emotions draw him into the past. As he had warned Tahiri, any reaction at all would make them easier to see, and if the other strike team survivors suddenly started to recall a pair of blurry, pressure-suited apparitions at the battle, someone might realize he had flow-walked here with Tahiri—and that would make her useless to him.
By the time Jacen had quelled his emotions, Anakin had stood again. He was gently pushing young Tahiri across the aisle toward Tekli, who was kneeling astride Tesar’s scaly bulk and trying to slap him awake. The Force grew heavy with older Tahiri’s sorrow, but Jacen said nothing to her about the dangers of reacting to the past. He had known all along that she would not be able to control her emotions at this moment—he was counting on it—and he would just have to hope Tekli and the other survivors were too busy with the battle to notice any flow-walking apparitions.
“Tesar is not responding,” Tekli said, looking across the aisle. “I cannot move him and work on him both.”
Young Tahiri lowered her brow in doubt, clearly suspecting the Chadra-Fan of trying to draw her away from Anakin, but she could hardly refuse to help. Blinking back a tear, she stretched up to kiss Anakin—then caught herself and shook her head.
This was the moment when young Tahiri had pulled back, telling Anakin that if he wanted a kiss, he would have to come back for it. The Force seemed ready to break with the anguish of older Tahiri, who quickly stepped forward and pushed her younger self into Anakin’s arms.
Young Tahiri’s mouth fell open, but before she could cry out, Anakin leaned down and silenced her with a kiss. The surprise drained instantly from her posture, and they remained together, body pressed to body, for what seemed an eternity—even to Jacen, who often saw eternity in his visions.
Knowing by the sullen weight of the Force—and by his own breaking heart—that they were being drawn ever more deeply into the past, Jacen pulled the older Tahiri back to his side. If they were still there when the kiss ended, Tekli would certainly see them. In thirteen years or so—when Jacen and Tahiri returned to their own time—the Chadra-Fan would begin to recall seeing them here in their pressure suits. Once she reported her memory flashes to the Council, the Masters would realize that Jacen had flow-walked Tahiri back to the battle and begin to ask themselves why, and his plan would be ruined.
Jacen began to back them away, slowly releasing his hold on the past. The scream and roar of battle started to quiet, and the sallow light of the grashal’s glow-lichens began to dim. Before long, all he could see were two forms locked in eternal embrace, their presences shining across time to illuminate the cold darkness. And then even that light faded.
A single heartbroken warble sounded over the suit comm, and Tahiri clasped the arm of Jacen’s pressure suit.
“Did we have to leave?” she asked. “I wanted to see him after, to see if the kiss made his death any … any easier.”
“I’m sorry. I couldn’t let us be seen.” Jacen no longer felt like Jacen inside. He was using his brother’s death to manipulate Tahiri—to corrupt her—and it made him feel brutal and dirty. But what choice did he have? The Jedi were hunting Mara’s killer with all their resources, and he needed a way to track their progress, to keep them under control while he saved the Alliance. “You were getting caught up in the past. We both were.”
The strength left Tahiri’s grasp, but she continued to hold his arm. “I know. It was just so …” She stopped and turned her faceplate toward Jacen, leaving him to stare at the anonymous reflection of his own helmet. “I thought the kiss would be enough. But it isn’t, Jacen. I need—”
“Tahiri, no.” It wasn’t Jacen speaking now, but his new self, the one he had created when he killed Mara. “Your emotions—my emotions—make it too risky. We can’t go back.”
“I know, Jacen.” Tahiri turned her back on him and started for the exit. “I just wish we didn’t have to leave it that way. I wish I could be sure he died knowing how much I loved him.”
Darth Caedus smiled sadly inside his helmet.
“I’m sure he knew.” Caedus started after her. This was what it meant to be Sith: to use friends without hesitation, to sacrifice family for destiny, to live with a stained soul. “I mean, you did tell him, didn’t you?”



THE OLD REPUBLIC
 (5,000–33 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
Long—long—ago in a galaxy far, far away … some twenty-five thousand years before Luke Skywalker destroyed the first Death Star at the Battle of Yavin in Star Wars: A New Hope … a large number of star systems and species in the center of the galaxy came together to form the Galactic Republic, governed by a Chancellor and a Senate from the capital city-world of Coruscant. As the Republic expanded via the hyperspace lanes, it absorbed new member worlds from newly discovered star systems; it also expanded its military to deal with the hostile civilizations, slavers, pirates, and gangster-species such as the slug-like Hutts that were encountered in the outward exploration. But the most vital defenders of the Republic were the Jedi Knights. Originally a reclusive order dedicated to studying the mysteries of the life energy known as the Force, the Jedi became the Republic’s guardians, charged by the Senate with keeping the peace—with wise words if possible; with lightsabers if not.
But the Jedi weren’t the only Force-users in the galaxy. An ancient civil war had pitted those Jedi who used the Force selflessly against those who allowed themselves to be ruled by their ambitions—which the Jedi warned led to the dark side of the Force. Defeated in that long-ago war, the dark siders fled beyond the galactic frontier, where they built a civilization of their own: the Sith Empire.
The first great conflict between the Republic and the Sith Empire occurred when two hyperspace explorers stumbled on the Sith worlds, giving the Sith Lord Naga Sadow and his dark side warriors a direct invasion route into the Republic’s central worlds. This war resulted in the first destruction of the Sith Empire—but it was hardly the last. For the next four thousand years, skirmishes between the Republic and Sith grew into wars, with the scales always tilting toward one or the other, and peace never lasting. The galaxy was a place of almost constant strife: Sith armies against Republic armies; Force-using Sith Lords against Jedi Masters and Jedi Knights; and the dreaded nomadic mercenaries called Mandalorians bringing muscle and firepower wherever they stood to gain.
Then, a thousand years before A New Hope and the Battle of Yavin, the Jedi defeated the Sith at the Battle of Ruusan, decimating the so-called Brotherhood of Darkness that was the heart of the Sith Empire—and most of its power.
One Sith Lord survived—Darth Bane—and his vision for the Sith differed from that of his predecessors. He instituted a new doctrine: No longer would the followers of the dark side build empires or amass great armies of Force-users. There would be only two Sith at a time: a Master and an apprentice. From that time on, the Sith remained in hiding, biding their time and plotting their revenge, while the rest of the galaxy enjoyed an unprecedented era of peace, so long and strong that the Republic eventually dismantled its standing armies.
But while the Republic seemed strong, its institutions had begun to rot. Greedy corporations sought profits above all else and a corrupt Senate did nothing to stop them, until the corporations reduced many planets to raw materials for factories and entire species became subjects for exploitation. Individual Jedi continued to defend the Republic’s citizens and obey the will of the Force, but the Jedi Order to which they answered grew increasingly out of touch. And a new Sith mastermind, Darth Sidious, at last saw a way to restore Sith domination over the galaxy and its inhabitants, and quietly worked to set in motion the revenge of the Sith …
If you’re a reader new to the Old Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• The Old Republic: Deceived, by Paul S. Kemp: Kemp tells the tale of the Republic’s betrayal by the Sith Empire, and features Darth Malgus, an intriguing, complicated villain.
• Knight Errant, by John Jackson Miller: Alone in Sith territory, the headstrong Jedi Kerra Holt seeks to thwart the designs of an eccentric clan of fearsome, powerful, and bizarre Sith Lords.
• Darth Bane: Path of Destruction, by Drew Karpyshyn: A portrait of one of the most famous Sith Lords, from his horrifying childhood to an adulthood spent in the implacable pursuit of vengeance.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Old Republic era.







1
Dessel was lost in the suffering of his job, barely even aware of his surroundings. His arms ached from the endless pounding of the hydraulic jack. Small bits of rock skipped off the cavern wall as he bored through, ricocheting off his protective goggles and stinging his exposed face and hands. Clouds of atomized dust filled the air, obscuring his vision, and the screeching whine of the jack filled the cavern, drowning out all other sounds as it burrowed centimeter by agonizing centimeter into the thick vein of cortosis woven into the rock before him.
Impervious to both heat and energy, cortosis was prized in the construction of armor and shielding by both commercial and military interests, especially with the galaxy at war. Highly resistant to blaster bolts, cortosis alloys supposedly could withstand even the blade of a lightsaber. Unfortunately, the very properties that made it so valuable also made it extremely difficult to mine. Plasma torches were virtually useless; it would take days to burn away even a small section of cortosis-laced rock. The only effective way to mine it was through the brute force of hydraulic jacks pounding relentlessly away at a vein, chipping the cortosis free bit by bit.
Cortosis was one of the hardest materials in the galaxy. The force of the pounding quickly wore down the head of a jack, blunting it until it became almost useless. The dust clogged the hydraulic pistons, making them jam. Mining cortosis was hard on the equipment … and even harder on the miners.
Des had been hammering away for nearly six standard hours. The jack weighed more than thirty kilos, and the strain of keeping it raised and pressed against the rock face was taking its toll. His arms were trembling from the exertion. His lungs were gasping for air and choking on the clouds of fine mineral dust thrown up from the jack’s head. Even his teeth hurt: the rattling vibration felt as if it were shaking them loose from his gums.
But the miners on Apatros were paid based on how much cortosis they brought back. If he quit now, another miner would jump in and start working the vein, taking a share of the profits. Des didn’t like to share.
The whine of the jack’s motor took on a higher pitch, becoming a keening wail Des was all too familiar with. At twenty thousand rpm, the motor sucked in dust like a thirsty bantha sucking up water after a long desert crossing. The only way to combat it was by regular cleaning and servicing, and the Outer Rim Oreworks Company preferred to buy cheap equipment and replace it, rather than sinking credits into maintenance. Des knew exactly what was going to happen next—and a second later, it did. The motor blew.
The hydraulics seized with a horrible crunch, and a cloud of black smoke spit out the rear of the jack. Cursing ORO and its corporate policies, Des released his cramped finger from the trigger and tossed the spent piece of equipment to the floor.
“Move aside, kid,” a voice said.
Gerd, one of the other miners, stepped up and tried to shoulder Des out of the way so he could work the vein with his own jack. Gerd had been working the mines for nearly twenty standard years, and it had turned his body into a mass of hard, knotted muscle. But Des had been working the mines for ten years himself, ever since he was a teenager, and he was just as solid as the older man—and a little bigger. He didn’t budge.
“I’m not done here,” he said. “Jack died, that’s all. Hand me yours and I’ll keep at it for a while.”
“You know the rules, kid. You stop working and someone else is allowed to move in.”
Technically, Gerd was right. But nobody ever jumped another miner’s claim over an equipment malfunction. Not unless he was trying to pick a fight.
Des took a quick look around. The chamber was empty except for the two of them, standing less than half a meter apart. Not a surprise; Des usually chose caverns far off the main tunnel network. It had to be more than mere coincidence that Gerd was here.
Des had known Gerd for as long as he could remember. The middle-aged man had been friends with Hurst, Des’s father. Back when Des first started working the mines at thirteen, he had taken a lot of abuse from the bigger miners. His father had been the worst tormentor, but Gerd had been one of the main instigators, dishing out more than his fair share of teasing, insults, and the occasional cuff on the ear.
Their harassments had ended shortly after Des’s father died of a massive heart attack. It wasn’t because the miners felt sorry for the orphaned young man, though. By the time Hurst died, the tall, skinny teenager they loved to bully had become a mountain of muscle with heavy hands and a fierce temper. Mining was a tough job; it was the closest thing to hard labor outside a Republic prison colony. Whoever worked the mines on Apatros got big—and Des just happened to become the biggest of them all. Half a dozen black eyes, countless bloody noses, and one broken jaw in the space of a month was all it took for Hurst’s old friends to decide they’d be happier if they left Des alone.
Yet it was almost as if they blamed him for Hurst’s death, and every few months one of them tried again. Gerd had always been smart enough to keep his distance—until now.
“I don’t see any of your friends here with you, old man,” Des said. “So back off my claim, and nobody gets hurt.”
Gerd spat on the ground at Des’s feet. “You don’t even know what day it is, do you, boy? Kriffing disgrace is what you are!”
They were standing close enough to each other that Des could smell the sour Corellian whiskey on Gerd’s breath. The man was drunk. Drunk enough to come looking for a fight, but still sober enough to hold his own.
“Five years ago today,” Gerd said, shaking his head sadly. “Five years ago today your own father died, and you don’t even remember!”
Des rarely even thought about his father anymore. He hadn’t been sorry to see him go. His earliest memories were of his father smacking him. He didn’t even remember the reason; Hurst rarely needed one.
“Can’t say I miss Hurst the same way you do, Gerd.”
“Hurst?” Gerd snorted. “He raised you by himself after your mama died, and you don’t even have the respect to call him Dad? You ungrateful son-of-a-Kath-hound!”
Des glared down menacingly at Gerd, but the shorter man was too full of drink and self-righteous indignation to be intimidated.
“Should’ve expected this from a mudcrutch whelp like you,” Gerd continued. “Hurst always said you were no good. He knew there was something wrong with you … Bane.”
Des narrowed his eyes, but didn’t rise to the bait. Hurst had called him by that name when he was drunk. Bane. He had blamed his son for his wife’s death. Blamed him for being stuck on Apatros. He considered his only child to be the bane of his existence, a fact he’d tended to spit out at Des in his drunken rages.
Bane. It represented everything spiteful, petty, and mean about his father. It struck at the innermost fears of every child: fear of disappointment, fear of abandonment, fear of violence. As a kid, that name had hurt more than all the smacks from his father’s heavy fists. But Des wasn’t a kid anymore. Over time he’d learned to ignore it, along with all the rest of the hateful bile that spilled from his father’s mouth.
“I don’t have time for this,” he muttered. “I’ve got work to do.”
With one hand he grabbed the hydraulic jack from Gerd’s grasp. He put the other hand on Gerd’s shoulder and shoved him away. Stumbling back, the inebriated man caught his heel on a rock and fell roughly to the ground.
He stood up with a snarl, his hands balling into fists. “Guess your daddy’s been gone too long, boy. You need someone to beat the sense back into you!”
Gerd was drunk, but he was no fool, Des realized. Des was bigger, stronger, younger … but he’d spent the last six hours working a hydraulic jack. He was covered in grime and the sweat was dripping off his face. His shirt was drenched. Gerd’s uniform, on the other hand, was still relatively clean: no dust, no sweat stains. He must have been planning this all day, taking it easy and sitting back while Des wore himself out.
But Des wasn’t about to back down from a fight. Throwing Gerd’s jack to the ground, he dropped into a crouch, feet wide and arms held out in front of him.
Gerd charged forward, swinging his right fist in a vicious uppercut. Des reached out and caught the punch with the open palm of his left hand, absorbing the force of the blow. His right hand snapped forward and grabbed the underside of Gerd’s right wrist; as he pulled the older man forward, Des ducked down and turned, driving his shoulder into Gerd’s chest. Using his opponent’s own momentum against him, Des straightened up and yanked hard on Gerd’s wrist, flipping him up and over so that he crashed to the ground on his back.
The fight should have ended right then; Des had a split second where he could have dropped his knee onto his opponent, driving the breath from his lungs and pinning him to the ground while he pounded Gerd with his fists. But it didn’t happen. His back, exhausted from hours of hefting the thirty-kilo jack, spasmed.
The pain was agonizing; instinctively Des straightened up, clutching at the knotted lumbar muscles. It gave Gerd a chance to roll out of the way and get back to his feet.
Somehow Des managed to drop into his fighting crouch again. His back howled in protest, and he grimaced as red-hot daggers of pain shot through his body. Gerd saw the grimace and laughed.
“Cramping up there, boy? You should know better than to try and fight after a six-hour shift in the mines.”
Gerd charged forward again. This time his hands weren’t fists, but claws grasping and grabbing at anything they could find, trying to nullify the younger man’s height and reach by getting in close. Des tried to scramble out of the way, but his legs were too stiff and sore to get him clear. One hand grabbed his shirt, the other got hold of his belt as Gerd pulled both of them to the ground.
They grappled together, wrestling on the hard, uneven stone of the cavern floor. Gerd had his face buried against Dessel’s chest to protect it, keeping Des from landing a solid elbow or head-butt. He still had a grip on Des’s belt, but now his other hand was free and punching blindly up to where he guessed Des’s face would be. Des was forced to wrap his arms in and around Gerd’s own, interlocking them so neither man could throw a punch.
With their limbs pinned, strategy and technique meant little. The fight had become a test of strength and endurance, with the two combatants slowly wearing each other down. Dessel tried to roll Gerd over onto his back, but his weary body betrayed him. His limbs were heavy and soft; he couldn’t get the leverage he needed. Instead it was Gerd who was able to twist and turn, wrenching one of his hands free while still keeping his face pressed tight against Des’s chest so it wouldn’t be exposed.
Des wasn’t so lucky … his face was open and vulnerable. Gerd struck a blow with his free hand, but he didn’t hit with a closed fist. Instead he drove his thumb hard into Des’s cheek, only a few centimeters from his real target. He struck again with the thumb, looking to gouge out one of his opponent’s eyes and leave him blind and writhing in pain.
It took Des a second to realize what was happening; his tired mind had become as slow and clumsy as his body. He turned his face away just as the second blow landed, the thumb jamming painfully into the cartilage of his upper ear.
Dark rage exploded inside Des: a burst of fiery passion that burned away the exhaustion and fatigue. Suddenly his mind was clear, and his body felt strong and rejuvenated. He knew what he was going to do next. More importantly, he knew with absolute certainty what Gerd would do next, too.
He couldn’t explain how he knew; sometimes he could just anticipate an opponent’s next move. Instinct, some might have said. Des felt it was something more. It was too detailed—too specific—to be simple instinct. It was more like a vision, a brief glimpse into the future. And whenever it happened, Des always knew what to do, as if something was guiding and directing his actions.
When the next blow came, Des was more than ready for it. He could picture it perfectly in his mind. He knew exactly when it was coming and precisely where it would strike. This time he turned his head in the opposite direction, exposing his face to the incoming blow—and opening his mouth. He bit down hard, his timing perfect, and his teeth sank deep into the dirty flesh of Gerd’s probing thumb.
Gerd screamed as Des clamped his jaw shut, severing the tendons and striking bone. He wondered if he could bite clean through and then—as if the very thought made it happen—he severed Gerd’s thumb.
The screams became shrieks as Gerd released his grasp and rolled away, clasping his maimed hand with his whole one. Crimson blood welled up through the fingers trying to stanch the flow from his stump.
Standing up slowly, Des spat the thumb out onto the ground. The taste of blood was hot in his mouth. His body felt strong and reenergized, as if some great power surged through his veins. All the fight had been taken out of his opponent; Des could do anything he wanted to Gerd now.
The older man rolled back and forth on the floor, his hand clutched to his chest. He was moaning and sobbing, begging for mercy, pleading for help.
Des shook his head in disgust; Gerd had brought this on himself. It had started as a simple fistfight. The loser would have ended up with a black eye and some bruises, but nothing more. Then the older man had taken things to another level by trying to blind him, and he’d responded in kind. Des had learned long ago not to escalate a fight unless he was willing to pay the price of losing. Now Gerd had learned that lesson, too.
Des had a temper, but he wasn’t the kind to keep beating on a helpless opponent. Without looking back at his defeated foe, he left the cavern and headed back up the tunnel to tell one of the foremen what had happened so someone could come tend to Gerd’s injury.
He wasn’t worried about the consequences. The medics could reattach Gerd’s thumb, so at worst Des would be fined a day or two’s wages. The corporation didn’t really care what its employees did, as long as they kept coming back to mine the cortosis. Fights were common among the miners, and ORO almost always turned a blind eye, though this particular fight had been more vicious than most—savage and short, with a brutal end.
Just like life on Apatros.
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Sitting in the back of the land cruiser used to transport miners between Apatros’s only colony and the mines, Des felt exhausted. All he wanted was to get back to his bunk in the barracks and sleep. The adrenaline had drained out of him, leaving him hyperaware of the stiffness and soreness of his body. He slumped down in his seat and gazed around the interior of the cruiser.
Normally, there would have been twenty other miners crammed into the speeder with him, but this one was empty except for him and the pilot. After the fight with Gerd, the foreman had suspended Des without pay, effective immediately, and had ordered the transport to take him back to the colony.
“This kind of thing is getting old, Des,” the foreman had said with a frown. “We’ve got to make an example of you this time. You can’t work the mines until Gerd is healed up and back on the job.”
What he really meant was, You can’t earn any credits until Gerd comes back. He’d still be charged room and board, of course. Every day that he sat around doing nothing would go onto his tab, adding to the debt he was working so desperately to pay off.
Des figured it would be four or five days until Gerd was able to handle a hydraulic jack again. The on-site medic had reattached the severed thumb using a vibro-scalpel and synthflesh. A few days of kolto injections and some cheap meds to dull the pain, and Gerd would be back at it. Bacta therapy could have him back in a day; but bacta was expensive, and ORO wouldn’t spring for it unless Gerd had miner’s insurance … which Des highly doubted.
Most miners never bothered with the company-sponsored insurance program. It was expensive, for one thing. What with room, board, and the fees covering the cost of transport to and from the mines, most thought they gave ORO more than enough of their hard-earned pay without adding insurance premiums onto the stack.
It wasn’t just the cost, though. It was almost as if the men and women who worked the cortosis mines were in denial, refusing to admit the potential dangers and hazards they encountered every day. Getting insurance would force them to take a look at the cold, hard facts.
Few miners ever reached their golden years. The tunnels claimed many, burying bodies in cave-ins or incinerating them when somebody tapped into a pocket of explosive gases trapped in the rock. Even those who made it out of the mines tended not to survive long into their retirement. The mines took their toll. Sixty-year-old men were left with bodies that looked and felt like they were ninety, broken shells worn down by decades of hard physical labor and exposure to airborne contaminants that slipped through the substandard ORO filters.
When Des’s father died—with no insurance, of course—all Des got out of it was the privilege of taking on his father’s accumulated debt. Hurst had spent more time drinking and gambling than mining. To pay for his monthly room and board he’d often had to borrow credits from ORO at an interest rate that would be criminal anywhere but in the Outer Rim. The debt kept piling up, month to month and year to year, but Hurst didn’t seem to care. He was a single parent with a son he resented, trapped in a brutal job he despised; he had given up any hope of escaping Apatros long before the heart attack claimed him.
The Hutt spawn probably would have been glad to know his son had gotten stuck with his bill.
The transport sped above the barren rocks of the small planet’s flatlands with no sound but the endless drone of the engines. The featureless wastes flew by in a blur, until the view out the window was nothing but a curtain of shapeless gray. The effect was hypnotic: Des could feel his tired mind and body eager to drift into deep and dreamless sleep.
This was how they got you. Work you to exhaustion, dull your senses, numb your will into submission … until you accepted your lot and wasted your entire life in the grit and grime of the cortosis mines. All in the relentless service of the Outer Rim Oreworks Company. It was a surprisingly effective trap; it worked on men like Gerd and Hurst. But it wasn’t going to work on Des.
Even with his father’s crushing debt, Des knew he’d pay ORO off someday and leave this life behind. He was destined for something greater than this small, insignificant existence. He knew this with absolute certainty, and it was this knowledge that gave him the strength to carry on in the face of the relentless, sometimes hopeless grind. It gave him the strength to fight, even when part of him felt like giving up.
He was suspended, unable to work the mines, but there were other ways to earn credits. With a great effort he forced himself to stand up. The floor swayed under his feet as the speeder made constant adjustments to maintain its programmed cruising altitude of half a meter above ground level. He took a second to get used to the rolling rhythm of the transport, then half walked, half staggered up the aisle between the seats to the pilot at the front. He didn’t recognize the man, but they all tended to look the same anyway: grim, unsmiling features, dull eyes, and always wearing an expression as if they were on the verge of a blinding headache.
“Hey,” Des said, trying to sound nonchalant, “any ships come in to the spaceport today?”
There was no reason for the pilot to keep his attention fixed on the path ahead. The forty-minute trip between the mines and the colony was a straight line across an empty plain; some of the pilots even stole naps along the route. Yet this one refused to turn and look at Des as he answered.
“Cargo ship touched down a few hours ago,” he said in a bored voice. “Military. Republic cargo ship.”
Des smiled. “They staying for a while?”
The pilot didn’t answer; he only snorted and shook his head at the stupidity of the question. Des nodded and stumbled back toward his seat at the rear of the transport. He knew the answer, too.
Cortosis was used in the hulls of everything from fighters to capital ships, as well as being woven into the body armor of the troops. And as the war against the Sith dragged on, the Republic’s need for cortosis kept increasing. Every few weeks a Republic freighter would touch down on Apatros. The next day it would leave again, its cargo bays filled with the valuable mineral. Until then the crew—officers and enlisted soldiers alike—would have nothing to do but wait. From past experience, Des knew that whenever Republic soldiers had a few hours to kill they liked to play cards. And wherever people played cards, there was money to be made.
Lowering himself back onto his seat at the rear of the speeder, Des decided that maybe he wasn’t quite ready to hit his bunk after all.
By the time the transport stopped on the edges of the colony, Des’s body was tingling with anticipation. He hopped out and sauntered toward his barracks at a leisurely pace, fighting his own eagerness and the urge to run. Even now, he imagined, the Republic soldiers and their credits would be sitting at the gaming tables in the colony’s only cantina.
Still, there was no point in rushing over there. It was late afternoon, the sun just beginning its descent beyond the horizon to the north. By now most of the miners from the night shift would be awake. Many of them would already be at the cantina, whiling away the time until they had to make the journey out to the mines to start their shift. For the next two hours Des knew he’d be lucky to find a place to sit down in the cantina, never mind finding an empty seat at a pazaak or sabacc table. Meanwhile, it would be another few hours before the men working the day shift climbed onto the waiting transports to head back to their homes; he’d get to the cantina long before any of them.
Back at his barracks, he stripped off his grime-stained coveralls and climbed into the deserted communal showers, scouring the sweat and fine rock dust from his body. Then he changed into some clean clothes and sauntered out into the street, making his way slowly toward the cantina on the far side of town.
The cantina didn’t have a name; it didn’t need one. Nobody ever had any trouble finding it. Apatros was a small world, barely more than a moon with an atmosphere and some indigenous plant life. There were precious few places to go: the mines, the colony, or the barren wastes in between. The mines were a massive complex encompassing the caves and tunnels dug by ORO, as well as the refining and processing branches of ORO’s operations.
The spaceports were located there, too. Freighters left daily with shipments of cortosis bound for some wealthier world closer to Coruscant and the Galactic Core, and incoming vessels bringing equipment and supplies to keep the mines running arrived every other day. Employees who weren’t strong enough to mine cortosis worked in the refining plants or the spaceport. The pay wasn’t as good, but they tended to live longer.
But no matter where people worked, they all came home to the same place at the end of their shifts. The colony was nothing more than a ramshackle town of temporary barracks thrown together by ORO to house the few hundred workers expected to keep the mines running. Like the world itself, the colony was officially known as Apatros. To those who lived there, it was more commonly referred to as “the muck-huts.” Every building was the same shade of dingy gray durasteel, the exterior weathered and worn. The insides of the buildings were virtually identical, temporary workers’ barracks that had become all too permanent. Each structure housed four small private rooms meant for two people, but often holding three or more. Sometimes entire families shared one of those rooms, unless they could find the credits for the outrageous rents ORO charged for more space. Each room had bunks built into the walls and a single door that opened onto a narrow hall; a communal bathroom and shower were located at the end. The doors tended to squeak on ill-fitting hinges that were never tended to; the roofs were a patchwork of quick fixes to seal up the leaks that inevitably sprang whenever it rained. Broken windows were taped against the wind and cold, but never replaced. A thin layer of dust accumulated over everything, but few of the residents ever bothered to sweep out their domiciles.
The entire colony was less than a kilometer on each square side, making it possible to walk from any given building to any of the other identical structures in fewer than twenty standard minutes. Despite the unrelenting similarity of the architecture, navigating the colony was easy. The barracks had been placed in straight rows and columns, forming a grid of utilitarian streets between the uniformly spaced domiciles. The streets couldn’t exactly be called clean, though they were hardly festering with garbage. ORO cleared trash and refuse just often enough to keep conditions sanitary, since an outbreak of diseases bred by filth would adversely affect the mine’s production. However, the company didn’t seem to mind the cluttered junk that inevitably accumulated throughout the town. Broken-down generators, rusted-out machinery, corroded scraps of metal, and discarded, worn-out tools crowded the narrow streets between the barracks.
There were only two structures in the colony that were in any way distinguished from the rest. One was the ORO market, the only store onworld. It had once been a barracks, but the bunks had been replaced with shelves, and the communal shower area was now a secure storage room. A small black-and-white sign had been fastened to the wall outside, listing the hours of operation. There were no displays to lure shoppers in, and no advertising. The market stocked only the most basic items, all at scandelous markups. Credit was gladly advanced against future wages at ORO’s typically high interest rate, guaranteeing that buyers would spend even more hours in the mine working off their purchases.
The other dissimilar building was the cantina itself, a magnificent triumph of beauty and design when compared with the dismal homogeny of the rest of the colony. The cantina was built a few hundred meters beyond the edge of the town, set well apart from the gray grid of barracks. It stood only three stories high, but because every other structure was limited to a single floor it dominated the landscape. Not that it needed to be that tall. Inside the cantina everything was located on the ground floor; the upper stories were merely a façade constructed for show by Groshik, the Neimoidian owner and bartender. Above the first-floor ceiling, the second and third floors didn’t really exist—there were only the rising walls and a dome made of tinted violet glass, illuminated from within. Matching violet lights covered the pale blue exterior walls. On almost any world the effect would have been ostentatious and tacky, but amid the gray of Apatros it was doubly so. Groshik often proclaimed that he had intentionally made his cantina as garish as possible, simply to offend the ORO powers-that-be. The sentiment made him popular with the miners, but Des doubted if ORO really cared one way or the other. Groshik could paint his cantina any color he wanted, as long as he gave the corporation its cut of the profits each week.
The twenty-standard-hour day of Apatros was split evenly between the two shifts of miners. Des and the rest of the early crew worked from 0800 to 1800; his counterparts worked from 1800 to 0800. Groshik, in an effort to maximize profits, opened each afternoon at 1300 and didn’t close for ten straight hours. This allowed him to serve the night-crew workers before they started and catch the day crew when that shift was over. He’d close at 0300, clean for two hours, sleep for six, then get up at 1100 and start the process all over again. His routine was well known to all the miners; the Neimoidian was as regular as the rising and setting of Apatros’s pale orange sun.
As Des crossed the distance between the edge of the colony proper and the cantina’s welcoming door, he could already hear the sounds coming from inside: loud music, laughter, chatter, clinking glasses. It was almost 1600 now. The day shift had two hours to go before quitting time, but the cantina was still packed with nightshift workers looking to have a drink or something to eat before they boarded the shuttles that would take them to the mines.
Des didn’t recognize any faces: the day and night crews rarely crossed paths. The patrons were mostly humans, with a few Twi’leks, Sullustans, and Cereans filling out the crowd. Des was surprised to notice a Rodian, too. Apparently the night crew were more tolerant of other species than the day shift. There were no waitresses, servers, or dancers; the only employee in the cantina was Groshik himself. Anyone who wanted a drink had to come up to the large bar built into the back wall and order it.
Des pushed his way through the crowd. Groshik saw him coming and momentarily dipped out of sight behind the bar, reappearing with a mug of Gizer ale just as Des reached the counter.
“You’re here early today,” Groshik said as he set the drink down with a heavy thud. His low, gravelly voice was difficult to hear above the din of the crowd. His words always had a guttural quality, as if he were speaking from the very back of his throat.
The Neimoidian liked him, though Des wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because he’d watched Des grow up from a young kid to a man; maybe he just felt sorry Des had been stuck with such a rankweed for a father. Whatever the reason, there was a standing arrangement between the two: Des never had to pay for a drink if it was poured without being asked for. Des gratefully accepted the gift and downed it in one long draft, then slammed the empty mug back down onto the table.
“Ran into a bit of trouble with Gerd,” he replied, wiping his mouth. “I bit his thumb off, so they let me go home early.”
Groshik tilted his head to one side and fixed his enormous red eyes on Des. The sour expression on his amphibian-like face didn’t change, but his body shook ever so slightly. Des knew him well enough to realize the Neimoidian was laughing.
“Seems like a fair trade,” Groshik croaked, refilling the mug.
Des didn’t guzzle the second drink as he had the first. Groshik rarely gave him more than one on the house, and he didn’t want to abuse the bartender’s generosity.
He turned his attention to the crowd. The Republic visitors were easy to spot. Four humans—two men, two women—and a male Ithorian in crisp navy uniforms. It wasn’t just their clothes that made them stand out, though. They all stood straight and tall, whereas most of the miners tended to hunch forward, as if carrying a great weight on their backs.
On one side of the main room, a smaller section was roped off from the rest of the cantina. It was the only part of the place Groshik had nothing to do with. The ORO Company allowed gambling on Apatros, but only if it was in charge of the tables. Officially this was to keep anyone from cheating, but everyone knew ORO’s real concern was keeping the wagers in check. It didn’t want one of its employees to win big and pay off all his or her debts in one lucky night. By keeping the maximum limits low, ORO made sure it was more profitable to work the mines than the tables.
In the gaming section were four more naval soldiers wearing the uniform of the Republic fleet, along with a dozen or so miners. A Twi’lek woman with the rank of petty officer on her lapel was playing pazaak. A young ensign was sitting at the sabacc table, talking loudly to everyone around him, though nobody seemed to be listening to him. Two more officers—both human, one male, one female—also sat at the sabacc table. The woman was a lieutenant; the man bore the insignia of a full commander. Des assumed they were the senior officers in charge of the mission to receive the cortosis shipment.
“I see you’ve noticed our recruiters,” Groshik muttered.
The war against the Sith—officially nothing more than a series of protracted military engagements, even though the whole galaxy knew it was a war—required a steady stream of young and eager cadets for the front lines. And for some reason the Republic always expected the citizens on the Outer Rim worlds to jump at the chance to join them. Whenever a Republic military crew passed through Apatros, the officers tried to round up new recruits. They’d buy a round of drinks, then use it as an excuse to start up a conversation, usually about the glorious and heroic life of being a soldier. Sometimes they’d play up the brutality of the Sith. Other times they’d spin promises of a better life in the Republic military—all the while pretending to be friendly and sympathetic to the locals, hoping a few would join their cause.
Des suspected they received some kind of bonus for any new recruit they conned into signing up. Unfortunately for them, they weren’t going to find too many takers on Apatros. The Republic wasn’t too popular on the Rim; people here, including Des, knew the Core Worlds exploited small, remote planets like Apatros for their own gain. The Sith found a lot of anti-Republic sympathizers out here on the fringes of civilized space; that was one of the reasons their numbers kept growing as the war dragged on.
Despite their dissatisfaction with the Core Worlds, people still might have signed up with the recruiters if the Republic wasn’t so concerned with following the absolute letter of the law. Anyone hoping to escape Apatros and the clutches of the mining corporation was in for a rude shock: debts to ORO still had to be paid, even by recruits protecting the galaxy against the rising Sith threat. If someone owed money to a legitimate corporation, the Republic fleet would garnish his or her wages until those debts were paid. Not too many miners were excited about the prospect of joining a war only to have the privilege of not getting paid.
Some of the miners resented the senior officers and their constant push to lure naïve young men and women into joining their cause. It didn’t bother Des, though. He’d listen to them prattle on all night, as long as they kept playing cards. He figured it was a small price to pay for getting his hands on their credits.
His eagerness must have shown, at least to Groshik. “Any chance you heard a Republic crew was stopping by and then picked a fight with Gerd just so you could get here early?”
Des shook his head. “No. Just a happy coincidence, is all. What angle are they working this time? Glory of the Republic?”
“Trying to warn us about the horrors of the Brotherhood of Darkness,” was the carefully neutral reply. “Not going over too well.”
The cantina owner kept his real opinions to himself when it came to matters of politics. His customers were free to talk about any subject they wanted, but no matter how heated their arguments became, he always refused to take sides.
“Bad for business,” he had explained once. “Agree with someone and they’ll be your friend for the rest of the night. Cross them and they might hate you for weeks.” Neimoidians were known for their shrewd business sense, and Groshik was no exception.
A miner pushed his way up to the bar and demanded a drink. When Groshik went to fill the order, Des turned to study the gaming area. There weren’t any free seats at the sabacc table, so for the time being he was forced into the role of spectator. For well over an hour he studied the plays and the wagers of the newcomers, paying particular attention to the senior officers. They tended to be better players than the enlisted troops, probably because they had more credits to lose.
The game on Apatros followed a modified version of the Bespin Standard rules. The basics of the game were simple: make a hand as close to twenty-three as possible without going over. Each round, a player had to either bet to stay in the hand, or fold. Any player who chose to stay in could draw a new card, discard a card, or place a card into the interference field to lock in its value. At the end of any round a player could come up, revealing his or her hand and forcing all other players to show their cards, as well. Best hand at the table won the hand pot. Any score over twenty-three, or below negative twenty-three, was a bomb-out that required the player to pay a penalty. And if a player had a hand that totaled exactly twenty-three—a pure sabacc—he or she won the sabacc pot as a bonus. But what with random shifts that could unexpectedly change the value of cards from round to round, and other players coming up early, a pure sabacc was a lot harder to achieve than it sounded.
Sabacc was more than a game of luck. It was about strategy and style, knowing when to bluff and when to back down, knowing how to adapt to the ever-changing cards. Some players were too cautious, never betting more than the minimum raise even when they had a good hand. Others were too aggressive, trying to bully the rest of the table with outrageous bets even when they had nothing. A player’s natural tendencies showed through if you knew what to look for.
The ensign, for example, was clearly new to the game. He kept staying in with weak hands instead of folding his cards. He was a chaser, not satisfied with cards good enough to collect the hand pot. He was always looking for the perfect hand, hoping to win big and collect the sabacc pot that kept on growing until it was won. As a result, he kept getting caught with bomb-out hands and having to pay a penalty. It didn’t seem to slow his betting, though. He was one of those players with more credits than sense, which suited Des just fine.
To be an expert sabacc player, you had to know how to control the table. It didn’t take Des many hands to realize the Republic commander was doing just that. He knew how to bet big and make other players fold winning hands. He knew when to bet small to lure others into playing hands they should have folded. He didn’t worry much about his own cards; he knew that the secret to sabacc was figuring out what everyone else was holding … and then letting them think they knew what cards he was holding. It was only when all the hands were revealed and he was raking in the chips that his opponents would realize how wrong they’d been.
He was good, Des had to admit. Better than most of the Republic players who passed through. Despite his pleasant appearance, he was ruthless in scooping up pot after pot. But Des had a good feeling; sometimes he just knew he couldn’t lose. He was going to win tonight … and win big.
There was a groan from one of the miners at the table. “Another round and that sabacc pot was mine!” he said, shaking his head. “You’re lucky you came up when you did,” he added, speaking to the commander.
Des knew it wasn’t luck. The miner had been so excited, he was twitching in his seat. Anyone with half a brain could see he was working toward a powerful hand. The commander had seen it and made his move, cutting the hand short and chopping the other gambler’s hopes off at the knees.
“That’s it,” the miner said, pushing away from the table. “I’m tapped out.”
“Looks like now’s your chance,” Groshik whispered under his breath as he swept past to pour another drink. “Good luck.”
I don’t need luck tonight, Des thought. He crossed the floor of the cantina and stepped over the nanosilk rope into the ORO-controlled gaming room.



RISE OF THE EMPIRE
 (33–0 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
This is the era of the Star Wars prequel films, in which Darth Sidious’s schemes lead to the devastating Clone Wars, the betrayal and destruction of the Jedi Order, and the Republic’s transformation into the Empire. It also begins the tragic story of Anakin Skywalker, the boy identified by the Jedi as the Chosen One of ancient prophecy, the one destined to bring balance to the Force. But, as seen in the movies, Anakin’s passions lead him to the dark side, and he becomes the legendary masked and helmeted villain Darth Vader.
Before his fall, however, Anakin spends many years being trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan Kenobi. When the Clone Wars break out, pitting the Republic against the secessionist Trade Federation, Anakin becomes a war hero and one of the galaxy’s greatest Jedi Knights. But his love for the Naboo Queen and Senator Padmé Amidala, and his friendship with Supreme Chancellor Palpatine—secretly known as the Sith Lord Darth Sidious—will be his undoing …
If you’re a reader looking to jump into the Rise of the Empire era, here are five great starting points:
• Labyrinth of Evil, by James Luceno: Luceno’s tale of the last days of the Clone Wars is equal parts compelling detective story and breakneck adventure, leading directly into the beginning of Star Wars: Episode III Revenge of the Sith.
• Revenge of the Sith, by Matthew Stover: This masterfully written novelization fleshes out the on-screen action of Episode III, delving deeply into everything from Anakin’s internal struggle and the politics of the dying Republic to the intricacies of lightsaber combat.
• Republic Commando: Hard Contact, by Karen Traviss: The first of the Republic Commando books introduces us to a band of clone soldiers, their trainers, and the Jedi generals who lead them, mixing incisive character studies with a deep understanding of the lives of soldiers at war.
• Death Troopers, by Joe Schreiber: A story of horror aboard a Star Destroyer that you’ll need to read with the lights on. Supporting roles by Han Solo and his Wookiee sidekick, Chewbacca, are just icing on the cake.
• The Han Solo Adventures, by Brian Daley: Han and Chewie come to glorious life in these three swashbuckling tales of smuggling, romance, and danger in the early days before they meet Luke and Leia.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rise of the Empire era.
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SCRAMBLE LINE ENCRYPTED
STAND BY STAND BY
GEONOSIS FORWARD CONTROL TO FLEET SUPPORT, ORD MANTELL.
PREPARE TO RECEIVE CASEVAC TRANSPORT. MED TRIAGE TEAM ESTIMATE SERIOUS INJURIES, TWELVE THOUSAND, REPEAT TWELVE THOUSAND. WALKING WOUNDED EIGHT THOUSAND, REPEAT EIGHT THOUSAND. ETA TEN HOURS. LOGISTICS PRIORITY FOR BACTA TANK SUPPORT TEAMS.
PREP FOR SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND COMBAT-FIT TROOPS, REPEAT SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND, PENDING REDEPLOYMENT. PRIORITY WEAPONS SUPPORT FOR COMMANDO UNITS.
THAT IS ALL. OUT.


Republic assault ship Implacable: inbound for extraction from Geonosis. Stand by.
Republic Commando 1136 studied every face in line waiting to board the gunships.
Some were helmeted, and some were not, but—one way or another—they all had his face. And they were all strangers.
“Move it,” the loadmaster shouted, gesturing side-to-side with one outstretched arm. “Come on, shift it, people—fast as you can.” The gunships dropped down in clouds of dust and troopers embarked, some turning to pull comrades inboard so the ships could lift again quickly. There was no reason to scramble for it. They’d done it a thousand times in training; extraction from a real battle was what they’d prepared for. This wasn’t a retreat. They’d grabbed their first victory.
The gunships’ downdraft kicked the red Geonosian soil into the air. RC-1136—Darman—took off his helmet and ran his gauntlet carefully across the pale gray dome, wiping away the dust and noting a few scrapes and burn marks.
The loadmaster turned to him. He was one of the very, very few outsiders whom Darman had ever seen working with the Grand Army, a short, wrinkled Duros with a temper to match. “Are you embarking or what?”
Darman continued wiping his helmet. “I’m waiting for my mates,” he said.
“You shift your shiny silver backside now,” the loadmaster said irritably. “I got a schedule.”
Darman carefully brought up his knuckle plate just under the loadmasters’s chin, and held it there. He didn’t need to eject the vibroblade and he didn’t need to say a word. He’d made his point.
“Well, whenever you’re ready, sir,” the Duros said, stepping back to chivy clone troopers instead. It wasn’t a great idea to upset a commando, especially not one coming down from the adrenaline high of combat.
But there was still no sign of the rest of his squad. Darman knew that there was no point in waiting any longer. They hadn’t called in. Maybe they had comlink failures. Maybe they had made it onto another gunship.
It was the first time in his artificially short life that Darman hadn’t been able to reach out and touch the men he had been raised with.
He waited half a standard hour more anyway, until the gunships became less frequent and the lines of troopers became shorter. Eventually there was nobody standing on the desert plain but him, the Duros loadmaster, and half a dozen clone troopers. It was the last lift of the day.
“You better come now, sir,” the loadmaster said. “There’s nobody unaccounted for. Nobody alive, anyway.”
Darman looked around the horizon one last time, still feeling as if he were turning his back on someone reaching out to him.
“I’m coming,” he said, and brought up the rear of the line. As the gunship lifted, he watched the swirling dust, dwindling rock formations, and scattered shrinking patches of scrub until Geonosis became a blur of dull red.
He could still search the Implacable. It wasn’t over yet.
The gunship slipped into the Implacable’s giant docking bay, and Darman looked down into the cavern, onto a sea of white armor and orderly movement. The first thing that struck him when the gunship killed its thrusters and locked down on its pad was how quiet everyone seemed.
In the crowded bay full of troopers, the air stank of sweat and stale fear and the throat-rasping smell of discharged blaster rifles. But it was so silent that if Darman hadn’t seen the evidence of exhausted and injured men, he’d have believed that nothing significant had happened in the last thirty hours.
The deck vibrated under the soles of his boots. He was still staring down at them, studying the random patterns of Geonosian dust that clung to them, when an identical pair came into view.
“Number?” said a voice that was also his own. The commander swept him with a tally sensor: he didn’t need Darman to tell him his number, or anything else for that matter, because the sensors in the enhanced Katarn armor reported his status silently, electronically. No significant injury. The triage team on Geonosis had waved him past, concentrating on the injured, ignoring both those too badly hurt to help and those who could help themselves. “Are you listening to me? Come on. Talk to me, son.”
“I’m okay, sir,” he said. “Sir, RC-one-one-three-six. I’m not in shock. I’m fine.” He paused. Nobody else was going to call him by his squad nickname—Darman—again. They were all dead, he knew it. Jay, Vin, Taler. He just knew. “Sir, any news of RC-one-one-three-five—”
“No,” said the commander, who had obviously heard similar questions every time he stopped to check. He gestured with the small bar in his hand. “If they’re not in casevac or listed on this sweep, then they didn’t make it.”
It was stupid to ask. Darman should have known better. Clone troopers—and especially Republic commandos—just got on with the job. That was their sole purpose. And they were lucky, their training sergeant had told them; outside, in the ordinary world, every being from every species in the galaxy fretted about their purpose in life, searching for meaning. A clone didn’t need to. Clones knew. They had been perfected for their role, and doubt need never trouble them.
Darman had never known what doubt was until now. No amount of training had prepared him for this. He found a space against a bulkhead and sat down.
A clone trooper settled down next to him, squeezing into the gap and briefly clunking a shoulder plate against his. They glanced at each other. Darman rarely had any contact with the other clones: commandos trained apart from everyone, including ARC troopers. The trooper’s armor was white, lighter, less resistant; commandos enjoyed upgraded protection. And Darman displayed no rank colors.
But they both knew exactly who and what they were.
“Nice Deece,” the trooper said enviously. He was looking at the DC-17: troopers were issued the heavier, lower-spec rifle, the DC-15. “Ion pulse blaster, RPG anti-armor, and sniper?”
“Yeah.” Every item of his gear was manufactured to a higher spec. A trooper’s life was less valuable than a commando’s. It was the way things were, and Darman had never questioned it—not for long, anyway. “Full house.”
“Tidy.” The trooper nodded approval. “Job done, eh?”
“Yeah,” Darman said quietly. “Job done.”
The trooper didn’t say anything else. Maybe he was wary of conversation with commandos. Darman knew what troopers thought about him and his kind. They don’t train like us and they don’t fight like us. They don’t even talk like us. A bunch of prima donnas.
Darman didn’t think he was arrogant. It was just that he could do every job a soldier could be called upon to do, and then some: siege assault, counterinsurgency, hostage extraction, demolitions, assassination, surveillance, and every kind of infantry activity on any terrain and in any environment, at any time. He knew he could, because he’d done it. He’d done it in training, first with simunition and then with live rounds. He’d done it with his squad, the three brothers with whom he’d spent every moment of his conscious life. They’d competed against other squads, thousands just like them, but not like them, because they were squad brothers, and that was special.
He had never been taught how to live apart from the squad, though. Now he would learn the hardest way of all.
Darman had absolute confidence that he was one of the best special ops soldiers ever created. He was undistracted by the everyday concerns of raising a family and making a living, things that his instructors said he was lucky never to know.
But now he was alone. Very, very alone. It was very distracting indeed.
He considered this for a long time in silence. Surviving when the rest of your squad had been killed was no cause for pride. It felt instead like something his training sergeant had described as shame. That was what you felt when you lost a battle, apparently.
But they had won. It was their first battle, and they had won.
The landing ramp of the Implacable eased down, and the bright sunlight of Ord Mantell streamed in. Darman replaced his helmet without thinking and stood in an orderly line, waiting to disembark and be reassigned. He was going to be chilled down, kept in suspended animation until duty called again.
So this was the aftermath of victory. He wondered how much worse defeat might feel.
Imbraani, Qiilura: 40 light-years from Ord Mantell, Tingel Arm
The field of barq flowed from silver to ruby as the wind from the southwest bent the ripening grain in waves. It could have been a perfect late-summer day; instead it was turning into one of the worst days of Etain Tur-Mukan’s life.
Etain had run and run and she had nothing left in her. She flung herself flat between the furrows, not caring where she fell. Etain held her breath as something stinking and wet squelched under her.
The pursuing Weequay couldn’t hear her above the wind, she knew, but she held her breath anyway.
“Hey girlie!” His boots crunched closer. He was panting. “Where you go? Don’t be shy.”
Don’t breathe.
“I got bottle of urrqal. You want to have party?” He had a remarkably large vocabulary for a Weequay, all of it centered on his baser needs. “I fun when you get to know me.”
I should have waited for it to get dark. I could influence his mind, try to make him leave.
But she hadn’t. And she couldn’t, try as she might to concentrate. She was too full of adrenaline and uncontrolled panic.
“Come on, you scrag-end, where are you? I find you …”
He sounded as if he was kicking his way through the crop, and getting closer. If she got up and ran for it, she was dead. If she stayed where she was, he’d find her—eventually. He wasn’t going to get bored, and he wasn’t going to give up.
“Girlie …”
The Weequay’s voice was close, to her right, about twenty meters away. She sipped a strangled breath and clamped her lips shut again, lungs aching, eyes streaming with the effort.
“Girlie …” Closer. He was going to step right on her. “Gir-leeeeee …”
She knew what he’d do when he found her. If she was lucky, he’d kill her afterward.
“Gir—”
The Weequay was interrupted by a loud, wet thwack. He let out a grunt and then there was a second thwack—shorter, sharper, harder. Etain heard a squeal of pain.
“How many times have I got to tell you, di’kut?” It was a different voice, human, with an hard edge of authority. Thwack. “Don’t—waste—my—time.” Another thwack: another squeal. Etain kept her face pressed in the dirt. “You get drunk one more time, you go chasing females one more time, and I’m going to slit you from here to—here.”
The Weequay shrieked. It was the sort of incoherent animal sound that beings made when pain overwhelmed them. Etain had heard too much of that sound in her short time on Qiilura. Then there was silence.
She hadn’t heard the voice before, but she didn’t need to. She knew exactly who it belonged to.
Etain strained to listen, half expecting a heavy boot to suddenly stamp on her back, but all she could hear was the swish and crunch of two pairs of feet wading through the crop. Away from her. She caught snatches of the fading conversation as the wind took it: the Weequay was still being berated.
“…  more important …”
What was?
“…  later, but right now, di’kut, I need you to … okay? Or I’ll cut …”
Etain waited. Eventually all she could hear was the breath of the wind, the rustling grain, and the occasional fluting call of a ground-eel seeking a mate. She allowed herself to breathe normally again, but still she waited, facedown in ripe manure, until dusk started to fall. She had to move now. The gdans would be out hunting, combing the fields in packs. On top of that, the smell that hadn’t bothered her while she was gripped by terror was starting to really bother her now.
She eased herself up on her elbows, then her knees, and looked around.
Why did they have to manure barq so late in the season anyway? She fumbled in the pockets of her cloak for a cloth. Now if only she could find a stream, she could clean herself up. She pulled a handful of stalks, crushed them into a ball, and tried to scrape off the worst of the dung and debris stuck to her.
“That’s a pretty expensive crop to be using for that,” a voice said.
Etain gulped in a breath and spun around to find a local in a grubby smock scowling at her. He looked thin, worn out, and annoyed; he was holding a threshing tool. “Do you know how much that stuff’s worth?”
“I’m sorry,” she said. Sliding her hand carefully inside her cloak, she felt for the familiar cylinder. She hadn’t wanted the Weequay to know that she was a Jedi, but if this farmer was considering turning her in for a few loaves or a bottle of urrqal, she’d need her lightsaber handy. “It was your barq or my life, I’m afraid.”
The farmer stared at the crushed stalks and the scattered bead-like grains, tight-lipped. Yes, barq fetched a huge price in the restaurants of Coruscant: it was a luxury, and the people who grew it for export couldn’t afford it. That didn’t seem to bother the Neimoidians who controlled the trade. It never did.
“I’ll pay for the damage,” Etain said, her hand still inside the cloak.
“What were they after you for?” the farmer asked, ignoring her offer.
“The usual,” she said.
“Oh-ah, you’re not that good looking.”
“Charming.”
“I know who you are.”
Oh no. Her grip closed. “You do?”
“I reckon.”
A little more food for his family. A few hours’ drunken oblivion, courtesy of urrqal. That was all she was to him. He made as if to step closer and she drew her arm clear of her cloak, because she was fed up with running and she didn’t like the look of that threshing tool.
Vzzzzzmmmm.
“Oh, great,” the farmer sighed, eyeing the shaft of pure blue light. “Not one of you lot. That’s all we need.”
“Yes,” she said, and held the lightsaber steady in front of her face. Her stomach had knotted, but she kept her voice under control. “I am Padawan Etain Tur-Mukan. You can try to turn me in, if you want to test my skill, but I’d prefer that you help me instead. Your call, sir.”
The farmer stared at the lightsaber as if he was trying to work out a price for it. “Didn’t help your Master much, that thing, did it?”
“Master Fulier was unfortunate. And betrayed.” She lowered the lightsaber but didn’t cut the beam. “Are you going to help me?”
“We’re going to have Ghez Hokan’s thugs all over us if I—”
“I think they’re busy,” Etain said.
“What do you want from us?”
“Shelter, for the moment.”
The farmer sucked his teeth thoughtfully. “Okay. Come on, Padawan—”
“Get used to calling me Etain, please.” She thumbed off the lightsaber: the light died with a ffumm sound, and she slipped the hilt back inside her cloak. “Just to be on the safe side.”
Etain trailed after him, trying not to smell herself, but it was hard, nauseatingly hard. Even a scent-hunting gdan wouldn’t recognize her as a human. It was getting dark now, and the farmer kept glancing over his shoulder at her.
“Oh-ah.” He shook his head, engaged in some internal conversation. “I’m Birhan, and this is my land. And I thought you lot were supposed to be able to use some sort of mind control tricks.”
“How do you know I haven’t?” Etain lied.
“Oh-ah,” he said, and nothing more.
She wasn’t going to volunteer the obvious if he hadn’t spotted it for himself. A disappointment to her Master, she was clearly not the best of the bunch. She struggled with the Force and she grappled with self-discipline, and she was here because she and Master Fulier happened to be nearby when a job needed doing. Fulier never could resist a challenge and long odds, and it looked as if he’d paid the price. They hadn’t found his body yet, but there had been no word from him, either.
Yes, Etain was a Padawan, technically speaking.
She just happened to be one who was a breath away from building permadomes in refugee camps. She reasoned that part of a Jedi’s skill was the simple use of psychology. And if Birhan wanted to think the Force was strong in her, and that there was a lot more behind the external shell of a gawky, plain girl covered in stinking dung, then that was fine by her.
It would keep her alive a little longer while she worked out what to do next.
Fleet Support, Ord Mantell, barrack block 5 Epsilon
It was a waste, a rotten waste.
RC-1309 busied himself maintaining his boots. He cleaned out the clamps, blowing the red dust clear with a squirt of air from the pressure gun. He rinsed the liners and shook them dry. There was no point being idle while he was waiting to be chilled down.
“Sergeant?”
He looked up. The commando who had walked in placed his survival pack, armor, and black bodysuit on the bunk opposite and stared back. His readout panel identified him as RC-8015.
“I’m Fi,” he said, and held out his hand for shaking. “So you lost your squad, too.”
“Niner,” RC-1309 said without taking the proffered hand. “So, ner vod—my brother—you’re the sole survivor?”
“Yes.”
“Did you hold back while your brothers pressed on? Or were you just lucky?”
Fi stood there with his hands on his hips, identical to Niner in every way except that he was … different. He spoke a little differently. He smelled subtly different. He moved his hands … not like Niner’s squad did, not at all.
“I did my job,” Fi said carefully. “And I’d rather be with them than here … ner vod.”
Niner considered him for a while, and went back to cleaning his boots. Fi put his kit in the locker beside the bunks, then swung himself up into the top rack in one smooth motion. He folded his arms under his head very precisely and lay staring up at the bulkhead as if he were meditating.
If he had been Sev, Niner would have known exactly what he was doing, even without looking. But Sev was gone.
Clone troopers lost brothers in training. So did commandos. But troopers were socialized with whole sections, platoons, companies, even regiments, and that meant that even after the inevitable deaths and removals during live exercises, there were still plenty of people around you whom you knew well. Commandos worked solely with each other.
Niner had lost everyone he had grown up with, and so had Fi.
He’d lost a brother before—Two-Eight—on exercise. The three survivors had welcomed the replacement, although they had always felt he was slightly different—a little distant—as if he had never quite believed he’d been accepted.
But they performed to expected levels of excellence together—and as long as they did, their Kaminoan technicians and motley band of alien instructors didn’t seem to care how they felt about it.
But the commandos cared. They just kept it to themselves.
“It was a waste,” Niner said.
“What was?” Fi said.
“Deploying us in an operation like Geonosis. It was an infantry job. Not special ops.”
“That sounds like criticism of—”
“I’m just making the point that we couldn’t perform to maximum effectiveness.”
“Understood. Maybe when we’re revived we’ll be able to do what we’re really trained for.”
Niner wanted to say that he missed his squad, but that wasn’t something to confide in a stranger. He inspected his boots and was satisfied. Then he stood up and spread his bodysuit flat on the mattress and checked it for vacuum integrity with the sweep-sensor in his glove. It was a ritual so ingrained in him that he hardly thought about it: maintain boots, suit, and armor plates, recalibrate helmet systems, check heads-up display, strip down and reassemble DC-17, empty and repack survival pack. Done. It took him twenty-six minutes and twenty seconds, give or take two seconds. Well-maintained gear was often the difference between life and death. So was two seconds.
He closed the top of his pack with a clack and secured the seal. Then he checked the catches that held the separate ordnance pack to see that they were moving freely. That mattered when he needed to jettison explosive materials fast. When he glanced up, Fi was propped on one elbow, looking down at him from the bunk.
“Dry rations go on the fifth layer,” he said.
Niner always packed them farther down, between his spare rappelling line and his hygiene kit. “In your squad, maybe,” he said, and carried on.
Fi took the hint and rolled over on his back again, no doubt to meditate on how differently things might be done in the future.
After a while he started singing very quietly, almost under his breath: Kom’rk tsad droten troch nyn ures adenn, Dha Werda Verda a’den tratu. They were the wrath of the warrior’s shadow and the gauntlet of the Republic; Niner knew the song. It was a traditional Mandalorian war chant, designed to boost the morale of normal men who needed a bit of psyching up before a fight. The words had been altered a little to have meaning for the armies of clone warriors.
We don’t need all that, Niner thought. We were born to fight, nothing else.
But he found himself joining in anyway. It was a comfort. He placed his gear in the locker, rolled onto his bunk, and matched note and beat perfectly with Fi, two identical voices in the deserted barrack room.
Niner would have traded every remaining moment of his life for a chance to rerun the previous day’s engagement. He would have held Sev and DD back; he would have sent O-Four west with the E-Web cannon.
But he hadn’t.
Gra’tua cuun hett su dralshy’a. Our vengeance burns brighter still.
Fi’s voice trailed off into silence the merest fraction of a section before Niner’s. He heard him swallow hard.
“I was up there with them, Sarge,” he said quietly. “I didn’t hang back. Not at all.”
Niner closed his eyes. He regretted hinting that Fi might have done anything less.
“I know, brother,” he said. “I know.”



REBELLION
 (0–5 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
This is the period of the classic Star Wars movie trilogy—A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi—in which a ragtag band of Rebels battles the Empire, and Luke Skywalker learns the ways of the Force and must avoid his father’s fate.
During this time, the Empire controls nearly the entire settled galaxy. Out in the Rim worlds, Imperial stormtroopers suppress uprisings with brutal efficiency, many alien species have been enslaved, and entire star systems are brutally exploited by the Empire’s war machine. In the central systems, however, most citizens support the Empire, weighing misgivings about its harsh methods against the memories of the horror and chaos of the Clone Wars. Few dare to openly oppose Emperor Palpatine’s rule.
But the Rebel Alliance is growing. Rebel cells strike in secret from hidden bases scattered among the stars, encouraging some of the braver Senators to speak out against the Empire. When the Rebels learn that the Empire is building the Death Star, a space station with enough firepower to destroy entire planets, Princess Leia Organa, who represents her homeworld, Alderaan, in the Senate and is secretly a high-ranking member of the Rebel Alliance, receives the plans for the battle station and flees in search of the exiled Jedi Master Obi-Wan Kenobi.
Thus begin the events that lead her to meet the smuggler and soon-to-be hero Han Solo, to discover her long-lost brother, Luke Skywalker, and to help the Rebellion take down the Emperor and restore democracy to the galaxy: the events of the three films A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi.
If you’re a reader looking for places to jump in and explore the Rebellion-era novels, here are five great places to start:
• Death Star, by Michael Reaves and Steve Perry: The story of the construction of the massive battle station, touching on the lives of the builders, planners, soldiers, and support staff who populate the monstrous vessel, as well as the masterminds behind the design and those who intend to make use of it: the Emperor and Darth Vader.
• The Mandalorian Armor, by K. W. Jeter: The famous bounty hunter Boba Fett stars in a twisty tale of betrayal within the galactic underworld, highlighted by a riveting confrontation between bounty hunters and a band of Hutts.
• Shadows of the Empire, by Steve Perry: A tale of the shadowy parts of the Empire and an underworld criminal mastermind who is out to kill Luke Skywalker, while our other heroes try to figure out how to rescue Han Solo, who has been frozen in carbonite for delivery to Jabba the Hutt.
• Tales of the Bounty Hunters, edited by Kevin J. Anderson: The bounty hunters summoned by Darth Vader to capture the Millennium Falcon tell their stories in this anthology of short tales, culminating with Daniel Keys Moran’s elegiac “The Last One Standing.”
• Luke Skywalker and the Shadows of Mindor, by Matthew Stover: A tale set shortly after the events of Return of the Jedi, in which Luke must defeat the flamboyant dark sider known as Lord Shadowspawn while the pilots of Rogue Squadron duel his servants amid tumbling asteroids.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rebellion era.







CHAPTER 1
THE
CORELLIAN QUEEN
WAS A LEGEND: THE GREATEST luxury liner ever to ply the spaceways, an interstellar pleasure palace forever beyond the grasp of all but the galaxy’s super-elite—beings whose wealth transcended description. Rumor had it that for the price of a single cocktail in one of the Queen’s least-exclusive dining clubs, one might buy a starship; for the price of a meal, one could buy not only the starship, but the port in which it docked, and the factory that had built it. A being could not simply pay for a berth on the Corellian Queen; mere wealth would never suffice. To embark upon the ultimate journey into hedonistic excess, one first had to demonstrate that one’s breeding and manners were as exquisite as would be the pain of paying one’s bar bill. All of which made the Corellian Queen one of the most irresistible terrorist targets ever: who better to terrorize than the elite of the Elite, the Powers among the powerful, the greatest of the Great?
And so when some presumably unscrupulous routing clerk in the vast midreaches of the Nebula Line corporation quietly offered for sale, to select parties from Kindlabethia to Nar Shaddaa, a hint as to the route of the Corellian Queen’s upcoming cruise, it attracted considerable interest.
Two pertinent facts remained concealed, however, from the winning bidder. The first pertinent fact was that this presumably unscrupulous routing clerk was neither unscrupulous nor, in fact, a routing clerk, but was a skilled and resourceful agent of the intelligence service of the New Republic. The second pertinent fact was that the Corellian Queen was not cruising at all that season, having been replaced by a breakaway disposable shell built to conceal a substantial fraction of a starfighter wing, led by—as was customary in such operations—the crack pilots of Rogue Squadron.
IT WAS APPROXIMATELY THE MOMENT THAT R4-G7 squalled a proximity alarm through his X-wing’s sensor panel and his HUD lit up with image codes for six TIE Defenders on his tail that Lieutenant Derek “Hobbie” Klivian, late of the Alliance to Restore Freedom to the Galaxy, currently of the New Republic, began to suspect that Commander Antilles’s brilliant ambush had never been brilliant at all, not even a little, and he said so. In no uncertain terms. Stripped of its blistering profanity, his comment was “Wedge? This plan was stupid. You hear me? Stupid, stupid, stuYOW—!”
The yow was a product of multiple cannon hits that disintegrated his right dorsal cannon and most of the extended wing it had been attached to. This kicked his fighter into a tumble that he fought with both hands on the yoke and both feet kicking attitude jets and almost had under control until the pair of the Defenders closest on his tail blossomed into expanding spheres of flame and debris fragments. The twin shock fronts overtook him at exactly the wrong instant and sent him flipping end-over-end straight at another Defender formation streaking toward him head-on. Then tail-on, then head-on again, and so forth.
His ship’s comlink crackled as Wedge Antilles’s fighter flashed past him close enough that he could see the grin on the commander’s face. “That’s ‘stupid plan, sir,’ Lieutenant.”
“I suppose you think that’s funny.”
“Well, if he doesn’t,” put in Hobbie’s wingman, “I sure do.”
“When I want your opinion, Janson, I’ll dust your ship and scan for it in the wreckage.” The skewed whirl of stars around his cockpit gave his stomach a yank that threatened to make the slab of smoked terrafin loin he’d had for breakfast violently reemerge. Struggling grimly with the controls, he managed to angle his ship’s whirl just a hair, which let him twitch his ship’s nose toward the four pursuing marauders as he spun. Red fire lashed from his three surviving cannons, and the Defenders’ formation split open like an overripe snekfruit.
Hobbie only dusted one with the cannons, but the pair of proximity-fused flechette torpedoes he had thoughtfully triggered at the same time flared in diverging arcs to intercept the enemy fighters; these torpedo arcs terminated in spectacular explosions that cracked the three remaining Defenders like rotten snuffle eggs.
“Now, that was satisfying,” he said, still fighting his controls to stabilize the crippled X-wing. “Eyeball soufflé!”
“Better watch it, Hobbie—keep that up, and somebody might start to think you can fly that thing.”
“Are you in this fight, Janson? Or are you just gonna hang back and smirk while I do all the heavy lifting?”
“Haven’t decided yet.” Wes Janson’s X-wing came out of nowhere, streaking in a tight bank across Hobbie’s subjective vertical. “Maybe I can lend a hand. Or, say, a couple torps.”
Two brilliant blue stars leapt from Janson’s torpedo tubes and streaked for the oncoming TIEs.
“Uh, Wes?” Hobbie said, flinching. “Those weren’t the flechette torps, were they?”
“Sure. What else?”
“Have you noticed that I’m currently having just a little trouble maneuvering?”
“What do you mean?” Janson asked as though honestly puzzled. Then, after a second spent watching Hobbie’s ship tumbling helplessly directly toward his torpedoes’ targets, he said, “Oh. Uh … sorry?”
The flechette torpedoes carried by Rogue Squadron had been designed and built specifically for this operation, and they had one primary purpose: to take out TIE Defenders.
The TIE Defender was the Empire’s premier space-superiority fighter. It was faster and more maneuverable than the Incom T-65 (better known as the X-wing); faster even than the heavily modified and updated 65Bs of Rogue Squadron. The Defender was also more heavily armed, packing twin ion cannons to supplement its lasers, as well as dual-use launch tubes that could fire either proton torpedoes or concussion missiles. The shields generated by its twin Novaldex deflector generators were nearly as powerful as those found on capital ships. However, the Defenders were not equipped with particle shields, depending instead on their titanium-reinforced hull to absorb the impact of material objects.
Each proton torpedo shell had been loaded with thousands of tiny jagged bits of durasteel, packed around a core of conventional explosive. On detonation, these tiny bits of durasteel became an expanding sphere of shrapnel; though traveling with respectable velocity of their own, they were most effective when set off in the path of oncoming Defenders, because impact energy, after all, is determined by relative velocity. At starfighter combat speeds, flying into a cloud of durasteel pellets could transform one’s ship from a starfighter into a very, very expensive cheese grater.
The four medial fighters of the oncoming Defender formation hit the flechette cloud and just … shredded. The lateral wingers managed to bank off an instant before they would have been overtaken by two sequential detonations, as the explosion of one Defender’s power core triggered the other three’s cores an eyeblink later, so that the unfortunate Lieutenant Klivian was now tumbling directly toward a miniature plasma nebula that blazed with enough hard radiation to cook him like a bantha steak on an obsidian fry-rock at double noon on Tatooine.
“You’re not gonna make it, Hobbie,” Janson called. “Punch out.”
“Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Hobbie snarled under his breath, still struggling grimly with the X-wing’s controls. The fighter’s tumble began to slow. “I’ve got it, Wes!”
“No, you don’t! Punch out, Hobbie—PUNCH OUT!”
“I’ve got it—I’m gonna make it! I’m gonna—” He was interrupted by the final flip of his X-wing, which brought his nose into line with the sight of the leading edge of the spherical debris field expanding toward him at a respectable fraction of lightspeed, and Hobbie Klivian, acknowledged master of both profanity and obscenity, human and otherwise, not to mention casual vulgarities from a dozen species and hundreds of star systems, found that he had nothing to say except, “Aw, nuts.”
He stood the X-wing on its tail, sublights blasting for a tangent, but he had learned long ago that of all the Rogues, he was the one who should know better than to trust his luck. He reached for the eject trigger.
Just as his hand found the trigger, the ship jounced and clanged as if he had his head trapped inside a Wookiee dinner gong at nightmeal. The metaphorical Wookiee cook must have been hungry, too, because the clanging went on and on and kept getting louder, and the eject still, mysteriously, didn’t seem to be working at all. This mystery was solved, however, by the brief shriek of atmosphere through a ragged fist-sized hole in the X-wing’s canopy. This hole was ragged because, Hobbie discovered, the fragment that had made this opening had been slowed by punching through the X-wing’s titanium-alloy ventral armor. Not to mention the X-wing’s control panel, where it had not only ripped away the entire eject trigger assembly, but had vaporized Hobbie’s left hand.
He glared at his vacant wrist with more annoyance than shock or panic; instead of blood or cauterized flesh, his wrist jetted only sparks and smoke from overheated servomotors. He hadn’t had a real left arm since sometime before Yavin.
Of more concern was the continuing shriek of escaping atmosphere, because he discovered that it was coming from his environment suit’s nitroxy generator.
He thought, Oh, this sucks. After everything he had survived in the Galactic Civil War, he was about to be killed by a minor equipment malfunction. He amended his previous thought: This really sucks.
He didn’t bother to say it out loud, because there wasn’t enough air in his cockpit to carry the sound.
There being no other useful thing he could do with his severed left wrist, he jammed it into the hole in his canopy. His suit’s autoseal plastered itself to the jagged edges, but the nitroxy generator didn’t seem mollified; in fact, it was starting to feel like he had an unshielded fusion core strapped to his spine.
Oh, yeah, he thought. The other hole.
He palmed the cockpit harness’s snap release, twisted, and stretched out his left leg, feeling downward with the toe of his boot. He found a hole—and the rising pressure sucked the entire boot right out the bottom of his fighter before the autoseal engaged to close that hole, too. He felt another impact or two down there, but he couldn’t really tell if something might have ripped his foot off.
It had been a few years since he’d had his original left leg.
With the cockpit sealed, his nitroxy unit gradually calmed down, filling the space with a breathable atmosphere that smelled only faintly of scorched hair, and he began to think he might live through this after all. His only problem now was that he was deharnessed and stretched sideways in an extraordinarily uncomfortable twist that left him unable to even turn his head enough to see where he was going. “Arfour,” he said quietly, “can you please get us back to the PRP?”
His current position did let him see, however, his astromech’s response to the task of navigating toward the primary rendezvous point, which was a spit of gap sparks and a halo of sporadic electrical discharge from what was left of its turret dome. Which was slightly less than half.
He sighed. “Okay, ejection failure. And astromech damage. Crippled here,” he said into his comm. “Awaiting manual pickup.”
“Little busy right now, Hobbie. We’ll get to you after we dust these TIEs.”
“Take your time. I’m not going anywhere. Except, y’know, thataway. Slowly. Real slowly.”
He spent the rest of the battle hoping for a bit of help from the Force when Wedge sent out the pickup detail. Please, he prayed silently, please let it be Tycho. Or Nin, or Standro. Anyone but Janson.
He continued this plea as a sort of meditation, kind of the way Luke would talk about this stuff: he closed his eyes and visualized Wedge himself showing up to tow his X-wing back to the jump point. After a while, he found this image unconvincing—somehow he was never that lucky—and so he cycled through the other Rogues, and when those began to bore him, he decided it’d be Luke himself. Or Leia. Or, say, Wynssa Starflare, who always managed to look absolutely stellar as the strong, independent damsel-sometimes-in-distress in those prewar Imperial holodramas, because, y’know, as long as he was imagining something that was never gonna happen, he might as well make it entertaining.
It turned out to be entertaining enough that he managed to pass the balance of the battle drifting off to sleep with a smile on his face.
This smile lasted right up to the point where a particularly brilliant flash stabbed through his eyelids and he awoke, glumly certain that whatever had exploded right next to his ship was finally about to snuff him. But then there came another flash, and another, and with a painful twist of his body he was able to see Wes Janson’s fighter cruising alongside, only meters away. He was also able to see the handheld imager Janson had pressed against his cockpit’s canopy, with which Janson continued to snap picture after picture.
Hobbie closed his eyes again. He would have preferred the explosion.
“Just had to get a few shots.” Janson’s grin was positively wicked. “You look like some kind of weird cross between a starfighter pilot and a Batravian gumplucker.”
Hobbie shook his head exhaustedly; dealing with Janson’s pathetic excuse for a sense of humor always made him tired. “Wes, I don’t even know what that is.”
“Sure you do, Hobbie. A starfighter pilot is a guy who flies an X-wing without getting blown up. Check the Basic Dictionary. Though I can understand how you’d get confused.”
“No, I mean the—” Hobbie bit his lip hard enough that he tasted blood. “Um, Wes?”
“Yeah, buddy?”
“Have I told you today how much I really, really hate you?”
“Oh, sure—your lips say ‘I hate you,’ but your eyes say—”
“That someday I’ll murder you in your sleep?”
Janson chuckled. “More or less.”
“It’s all over, huh?”
“This part is. Most of ’em got away.”
“How many’d we lose?”
“Just Eight and Eleven. But Avan and Feylis ejected clean. Nothing a couple weeks in a bacta tank won’t cure. And then there’s my Batravian gumplucker wingman …”
“You’re the wingman, knucklehead. Maybe I should say, wingnut.” Hobbie sighed again. “I guess Wedge is happy, anyway. Everything’s proceeding according to plan …”
“I HATE when you say that.”
“Yeah? How come?”
“Don’t know. It just … gives me the whingeing jimmies. Let me get this tow cable attached, and you might as well sleep; it’s a long cruise to the PRP.”
“Suits me just fine,” Hobbie said, closing his eyes again. “I have this dream I really want to get back to …”
“GOOD JOB, WEDGE.” GENERAL LANDO CALRISSIAN, commander of Special Operations for the New Republic, nodded grave approval toward the flickering bluish holoform of Wedge Antilles that hovered a centimeter above his console. “No casualties?”
“Nothing serious, General. Hobbie—Lieutenant Klivian—needs another left hand …”
Lando smiled. “How many does that make, all told?”
“I’ve lost count. How’s it going on your end?”
“Good and less than good.” Lando punched up his readout of the tracking report. “Looks like our marauders are based in the Taspan system.”
Wedge’s brilliant plan had become brilliant entirely by necessity; the usual method of locating a hidden marauder base—subjecting a captured pilot or two to a neural probe—had turned out to be much more difficult than anyone could have anticipated. Shadowspawn seemed very determined to maintain his privacy; through dozens of raids over nearly two months, many deep inside Republic territory and costing thousands of civilian lives, not one of Shadowspawn’s marauders had ever been taken alive.
This was more than a simple refusal to surrender, though the marauders had shown a distressing tendency, when they found themselves in imminent danger, to shout out words to the effect of For Shadowspawn and the Empire! Forward the Restoration! and blow themselves up. Forensic engineers examining wreckage of destroyed TIE Defenders hypothesized that the starfighters were equipped with some unexplained type of deadman interlock, which would destroy the ship—and obliterate the pilot—even if the pilot merely lost consciousness.
The brilliant part of Wedge’s brilliant plan had been to conceal hundreds of thousands of miniature solid-state transponders among the flechettes inside Rogue Squadron’s custom-made torpedoes, before giving the marauders a fairly decent pasting and letting the rest escape. Unlike ordinary tracking devices, these transponders gave off no signal of their own—thus requiring no power supply, and rendering them effectively undetectable. These transponders were entirely inert until triggered by a very specific subspace signal, which they then echoed in a very specific way. And since the only transponders of this very specific type in the entire galaxy were loaded in Rogue Squadron’s torpedo tubes, drifting at the ambush point in deep space along the Corellian Run, and lodged in various parts of the armored hulls of a certain group of TIE Defenders, locating the system to which said Defenders had fled was actually not complicated at all.
Wedge’s holoform took on a vaguely puzzled look. “Taspan. Sounds familiar, but I can’t place it …”
“The Inner Rim, off the Hydian Way.”
“That would be the less-than-good part.”
“Yeah. No straight lanes in or out—and most of the legs run through systems still held by Imperials.”
“Almost makes you wish for one of Palpatine’s old planet-killers.”
“Almost.” Lando’s smile had faded, and he didn’t sound like he was joking. “The Empire had a weapons facility on Taspan II—it’s where they tested their various designs of gravity-well projectors—”
“That’s it!” The image snapped its fingers silently, the sound eliminated by the holoprojector’s noise filter. “The Big Crush!”
Lando nodded. “The Big Crush.”
“I heard there was nothing left at Taspan but an asteroid field, like the Graveyard of Alderaan.”
“There’s an inner planet—Taspan I is a minor resort world called Mindor. Not well known, but really beautiful; my parents had a summer house there when I was a kid.”
“Any progress on this Shadowspawn character himself?”
“We’ve only managed to determine that no one by that name was ever registered as an Imperial official. Clearly an assumed identity.”
“The guy’s got to be some kind of nutjob.”
“I doubt it. His choice of base is positively inspired; the debris from the Big Crush hasn’t had time to settle into stable orbits.”
“So it is like the Graveyard of Alderaan.”
“It’s worse, Wedge. A lot worse.”
Wedge’s image appeared to be giving a low whistle; the holoprojector’s noise filter screened it out. “Sounds ugly. How are we supposed to get at them?”
“You’re not.” Lando took a deep breath before continuing. “This is exactly the type of situation for which we developed the Rapid Response Task Force.”
Wedge’s image gave a slow, understanding nod. “Hit ’em with our Big Stick, then. Slap ’em good and run like hell.”
“It’s the best shot we’ve got.”
“You’re probably right; you usually are. But it’ll sting, to not be there.”
“Right enough. But we have other problems—and the RRTF is in very capable hands.”
“Got that right.” Wedge suddenly grinned. “Speaking of those capable hands, pass along my regards to General Skywalker, will you?”
“I will do that, Wedge. I will indeed.”



THE NEW REPUBLIC
 (5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
The destruction of the second Death Star and the death of Emperor Palpatine—the climactic conclusion of Return of the Jedi—has shaken the Empire to its core. While the remnant of the loyal Imperials settles in for a long, drawn-out last stand, the victorious Rebel Alliance and its supporters found a galactic governing authority they name the New Republic. Troops and warships are donated to the cause, as New Republic military leaders forge plans to seize Imperial fortress worlds, invade the Core Worlds, and retake Coruscant itself. Eventually, the Imperial Remnant is pushed back to a small part of the Outer Rim, and the New Republic is finally able to focus on restoring just and democratic government to the galaxy.
At last the heroes of the Rebellion are free to pursue their own lives. Han and Leia marry … but before the birth of their twins, Jacen and Jaina, the galaxy is once again torn asunder by war, as the Imperial forces—under the control of military mastermind Grand Admiral Thrawn—step up their campaign of raids against the New Republic. Even after Thrawn is defeated, the Imperial forces forge on, harrying the New Republic and Luke’s nascent Jedi academy—the start of Luke’s dream to rebuild the Jedi Order from the ground up. Plagues, insurrections, and rogue warlords add to the chaos and push the New Republic back a step for every two steps it takes forward in its quest for peace and prosperity for all. Meanwhile, Leia becomes Chief of State of the New Republic, and the Solos’ third child, a boy they name Anakin, after his grandfather, is born; Luke has met Mara Jade, a secret dark side apprentice to the Emperor whom he helps bring into the light, and the two subsequently fall in love and marry.
Finally, after a series of further setbacks and plots against the young galactic government and Luke’s Jedi, a peace treaty formally ends the long conflict between the New Republic and the remnants of the Empire. The events of these years are the answer to the question … “What happened after the movies?”
If you’re a reader looking to dive into the New Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• X-Wing: Rogue Squadron, by Michael A. Stackpole: A taste of life at the edge, Rogue Squadron and the subsequent X-Wing novels bring to life Wedge Antilles and his brave, sometimes rambunctious fellow pilots in fast-paced adventures that switch smoothly and easily between entertaining repartee and tense battlefield action.
• Heir to the Empire, by Timothy Zahn: The book that reintroduced a generation of fans to Star Wars is full of the elements that made the movies great—space battles, intriguing villains, and derring-do.
• Before the Storm, by Michael P. Kube-McDowell: With a harder sci-fi edge to Star Wars, this novel features the classic heroes Han, Luke, and Leia, and explores everything from military forensics to the nature of the Force.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Republic era.
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You’re good, Corran, but you’re no Luke Skywalker. Corran Horn’s cheeks still burned at the memory of Commander Antilles’s evaluation of his last simulator exercise. The line had been a simple comment, not meant to be cruel nor delivered that way, but it cut deep into Corran. I’ve never tried to suggest I’m that good of a pilot.
He shook his head. No, you just wanted it to be self-evident and easily recognized by everyone around you. Reaching out he flicked the starter switches for the X-wing simulator’s engines. “Green One has four starts and is go.” All around him in the cockpit various switches, buttons, and monitors flashed to life. “Primary and secondary power is at full.”
Ooryl Qrygg, his Gand wingman, reported similar start-up success in a high-pitched voice. “Green Two is operational.”
Green Three and Four checked in, then the external screens came alive projecting an empty starfield. “Whistler, have you finished the navigation calculations?”
The green and white R2 unit seated behind Corran hooted, then the navdata spilled out over Corran’s main monitor. He punched a button sending the same coordinates out to the other pilots in Green Flight. “Go to light speed and rendezvous on the Redemption.”
As Corran engaged the X-wing’s hyperdrive, the stars elongated themselves into white cylinders, then snapped back into pinpoints and began to revolve slowly, transforming themselves into a tunnel of white light. Corran fought the urge to use the stick to compensate for the roll. In space, and especially hyperspace, up and down were relative. How his ship moved through hyperspace didn’t really matter—as long as it remained on the course Whistler had calculated and had attained sufficient velocity before entering hyperspace, he’d arrive intact.
Flying into a black hole would actually make this run easier. Every pilot dreaded the Redemption run. The scenario was based on an Imperial attack on evacuation ships back before the first Death Star had been destroyed. While the Redemption waited for three Medevac shuttles and the corvette Korolev to dock and off-load wounded, the Imperial frigate Warspite danced around the system and dumped out TIE fighters and added bombers to the mix to do as much damage as they could.
The bombers, with a full load of missiles, could do a lot of damage. All the pilots called the Redemption scenario by another name: the Requiem scenario. The Warspite would only deploy four starfighters and a half-dozen bombers—known in pilot slang as “eyeballs” and “dupes” respectively—but it would do so in a pattern that made it all but impossible for the pilots to save the Korolev. The corvette was just one big target, and the TIE bombers had no trouble unloading all their missiles into it.
Stellar pinpoints elongated again as the fighter came out of hyperspace. Off to the port side Corran saw the Redemption. Moments later Whistler reported that the other fighters and all three Medevac shuttles had arrived. The fighters checked in and the first shuttle began its docking maneuver with the Redemption.
“Green One, this is Green Four.”
“Go ahead, Four.”
“By the book, or are we doing something fancy?”
Corran hesitated before answering. By book, Nawara Ven had referred to the general wisdom about the scenario. It stated that one pilot should play fleethund and race out to engage the first TIE flight while the other three fighters remained in close as backup. As long as three fighters stayed at home, it appeared, the Warspite dropped ships off at a considerable distance from the Korolev. When they didn’t, it got bolder and the whole scenario became very bloody.
The problem with going by the book was that it wasn’t a very good strategy. It meant one pilot had to deal with five TIEs—two eyeballs and three dupes—all by himself, then turn around and engage five more. Even with them coming in waves, the chances of being able to succeed against those odds were slim.
Doing it any other way was disastrous. Besides, what loyal son of Corellia ever had any use for odds?
“By the book. Keep the home fires burning and pick up after me.”
“Done. Good luck.”
“Thanks.” Corran reached up with his right hand and pressed it against the lucky charm he wore on a chain around his neck. Though he could barely feel the coin through his gloves and the thick material of his flight suit, the familiar sensation of the metal resting against his breastbone brought a smile to his face. It worked for you a lot, Dad, let’s hope all its luck hasn’t run out yet.
He openly acknowledged that he’d been depending quite a bit on luck to see him through the difficulties of settling in with the Alliance forces. Learning the slang took some work—moving from calling TIE starfighters “eyeballs” to calling Interceptors “squints” made a certain amount of sense, but many other terms had been born of logic that escaped him. Everything about the Rebellion seemed odd in comparison to his previous life and fitting in had not been easy.
Nor will be winning this scenario,
The Korolev materialized and moved toward the Redemption, prompting Corran to begin his final check. He’d mulled the scenario over in his mind time and time again. In previous runs, when he served as a home guard to someone else’s fleethund, he’d had Whistler record traces on the TIE timing patterns, flight styles, and attack vectors. While different cadets flew the TIE half of the simulations, the craft dictated their performance and a lot of their initial run sequence had been preprogrammed.
A sharp squawk from Whistler alerted Corran to the Warspite’s arrival. “Great, eleven klicks aft.” Pulling the stick around to the right, Corran brought the X-wing into a wide turn. At the end of it he punched the throttle up to full power. Hitting another switch up to the right, he locked the S-foils into attack position. “Green One engaging.”
Rhysati’s voice came cool and strong through the radio. “Be all over them like drool on a Hutt.”
“I’ll do my best, Green Three.” Corran smiled and waggled the X-wing as he flew back through the Alliance formation and out toward the Warspite. Whistler announced the appearance of three TIE bombers with a low tone, then brought the sound up as two TIE fighters joined them.
“Whistler, tag the bombers as targets one, two, and three.” As the R2 unit complied with that order, Corran pushed shield power full to front and brought his laser targeting program up on the main monitor. With his left hand he adjusted the sighting calibration knob on the stick and got the two fighters. Good, looks like three klicks between the eyeballs and the bombers.
Corran’s right hand again brushed the coin beneath his flight suit. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then settled his hand on the stick and let his thumb hover over the firing button. At two klicks the heads-up display painted a yellow box around the lead TIE fighter. The box went green as the fighter’s image locked into the HUD’s targeting cross and Whistler’s shrill bleat filled the cockpit. Corran’s thumb hit the button, sending three bursts of laser bolts at the lead fighter.
The first set missed but the second and third blasted through the spherical cockpit. The hexagonal solar panels snapped off and spun forward through space while the ion engines exploded into an expanding ball of incandescent gas.
Corran kicked the X-wing up in a ninety-degree snap-roll and sliced through the center of the explosion. Laser fire from the second fighter lit up his forward shields, making it impossible for him to get a good visual line on the TIE. Whistler yowled, complaining about being a target. Corran hurried a shot and knew he hit, but the TIE flashed past and continued on in at the Korolev.
Time to write a new chapter for the book on the Requiem scenario. Corran throttled back almost all the way to zero and let the X-wing decelerate. “Whistler, bring up target one.”
The image of the first TIE bomber filled his monitor. Corran switched over to proton torpedo target control. The HUD changed to a larger box and Whistler began beeping as he worked supplying data to the targeting computer for a missile lock.
“Green One, your velocity is down to one percent. Do you need help?”
“Negative, Green Two.”
“Corran, what are you doing?”
“Making the book a short story.” I hope.
The HUD went red and Whistler’s tone became constant. Corran punched the button and launched the first missile. “Acquire target two.” The HUD flashed yellow, then red, and the pilot launched the second missile.
Numbers scrolled away to zero as the missiles streaked in at their targets. Two kilometers away the first missile hit, shredding the first TIE bomber. Seconds later the second missile hit its target. A novalike explosion lit the simulator’s cockpit, then melted into the blackness of space.
“Acquire target three.”
Even as he gave the order he knew the rate of closure between the bomber and his ship would make the last missile shot all but impossible. “Cancel three.” Corran throttled up again as the third bomber sailed past and brought his ship around. He switched back to laser targeting and climbed right up on the bomber’s stern.
The dupe’s pilot tried to evade him. He juked the double-hulled ship to the left, then started a long turn to the right, but Corran was of no mind to lose him. He cut his speed, which kept the bomber in front of him, then followed it in its turn. As he leveled out again on its tail, he triggered two laser bursts and the targeting computer reported hull damage.
The bomber’s right wing came up in a roll and Corran did the same thing. Had he continued to fly level, the X-wing’s lasers would have passed on either side of the bomber’s fuselage, giving the bomber a few seconds more of life. Keeping the bomber centered in his crosshairs, Corran hit twice more and the bulky craft disintegrated before him.
Pushing his throttle to full, Corran scanned for the fighter he’d missed. He found it two klicks out and going in toward the Korolev. He also found five more TIEs coming in from the other side of the corvette, eighteen kilometers away. Damn, the bomber took more time than I had to give it.
He brought the torpedo targeting program back up and locked on to the remaining fighter. The HUD seemed to take forever before it went red and acquired a lock. Corran fired a missile and watched it blast through the fighter, then turned his attention to the new TIEs.
“Green One, do you want us to engage?”
Corran shook his head. “Negative, Two. Warspite is still here and could dump another flight.” He sighed. “Move to intercept the fighters, but don’t go beyond a klick from the Korolev.”
“On it.”
Good, they can tie the fighters up while I dust these dupes. Corran studied the navigational data Whistler was giving him. The Korolev, the bombers, and his X-wing formed a shrinking triangle. If he flew directly at the bombers he would end up flying in an arc, which would take more time than he had and let them get close enough to launch their missiles at the corvette. That would be less than useless as far as he was concerned.
“Whistler, plot me an intercept point six klicks out from the Korolev.”
The R2 whistled blithely, as if that calculation was so simple even Corran should have been able to do it in his head. Steering toward it, Corran saw he’d have just over a minute to deal with the bombers before they were in firing range on the Korolev. Not enough time.
Flicking two switches, Corran redirected generator energy from recharging his shields and lasers into the engines. It took the acceleration compensator a second to cycle up, so the ship’s burst of speed pushed Corran back into the padding of his command seat. This better work.
“Green One, the Warspite has hyped. Are we released to engage fighters?”
“Affirmative, Three. Go get them.” Corran frowned for a second, knowing his fellow pilots would make short work of the TIE fighters. They would deny him a clean sweep, but he’d willingly trade two TIEs for the corvette. Commander Antilles might have gotten them all himself, but then he’s got two Death Stars painted on the side of his X-wing.
“Whistler, mark each of the bombers four, five, and six.” Range to intercept was three klicks and he had added thirty seconds to his fighting time. “Acquire four.”
The targeting computer showed him to be coming in at a forty-five-degree angle to the flight path of his target, which meant he was way off target. He quickly punched the generator back into recharging lasers and his shields, then pulled even more energy from his quartet of Incom 4L4 fusial thrust engines and shunted it into recharging his weapons and shields.
The resource redirection brought his speed down. Corran pulled back on the stick, easing the X-wing into a turn that brought him head-on into the bombers. Tapping the stick to the left, he centered the targeting box on the first of the dupes.
The HUD started yellow, then quickly went red. Corran fired a missile. “Acquire five.” The HUD started red and Whistler’s keen echoed through the cockpit. The Corellian fired a second missile. “Acquire six.”
Whistler screeched.
Corran looked down at his display. Scrolling up the screen, sandwiched between the reports of missile hits on the three bombers, he saw a notation about Green Two. “Green Two, report.”
“He’s gone, One.”
“A fighter got him?”
“No time to chat …” The comm call from the Twi’lek in Green Four ended in a hiss of static.
“Rhysati?”
“Got one, Corran, but this last one is good.”
“Hang on.”
“I’ll do my best.”
“Whistler, acquire six.”
The R2 unit hissed. The last bomber had already shot past the intercept point and was bearing in on the Korolev. The pilot had the wide-bodied craft slowly spinning, making it a difficult target for a missile lock. The Korolev, being as big as it was, would present large enough of a target that even a rolling ship could get a lock on it.
And once he has that lock, the Korolev is so much space junk. Corran switched back to lasers and pushed his X-wing forward. Even though two klicks separated them, he triggered a couple of laser blasts. He knew his chances of hitting were not good at that range, but the light from the bolts would shoot past the TIE and give the pilot something to think about. And I want him thinking about me, not that nerf-vette grazing there.
Corran redirected all power back into the engines and shot forward. Two more laser blasts caused the TIE bomber to shy a bit, but it had pushed into target-acquisition range. The ship’s roll began to slow as the pilot fixated on his target, then, as Corran brought his lasers to bear, the bomber jinked and cut away to port.
The Corellian’s eyes narrowed. Bror Jace has got to be flying that thing. He thinks it’s payback time. The other pilot, a human from Thyferra, was—in Corran’s opinion—the second best pilot in the training squadron. He’s going to kill the Korolev and I’ll never hear the end of it. Unless …
Corran pulled all his shield energy forward and left his aft as naked as the shieldless TIE bomber. Following Jace through a barrel roll, he kept the throttle full forward. As they leveled out again Corran triggered a snapshot at the bomber. It caught a piece of one wing, but Jace dove beneath the X-wing’s line of fire. Here we go!
Corran shoved his stick forward to follow the bomber’s dive, but because his rate of speed was a good twenty percent faster than that of Jace’s ship, the X-wing moved into a broad loop. By the time Corran inverted to finish the turn off, Jace’s bomber came back up and banked in on the X-wing’s tail.
Before the bomber could unload a missile or two into his aft, Corran broke the fighter hard to port and carved across the bomber’s line of fire. Basic maneuver with a basic response. Without even glancing at his instruments, and paying no attention to Whistler’s squealed warning, Corran cut engine power back into recharging his shields. One more second.
Jace’s response to Corran’s break had been a reverse-throttle hop. By bringing the nose of the bomber up in a steep climb, then rolling out in the direction of the turn, Jace managed to stay inside the arc of the X-wing’s turn. As the bomber leveled off, it closed very quickly with the X-wing—too quickly for a missile lock, but not a laser shot.
The TIE bomber shrieked in at the X-wing. Collision warning klaxons wailed. Corran could feel Jace’s excitement as the X-wing loomed larger. He knew the other pilot would snap off a quick shot, then come around again, angry at having overshot the X-wing, but happy to smoke Corran before taking the Korolev.
The X-wing pilot hit a switch and shifted all shield power to the aft shields.
The deflector shield materialized as a demisphere approximately twenty meters behind the X-wing. Designed to dissipate both energy and kinetic weapons, it had no trouble protecting the fighter from the bomber’s twin laser blasts. Had the bomber used missiles, the shields could even have handled all the damage they could do, though that would have been enough to destroy the shields themselves.
The TIE bomber, which massed far more than the missiles it carried, should have punched through the shields and might even have destroyed the fighter, but it hit at an angle and glanced off. The collision did blast away half the power of the aft shield and bounced the X-wing around, but otherwise left the snubfighter undamaged.
The same could not be said of the unshielded bomber. The impact with the shield was roughly equivalent to a vehicle hitting a ferrocrete wall at sixty kilometers per hour. While that might not do a land vehicle much damage, land vehicles are decidedly less delicate than starfighters. The starboard wing crumpled inward, wrapping itself around the bomber’s cockpit. Both pods of the ship twisted out of alignment so the engines shot it off into an uncontrolled tumble through the simulator’s dataspace.
“Green Three, did you copy that?”
Corran got no response. “Whistler, what happened to Three?”
The R2 unit gave him a mournful tone.
Sithspawn. Corran flipped the shield control to equalize things fore and aft. “Where is he?”
The image of a lone TIE fighter making a strafing run on the Korolev appeared on Corran’s monitor. The clumsy little craft skittered along over the corvette’s surface, easily dodging its weak return fire. That’s seriously gutsy for a TIE fighter. Corran smiled. Or arrogant, and time to make him pay for that arrogance.
The Corellian brought his proton torpedo targeting program up and locked on to the TIE. It tried to break the lock, but turbolaser fire from the Korolev boxed it in. Corran’s HUD went red and he triggered the torpedo. “Scratch one eyeball.”
The missile shot straight in at the fighter, but the pilot broke hard to port and away, causing the missile to overshoot the target. Nice flying! Corran brought his X-wing over and started down to loop in behind the TIE, but as he did so, the TIE vanished from his forward screen and reappeared in his aft arc. Yanking the stick hard to the right and pulling it back, Corran wrestled the X-wing up and to starboard, then inverted and rolled out to the left.
A laser shot jolted a tremor through the simulator’s couch. Lucky thing I had all shields aft! Corran reinforced them with energy from his lasers, then evened them out fore and aft. Jinking the fighter right and left, he avoided laser shots coming in from behind, but they all came in far closer than he liked.
He knew Jace had been in the bomber, and Jace was the only pilot in the unit who could have stayed with him. Except for our leader. Corran smiled broadly. Coming to see how good I really am, Commander Antilles? Let me give you a clinic. “Make sure you’re in there solid, Whistler, because we’re going for a little ride.”
Corran refused to let the R2’s moan slow him down. A snap-roll brought the X-wing up on its port wing. Pulling back on the stick yanked the fighter’s nose up away from the original line of flight. The TIE stayed with him, then tightened up on the arc to close distance. Corran then rolled another ninety degrees and continued the turn into a dive. Throttling back, Corran hung in the dive for three seconds, then hauled back hard on the stick and cruised up into the TIE fighter’s aft.
The X-wing’s laser fire missed wide to the right as the TIE cut to the left. Corran kicked his speed up to full and broke with the TIE. He let the X-wing rise above the plane of the break, then put the fighter through a twisting roll that ate up enough time to bring him again into the TIE’s rear. The TIE snapped to the right and Corran looped out left.
He watched the tracking display as the distance between them grew to be a kilometer and a half, then slowed. Fine, you want to go nose to nose? I’ve got shields and you don’t. If Commander Antilles wanted to commit virtual suicide, Corran was happy to oblige him. He tugged the stick back to his sternum and rolled out in an inversion loop. Coming at you!
The two starfighters closed swiftly. Corran centered his foe in the crosshairs and waited for a dead shot. Without shields the TIE fighter would die with one burst, and Corran wanted the kill to be clean. His HUD flicked green as the TIE juked in and out of the center, then locked green as they closed.
The TIE started firing at maximum range and scored hits. At that distance the lasers did no real damage against the shields, prompting Corran to wonder why Wedge was wasting the energy. Then, as the HUD’s green color started to flicker, realization dawned. The bright bursts on the shields are a distraction to my targeting! I better kill him now!
Corran tightened down on the trigger button, sending red laser needles stabbing out at the closing TIE fighter. He couldn’t tell if he had hit anything. Lights flashed in the cockpit and Whistler started screeching furiously. Corran’s main monitor went black, his shields were down, and his weapons controls were dead.
The pilot looked left and right. “Where is he, Whistler?”
The monitor in front of him flickered to life and a diagnostic report began to scroll by. Bloodred bordered the damage reports. “Scanners, out; lasers, out; shields, out; engine, out! I’m a wallowing Hutt just hanging here in space.”
With the X-wing’s scanners being dead, the R2 droid couldn’t locate the TIE fighter if it was outside the droid’s scanner range. Whistler informed Corran of this with an anxious bleat.
“Easy, Whistler, get me my shields back first. Hurry.” Corran continued to look around for the TIE fighter. Letting me stew, are you, sir? You’ll finish the Korolev then come for me. The pilot frowned and felt a cold chill run down his spine. You’re right, I’m no Luke Skywalker. I’m glad you think I’m not bad, but I want to be the best!
Suddenly the starfield went black and the simulator pod hissed as it cracked open. The canopy lifted up and the sound of laughter filled the cockpit. Corran almost flicked the blast shield down on his helmet to prevent his three friends from seeing his embarrassed blush. Nope, might as well take my punishment. He stood and doffed his helmet, then shook his head. “At least it’s over.”
The Twi’lek, Nawara Ven, clapped his hands. “Such modesty, Corran.”
“Huh?”
The blond woman next to the Twi’lek beamed up at him. “You won the Redemption scenario.”
“What?”
The grey-green Gand nodded his head and placed his helmet on the nose of Corran’s simulator. “You had nine kills. Jace is not pleased.”
“Thanks for the good news, Ooryl, but I still got killed in there.” Corran hopped out of the simulator. “The pilot who got you three—Commander Antilles—he got me, too.”
The Twi’lek shrugged. “He’s been at this a bit longer than I have, so it is not a surprise he got me.”
Rhysati shook her head, letting her golden hair drape down over her shoulders. “The surprise was that he took so long to get us, really. Are you certain he killed you?”
Corran frowned. “I don’t think I got a mission end message.”
“Clearly you have too little experience of dying in these simulators because you’d know if you did.” Rhysati laughed lightly. “He may have hit you, Corran, but he didn’t kill you. You survived and won.”
Corran blinked, then smiled. “And I got Bror before he got the Korolev. I’ll take that.”
“As well you should.” A brown-haired man with crystal blue eyes shouldered his way between Ooryl and Nawara. “You’re an exceptionally good pilot.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The man offered Corran his hand. “Thought I had you, but when you shot out my engines, your missile caught up with me. Nice job.”
Corran shook the man’s hand hesitantly. The man wore a black flight suit with no name or rank insignia on it, though it did have Hoth, Endor, and Bakura battle tabs sewn on the left sleeve. “You know, you’re one hot hand in a TIE.”
“Nice of you to say, Mr. Horn—I’m a bit rusty, but I really enjoyed this run.” He released Corran’s hand. “Next time I’ll give you more of a fight.”
A woman wearing a Lieutenant’s uniform touched the TIE pilot on the arm. “Admiral Ackbar is ready to see you now, sir. If you will follow me.”
The TIE pilot nodded to the four X-wing pilots. “Good flying, all of you. Congratulations on winning the scenario.”
Corran stared at the man’s retreating back. “I thought Commander Antilles was in that TIE. I mean it had to be someone as good as him to get you three.”
The ends of Nawara Ven’s head tails twitched. “Apparently he is that good.”
Rhysati nodded. “He flew circles around me.”
“At least you saw him.” The Gand drummed his trio of fingers against the hull of Corran’s simulator. “He caught Ooryl as Ooryl fixed on his wingman. Ooryl is free hydrogen in simspace. That man is very good.”
“Sure, but who is he?” Corran frowned. “He’s not Luke Skywalker, obviously, but he was with Rogue Squadron at Bakura and survived Endor.”
The Twi’lek’s red eyes sparked. “The Endor tab had a black dot in the middle—he survived the Death Star run.”
Rhysati looped her right arm around Corran’s neck and brought her fist up gently under his chin. “What difference does it make who he is?”
“Rhys, he shot up three of our best pilots, had me dead in space, and says he’s a bit rusty! I want to know who he is because he’s decidedly dangerous.”
“He is that, but today he’s not the most dangerous pilot. That’s you.” She linked her other arm through Nawara’s right elbow. “So, Corran, you forget you were a Security officer and, Nawara, you forget you were a lawyer and let this thing drop. Today we’re all pilots, we’re all on the same side”—she smiled sweetly—“and the man who beat the Redemption scenario is about to make good on all those dinner and drink promises he made to talk his wingmates into helping him win.”



THE NEW JEDI ORDER
 (25–40 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
A quarter century after A New Hope and the destruction of the Death Star, the galaxy is free of wide-scale conflicts—but the New Republic must contend with many regional brushfires. And Luke Skywalker’s Jedi Order faces its own growing pains: Some New Republic officials want to rein in the Jedi, leading Luke to wonder if the Jedi Council should be restored.
On the planet Rhommamool, Leia Organa Solo, Mara Jade Skywalker, and Jaina Solo meet with a mysterious rabble-rouser named Nom Anor. Anor rejects Leia’s diplomatic entreaties, but she’s more disturbed by what she finds when she reaches out to him in the Force: nothing. It’s as if he isn’t there.
Anor is a secret agent of the Yuuzhan Vong, powerful warriors from another galaxy who regard technology as blasphemous, relying on biological constructs to serve as their starships, weapons, and communicators. Long ago, a devastating war destroyed much of the Yuuzhan Vong’s galaxy and cut them off from the Force, sending their clans across the intergalactic void in search of a new home. Now they are at the edge of the Star Wars galaxy, ready to invade.
As head of the New Jedi Order, Luke is central to the galaxy’s defense; Leia’s skills as a former Chief of State and respected political adviser are also called on. The five-year war shakes the galaxy to its foundations. Technologically advanced worlds within the Yuuzhan Vong invasion corridor are subjected to the newcomers’ biotechnology and altered into strange hybrids combining what they had been with the new Yuuzhan Vong ecosystem. Entire species are enslaved—or eradicated. The New Republic is ill prepared to meet the extragalactic threat, with regional rivalries, political dissension, and concern over the Imperial Remnant limiting the effectiveness of its military response. Wrangling in the Senate snarls the war plans, as do disagreements between planetary fleets and armies, while assassination and war thin the ranks of the New Republic’s leaders. Officers and pilots who battled for so long against the Empire, such as Admiral Ackbar and Wedge Antilles, work feverishly to figure out how to outmaneuver their new enemies.
The invasion sorely challenges the Jedi, as well. Some take it upon themselves to meet the Yuuzhan Vong threat head-on, disdaining foot-dragging by politicians—and some of those skirt the dark side of the Force, giving in to their anger and fear as the Yuuzhan Vong ruin worlds and lives. The Yuuzhan Vong come to recognize the Jedi as the biggest threat to their plans, and begin hunting them down using New Republic traitors and bioengineered killers. At the forefront of the war against the Jedi are the Solo children—now teenagers and Jedi Knights in their own right. By the time the war is over, the Solo family will never be the same again.
The other heroes of the Rebellion, too, face personal struggles and tragedies. Luke fears for the life of his wife, Mara—infected with a Yuuzhan Vong–engineered disease—and for that of his newborn son, Ben, hunted by the Jedi’s enemies. Han and Leia’s losses are even harder to bear, as their oldest friends and children risk everything to stop the Yuuzhan Vong.
If you’re a reader looking to explore the epic tale of the Yuuzhan Vong war and the era of Luke’s New Jedi Order, the best place to start is with the first book in the series:
• The New Jedi Order: Vector Prime, by R. A. Salvatore: The first novel in the series introduces the pitiless Yuuzhan Vong and immediately makes clear that the heroes of the Rebellion are in mortal danger.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Jedi Order era.







ONE
Fraying Fabric
It was too peaceful out here, surrounded by the vacuum of space and with only the continual hum of the twin ion drives breaking the silence. While she loved these moments of peace, Leia Organa Solo also viewed them as an emotional trap, for she had been around long enough to understand the turmoil she would find at the end of this ride.
Like the end of every ride, lately.
Leia paused a moment before she entered the bridge of the Jade Sabre, the new shuttle her brother, Luke, had built for his wife, Mara Jade. Before her, and apparently oblivious to her, Mara and Jaina sat comfortably, side by side at the controls, talking and smiling. Leia focused on her daughter, Jaina, sixteen years old, but with the mature and calm demeanor of a veteran pilot. Jaina looked a lot like Leia, with long dark hair and brown eyes contrasting sharply with her smooth and creamy skin. Indeed, Leia saw much of herself in the girl—no, not girl, Leia corrected her own thoughts, but young woman. That same sparkle behind the brown eyes, mischievous, adventurous, determined.
That notion set Leia back a bit, for she recognized then that when she looked at Jaina, she was seeing not a reflection of herself but an image of the girl she had once been. A twinge of sadness caught her as she considered her own life now: a diplomat, a bureaucrat, a mediator, always trying to calm things down, always working for the peace and prosperity of the New Republic. Did she miss the days when the most common noise around her had been the sharp blare of a blaster or the hiss of a lightsaber? Was she sorry that those wild times had been replaced by the droning of the ion drives and the sharp bickering of one pride-wounded emissary after another?
Perhaps, Leia had to admit, but in looking at Jaina and those simmering dark eyes, she could take vicarious pleasure.
Another twinge—jealousy?—caught her by surprise, as Mara and Jaina erupted into laughter over some joke Leia had not overheard. But she pushed the absurd notion far from her mind as she considered her sister-in-law, Luke’s wife and Jaina’s tutor—at Jaina’s own request—in the ways of the Jedi. Mara was not a substitute mother for Jaina, but rather a big sister, and when Leia considered the fires that constantly burned in Mara’s green eyes, she understood that the woman could give to Jaina things that Leia could not, and that those lessons and that friendship would prove valuable indeed to her daughter. And so she forced aside her jealousy and was merely glad that Jaina had found such a friend.
She started onto the bridge, but paused again, sensing movement behind her. She knew before looking that it was Bolpuhr, her Noghri bodyguard, and barely gave him a glance as he glided to the side, moving so easily and gracefully that he reminded her of a lace curtain drifting lazily in a gentle breeze. She had accepted young Bolpuhr as her shadow for just that reason, for he was as unobtrusive as any bodyguard could be. Leia marveled at the young Noghri, at how his grace and silence covered a perfectly deadly fighting ability.
She held up her hand, indicating that Bolpuhr should remain out here, and though his usually emotionless face did flash Leia a quick expression of disappointment, she knew he would obey. Bolpuhr, and all the Noghri, would do anything Leia asked of them. He would jump off a cliff or dive into the hot end of an ion engine for her, and the only time she ever saw any sign of discontentment with her orders was when Bolpuhr thought she might be placing him in a difficult position to properly defend her.
As he was thinking now, Leia understood, though why in the world Bolpuhr would fear for her safety on her sister-in-law’s private shuttle was beyond her. Sometimes dedication could be taken a bit too far.
With a nod to Bolpuhr, she turned back to the bridge and crossed through the open doorway. “How much longer?” she asked, and was amused to see both Jaina and Mara jump in surprise at her sudden appearance.
In answer, Jaina increased the magnification on the forward screen, and instead of the unremarkable dots of light, there appeared an image of two planets, one mostly blue and white, the other reddish in hue, seemingly so close together that Leia wondered how it was that the blue-and-white one, the larger of the pair, had not grasped the other in its gravity and turned it into a moon. Parked halfway between them, perhaps a half a million kilometers from either, deck lights glittering in the shadows of the blue-and-white planet, loomed a Mon Calamari battle cruiser, the Mediator, one of the newest ships in the New Republic fleet.
“They’re at their closest,” Mara observed, referring to the planets.
“I beg your indulgence,” came a melodic voice from the doorway, and the protocol droid C-3PO walked into the room. “But I do not believe that is correct.”
“Close enough,” Mara said. She turned to Jaina. “Both Rhommamool and Osarian are ground based, technologically—”
“Rhommamool almost exclusively so!” C-3PO quickly added, drawing a scowl from all three of the women. Oblivious, he rambled on. “Even Osarian’s fleet must be considered marginal, at best. Unless, of course, one is using the Pantang Scale of Aero-techno Advancement, which counts even a simple landspeeder as highly as it would a Star Destroyer. Perfectly ridiculous scale.”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, her tone indicating that she had heard more than enough.
“They’ve both got missiles that can hit each other from this close distance, though,” Mara continued.
“Oh, yes!” the droid exclaimed. “And given the proximity of their relative elliptical orbits—”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said.
“—they will remain within striking distance for some time,” C-3PO continued without missing a beat. “Months, at least. In fact, they will be even closer in two standard weeks, the closest they will be to each other for a decade to come.”
“Thank you, Threepio!” Mara and Leia said together.
“And the closest they have been for a decade previous,” the droid had to slip in, as the women turned back to their conversation.
Mara shook her head, trying to remember her original point to Jaina. “That’s why your mother chose to come out now.”
“You’re expecting a fight?” Jaina asked, and neither Leia nor Mara missed the sparkle in her eye.
“The Mediator will keep them behaving,” Leia said hopefully. Indeed, the battle cruiser was an impressive warship, an updated and more heavily armed and armored version of the Mon Calamari star cruiser.
Mara looked back to the screen and shook her head, unconvinced. “It’ll take more than a show of force to stop this catastrophe,” she replied.
“Indeed, it has been escalating, by all reports,” C-3PO piped up. “It started as a simple mining dispute over mineral rights, but now the rhetoric is more appropriate for some kind of a holy crusade.”
“It’s the leader on Rhommamool,” Mara remarked. “Nom Anor. He’s reached down and grabbed his followers by their most basic instincts, weaving the dispute against Osarian into a more general matter of tyranny and oppression. Don’t underestimate him.”
“I can’t begin to give you a full list of tyrants like Nom Anor that I’ve dealt with,” Leia said with a resigned shrug.
“I have that very list available,” C-3PO blurted. “Tonkoss Rathba of—”
“Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, too politely.
“Why, of course, Princess Leia,” the droid replied. “I do so like to be of service. Now where was I? Oh, yes. Tonkoss Rathba of—”
“Not now, Threepio,” Leia insisted, then to Mara, she added, “I’ve seen his type often.”
“Not like him,” Mara replied, somewhat softly, and the sudden weakness in her voice reminded Leia and Jaina that Mara, despite her nearly constant bravado and overabundance of energy, was seriously ill, with a strange and thankfully rare disease that had killed dozens of others and against which the best doctors in the New Republic had proven completely helpless. Of those who had contracted the molecular disorder, only Mara and one other remained alive, and that other person, being studied intently on Coruscant, was fast dying.
“Daluba,” C-3PO went on. “And of course, there was Icknya—”
Leia started to turn to the droid, hoping to politely but firmly shut him up, but Jaina’s cry stopped her abruptly and swung her back to face the screen.
“Incoming ships!” Jaina announced, her voice full of surprise. The telltale blips had appeared on her sensor viewer as if from nowhere.
“Four of them,” Mara confirmed. Even as she spoke, the warning buzzers began to go off. “From Osarian.” She turned her curious expression up to Leia. “They know who we are?”
Leia nodded. “And they know why I’ve come.”
“Then they should know to leave us alone,” Jaina reasoned.
Leia nodded again, but understood better. She had come to the system not to meet with the Osarians—not at first, at least—but with their principal rival, Nom Anor, the cult figure stirring up trouble on Rhommamool. “Tell them to back off,” she instructed Mara.
“Politely?” Mara asked, smiling, and with that dangerous twinkle in her eyes.
“New Republic shuttle,” a halting voice crackled over the comm. “This is Captain Grappa of Osarian First-Force.”
With a flick of a switch, Mara put an image of the captain on the viewscreen, and Leia sighed as the green skin, spiny head ridge, and tapirlike snout came into view.
“Wonderful,” she remarked sarcastically.
“The Osarians have hired Rodians?” Jaina asked.
“Nothing like a few mercenaries to quiet things down,” Leia replied dryly.
“Oh, dear me,” C-3PO remarked, and he shuffled aside nervously.
“You come with us,” Grappa insisted, his multifaceted eyes sparkling eagerly. “To Osa-Prime.”
“Seems the Osarians want to talk with you first,” Mara said.
“They’re afraid that my meeting with Nom Anor will only heighten his stature, both among the Rhommamoolians and throughout the sector,” Leia reasoned, a notion not without credence, and one that she had debated endlessly before making the decision to come here.
“Whatever the reason, they’re closing fast,” Mara replied. Both she and Jaina looked to Leia for instructions, for while the Jade Sabre was Mara’s ship, this was Leia’s mission.
“Princess Leia?” an obviously alarmed C-3PO asked.
Leia sat down in the chair behind Mara, intently studying the screen, which Jaina had switched back to a normal space view. The four approaching fighters were clearly visible.
“Lose them,” she said determinedly, a request that neither of the pilots needed to hear twice. Indeed, Mara had been eager to put the shuttle, with its powerful twin engines and state-of-the-art maneuvering systems, through a real test.
Green eyes sparkling, smile wide, Mara reached for the controls, but then retracted her hands and put them on her lap. “You heard her, Jaina,” she said.
Jaina’s mouth dropped open; so did Leia’s.
“You mean it?” Jaina asked.
Mara’s only reply was an almost bored expression, along with a slight yawn, as if this whole thing was no big deal, and certainly nothing that Jaina couldn’t easily handle.
“Yes!” Jaina whispered, clenching her fists, wearing a smile nearly wide enough to take in her ears. She rubbed her hands together, then reached out to the right, rolling her fingers over the floating-ball control of the inertial compensator. “Strap in,” she ordered, and she dialed it down to 95 percent, as fighter pilots often did so that they could gain a tactile feel to the movements of their ships. Reading the g’s, Jaina had heard it called, and she always preferred flying that way, where fast turns and mighty acceleration could push her back in her seat.
“Not too much,” Leia said with concern.
But her daughter was in her element now, Leia knew, and she’d push the shuttle to its limits. Leia felt the lean as Jaina veered right, angling away from the approaching ships.
“If you run, we shoot you down!” came the uneven voice of Grappa.
“Z-95 Headhunters,” Mara said derisively of the closing craft, an antiquated starfighter, and she flipped off the comm switch and looked back at Leia. “Can’t shoot what you can’t catch,” she explained. “Kick them in,” she added to Jaina, motioning to the primary thrusters, thinking that a burst of the powerful engines would shoot the Jade Sabre right past the befuddled Rodians and their outdated starfighters.
Even as she spoke, though, two more blips appeared on the sensors, streaking out from the shadows around Rhommamool, angling right in line with the Jade Sabre.
“Mara,” Leia said with concern. At that, Mara did reach for the controls. But only for a moment, and then she looked Jaina right in the eye and nodded for the young woman to proceed.
Leia lurched forward in her seat, held back only by the belt, as Jaina reversed throttle and kicked the etheric rudder right. There came a metallic thump behind them—C-3PO hitting the wall, Leia guessed.
Even as the Jade Sabre came to a sudden halt, nose turned starboard, Jaina pumped it out to full throttle and kicked the rudder back to the left, then hard right, fishtailing the ship about in a brutal one-eighty, then working the rudder hard and somewhat choppy in straightening out her direct retreat. As they turned, a laser cannon blast cut across their bow.
“All right, the first four are on our tail,” Mara instructed calmly. The Jade Sabre jolted, hit aft, a blow the shields easily held back.
“Try a—” Mara started to say, but she lost the words, and nearly her lunch, as Jaina pulled a snap roll right, and then another right behind it.
“Oh, we’ll be killed!” came C-3PO’s cry from the doorway, and Leia managed to turn her head to see the droid leaning in against the metal jamb, and then to see him fly away, with a pitiful cry, as Jaina kicked the etheric rudder again, putting the ship into another sudden fishtail.
A pair of Headhunters streaked past the viewscreen, but just for a split second, for Jaina vectored away at a different angle, and at single-engine full throttle, pressing Leia back in her seat. Leia wanted to say something to Jaina then, some words of encouragement or advice, but found her words stuck in her throat. And not for any g forces.
It was the sight of Jaina, the fire in her brown eyes, the determined set of her jaw, the sheer concentration. At that moment, Leia knew.
Her daughter was a woman now, and with all the grit of her father and mother combined.
Mara glanced over her right shoulder, between Jaina and Leia, and both followed her lead long enough to see that two of the initial four had altered course accordingly and were fast closing, laser cannons blasting away.
“Hold on,” a confident Jaina warned, and she pulled back the stick, lifting the Jade Sabre’s nose, then shoved it forward, dropping the shuttle into a sudden, inverted loop.
“We’re doomed!” C-3PO cried from the hallway—the hallway ceiling, Leia knew.
Halfway around, Jaina broke the loop with a snap roll, then kicked her into a fishtail and a barrel roll, bringing her about to nearly their original course, but with the initial four behind them. Now she did kick in both ion drives, as if to use sheer speed to split the gap between the two incoming fighters.
Both angled out suddenly, then turned back in, widening that escape route but giving them a longer shooting angle at the shuttle, and an easier turn to pursue.
“They’re good,” Mara warned, but, like Leia, she found her words lost in her throat, as Jaina, teeth gritted to fight back the g’s, reversed throttle.
“Princess—” The plaintive cry from the corridor ended abruptly in a loud crash.
“Coming in hot!” Mara cried, noting the fighter fast approaching to port.
Jaina didn’t, couldn’t even hear her; she had turned inward now, was feeling the Force coursing through her, was registering every movement of her enemies and reacting instinctively, playing the game three moves ahead. Before Mara had even begun to speak, Jaina had hit the forward attitude adjustment jets, lifting the nose, then she pumped the throttle and kicked the rudder, lifting the Jade Sabre and bringing her nose about to starboard, to directly face the other incoming Headhunter.
And that eager Rodian did come in at them, and hard, and the Jade Sabre’s defensive array screeched and lit up, warning of a lock-on.
“Jaina!” Leia cried.
“He’s got us!” Mara added.
But then the closer ship, coming from port, passed right under the Jade Sabre, and Jaina fired the repulsorlifts, bouncing the Jade Sabre up and sending the poor Headhunter into a wild, spinning roll.
The closing ship from starboard let fly its concussion missile, but it, and the Headhunter, zipped right underneath the elevated Jade Sabre.
Before the three women could even begin to catch their breath, another ship streaked in, an X-wing, the new XJ version of the starfighter, its own laser cannons blasting away from its wingtips. Not at the Jade Sabre, though, but at the Headhunter that had just gone past.
“Who is that?” Leia asked, and Jaina, equally curious, brought the Jade Sabre about hard.
The Headhunter snap-rolled left and dived, but the far superior X-wing stayed on her, lasers scoring hit after hit, depleting her shields and then blasting her apart into a million pieces.
“A Jedi,” Mara and Jaina said together, and Leia, when she paused to collect the Force sensations about her, concurred.
“Fast to the Mediator,” Leia instructed her daughter, and Jaina swung the Jade Sabre about yet again.
“I didn’t know there were any Jedi in the sector,” Leia said to Mara, who could only shrug, equally at a loss.
“Another one’s out,” Jaina informed them, watching the blips on her sensor screen. “And two others are vectoring away.”
“They want no part of a Jedi showing a willingness to shoot back,” Mara remarked.
“Maybe Rodians are smarter than I thought,” Leia said dryly. “Smooth it out,” she instructed her daughter, unbuckling and climbing unsteadily to her feet.
Jaina reluctantly dialed the inertial compensator back to full.
“Only one pursuing,” Jaina informed them as Leia made her way to the door.
“The X-wing,” Mara added, and Leia nodded.
In the hallway outside the bridge, Leia found C-3PO inverted and against the wall, his feet sticking up in the air, his head crunched forward so that his chin was tight against his chest.
“You have to learn to hold on,” Leia said to him, helping him upright. She glanced across the way to Bolpuhr as she spoke, to find the Noghri still standing calmly in the exact spot she had assigned him.
Somehow, she wasn’t amazed.
Jaina took the Jade Sabre at a swift but steady pace toward the distant Mediator. She checked often for pursuit, but it quickly became obvious that the Rodians in their outdated Headhunters wanted no part of this fight.
Leia rejoined them a short while later, to find Jaina in complete control and Mara resting back in her seat, eyes closed. Even when Jaina asked her aunt a question about docking procedures, the woman didn’t respond, didn’t even open her eyes.
“They’ll guide you in,” Leia interjected, and sure enough, a voice from the Mediator crackled over the opened comm, giving explicit directions for entry vector.
Jaina took her in, and Jaina took her down, easily—and after the display of flying she had just given them out with the Headhunters, Leia wasn’t the least bit surprised by her ability to so smoothly tight-dock a ship as large as the Jade Sabre.
That final shudder as Jaina eased off the repulsorlifts and settled the shuttle onto the docking bay floor stirred Mara from her rest. She opened her eyes and, seeing where they were, rose quickly.
And then she swayed and seemed as if she would fall.
Leia and Jaina were there in an instant, catching and steadying her.
She regained her balance and took a deep breath. “Maybe next time you can dial down the inertial compensator to ninety-seven instead of ninety-five,” she said jokingly, straining a smile.
Jaina laughed, but Leia’s face showed her deep concern. “Are you all right?” she asked.
Mara eyed her directly.
“Perhaps we should find a place where you can rest,” Leia said.
“Where we all can rest,” Mara corrected, and her tone told Leia to back off, a reminder that Leia was intruding on a private place for Mara, a place she had explicitly instructed all of her friends, even her husband, not to go. This disease was Mara’s fight alone, to Mara’s thinking, a battle that had forced her to reconsider everything she thought about her life, past, present, and future, and everything she thought about death.
Leia held her stare for a moment longer, but replaced her own concerned expression with one of acceptance. Mara did not want to be coddled or cuddled. She was determined to live on in an existence that did not name her disease as the most pressing and important facet of her entire life, to live on as she had before, with the illness being relegated to the position of nuisance, and nothing more.
Of course, Leia understood it to be much more than that, an internal churning that required Mara to spend hours and tremendous Force energy merely holding it in check. But that was Mara’s business.
“I hope to meet with Nom Anor tomorrow,” Leia explained, as the three, with C-3PO and Bolpuhr in tow, headed for the lower hatch, then moved down to the landing bay. A contingent of New Republic Honor Guard stood waiting there, along with Commander Ackdool, a Mon Calamarian with large, probing eyes, a fishlike face, and salmon-colored skin. “By all reports, we should all be rested before dealing with him.”
“Believe those reports,” Mara said.
“And first, it seems I get to meet with our savior Jedi,” Leia added dryly, looking back behind the Jade Sabre to see the X-wing gliding in to rest.
“Wurth Skidder,” Jaina remarked, recognizing the markings under the canopy on the starfighter.
“Why am I not surprised?” Leia asked, and she blew a sigh.
Ackdool came over to them, then, and extended his formal greetings to the distinguished guests, but Leia’s reaction set him back on his heels—indeed, it raised more than a few eyebrows among the members of the Mediator’s Honor Guard.
“Why did you send him out?” Leia snapped, motioning toward the docking X-wing.
Commander Ackdool started to answer, but Leia continued. “If we had needed assistance, we would have called for it.”
“Of course, Princess Leia,” Commander Ackdool said with a polite bow.
“They why send him out?”
“Why do you assume that Wurth Skidder flew out at my command?” the cool Commander Ackdool dared to respond. “Why would you assume that Wurth Skidder heeds any order I might give?”
“Couple o’ ridge-head parachutes floating over Osarian, if those Rodians had any luck,” came the singsong voice of Wurth Skidder. The cocky young man was fast approaching, pulling off his helmet and giving his shock of blond hair a tousle as he walked.
Leia stepped out to intercept him and took another quick step for no better reason than to make the Jedi stop short. “Wurth Skidder,” she said.
“Princess,” the man replied with a bow.
“Did you have a little fun out there?”
“More than a little,” the Jedi said with a wide grin and a sniffle—and he always seemed to be sniffling, and his hair always looked as if he had just walked in from a Tatooine sandstorm. “Fun for me, I mean, and not for the Rodians.”
“And the cost of your fun?” Leia asked.
That took the smile from Wurth Skidder’s face, and he looked at Leia curiously, obviously not understanding.
“The cost,” Leia explained. “What did your little excursion cost?”
“A couple of proton torpedos,” Wurth replied with a shrug. “A little fuel.”
“And a year of diplomatic missions to calm down the Osarians,” Leia retorted.
“But they shot first,” Wurth protested.
“Do you even understand that your stupidity likely escalated an already impossible situation?” Leia’s voice was as firm and cold as anyone present had ever heard it. So cold, in fact, that the always overprotective Bolpuhr, fearing trouble, glided closer to her, hanging back just behind her left shoulder, within fast striking distance of the Jedi.
“They were attacking you,” Wurth Skidder retorted. “Six of them!”
“They were trying to bring us down to Osarian,” Leia harshly explained. “A not-so-unexpected response, given my announced intentions here. And so we planned to avoid them. Avoid! Do you understand that word?”
Wurth Skidder said nothing.
“Avoid them and thus cause no further problems or hard feelings,” Leia went on. “And so we would have, and we would have asked for no explanations from Shunta Osarian Dharrg, all of us pretending that nothing had ever happened.”
“But—”
“And our graciousness in not mentioning this unfortunate incident would have bought me the bargaining capital I need to bring some kind of conciliation from Osarian toward Rhommamool,” Leia continued, anger creeping in thicker with each word. “But now we can’t do that, can we? Now, so that Wurth Skidder could paint another skull on the side of his X-wing, I’ll have to deal with an incident.”
“They shot first,” Wurth Skidder reiterated when it became apparent that Leia was done.
“And better that they had shot last,” Leia replied. “And if Shunta Osarian Dharrg demands reparations, we’ll agree, with all apologies, and any monies to be paid will come from Wurth Skidder’s private funds.”
The Jedi squared his shoulders at the suggestion, but then Leia hit him with a sudden and devastating shot. “My brother will see to it.”
Wurth Skidder bowed again, glared at Leia and all around, then turned on his heel and walked briskly away.
“My apologies, Princess Leia,” Ackdool said. “But I have no real authority over Jedi Skidder. I had thought it a blessing when he arrived two weeks ago. His Jedi skills should certainly come in handy against any terrorist attempts—and we have heard rumors of many—against the Mediator.”
“And you are indeed within striking distance of surface missiles,” C-3PO added, but he stopped short, this time catching on to the many disapproving looks that came his way.
“I did not know that Jedi Skidder would prove so …” Ackdool paused, searching for the right word. “Intractable.”
“Stubborn, you mean,” Leia said. As they all started away, Leia did manage a bit of a smile when she heard Mara behind her tell Jaina, “Maybe Nom Anor has met his match.”
C-9PO, a protocol droid, its copper coloring tinged red from the constantly blowing dusts of Rhommamool, skittered down an alley to the side of the main avenue of Redhaven and peeked out cautiously at the tumult beyond. The fanatical followers of Nom Anor, the Red Knights of Life, had gone on the rampage again, riding throughout the city in an apparent purge of landspeeders on their tutakans, eight-legged lizards with enormous tusks that climbed right up past their black eyes and curled in like white eyebrows.
“Ride the beasts given by Life!” one Red Knight screamed at a poor civilian as the wrinkled Dressellian merchant was dragged from the cockpit and punched and pushed to the ground.
“Perversion!” several other Red Knights cried in unison. “Life-pretender!” And they set upon the landspeeder with their tubal-iron pummelstaves, smashing the windshield, bashing in the side moldings, crushing the steering wheel and other controls, even knocking one of the rear drive’s cylindrical engines from its mounts.
Satisfied that the craft was wrecked beyond repair, they pulled the Dressellian to his feet and shoved him to and fro, warning him to ride creatures, not machines—or, better still, to use the legs that nature had provided and walk. Then they beat him back down to the ground and moved on, some climbing back atop the tutakans, others running beside.
The landspeeder continued to hover, though it had only a couple of repulsors still firing. It looked more like a twisted lump of beaten metal than a vehicle, tilting to one side because of the unequal weight distribution and the weakened lift capacity.
“Oh, dear me,” the protocol droid said, ducking low as the contingent stormed past.
Tap, tap, tap came the ringing of metal on metal against the top of the droid’s head. C-9PO slowly turned about and saw the fringe of the telltale black capes, and the red-dyed hides.
With a screech, the droid stood up and tried to run away, but a pummelstave smashed in the side of his leg and he went facedown in the red dust. He lifted his head, but rising up on his arms only gave the two Red Knights a better handhold as they walked past, each scooping the droid under one shoulder and dragging him along.
“Got a Ninepio,” one of the pair called out to his lizard-riding buddies, and a cheer went up.
The doomed droid knew the destination: the Square of Hopeful Redemption.
C-9PO was glad that he wasn’t programmed to experience pain.
* * *
“It was a stupid thing to do,” Leia said firmly.
“Wurth thought he was helping us,” Jaina reminded, but Leia wasn’t buying that argument.
“Wurth was trying to find his own thrills,” she corrected.
“And that hotshot attitude of his will reinforce the ring of truth to Nom Anor’s diatribes against the Jedi,” Mara said. “He’s not without followers on Osarian.” As she finished, she looked down at the table, at the pile of leaflets Commander Ackdool had given them, colorful propaganda railing against the New Republic, against the Jedi, and against anything mechanical and technological, and somehow tying all of these supposed ills to the cultural disease that engulfed the society of the planet Osarian.
“Why does Nom Anor hate the Jedi?” Jaina asked. “What do we have to do with the struggle between Osarian and Rhommamool? I never even heard of these planets until you mentioned that we’d be coming here.”
“The Jedi have nothing to do with this struggle,” Leia replied. “Or at least, they didn’t until Wurth Skidder’s antics.”
“Nom Anor hates the New Republic,” Mara added. “And he hates the Jedi as symbols of the New Republic.”
“Is there anything Nom Anor doesn’t hate?” Leia asked dryly.
“Don’t take him lightly,” Mara warned yet again. “His religious cry to abandon technology and machines, to look for truth in the natural elements and life of the universe, and to resist the joining of planets in false confederations resonates deeply in many people, particularly those who have been the victims of such planetary alliances, like the miners of Rhommamool.”
Leia didn’t disagree. She had spent many hours before and during the journey here reading the history of the two planets, and she knew that the situation on Rhommamool was much more complicated than that. While many of the miners had traveled to the inhospitable red planet voluntarily, there were quite a number who were the descendants of the original “colonists”—involuntary immigrants sent there to work the mines because of high crimes they had committed.
Whatever the truth of the situation, though, Leia couldn’t deny that Rhommamool was the perfect breeding ground for zealots like Nom Anor. Life there was tough—even basics like water could be hard to come by—while the prosperous Osarians lived in comfort on white sandy beaches and crystal-clear lakes.
“I still don’t understand how any of that concerns the Jedi,” Jaina remarked.
“Nom Anor was stirring up anger against the Jedi long before he ever came to Rhommamool,” Mara explained. “Here, he’s just found a convenient receptacle for his wrath.”
“And with the Jedi Knights scattered throughout the galaxy, and so many of them following their own agendas, Nom Anor might just find plenty of ammunition to add to his arguments,” Leia added grimly. “I’m glad that my brother is thinking of reestablishing the Jedi Council.”
Mara nodded, but Jaina seemed less convinced. “Jacen doesn’t think that’s such a good idea,” she reminded her mother.
Leia shrugged. Her oldest son, Jaina’s twin, had indeed expressed serious doubts about the course of the Jedi Knights.
“If we can’t bring some sense of order to the galaxy, particularly to isolated planets like Osarian and Rhommamool, then we’re no better than the Empire,” Mara remarked.
“We’re better than the Empire,” Leia insisted.
“Not in Nom Anor’s eyes,” Jaina said.
And Mara reiterated her warning to Leia not to take the man lightly. “He’s the strangest man I ever met,” she explained, and given her past exploits with notorious sorts like Jabba the Hutt and Talon Karrde, that was quite a statement. “Even when I tried to use the Force to gain a better perspective on him, I drew …” Mara paused, as if looking for some way to properly express the feeling. “A blank,” she decided. “As if the Force had nothing to do with him.”
Leia and Jaina looked at her curiously.
“No,” Mara corrected. “More like he had nothing to do with the Force.”
The perfect disconnected ideologue, Leia thought, and she expressed her feelings with a single sarcastic word: “Wonderful.”
He stood on the platform surrounded by his fanatical Red Knights. Before him, ten thousand Rhommamoolians crowded into every open space of the great public square of Redhaven, once the primary trading spaceport of the planet. But those facilities had been leveled in the early days of the uprising, with the Rhommamoolians declaring their independence from Osarian. And more recently, since the coming of Nom Anor as spearhead of the revolution, the place had been renamed the Square of Hopeful Redemption.
Here, the citizens came to declare freedom from Osarian.
Here, the followers came to renounce the New Republic.
Here, the believers came to renounce the Jedi.
And here, the fanatics came to discredit progress and technology, to cry out for a simpler time, when the strength of a being’s legs, and not the weight of his purse, determined how far he could travel, and the strength of his hands, and not the weight of his purse, allowed him to harvest the gifts of nature.
Nom Anor loved it all, the adulation and the fanatical, bordering on suicidal, devotion. He cared nothing for Rhommamool or its inhabitants, cared nothing for the foolish cries for some ridiculous “simpler time.”
But how he loved the chaos his words and followers inflicted upon the order of the galaxy. How he loved the brooding undercurrent of resentment toward the New Republic, and the simmering anger aimed at the Jedi Knights, these supercreatures of the galaxy.
Wouldn’t his superiors be pleased?
Nom Anor flipped his shiny black cape back from his shoulder and held his fist upraised into the air, drawing shrieks of appreciation. In the center of the square, where once had stood the Portmaster’s Pavilion, now was a huge pit, thirty meters in diameter and ten deep. Whistles and whines emanated from that pit, along with cries for mercy and pitifully polite words of protest—the voices of droids collected by the folk of Rhommamool and dropped into the hole.
Great cheers erupted from all corners of the square as a pair of the Red Knights entered from one avenue, dragging a 9PO protocol droid between them. They went to the edge of the pit, took up the poor 9PO by the arms and the legs, and on a three-count, launched him onto the pile of metal consisting of the astromech and mine-sniffer droids, the Redhaven street-cleaner droids, and the personal butler droids of the wealthier Rhommamoolian citizens.
When the hooting and cheering died down, Nom Anor opened his hands, revealing a single small stone. Then he clenched his fist again, squeezing with tremendous power, crushing the stone in his grasp so that dust and flecks of rock splinters slipped out the sides.
The signal to begin.
As one the crowd surged forward, lifting great chunks of stone, the debris from the wreckage of the pavilion. They came to the edge of the pit one after another and hurled their heavy missiles at the pile of droids.
The stoning went on for the rest of the afternoon, until the red glare of the sun thinned to a brilliant crimson line along the horizon, until the dozens and dozens of droids were no more than scrap metal and sparking wires.
And Nom Anor, silent and dignified, watched it all somberly, accepting this great tribute his followers had paid to him, this public execution of the hated droids.
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The Yuuzhan Vong have been defeated, but the galaxy has been slow to recover from their depredations, with powerful worlds chafing at the economic burdens and military restrictions put upon them by the nascent Galactic Alliance, once-powerful species seeking to rise again, newly prosperous worlds testing their influence, and long-buried secrets coming to light. The result of all this instability is civil war. Faced with a Galactic Alliance that has fallen away from its values, Luke and the Jedi Order must decide where their loyalties lie—and so, too, must the heroes of the Rebellion.
While hostilities spread across the Core Worlds, lurking in the shadows is a Sith adept who wastes no time in taking advantage of the galactic chaos to wage a very personal war against the Skywalkers and the Solos. Luke will face terrible loss, Han and Leia will be tested as never before, and their daughter, Jaina, will learn just what it means to fulfill her destiny as “the Sword of the Jedi.” And even as the Galactic Alliance pulls the galaxy back from the brink of total disaster, the Skywalker–Solo clan will never be the same again.
The mop-up is difficult. Luke Skywalker is exiled from Coruscant, and while he and his son, Jedi Knight Ben Skywalker, set out on a quest to discover what caused such darkness to befall the galaxy and their family, Han and Leia are left to raise their granddaughter, Allana, and help shepherd the government back into some semblance of order. But little do any of them know that a long-lost tribe of Sith is making its way toward the Core, determined to fulfill their destiny of dominance over the galaxy … and that both Sith and Jedi are about to run headlong into a terrifying creature of untold Force abilities and an insatiable appetite for power …
If you’re a reader new to the Legacy era, here are four great starting points:
• Legacy of the Force: Betrayal, by Aaron Allston: The first in the nine-book Legacy of the Force series, setting the stage for galactic civil war and a fall to darkness.
• Millennium Falcon, by James Luceno: Han Solo’s famous freighter becomes a character in her own right as Han, Leia, their granddaughter Allana, and the droid C-3PO set out on an adventure that brings to light the ship’s colorful, mysterious past.
• Crosscurrent, by Paul S. Kemp: A remnant of the Old Republic comes into Luke Skywalker’s time in a tale of insane clones and time-traveling Jedi and Sith.
• Fate of the Jedi: Outcast, by Aaron Allston: The nine-book Fate of the Jedi series blasts off with the new adventures of Luke and Ben Skywalker—Jedi Master and apprentice, father and son—in search of answers to a terrifying question.
Read on for excerpts from Star Wars novels set in the Legacy era.







PROLOGUE
The feeling had returned, a sense of desperation that burned in the Force like a faraway star, clear and bright and beckoning. Jaina Solo found her gaze straying through the justice ship viewport, out into the blue-flecked void that hung behind the slowly spinning cylinder of Detention Center Maxsec Eight. As before, the sensation came from the direction of the Unknown Regions, a call for … what? And from whom? The touch was too wispy to tell. It always was.
“Jedi Solo?” The inquisitor stepped closer to the witness rail. “Shall I repeat the question?”
A tall, stiff woman with a shaved head and deep lines at the corners of her gray eyes, Athadar Gyad had the brusque demeanor of a retired military officer. It was a common affectation among petty Reconstruction Authority bureaucrats, even when the only notation in their service record was a decades-old planetary conscription number.
“When you boarded the Night Lady with Jedi Lowbacca and—”
“Sorry, Inquisitor. I did hear the question.” Jaina shifted her gaze to the accused, a massive Yaka with an expressionless, near-human face. He wore an engraved Ithorian skull on the lateral cover of his cybernetic implant. “Redstar’s crew tried to turn us away.”
A glint of impatience showed in Gyad’s gray eyes. “They attacked you with blasters, isn’t that correct?”
“Right.”
“And it was necessary to defend yourselves with your lightsabers?”
“Right again.”
Gyad remained silent, tacitly inviting her witness to elaborate on the battle. But Jaina was more interested in the sense of desperation she felt in the Force. It was growing stronger by the moment, more urgent and frightened.
“Jedi Solo?” Gyad stepped in front of Jaina, blocking her view out of the inquest salon. “Please direct your attention to me.”
Jaina fixed the woman with an icy stare. “I thought I had answered your question.”
Gyad drew back almost imperceptibly, but continued her examination as though there had been no resentment in Jaina’s voice. “What were you wearing at the time?”
“Our cloaks,” Jaina said.
“Your Jedi cloaks?”
“They’re just cloaks.” Jaina had stood at enough witness rails in the last few years to know that the inquisitor was trying to bolster a weak case with the mystique of her Jedi witnesses—a sure sign that Gyad did not understand, or respect, the Jedi role in the galaxy. “Jedi don’t wear uniforms.”
“Surely, you can’t mean to suggest that a criminal of Redstar’s intelligence failed to recognize—” Gyad paused to reconsider her phrasing. Tribunal inquisitors were supposed to be impartial investigators, though in practice most limited their efforts to presenting enough evidence to lock away the accused. “Jedi Solo, do you mean to suggest the crew could have legitimately believed you to be pirates?”
“I don’t know what they believed,” Jaina said.
Gyad narrowed her eyes and studied Jaina in silence. Despite Luke Skywalker’s advice after the war to avoid involving the Jedi in the mundane concerns of the new government, the challenge of rebuilding the galaxy obliged much of the order to do just that. There were just too many critical missions that only a Jedi could perform, with too many dire consequences for the Galactic Alliance, and most Reconstruction Authority bureaucrats had come to view the Jedi order as little more than an elite branch of interstellar police.
Finally, Jaina explained, “I was too busy fighting to probe their thoughts.”
Gyad let out a theatrical sigh. “Jedi Solo, isn’t it true that your father once made his living as a smuggler?”
“That was a little before my time, Inquisitor.” Jaina’s retort drew a siss of laughter from the spectator area, where two of her fellow Jedi Knights, Tesar Sebatyne and Lowbacca, sat waiting for her to finish. “And what would that have to do with the price of spice on Nal Hutta?”
Gyad turned to the panel of magistrates. “Will you please instruct the witness to answer—”
“Everyone knows the answer,” Jaina interrupted. “It’s taught in half the history classes in the galaxy.”
“Of course it is.” The inquisitor’s voice grew artificially compassionate, and she pointed to the Yaka captive. “Would it be possible that you identify with the accused? That you are reluctant to testify against a criminal because of your father’s own ambivalent relationship with the law?”
“No.” Jaina found herself squeezing the witness rail as though she meant to crimp the cold metal. “In the last five standard years, I’ve captured thirty-seven warlords and broken more than a hundred smuggling—”
Suddenly the sense of desperation grew more tangible in the Force, more clear and familiar. Jaina’s gaze turned back to the viewport, and she did not finish her answer.
“Wait.”
Tahiri Veila raised a hand, and the two Yuuzhan Vong standing before her fell silent. The two groups of spectators watched her expectantly, but she remained quiet and stared into Zonama Sekot’s blue sky. Over the last few weeks, she had begun to sense a distant foreboding in the Force, a slowly building dread, and now that feeling had developed into something more … into anguish and panic and despair.
“Jeedai Veila?” asked the smaller of the speakers. With one blind eye and a lumpy, lopsided face, he was one of the Extolled, a disfigured underclass once known as the Shamed Ones. They had earned their new name by rising up against their upper-caste oppressors to help end the war that had nearly destroyed both the Yuuzhan Vong and the civilized galaxy. “Is something wrong?”
“Yes.” Tahiri forced her attention back to the group. Their blue-rimmed eyes and leathery faces seemed more familiar to her than the reflection of the blond-haired women she saw in the mirror every morning—but that was hardly a surprise, considering what had happened to her during the war. She was as much Yuuzhan Vong now as she was human, at least in mind and spirit. “But it doesn’t have anything to do with this. Go on.”
The Extolled One—Bava, she remembered—bowed deeply, intentionally lowering himself to her height.
“As I was saying, Jeedai Veila, four times this week we have caught Sal Ghator and his warriors stealing from our gardens.”
Tahiri cocked her brow. “Your gardens, Bava?” La’okio was supposed to be a communal village, an experiment where the contentious castes of Yuuzhan Vong society would learn to work together—and to trust each other. “I thought the gardens belonged to everyone.”
“We have decided that every grashal is also allowed to plant an extra plot for itself.” Bava sneered in Ghator’s direction, then continued, “But the warriors are too lazy to work their own ground. They expect us to do it for them.”
“We cannot do it for ourselves!” Ghator objected. Half a meter taller than Tahiri and nearly three times her mass, he still bore the tattoos and ritual scarrings of a former subaltern. “We are cursed by the gods. Nothing we plant will grow.”
Tahiri fought back a sigh. “Don’t tell me you’ve separated by caste again. You’re supposed to be living in mixed groups.”
As Tahiri spoke, she felt the familiar touch of a Chadra-Fan searching for her in the Force, wanting to know if she also sensed the growing strength of the feeling. She opened herself to the contact and focused her thoughts on the mysterious fear. Tekli was not particularly strong in the Force, and what Tahiri perceived as a clarion call would seem barely a whisper to the little Chadra-Fan. Neither of them bothered to reach out for their companion Danni Quee; Force-sensitive though she might be, so far Danni had proven numb to the sensation.
“Living in mixed grashals is unclean,” Ghator said, drawing Tahiri’s attention back to the problems in La’okio. “Warriors cannot be asked to sleep on the same dirt as Shamed Ones.”
“Shamed Ones!” Bava said. “We are Extolled. We are the ones who exposed Shimrra’s heresy, while you warriors led us all to ruin.”
The blue rim around Ghator’s eyes grew wider and darker. “Beware your tongue, raal, lest its poison strike you dead.”
“There is no poison in truth.” Bava sneaked a glance in Tahiri’s direction, then sneered, “You are the Shamed Ones now!”
Ghator’s hand sent Bava tumbling across the rugrass so swiftly that Tahiri doubted she could have intercepted it had she wanted to, and she did not want to. The Yuuzhan Vong would always have their own way of working out problems—ways that Danni Quee and Tekli and perhaps even Zonama Sekot itself would never fully comprehend.
Bava stopped rolling and turned his good eye in Tahiri’s direction. She returned his gaze and did nothing. Having risen from their outcast status through their efforts to end the war, the Extolled Ones were proving eager to find another caste to take their place. Tahiri thought it might be good to remind them of the consequences of such behavior. Besides, the feeling was growing stronger and clearer; she had the sense that it was coming from someone she knew, someone who had been trying to reach her—and Tekli—for a very long time.
Come fast … The voice arose inside Tahiri’s mind, clear and distinct and eerily familiar. Come now.
The words seemed to fade even as Jacen Solo perceived them, sinking below the threshold of awareness and vanishing into the boggy underlayers of his mind. Yet the message remained, the conviction that the time had come to answer the call he had been feeling over the last few weeks. He unfolded his legs—he was sitting cross-legged in the air—and lowered his feet to the floor of the meditation circle. A chain of soft pops sounded as he crushed the tiny blada vines that spilled out of the seams between the larstone paving blocks.
“I’m sorry, Akanah. I must go.”
Akanah answered without opening her eyes. “If you are sorry, Jacen, you must not go.” A lithe woman with an olive complexion and dark hair, she appeared closer to Jacen’s age than her own five standard decades. She sat floating in the center of the meditation circle, surrounded by novices who were trying to imitate her with varying degrees of success. “Sorrow is a sign that you have not given yourself to the Current.”
Jacen considered this, then dipped his head in acknowledgment. “Then I’m not sorry.” The call continued in the Force, a needle-sharp pang that pulled at Jacen deep inside his chest. “And I must go.”
Now Akanah opened her eyes. “What of your training?”
“I’m grateful for what you have shown me so far.” Jacen turned to leave. “I’ll continue when I return.”
“No.” As Akanah spoke, the meditation circle exit vanished behind a vine-strewn wall. “I cannot permit that.”
Jacen stopped and turned to face her. “Illusions aren’t necessary. If you don’t wish me to return, I won’t.”
“What I don’t wish is for you to leave.” Akanah floated over to him and lowered her own feet. She was so immersed in the White Current that even the delicate blada leaves did not pop beneath her weight. “It’s too soon. You’re not ready.”
Jacen forced himself to remain patient. After all, he was the one who had sought out the Fallanassi. “I have completed many trainings, Akanah. What I have learned is that every order believes its way is the only way.”
“I am not speaking of monks and witches, Jacen Solo. I am speaking of you.” Her dark eyes caught his gaze. “Your feelings on this are unclear. Someone calls, and you go without knowing why.”
“Then you feel it, too?”
“No, Jacen. You are as clumsy in the Current as your uncle. Your feelings leave ripples, and ripples can be read. Does the call come from your brother?”
“No. Anakin died in the war.” It had been eight years, and Jacen could finally speak those words with some measure of acceptance, with some recognition of the purpose his brother’s death had served in the Force. It had been the turning point in the war, when the Jedi finally learned how to fight the Yuuzhan Vong—and not become monsters themselves. “I’ve told you that.”
“Yes, but is it him?” Akanah stepped closer to Jacen, and his nostrils filled with the scent of the waha plants that grew in the temple bathing pool. “After someone sinks beneath the Current, a circle of ripples remains behind. Perhaps it is the ripples you sense.”
“That does not make what I feel any less real,” Jacen countered. “Sometimes, the effect is all we can know of the cause.”
“Do you remember my words only so you can use them to spar with me?” Akanah’s hand came up as though to bat him across the ear, and his own hand reflexively rose to block. She shook her head in disgust. “You are a dreadful student, Jacen Solo. You hear, but you do not learn.”
It was a rebuke to which Jacen had grown accustomed during his five-year search for the true nature of the Force. The Jen-saarai, the Aing-Tii, even the Witches of Dathomir had all said similar things to him—usually when his questions about their view of the Force grew too probing. But Akanah had more reason than the others to be disappointed in him. Striking another would be anathema to any Adept of the White Current. All Akanah had done was lift her hand; it had been Jacen who interpreted the action as an attack.
Jacen inclined his head. “I learn, but sometimes slowly.” He was thinking of the two apparitions he had already seen of his dead brother, the first when a cavern beast on Yuuzhan’tar used one to lure him into its throat, the second on Zonama, when Sekot had taken Anakin’s form while they talked. “You think I’m giving form to this call, that I impose my own meaning on the ripples I feel.”
“What I think is not important,” Akanah said. “Still yourself, Jacen, and see what is really in the Current.”
Jacen closed his eyes and opened himself to the White Current in much the same way he would have opened himself to the Force. Akanah and the other Adepts taught that the Current and the Force were separate things, and that was true—but only in the sense that any current was different from the ocean in which it flowed. In their essential wholeness, they were each other.
Jacen performed a quieting exercise he had learned from the Theran Listeners, then focused on the call. It was still there, a cry so sharp it hurt, in a voice he remembered and could not identify … come … help … a male voice, but one he recognized as not belonging to his brother.
And there was something else, too, a familiar presence that Jacen did know, not sending the call, but reaching out along with it. Jaina.
Jacen opened his eyes. “It’s not Anakin … or his ripples.”
“You’re certain?”
Jacen nodded. “Jaina senses it, too.” That was what his sister was trying to tell him, he knew. Their twin bond had always been strong, and it had only grown stronger during his wanderings. “I think she intends to answer it.”
Akanah looked doubtful. “I feel nothing.”
“You aren’t her twin.” Jacen turned and stepped through the wall-illusion hiding the exit, only to find Akanah—or the illusion of Akanah—blocking his way. “Please ask the Pydyrians to bring my ship down from orbit. I’d like to leave as soon as possible.”
“I am sorry, but no.” Akanah’s eyes caught his gaze again and held it almost physically. “You have the same power I once sensed in your uncle Luke, but without the light. You must not leave before you have found some.”
Jacen was stung by her harsh assessment, but hardly surprised. The war against the Yuuzhan Vong had brought the Jedi a deeper understanding of the Force—one that no longer saw light and dark as opposing sides—and he had known before he came that the Fallanassi might find this new view disturbing. That was why he had hid it from them … or thought he had.
“I’m sorry you disapprove,” Jacen said. “But I no longer view the Force in terms of light and dark. It embraces more than that.”
“Yes, we have heard about this ‘new’ knowledge of the Jedi.” Akanah’s tone was scornful. “And it troubles my heart to see that their folly now rivals their arrogance.”
“Folly?” Jacen did not want to argue, but—being one of the first advocates of the new understanding—he felt compelled to defend his views. “That ‘folly’ helped us win the war.”
“At what price, Jacen?” Akanah’s voice remained gentle. “If the Jedi no longer look to the light, how can they serve it?”
“Jedi serve the Force,” Jacen said. “The Force encompasses both light and dark.”
“So now you are beyond light and dark?” Akanah asked. “Beyond good and evil?”
“I’m no longer an active Jedi Knight,” Jacen answered, “but yes.”
“And you do not understand the folly in that?” As Akanah spoke, her gaze seemed to grow deeper and darker. “The arrogance?”
What Jacen understood was that the Fallanassi had a rather narrow and rigid view of morality, but he did not say so. The call was continuing to pull at him inside, urging him to be on his way, and the last thing he wanted to do now was waste time in a debate that would change no one’s mind.
“The Jedi serve only themselves,” Akanah continued. “They are pompous enough to believe they can use the Force instead of submitting to it, and in this pride they have caused more suffering than they have prevented. With no light to guide you, Jacen, and the power I sense in you, I fear you will cause even more.”
The frank words struck Jacen like a blow, less because of their harshness than because of the genuine concern he sensed behind them. Akanah truly feared for him, truly feared that he would become an even greater monster than had his grandfather, Darth Vader.
“Akanah, I appreciate your concern.” Jacen reached for her hands and found himself holding only empty air. He resisted the temptation to find her real body in the Force; Adepts of the White Current considered such acts intrusions just short of violence. “But I won’t find my light here. I have to go.”



ONE
Evening had come to Unity Green, and the first hawk-bats were already out, dipping down to pluck yammal-jells and coufee eels from the rolling whitecaps on Liberation Lake. On the far shore, the yorik coral bluffs that marked the edge of the park had grown purple and shadowed. Beyond them, the durasteel skeletons of the rising skytowers gleamed crimson in the setting sun. The planet remained as much Yuuzhan’tar as Coruscant, and in many ways that would never change. But it was at peace. For the first time in Luke Skywalker’s life, the galaxy was truly not at war—and that counted for everything.
There were still problems, of course. There always would be, and today several senior Masters were struggling to address the chaos that Jaina and four other young Jedi Knights had caused by abruptly abandoning their duties and departing for the Unknown Regions.
“Lowbacca was the only one who completely understood the biomechanics of the Maledoth,” Corran Horn was saying in his throaty voice. “So, as you can see, the Ramoan relocation project has ground to a complete standstill.”
Luke reluctantly shifted his gaze from the viewport to the council room’s speaking circle, where Corran stood using a laser-wand to highlight the holographic projection of a huge Yuuzhan Vong slaveship. The Jedi order had been hoping to use the vessel to evacuate the population of a dying world.
Corran flicked the laserwand, and the holograph switched to the image of blast-pocked asteroid miner. “The situation in the Maltorian mining belt is deteriorating as well. Without Zekk there to lead the hunt, Three-Eye’s pirates have the run of the system. Raw material shipments have fallen by fifty percent, and RePlanetHab is trying to buy them off.”
“That’s one circuit we need to kill now,” Mara said. Seated in the chair next to Luke’s, she was—as usual—the first to cut to the heart of the matter. That was one of the things Luke most admired about her; in a time when the smallest decision carried ramifications that even a Columi dejarik champion could not predict, his wife’s instincts remained steady and true. “If rehab conglomerates start buying off pirates, we’ll have marauders popping up all over the Core.”
The other Masters voiced their agreement.
“Fine,” Corran said. “Where do we find a replacement for Zekk?”
No one rushed to answer. The Jedi were spread too thin already, with most Jedi Knights—and even some apprentices—already assigned three tasks. And as the ranks of the greedy and the selfish grew ever more adept at manipulating the Galactic Alliance Senate, the situation seemed increasingly desperate.
Finally, Kyp Durron said, “The Solos should be finished on Borao soon.” Dressed in threadbare cape and tunic, wearing his brown hair long and shaggy, Kyp looked as though he had just come in from a long mission. He always looked like that. “Maybe RePlanetHab will be patient if they know they’re the Solos’ next assignment.”
The silence this time was even longer than the last. Strictly speaking, the Solos were not available for assignments. Han wasn’t even a Jedi, and Leia’s status was completely informal. The council just kept asking them to help out, they just kept doing it, and every Master in the room knew the order had been exploiting the Solos’ selfless natures for far too long.
“Someone else needs to contact them,” Mara finally said. “It’s getting so bad that Leia cringes whenever she sees Luke’s face on the holocomm.”
“I can do it,” Kyp offered. “I’m used to making Leia cringe.”
“That takes care of Maltoria,” Corran said. “Now, what about the Bothan ar’krai? Alema’s last report suggested that Reh’mwa and his fundamentalists had a line on Zonama Sekot’s location. They were provisioning the Avengeance for a scouting mission into the Unknown Regions.”
A subtle eddy in the Force drew Luke’s attention toward the entrance. He raised a hand to stop the discussion.
“Excuse me.” He turned toward the foyer and immersed his mind completely in the Force until he recognized one of the presences coming toward them, then said, “Perhaps we should continue this later. We don’t want Chief Omas to know how concerned we are about Jaina’s departure.”
“We don’t?”
“No.” Luke rose and started toward the door. “Especially not when he’s bringing Chiss.”
Luke stopped in the foyer area, where a simple wooden bench and two empty stone vases sat opposite the door, arranged to subtly calm visitors and make them feel welcome. Barely a moment passed before the door hissed open and a young apprentice came to a surprised halt directly in front of Luke.
“M-master S-skywalker!” the young Rodian stammered. He turned and raised a spindly-fingered hand toward the door. “Chief Omas and—”
“I know, Twool. Thank you.”
Luke nudged the youth back into the corridor with the other apprentice, then stepped into the doorway and found himself looking at Chief of State Cal Omas and a trio of blue-skinned Chiss. With a wrinkled face and sagging jowls, the Chiss in front was probably the oldest Luke had ever seen. The two in the rear were clearly bodyguards—tall, strong, alert, and dressed in the black uniforms of the Chiss Expansionary Defense Fleet.
“Chief Omas,” Luke said. The strains of Omas’s office showed in his hollow cheeks and ashen complexion. “Welcome.”
“You’re expecting us.” Omas cast a pointed glance into the conference room. “Good.”
Luke ignored the hint and bowed to the elderly Chiss.
“And Aristocra …” It took a moment for the name to rise to the top of Omas’s mind, where Luke could sense it without being overly intrusive. “Mitt’swe’kleoni. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
The Chiss’s red eyes narrowed to crimson lines. “Very impressive. It’s not easy to gather identity files on Chiss aristocracy.”
“We haven’t.” Luke smiled and continued to block the door. “You and your bodyguards are welcome to come inside, once you have removed your hidden weapons.”
Omas cringed visibly, but Luke did not move. Even had he not perceived the concealed weapons through the Force, he still would have made the request. These were Chiss, after all.
“As you know,” Luke continued, “the only weapons allowed in the Jedi Temple are lightsabers.”
Mitt’swe’kleoni smiled like an old man caught sipping something against his doctor’s orders, then pulled a small hold-out blaster from his boot and passed it to a bodyguard.
“My bodyguards will wait in the corridor,” he said. “I can see they wouldn’t be of much use in a room full of Jedi.”
“There would be no need.” Luke stepped aside and waved the two statesmen toward the conference circle. “Please join us.”
As they crossed the room, Mitt’swe’kleoni kept sneaking glances at its appointments—the automated service kitchen, the small forest of rare trebala plants, the flowform chairs—and the arrogance vanished from his demeanor. It was not a reaction Luke liked to see. The new Temple had been a gift from the Galactic Alliance, pressed on the Jedi when—in a desperate attempt to manufacture a symbol of progress—the faltering Reconstruction Authority had moved the seat of government back to Coruscant. In most regards, the relocation had failed as spectacularly as it had deserved. But the Temple, a stone-and-transparisteel pyramid designed to harmonize with the new face of postwar Coruscant, never failed to impress with its regal scale and Rebirth architecture. It also served as a constant reminder to Luke of his greatest fear, that the Jedi would start to perceive themselves through the eyes of others and become little more than the guardians of a grateful Galactic Alliance.
At the conference area, the Jedi Masters rose to greet their guests.
“Everyone knows Chief Omas, I think.” Luke motioned Omas into a chair, then took Mitt’swe’kleoni by the elbow and guided him into the sunken speaking circle. “This is Aristocra Mitt’swe’kleoni from the Chiss empire.”
“Please use my core name, Tswek,” the Aristocra instructed. “It will be much easier for you to pronounce correctly.”
“Of course,” Luke said, continuing to look at the council. “Tswek has some disturbing news for us, I believe.”
Tswek’s wrinkled brow rose, but he no longer seemed surprised by Luke’s “intuition.” “Then you know the purpose of my visit?”
“We can sense your apprehension through the Force,” Luke said, avoiding a direct answer. “I assume it concerns our Jedi in the Unknown Regions.”
“Indeed it does,” he said. “The Chiss Ascendancy requires an explanation.”
“An explanation?” Corran was not quite able to conceal his indignation. “Of what?”
Tswek pointedly ignored Corran and continued to stare at Luke.
“The Jedi have many voices, Aristocra,” Luke said. “But we speak as one.”
Tswek considered this a moment, then nodded. “Very well.” He turned to Corran. “We demand an explanation of your actions, of course. What happens on our frontier is no concern of yours.”
Despite the wave of confusion and doubt that rippled through the Force, the Jedi Masters remained outwardly composed.
“The Chisz frontier, Aristocra?” Saba Sebatyne, one of the newest Jedi Masters, asked.
“Of course.” Tswek turned to the Barabel, his brow furrowed in thought. “You don’t know what your Jedi Knights have been doing, do you?”
“All of our Jedi are well trained,” Luke said to Tswek. “And the five under discussion are very experienced. We’re confident they have good reason for any action they’ve undertaken.”
A glint of suspicion showed in Tswek’s crimson eyes. “So far, we have identified seven Jedi.” He turned to Omas. “It appears I have no business here after all. Obviously, the Jedi involved in this matter are acting on their own.”
“Involved in what matter?” Kyp asked.
“That is of no concern to the Galactic Alliance,” Tswek said. He bowed to the council at large. “My apologies for taking so much of your time.”
“No apologies are necessary,” Luke said. He considered dropping the name of Chaf’orm’bintrani, an Aristocra he and Mara had met on a mission some years earlier, but it was impossible to know how this would be received. Chiss politics were as volatile as they were secretive, and for all Luke knew Formbi’s had been one of the five ruling families that had mysteriously disappeared while the rest of the galaxy fought the Yuuzhan Vong. “Anything in which our Jedi Knights involve themselves concerns this council.”
“Then I suggest you do a better job supervising them in the future,” Tswek said. When Luke did not step out of his way, he turned to Omas. “I’m quite finished here, Chief.”
“Of course.” Omas shot Luke a look imploring him to stand aside, then said, “An escort will meet you at the Temple entrance. I believe I need to have a word with these Jedi.”
“In that case, I’ll thank you for your hospitality now.” Tswek bowed to the Chief, then started for the door. “I’ll be returning to the Ascendancy within the hour.”
Omas waited until the Aristocra was gone, then scowled at Luke. “Well?”
Luke spread his hands. “At this point, Chief Omas, you know more than we do.”
“I was afraid of that,” Omas growled. “Apparently, a team of Jedi have involved themselves in a border dispute with the Chiss.”
“How can that be?” Mara asked. Luke knew that she meant the question literally. Before departing, Jaina had sent the council a set of destination coordinates that she and the others had calculated by triangulating the direction from which the mysterious call had come. An astronomical reconnaissance had revealed not even a star in the area, and certainly no indication that the coordinates would be of interest to the Chiss. “Their destination was over a hundred light-years from Ascendancy space.”
“Then our Jedi are out there,” Omas said. “What in the blazes for? We can’t spare one Jedi at the moment, much less seven.”
Mara’s green eyes looked ready to loose a stream of blaster bolts. “Our Jedi, Chief Omas?”
“Forgive me.” The Chief’s voice was more placating than apologetic; Luke knew that, in his heart, Omas considered the Jedi as much servants of the Galactic Alliance as he was. “I didn’t mean to imply anything.”
“Of course not,” Mara said, in a tone that suggested he had better be serious. She turned to the rest of the council. “Mitt’swe’kleoni said seven Jedi. What do we make of that?”
“This one only countz five.” Saba lifted her hand and began to raise her taloned fingers. “Jaina, Alema, Zekk, Lowbacca, and Tesar.”
Kyp added two fingers. “Tekli and Tahiri?”
Omas frowned. “How could you know that? I thought they were with Zonama Sekot in the Unknown Regions.”
“They’re supposed to be,” Corran said. “But, like the others, they’re also Myrkr survivors.”
“I don’t understand,” Omas said. “What does this have to do with the Myrkr mission?”
“I wish we knew,” Luke said. Undertaken in the middle of the war with the Yuuzhan Vong, the Myrkr mission had been as costly as it had been successful. Anakin Solo and his strike team had destroyed the enemy’s Jedi-killing voxyn. But six young Jedi Knights had died in the process—including Anakin himself—and another was missing and presumed lost. “All I can tell you is that for several weeks, Jaina and the other survivors of that mission reported feeling a ‘call’ from the Unknown Regions. On the day they left, that call became a cry for help.”
“And since we know Tenel Ka is still on Hapes,” Mara explained, “it seems likely the extra Jedi are Tekli and Tahiri.”
Nobody suggested that Jaina’s brother, Jacen, might be one of the extras. The last anyone had heard, he had been somewhere on the far side of the galaxy, sequestered with the Fallanassi.
“What about Zonama Sekot?” Omas asked. Zonama Sekot was the living planet that had agreed to serve as home to the defeated Yuuzhan Vong. “Could the call have come from it?”
Luke shook his head. “Zonama Sekot would have contacted me directly if it needed our help. I’m convinced this has something to do with the mission to Myrkr.”
Omas stayed silent, waiting for more of an explanation, but that was all Luke knew.
Instead, Luke asked, “What did Mitt’swe’kleoni tell you?”
Omas shrugged. “He demanded to know why the Galactic Alliance had sent its Jedi—his words—to interfere in a Chiss border dispute. When he saw how surprised I was, he demanded to speak to you.”
“This is bad,” Mara said. “Very bad.”
“I agree,” Omas said. “Either he thinks we’re all lying—”
“Or he believez our Jedi Knightz have gone rogue,” Saba finished. “In either case, the result will be the same.”
“They’ll try to solve the problem themselves,” Omas said. He ran a hand through his thinning hair. “How hard will this be on them?”
“Our Jedi Knights can take care of themselves,” Luke said.
“I know that!” Omas snapped. “I’m asking about the Chiss.”
Luke felt Mara’s ire rise, but she chose to overlook Omas’s tone and remain silent. Now was a poor time to remind him that the Jedi did not expect to be addressed as though they were unruly subordinates.
“If the Chiss take action against them, Jaina and the others will attempt to defuse the situation … for a time,” Luke said. “After that, it depends on the nature of the conflict.”
“But they won’t hesitate to meet force with force,” Mara clarified. “Nor would we ask them to. If the Chiss push things, sooner or later Jaina is going to bloody their noses.”
Omas paled and turned to Luke. “You need to put a stop to this, and soon. We can’t let it come to killing.”
Luke nodded. “We’ll certainly send someone to—”
“No, I mean you personally.” Omas turned to the others. “I know the Jedi have their own way of doing things. But with Jaina Solo leading those young Jedi Knights, Luke is the only one who can be sure of bringing them home. That young woman is as headstrong as her father.”
For once, nobody argued.








THE PAST:
5,000 YEARS BEFORE THE BATTLE OF YAVIN
THE CRUST OF PHAEGON III’S
LARGEST MOON BURNED, buckled, and crumbled under the onslaught. Sixty-four specially equipped cruisers—little more than planetary-bombardment weapons systems with a bit of starship wrapped around them—flew in a suborbital, longitudinal formation. The sleek silver cruisers, their underbellies aglow in reflected destruction, struck Saes as unexpectedly beautiful. How strange that they could unleash annihilation in such warm, glorious colors.
Plasma beams shrieked from the bow of each cruiser and slammed into the arboreal surface of the moon, shimmering green umbilicals that wrote words of ruin across the surface and saturated the world in fire and pain. Dust and a swirl of thick black smoke churned in the atmosphere as the cruisers methodically vaporized large swaths of the moon’s surface.
The bright light and black smoke of destruction filled Harbinger’s viewscreen, drowning out the orange light of the system’s star. Except for the occasional beep of a droid or a murmured word, the bridge crew sat in silence, their eyes fixed alternately on their instruments and the viewscreen. Background chatter on the many comm channels droned over the various speakers, a serene counterpoint to the chaos of the moon’s death. Saes’s keen olfactory sense caught a whiff of his human crew’s sweat, spiced with the tang of adrenaline.
Watching the cruisers work, watching the moon die, Saes was reminded of the daelfruits he’d enjoyed in his youth. He had spent many afternoons under the sun of his homeworld, peeling away the daelfruit’s coarse, brown rind to get at the core of sweet, pale flesh.
Now he was peeling not a fruit but an entire moon.
The flesh under the rind of the moon’s crust—the Lignan they were mining—would ensure a Sith victory in the battle for Kirrek and improve Saes’s place in the Sith hierarchy. He would not challenge Shar Dakhon immediately, of course. He was still too new to the Sith Order for that. But he would not wait overlong.
Evil roots in unbridled ambition, Relin had told him once.
Saes smiled. What a fool his onetime Master had been. Naga Sadow rewarded ambition.
“Status?” he queried his science droid, 8K6.
The fires in the viewscreen danced on the anthropomorphic droid’s reflective silver surface as it turned from its instrument console to address him.
“Thirty-seven percent of the moon’s crust is destroyed.”
Wirelessly connected to the console’s readout, the droid did not need to glance back for an update on the information as the cruisers continued their work.
“Thirty-eight percent. Thirty-nine.”
Saes nodded, turned his attention back to the view-screen. The droid fell silent.
Despite Harbinger’s distance from the surface, the Force carried back to Saes the terror of the pre-sentient primates that populated the moon’s surface. Saes imagined the small creatures fleeing through the trees, screeching, relentlessly pursued by, and inevitably consumed in, fire. They numbered in the hundreds of thousands. Their fear caressed his mind, as faint, fleeting, and pleasing as morning fog.
His fellow Sith on Harbinger and Omen would be feeling the same thing as the genocide progressed to its inexorable conclusion. Perhaps even the Massassi aboard each ship would, in their dim way, perceive the ripples in the Force.
Long ago, when Saes had been a Jedi, before he had come to understand the dark side, such wholesale destruction of life might have struck him as wrong. He knew better now. There was no absolute right and wrong. There was only power. And those who wielded it defined right and wrong for themselves. That realization was the freedom offered by the dark side and the reason the Jedi would fall, first at Kirrek, then at Coruscant, then all over the galaxy.
“Temperature in the wake?” he asked.
The science droid consulted the sensor data on its compscreen. “Within the tolerance of the harvester droids.”
Saes watched the cruisers slide through the atmosphere and light the moon on fire. He turned in his command chair to face his second in command, Los Dor. Dor’s mottled, deep red skin looked nearly black in the dim light of the bridge. His yellow eyes mirrored the moon’s fires. He never seemed to look up into Saes’s eyes, instead focusing his gaze on the twin horns that jutted from the sides of Saes’s jaw.
Saes knew Dor was as much a spy for Naga Sadow as he was an ostensible aide to himself. Among other things, Dor was there to ensure that Saes returned the Lignan—all of the Lignan—to Sadow’s forces at Primus Goluud.
The tentacles on Dor’s face quivered, and the cartilaginous ridges over his eyes rose in a question.
“Give the order to launch the harvester droids, Colonel,” Saes said to him. “Harbinger’s and Omen’s.”
“Yes, Captain,” Dor responded. He turned to his console and transmitted the order to both ships.
The honorific Captain still struck Saes’s hearing oddly. He was accustomed to leading hunting parties as a First, not ships as a Captain.
In moments hundreds of cylindrical pods streaked out of Harbinger’s launching bay, and hundreds more flew from her sister ship, Omen, all of them streaking across the viewscreen. They hit the atmosphere and spat lines of fire as they descended. The sight reminded Saes of a pyrotechnic display.
“Harvester droids away,” 8K6 intoned.
“Stay with the droids and magnify,” Saes said.
“Copy,” answered Dor, and nodded at the young human helmsman who controlled the viewscreen.
The harvester droids’ trajectories placed them tens of kilometers behind the destruction wrought by the mining cruisers. Most of them were lost to sight in the smoke, but the helmsman kept the viewscreen’s perspective on a dozen or so that descended through a clear spot in the sky.
“Attrition among the droids upon entry is negligible,” said 8K6. “Point zero three percent.”
The helmsman further magnified the viewscreen again, then again.
Five kilos above the surface, the droids arrested their descent with thrusters, unfolded into their insectoid forms, and gently dropped to the charred, superheated surface. Anti-grav servos and platform pads on their six legs allowed them to walk on the smoking ruin without harm.
“Give me a view from one of the droids.”
“Copy, sir,” said Dor.
The helm worked his console, and half the viewscreen changed to a perspective of a droid’s-eye view of the moon. A murmur ran through the bridge crew, an exhalation of awe. Even 8K6 looked up from the instrumentation.
The voice of Captain Korsin, commander of Harbinger’s sister ship, Omen, broke through the comm chatter and boomed over the bridge speakers.
“That is a sight.”
“It is,” Saes answered.
Smoke rose in wisps from the exposed subcrust. The heat of the plasma beams had turned the charred surface as hard and brittle as glass. Thick cracks and chasms lined the subcrust, veins through which only smoke and ash flowed. Waves of heat rose from the surface, distorting visibility and giving the moon an otherworldly, dream-like feel.
Hundreds of harvester droids dotted the surface, metal flies clinging to the moon’s seared corpse. Walking in their awkward, insectoid manner, they arranged themselves into orderly rows, their high-pitched droid-speak mere chatter in the background.
“Sensors activating,” intoned 8K6.
As one, long metal proboscises extended from each of the droids’ faces. They ambled along in the wake of the destruction, waving their proboscises over the surface like dowsing rods, fishing the subsurface for the telltale molecular signature of Lignan.
Thinking of the Lignan, Saes licked his lips, tasted a faint flavor of phosphorous. He had handled a small Lignan crystal years before and still remembered the charge he had felt while holding it. His connection with that crystal had been the first sign of his affinity for the dark side.
The unusual molecular structure of Lignan attuned it to the dark side and enhanced a Sith’s power when using the Force. The Sith had not been able to locate any significant deposits of the crystals in recent decades—until now, until just before the battle for Kirrek. And it was Saes who had done it.
A few standard months ago, Naga Sadow had charged Saes with locating some deposits of the rare crystal for use in the war. It was a test, Saes knew. And Los Dor, his ostensible aide, was grading him. The Force had given Saes his answer, had brought him eventually, and at the last possible moment before the conflict began, to Phaegon III. The Force had used him as a tool to ensure Sith victory.
The realization warmed him. His scaled skin creaked as he adjusted his weight in his chair.
He would harvest enough Lignan from Phaegon III’s moon to equip almost every Sith Lord and Massassi warrior preparing for the assault on Kirrek. If he’d had more time, he could have mined the moon in a more methodical, less destructive fashion. But he did not have time, and Sadow would not tolerate delay.
So Saes had created his own right and wrong, and the primates and other life-forms on Phaegon III’s moon had died for it.
He tapped his forefinger on his lightsaber hilt—its curved form reminiscent of a claw—impatient to see the results of the droids’ sensor scans. He leaned forward in his chair when an excited beep announced the first discovery of a Lignan signature. Another joined it. Another. He shared a look with Dor and could not tell from the fix of Dor’s mouth, partially masked as it was by a beard of tentacles, if his colonel was pleased or displeased.
“There it is, Saes,” said Korsin from Omen. “We’ve done it.”
In truth, Saes had done it. Korsin had been simply following his lead. “Yes.”
“It appears to be a large deposit,” said 8K6.
More and more of the harvester droids chirped news of their discovery over the comm channel.
“Perhaps more than we have time to acquire,” said Dor. “Shall I recall the mining cruisers, Captain? Further destruction seems … unwarranted.”
Saes heard the question behind the question and shook his head. Dor would find no pity in Saes. “No. Incinerate the entire surface. What we cannot take before the battle at Kirrek, we will return for after our victory there.”
Dor nodded, and a faint smile disturbed the tentacles. “Yes, Sir.”
Saes fixed his colonel with his eyes, and Dor’s gaze fell to Saes’s jaw horns. “And when you report back to Lord Sadow, you tell him all that you saw here.”
Dor looked up, held Saes’s eyes only for a moment before his tentacles twitched and he turned away.
Saes allowed himself a moment’s satisfaction as drill-probes extended from the droids’ abdomens and began pulling the rare crystal from the burning corpse of the moon. The Force continued to carry the terror of the primates to Saes’s consciousness, but with less impact. There were fewer left. He could not help but smile.
“Use the shuttles to collect the ore,” he said to Dor. “Omen’s, too. We take as much as we can as quickly as we can.”
“Copy.”
Several standard hours later, Phaegon III’s smoking moon and all its inhabitants were dead. The mining cruisers, having finished their work, had jumped out of the system. A steady stream of transport shuttles traveled between the moon and Omen and Harbinger’s cargo holds, filling both ships with unrefined Lignan ore. The presence of so many crystals so near caused Saes to feel giddy, almost inebriated. Dor and the other Force-sensitives aboard Harbinger and Omen would be feeling much the same way.
“Extra discipline with the Massassi,” Saes said to Dor. The Lignan would agitate them. He wanted to head off outbreaks of violence. Or at least he wanted the violence appropriately directed.
“I will inform the security teams,” Dor said. “Do you … feel that, Captain?”
Saes nodded, drunk on the dark side. The air in the ship was alive with its potential. His skin felt warm, his head light.
With an effort of will, he regained his focus. He had little time before he would rendezvous with Naga Sadow and the rest of the Sith force moving against Kirrek. He opened a comm channel with Omen.
“An hour more, Korsin,” he said.
“Agreed,” Korsin answered, and Saes felt the human’s glee through the connection. “Do you feel the power around us, Saes? Kirrek will burn.”
Saes stared at the incinerated moon in his viewscreen, spinning dark and dead through the void of space.
“It will,” he said, and cut off the connection.
Relin stared out of the large, transparisteel bubble window that fronted the cockpit of his starfighter. Beside him, his Padawan, Drev, tapped hyperspace formulae into the navigation computer. Drev’s body challenged the seat with its girth. His flight suit pinched adipose tissue at neck and wrist, giving his head and hands the look of tied-off sausages. Still, Drev was almost thin by the standards of Askajians. And Relin had never before met an Askajian in whom the Force was so strong.
Their Infiltrator hung in the orange-and-red cloud of the Remmon Nebula. The small ship—with its minimal, deliberately erratic emission signature, sleek profile, and sensor baffles—would be invisible to scans outside the swirl.
Lines of yellow and orange light veined the superheated gas around them, like terrestrial lightning frozen in time. Relin watched the cloud slowly churn in the magnetic winds. He had been across half the galaxy since joining the Jedi, and the beauty it hid in its darkest corners amazed him still. He saw in that beauty the Force made manifest, a physical representation of the otherwise invisible power that served as the scaffolding of the universe.
But the scaffolding was under threat. Sadow and the Sith would corrupt it. Relin had seen the consequence of that corruption firsthand, when he had lost Saes to the dark side.
He pushed the memory from his mind, the pain still too acute.
The conflict between Jedi and Sith had reached a turning point. Kirrek would be a fulcrum, tilting the war toward one side or the other. Relin knew the Jedi under Memit Nadill and Odan-Urr had fortified the planet well, but he knew, too, that Sadow’s fleets would come in overwhelming force. He suspected they would also strike Coruscant, and had so notified Nadill.
Still typing in coordinates, Drev asked, “We will be able to pick up the beacon’s pulse once we enter hyperspace?”
“Yes,” Relin said.
At least that was the theory. If they were right about the hyperspace lane Harbinger and Omen had taken; if Saes had not diverted his ship to another hyperspace lane; and if Harbinger and Omen remained near enough the hyperspace lane for the beacon’s signal to reach them.
“And if the agents did not place the hyperspace beacon? Or if Saes located it and disabled it?”
Relin stared out at the nebula. “Peace, Drev. There are many ifs. Things are what they are.”
Matters had moved so rapidly of late that Relin had not had time to report back to his superiors as regularly as he should, just the occasional missive sent in a subspace burst as time and conditions allowed.
He had picked up Saes’s trail near Primus Goluud. There, he’d seen the armada of Sith forces marshaling for an assault; he’d seen Saes’s ship leave the armada with a sister ship, Omen, falling in behind.
After sending a short, subspace report back to the Order on Coruscant and Kirrek, Relin had received orders to follow Saes and try to determine the Sith’s purpose. He had learned little as Harbinger and Omen moved rapidly from one backrocket system to another, dispatching recon droids, scanning, then moving on.
“He is searching for something,” Relin said, more to himself than Drev.
Drev chuckled, and his double chin shook. “Saes? His conscience, no doubt. He seems to have misplaced it somewhere.”
Relin did not smile. The loss of Saes cut too sharply for jest.
“I worry over your casual attitude toward matters of import. Many will die in this war.”
Drev bowed his head, his shoulders drooping, trying to look contrite under his mass of thick brown hair. “Forgive me, Master. But I …” He paused, though his round face showed him struggling with a thought.
“What is it?” Relin asked.
Drev did not look at him as he said, “I sometimes think you laugh too little. Among my people, the shamans of the Moon Lady teach that tragedy is the best time for mirth. Laugh even when you die, they say. There is joy to be found in almost everything.”
“And there is also pain,” Relin said, thinking of Saes. “Are the coordinates ready?”
Drev stiffened in his chair and in his tone. “Ready, Master.”
“Then let us find out what it is that Saes is looking for.”
Relin maneuvered the Infiltrator out of the nebula and checked it against Drev’s coordinates. Stars dotted the viewscreen.
“We go,” Relin said.
Drev touched a button on his console, and the transparisteel cockpit window dimmed to spare them the hypnotic blue swirl of a hyperspace tunnel. Relin engaged the hyperdrive. Points of light turned to infinite lines.
THE PRESENT:
41.5 YEARS AFTER THE BATTLE OF YAVIN
Darkness plagued Jaden, the lightless ink of a singularity. He was falling, falling forever. His stomach crawled up his throat, crowding out whatever scream he might have uttered.
He still felt the Force around him, within him, but only thickly, only attenuated, as if his sensitivity were numbed.
He hit unseen ground with a grunt and fell to all fours. Snow crunched under his palms and boots. Gusts of freezing wind rifled his robes to stab at his skin. Ice borne by the wind peppered his face and rimed his beard. He still could see nothing in the pitch. He stood, shaky, shaking, freezing.
“Where is this place?” he called. The darkness was so deep he could not see his frozen breath. His voice sounded small in the void. “Arsix?”
No response.
“Arsix?”
Odd, he thought, that the first thing he called for in an uncertain situation was his droid rather than a fellow Jedi.
He reached for the familiar heft of his primary lightsaber, found its belt clip empty. He reached around to the small of his back for his secondary lightsaber—the crude but effective weapon he had built as a boy on Coruscant without any training in the Force—and found it gone, too. His blaster was not in his thigh holster. No glow rod in his utility pocket.
He was cold, alone, unequipped, blind in the darkness.
What had happened? He remembered nothing.
Drawing his robes tightly about him to ward off the cold, he focused his hearing, but heard nothing over the wind except the gong of his heartbeat in his ears. With difficulty, he reached out with his Force sense through the fog of his benighted sensitivity, trying to feel the world around him indirectly. Through the dull operation of his expanded consciousness he sensed something …
There were others there with him, out in the darkness.
Several others.
He sharpened his concentration and the tang of the dark side teased his perception—Sith.
But not quite Sith, not entirely: the dark side adulterated.
He tried to ignore the familiar caress of the dark side’s touch. He knew the line between light and dark was as narrow as a vibroblade-edge. His Master, Kyle Katarn, had taught him as much. Every Jedi walked that edge. Some understood the precipice under their feet, and some did not. And it was the latter who so often fell. But it was the former who so often suffered. Jaden frequently wished he had remained in ignorance, had stayed the boy on Coruscant for whom the Force had been magic.
Summoned from the past, his Master’s words bounced around his brain: The Force is a tool, Jaden. Sometimes a weapon, sometimes a salve. Dark side, light side, these are distinctions of insignificant difference. Do not fall into the trap of classification. Sentience curses us with a desire to categorize and draw lines, to fear that after this be dragons. But that is illusion. After this is not dragons but more knowledge, deeper understanding. Be at peace with that.
But Jaden never had been at peace with that. He feared he never would. Worse, he feared he never should. After completing his training, Jaden had done some research into unorthodox theories about the Force. He had come to think—and fear—that his Master had been right.
“Show yourselves,” he called into the darkness, and the howling wind devoured his words. He knew the Sith would have sensed his presence, the same as he had sensed theirs.
They were all around him, closing fast. He felt vulnerable, with nothing at his back, unable to see. He sank into the Force and denied his fear.
Finding his calm, he stood in a half crouch, eyes closed, mind focused, his entire body a coiled spring. Even without his lightsaber, a dark side user would find him a formidable foe.
“Jaden,” whispered a voice in his ear, a voice he’d heard before only on vidscreen surveillance.
He spun, whirled, the power of the Force gathered in his hands for a telekinetic blast, and saw … only darkness.
Lumiya.
It had been Lumiya’s voice. Hadn’t it? But Lumiya was long dead.
A hand clutched at his robe.
“Jaden,” said another voice. Lassin’s voice.
He used the Force to augment a backward leap, flipping in midair, and landed on his feet three meters behind Lassin, a fellow Jedi Knight who should have been dead, who had died soon after the Ragnos crisis. Lassin’s voice unmoored him from his calm, and Force lightning, blue and baleful, came unbidden and crackled on his fingertips …
He saw nothing.
The hairs on Jaden’s neck rose. He stared at his hand, the blue discharge of his fingertips. With an effort of will, he quelled it.
“Jaden Korr,” said a voice to his left, Master Kam Solusar’s voice, but Jaden felt not the comforting presence of another light-side user, only the ominous energy of the dark side.
He spun, but saw only darkness.
“What you seek can be found in the black hole on Fhost, Jaden,” said Mara Jade Skywalker, and still Jaden saw nothing, no one.
Mara Jade Skywalker was dead.
“Who are you?” he called, and the wind answered with ice and screams. “Where am I?”
He reached out again with his Force sense, trying to locate Lumiya, Lassin, Solusar, and Skywalker, but found them gone.
Again, he was alone in the darkness. He was always alone in darkness.
It registered with him then. He was dreaming. The Force was speaking to him. He should have realized it sooner.
The revelation stilled the world. The wind fell silent and the air cleared of ice.
Jaden stood ready, tense.
A distant, sourceless cry sounded, repeated itself, the rhythm regular, the tone mechanical. It could have been coming from the other side of the planet.
“Help us. Help us. Help us. Help us …”
He turned a circle, fists clenched. “Where are you?”
The darkness around him diminished. Pinpoints of light formed in the black vault over him. Stars. He scanned the sky, searching for something familiar. There. He recognized only enough to place the sky somewhere in a Rimward sector of the Unknown Regions. The dim blue glow of a distant gas giant burned in the black of the sky, its light peeking diffidently through the swirl. Thick rings composed of particles of ice and rock belted the gas giant.
He was on one of the gas giant’s moons.
His eyes adjusted more fully to the dimness and he saw that he stood on a desolate, wind-racked plain of ice that extended as far as he could see. Snowdrifts as tall as buildings gave the terrain the appearance of a storm-racked ocean frozen in time. Cracks veined the exposed ice, the circulatory system of a stalled world. Chasms dotted the surface here and there like hungry mouths. Glaciers groaned in the distance, the rumbles of an angry world. He saw no sign of Lumiya or Lassin or any of the other Sith imposters he had sensed. He saw no sign of life anywhere.
His breath formed clouds before his face. His left fist clenched and unclenched reflexively over the void in his palm where his lightsaber should have been.
Without warning, the sky exploded above him with a thunderous boom. A cloud of fire tore through the atmosphere, smearing the sky in smoke and flame. A shriek like stressed metal rolled over Jaden. Ice cracked and groaned on the surface.
Jaden squinted up at the sky, still lit with the afterglow of the destruction, and watched a rain of glowing particulates fall, showering the moon in a hypnotic pattern of falling sparks.
His Force sense perceived them for what they were—the dark side reified. He disengaged his perception too slowly, and the impact of so much evil hit him like a punch in the face. He vomited down the front of his robes, fell to the frozen ground, and balled up on the frozen surface of the moon as the full weight of the dark side coated him in its essence.
There was nowhere to hide, no shelter; it fell all around him, on him, saturated him …
He woke, sweating and light-headed, to the sound of speeder and swoop traffic outside his Coruscant apartment. The thump of his heartbeat rattled the bars of his rib cage. In his mind’s eye, he still saw the shower of falling sparks, the rain of evil. He cleared his throat, and the sensors in the room, detecting his wakefulness, turned on dim room lights.
“Arsix?” he said.
No response. He sat up, alarmed.
“Arsix?”
The sound of shouts and screams outside his window caused him to leap from his bed. With a minor exercise of will, he pulled his primary lightsaber to his hand from the side table near his bed and activated it. The green blade pierced the dimness of his room.
The black ball of Korriban filled Kell’s viewscreen. Clouds seethed in its atmosphere, an angry churn.
He settled Predator, a CloakShape fighter modified with a hyperspace sled and sensor-evading technology copied from a stolen StealthX, into low orbit. The roiling cloak of dark energy that shrouded the planet buffeted Predator, and the ship’s metal creaked in the strain. Kell attuned his vision to Fate and saw the hundreds of daen nosi—fate lines, a Coruscanti academic had once translated the Anzati term—that intersected at Korriban, the planet like a bulbous black spider in a web of glowing potentialities. The past, present, and future lines of the galaxy’s fate passed through the Sith tomb-world’s inhabitants, threads of glowing green, orange, red, and blue that cut it into pieces.
Space-time was pregnant with the possible, and the richness of the soup swelled Kell’s hunger. He had first seen the daen nosi in childhood, after his first kill, and had followed them since. He thought himself unique among the Anzati, special, called, but he could not be certain.
Thinking of his first kill turned his mind to the food he kept in the cargo hold of Predator, but he quelled his body’s impulse with a thought.
His own daen nosi stretched out before him, the veins of his own fate a network of silver lines reaching down through the transparisteel of the cockpit and into the dark swirl, down to the tombs of the Sith, to the secret places where the One Sith lurked. He had business with them, and they with him. The lines of their fates were intertwined.
He punched the coded coordinates of his destination into the navicomp and engaged the autopilot. As Predator began its descent through the black atmosphere, he left the cockpit and went below decks to the cargo hold. He had half a standard hour before he would reach his destination, so he freed his body to feel hunger. Growing anticipation sharpened his appetite.
Five stasis freezers stood against one wall of the hold like coffins. Kell had given them their own clear space in the hold, separated from the equipment and vehicles that otherwise cluttered the compartment. A humanoid slept in stasis in each freezer, three humans and two Rodians. He examined the freezers’ readouts, checking vital signs. All remained in good health.
Staring at their still features, Kell wondered what happened behind their closed eyes, in the quiet of their dreams. He imagined the zest of their soup and hunger squirmed in his gut. None were so-called Force-sensitives, who had the richest soup, but they would suffice.
He glided from one freezer to the next, brushing his fingertips on the cool glass that separated him from his prey. His captives’ daen nosi extended from their freezers to him, his to them. He stopped before the middle-aged human male he had taken on Corellia.
“You,” he said, and watched his silver lines intertwine with the green lines of the Corellian.
He activated the freezer’s thaw cycle. The hiss of escaping gas screamed the human’s end. Kell watched as the freezer’s readout indicated a rising temperature, watched as color returned to the human’s flesh. His hunger grew, and the feeders nesting in the sacs of his cheeks twitched. He needed his prey conscious, otherwise he could not transcend.
He reached through the daen nosi that connected him to his meal.
Awaken, he softly projected.
The human’s eyes snapped open, pupils dilated, lids wide. Fear traveled through the mental connection and Kell savored it. The freezer’s readout showed a spiking heart rate, increasing respiration. The human opened his mouth to speak but his motor functions, still sluggish from stasis, could produce only a muffled, groggy croak.
Kell pressed the release button, and the freezer’s cover slid open. Be calm, he projected, and his command wormed its way into the human’s mind, a prophylactic for the fear.
But growing terror overpowered Kell’s casual psychic hold. The human struggled against his mental bonds, finally found his voice.
“Please. I have done nothing.”
Kell leaned forward, took the human’s doughy face in his hands. The human shook his head but was no match for Kell’s strength.
“Please,” the Corellian said. “Why are you doing this? Who are you? What are you?”
Kell watched all of the human’s daen nosi, all of his potential futures, coalesce into a single green line that intersected Kell’s silver one, where it … stopped.
“I am a ghost,” Kell answered, and opened the slits in his face. His feeders squirmed free of their sacs, wire-thin appendages that fed on the soup of the sentient.
The human screamed, struggled, but Kell held him fast.
Be calm, Kell projected again, this time with force, and the human fell silent.
The feeders wormed their way into the warm, moist tunnels of the Corellian’s nostrils, and rooted upward. Anticipation caused Kell to drool. He stared into the human’s wide, bloodshot eyes as the feeders penetrated tissue, pierced membranes, entered the skull cavity, and sank into the rich gray stew in the human’s skull. A spasm racked the human’s body. Tears pooled in his wide eyes and fell, glistening, down his cheeks. Blood dripped in thin lines from his nose.
Kell grunted with satisfaction as he devoured potential futures, as the human’s lines ended and Kell’s continued. Kell’s eyes rolled back in his head as his daen nosi lengthened and he temporarily became one with the soup of Fate. His consciousness deepened, expanded to the size of the galaxy, and he mentally sampled its potential. Time compressed. The arrangement of daen nosi across the universe looked less chaotic. He saw a hint of order. Revelation seemed just at the edge of his understanding, and he experienced a tingling shudder with each beat of his hearts.
Show me, he thought. Let me see.
The moment passed as the human expired and Kell let him drop to the floor of the bay.
Revelation retreated and he backed away from the corpse, gasping. He came back to himself, mere flesh, mere limited comprehension.
He looked down at the cooling body at his feet, understanding that only in murder did he transcend.
He retracted his feeders, slick with blood, mucus, and brains, and they sat quiescent in their sacs.
Sighing, he collected the human’s corpse, bore it to the air lock, and set the controls to eject it. Through the centuries, he had left such litter on hundreds of planets.
As he watched the automated ejection sequence vacate the air lock, he consoled himself with the knowledge that one day he would feed on stronger soup that would reveal to him the whole truth of Fate.
Reasonably sated, he returned to the cockpit of Predator and linked his comm receiver to the navicomp, as he had been instructed. In moments the autopilot indicator winked out—reminding Kell of the way the Corellian’s eyes had winked out, how the human had transformed from sentience to meat in the span of a moment—and another force took control of Predator. Kell settled into his chair as the ship sped through the malaise of Korriban’s atmosphere toward the dark side of the planet.
A short time later Predator set down in the midst of ancient structures. Lightning illuminated weathered pyramids, towers of pitted stone, crystalline domes, all of them the temples and tombs of the Sith, all of them the geometry of the dark side. Black clouds roiled and jagged runs of lightning formed a glowing net in the sky.
Kell rose, slid into his mimetic suit, checked the twin cortosis-coated vibroblades sheathed at his belt, and headed for Predator’s landing ramp. Before lowering it, he took a blaster and holster from a small-arms locker and strapped them to his thigh. He considered blasters inelegant weapons, but preferred to be overarmed rather than under.
He pressed the release button on the ramp. Hydraulics hummed and the door lowered. Wind and rain hissed into Predator. Korriban’s air, pungent with the reek of past ages, filled his nostrils. Thunder boomed.
Kell stared out into the darkness, noted the clustered pinpoints of red light that floated in the pitch. He shifted on his feet as the lights drew closer—a silver protocol droid. He attuned his vision to Fate, saw no daen nosi. Droids were programming, nothing more. They made no real choices and so had no lines. The false sentience of the droid unnerved Kell and he cut off the perception.
The anthropomorphic droid strode through the wind and rain to the base of the landing ramp and bowed its head in a hum of servos.
“Master Anzat,” the droid said in Basic. “I am Deefourfive. Please follow me. The Master awaits you.”
The droid’s words rooted Kell to the deck. Despite himself, Kell’s twin hearts doubled their beating rate. Adrenaline flowed into his blood. The feeders in his cheeks spasmed. He inhaled, focused for a moment, and returned his body to calmness, his hormone level to normal.
“The Master? Krayt himself?”
“Please follow,” the droid said, turned, and began walking.
Kell pulled up the hood of his suit but did not lower the mask; he strode down the ramp and stepped into the storm. Korriban drenched him. With a minor effort of will, he adjusted his core body temperature to compensate for the chill.
The droid led him along long-dead avenues lined with the ancient stone and steel monuments of the Sith Order. Kell saw no duracrete, no transparisteel, nothing modern. On much of Korriban, he knew, new layers had been built on the old over the millennia, creating a kind of archaeological stratification of the Sith ages.
Not here. Here, the most ancient of Sith tombs and temples sat undisturbed. Here, Krayt wandered in his dreams of conquest.
A flash of lightning veined the sky, painting shadows across the necropolis. Kell’s mimetic suit adjusted to account for the temporary change in lighting. As he walked, he felt a growing regard fix on him, a consciousness.
Ahead, he saw a squat tower of aged stone—Krayt’s sanctuary. Spirals of dark energy swirled in languid arcs around the spire. Only a few windows marred its otherwise featureless exterior, black holes that opened into a dark interior. To Kell, they looked like screaming mouths protesting the events transpiring within.
The droid ascended a wide, tiered stairway that led to a pair of iron doors at the base of the spire. Age-corroded writing and scrollwork spiraled over the door’s surface. Kell could not read it.
“Remain here, please,” the droid said, and vanished behind the doors.
Kell waited under Korriban’s angry sky, surrounded by the tombs of Korriban’s dead Sith Lords. Checking his wrist chrono from time to time, he attuned his senses to his surroundings and waited on Krayt’s pleasure.
Footsteps sounded behind him, barely audible above the rain. He changed his perception as he turned, and saw a thick network of daen nosi that extended through the present to the future, wrapping the galaxy like a great serpent that would strangle it.
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