CHAPTER 64.0

Reaching the edge of the ‘town’, bypassing the first ring of parked and departing starships, Angelleia came to a complete stop. Far from ever being tired, she found herself once again confronted with a huge responsibility. Just as on Desderanda X, she understood the significance of this, she approached it with every once of her training, and right at the precipice of what was needed to done she had to tell herself not to screw this up. As much as she said she was willing to do this she felt she could there was just that tiny smidge of doubt that suddenly engorged itself on the fattening diet of pessimism that was the realistic possibility of failure. All Jedi lived in reality, and failure was just as much a part of reality as success.

“I won’t screw this up,” said Angelleia, eyes closing, her hands together. “I can’t screw this up. An innocent woman’s life is on the line here.” She blew out her held breath and said, “I won’t screw this up.” She told herself before taking another responsible step that failure was predicated on her actions and on things she could not control that affect her success; thus for a better chance at victory, she would need to be the one that made no mistakes.

Walking, Angelleia made a conscious decision and lowered the hood on her new robe, exposing her Vhinphyckian heritage. The first group of people she passed did look at her, and looked at her again after turning away. This would occur a few more times, some even talking amongst themselves in speculation. Master Zesha had told her that on worlds outside the sphere of the Republic that were dominated by non-Humans, even those worlds bathed in multiple races and cultures, had a built-in dislike for, and were very suspicious of, Humans. With her hood up and her chubby face, Angelleia could have passed for an orphaned Human child, which would prevent her from obtaining any information whatsoever if she needed to ask for it. With her hood down, she was just another alien amongst the other aliens.
Clearly, on the other hand, some did take note of her; a Vhinphyc was not just another alien. By her race’s horrendous reputation more than by the fact her kind was extinct she was drawing attention to herself that was yet to be unwarranted, but at any time that could change. She needed to gamble though; she felt this was one of those times she could not hide who she was in order to achieve her objective. In these types of situations, this was an acceptable Jedi tactic, to use ones’ fear-driven ignorance against them as a form of defense, to keep others at bay, to prevent trouble. Perhaps the situation would be different if she had yelled she was the daughter of Enothchild Sarch, but after some time the generalities were proving Juna wrong; whereas the entities here would bet on even money they could take out a Jedi with their superior numbers, no one was willing to wager their lives against a fourteen-year old Vhinphyc girl.
During her expedition, Angelleia had to stop for in the Force she swore she could feel her Father Casper. She put him out of her mind, difficult to do for it did not seem as if he was far away, and because most importantly she missed him. She would not have minded it if he was here. She still had to do her duty, regardless, so with a mindful care she pressed on, taking those intermitting feelings as a sign to use what her Father had taught her about computer systems along with what her Master had taught her about the Force and using a few of Juna’s pointers.
In Angelleia’s own estimation, even before Juna had mentioned it, trying to locate the central database by its connection to the transceiver array was a desperate plan, and perhaps the first idea anyone resorted to. The entire operation, as Juna had explained it and now Angelleia could see for herself, was mobile. There were hundreds of vessels with their aerials extended in all sorts of directions with no honest stated purpose; it could be for the transceiver for the database, it could be because the pilot was too lazy to retract the array, or on many other ships the darn thing was affixed. An ugly ship that kept getting her attention for whatever reason was a great example; the YT-1300 Corellian Stock Light freighter had an all-in-one parabolic dish jutting out on its top just begging something to hit it, but there was no way in hell anyone could tell if that was transmitting.

There was another possibility that was good and that was coolant. Angelleia knew something as ‘network laboring’ as the classified boards, whether the database was here or somewhere else, required a cooling system in just about nearly every part of the whole organized system. The boards were an ‘always on’ system that was constantly crunching data as well as changing it, adding to it, not always deleting useless information. At a trillion changes a second, a sixth of the computational ability of any sentient life form, the boards required hardware to function the software and have processors that could compete, not complete, with the changes. Something so massive required the system to have the changes for the next second to be ready; that required incredible amounts of power; that required coolant.

Again, as Angelleia kept being annoyed with her glances back at that ratty rust bucket of bolts, the freighter was pumping out coolant as one would go to potty; most of these ships were doing that, either because their systems were malfunctioning or as part of the starship’s cool down period, venting wastewater and overused chemical alternatives due to lack of useful viscosity after many hours of use; one of Juna’s other points to ponder. And what was more nearly all the ships on Ancesca were in that CREFTO – Constantly REady For Take Off – mode, meaning those ships’ had their critical systems kept warmed up by high levels of power for quick departures, and therefore coolant was being used consistently to the point of overuse; dripping, bubbling over, leaking from ruined seals and hull fissures: by that alone, no one could really say that was where any part of the classified boards’ system was running through.
Still bugged by the off-set cockpit of the freighter, Angelleia took the time to inspect for one thing she was looking for in all the ships, the one thing she never had thought of that was Juna’s tip: the use of common utility support lines and whether they were connected to other ship’s common utility support lines. A bunch of ships together made this a spaceport in name reference only; a real spaceport would have the usual eye catchers like watch towers and sensors and landing beacons and fueling stations, but they would also have junction compartments at every landing area; such compartments were for those support lines, providing means for just about everything from waste removal to coolant replenishment to auxiliary sources of power to updated navigation data that defied the Lucario Constant many other forms of navigational aides for hyperspace travel were supposed to prevent, and every form of unlocked data a ship’s captain would allow to be downloaded. These lines had forms of reversibility, meaning everything that came out could go in through the same lines. A paramount design found in every ship was the process in which ships could link together for an array of purposes; the generic term was called ‘sharing guts’, for such lines looked like organic entrails in shape and how they came out of ships not docked with one another through an airlock. One of those purposes would be in the event of a ship having a complete computer failure and only needed a hard-line reboot to get back to function again.
Angelleia surmised that given the scope of the operation not one ship was solely responsible for the operation of the classified boards or its method of communication. There had to be a hoard of ships, grouped transceivers broadcasting on an amplified wavelength, toggled together by utility lines to form a grid. As she went on searching, she noted some vessels with their lines out, but those were used for singular purposes such a powering up maintenance droids or outdoor electrical grills or as one did energize a jubilee wheel for ‘off site’ gambling. She knew this theory was the best idea out of the bunch, the only one possible given the circumstances presented to her. There were just a lot of ships to inspect.
Hours passed, and not much changed for Angelleia when she reached the ‘town square’; there were no telling ships, and entities were giving her a little more space than they could afford for themselves. The malevolent stares, however, were increasing; the egomaniacs, the tougher breed of males, were going to be more affixed here than anywhere else on the planet. The holofountain was their beacon, for surrounding it was everything such scum and villainy craved for: alcohol, gambling, narcotics, weapons, and women. It was all grim reminders of exploitation and gall, further earmarked by a Garn that was beginning to beat a pleading, enslaved Narutan for some transgression involving her chained mate lying too still on the ground to be alive. It had just begun, and no one around was stopping it: a startling reality of what the Fringe was all about.
Angelleia found her heart racing at the site of it as she approached it. Her Jedi Training kicked in; reminding her what was the most important matter at that moment. Other aspects of her training entered in her mind, about Jedi not interfering into the local affairs of others. That rule, as cruel and as contradictory as it was for the Jedi to have, was a reflection of the Jedi Code regarding the dangers of such interference. As good as the Republic as a whole was, for better or worse, it was still flawed when one considered individual planetary laws that contradicted the agreed upon charter; there were various anti-slavery laws, yet there were powerful members of the Republic that had such institutions still in place, disguised behind clever phrases born from the mouths of the opinionated approved. The Jedi could nothing about that by their own principals, followed by their allegiance to the Senate and the Supreme Chancellor specifically. Out here, where law and order did not exist, the Jedi had to obey the Jedi Code. She had to ignore this event.
“Ki’yun!” pleaded the female loudly with her two tongues in between slaps. “Ki’yun! Ki’yun!” She tried to pull away from her oppressor, but her chain linked to her dead friend just yanked her right back. At the last moment, her fingers tugged on Angelleia’s passing sleeve and she managed a short, “Ki-“ before a backhand made her eyes cross and her knees buckle.
Angelleia stopped on the tug. When she heard the word was cut off by the thud of the backhand, her tiny fist suddenly balled. Her very heart trembled, and she could not take one more ignoring step.

The Garn was ready to backhand again. He proceeded, but his wrist was caught by Angelleia’s right hand with a whack. The Garn turned to her, looked at her, and seethed, “<You dare stop me from correcting my property>!”

“I don’t know what the heck you are saying,” said Angelleia calmly. The Garn went to pull away, but she tightened her grip on his wrist. “And I don’t know what she was saying, but it sounded a lot like ‘help’, or ‘enough’, or ‘I give’. I don’t know what is going on” and she tightened her arm up to stop him from trying to pull away “but she’s had enough.”
The Garn, taller than her, was not amused by her prevention of his strikes. Taking exception he threw his free hand at her in a punch. Angelleia ducked it, and in one motion, from some idea she personally would have never thought of, she grabbed his crotch, squeezed, and lifted the Garn up over her head in press. People paying attention squawked and moved out of the way; others that hadn’t paid attention soon did as the Garn squeak bleated. Angelleia just aimed, took a step forward, and tossed the Garn; he flew over the crowd, across the street, and THUMPED against outer hull of a ship selling sporting blasters, knocking him right out.
Angelleia did not relish in doing that, especially when people were really giving her the stink eye. She had never gotten that physical with anyone in her life, not when common sense, the Jedi philosophy of avoiding aggression, and the Force as a last resort were healthier, safer alternatives. It was one of her own fears she had, that natural strength ability she possessed; she truly never wanted to use it in this fashion.
Angelleia ignored them, turning her attention back to the wounded female, checking to see if she was alright. She then checked on her companion: she had asphyxiated on fluid buildup; her intuition told her the female was murdered. Something else told her that the bruising on the female’s cheeks were consistent with someone clamping a hand over her mouth. Given the arrangement of how they were shackled, the poor alive Narutan’s shackled to the back of her dead compatriot’s waist, there was no way the beaten woman could have killed, or physically prevented the death of, her enslaved mate.
As the need for dispensing justice passed, Angelleia was wracked with a dilemma. If the female remained enslaved, the Garn would take his anger for being bested by a little girl, even a Vhinphyc girl, out on her. If she freed the female where would she go when surrounded by such untrustworthy individuals? Angelleia could not take her with her. Very few options were left for her on what to do to correct this for it became her responsibility and her problem when she took the controls of two entities’ destinies. But there was something in her that could no longer stomach what was going on.
Angelleia just reached down, tugged, and the metal links holding the awakening Narutan snapped apart. She lifted the chaining holding her wrists and with a grunt the links snapped as well. By the time the slave realized it, Angelleia was busy freeing her webbed legs from being bound together. The sound of such thick metal being broken was eerie enough to draw even more attention to the unfolding drama.
“Come on,” said Angelleia, standing up and offering the woman a hand. The Narutan resisted, afraid that such powerful hands were even capable of compassion. She stared into Angelleia’s eyes, and finally just took her hand. “Come with me over here.”

Angelleia lead the female easily through the parting crowd to the holofountain and began to scoop water from the pool bottom to wash and tend to the female’s tender wounds of beating and bondage. She then let the woman tend to it herself as she spied around. People were paying a little too much notice to the both of them; she just stared at them in a way that convinced them that life was worth living for. She honestly did not think she possessed such thoughts and stares, but it was working with those caught up in the drama going their way.
“Miongwa,” said the Narutan more than once, clawing at Angelleia’s robe sleeve from her half-submerged position in the pool. Her green-gold skin was shimming with the infusion of water, clearly showing her kind was of the water and she had been parched from it for a very long time. The cruel fate of dancing naked for strangers while only a few strides away from relief was a terrible form of torture.

“You’re welcome,” said Angelleia, just not sure what to say to the female she could not understand, but she was sure she was saying ‘thank you’.

An unusual feeling in the Force drew Angelleia’s attention away, turning her around. Before her stood a female alien of some kind she had seen never seen before with shiny red skin, wearing a bright red cloak, sporting purple eyes. It was the eyes that were familiar. Those eyes regarded her with familiarity too, brightening as the female held her tears in check.

“I know you,” said Angelleia, speaking first between the both of them. “I don’t know where, but I know you.”

“Yes, you do,” said Muriel Arnes. She came forward and quickly pulled Angelleia’s hood up. “Come with me and keep that on! Now!”
Angelleia had thought to question the order, but something told her to obey, to trust her; a combination of voices, one from the past, another from Juna in the here and now; clearly Juna was monitoring her to some degree. She did as she was asked; the Narutan adjusted her own blanket around her body and followed closely behind Angelleia. Muriel did not see her as they weaved quickly through the crowd, practically backtracking Angelleia’s way.

“The timing can’t be any worse, Angelleia,” said Muriel, head constantly moving. She then noted the slave and said, “What’s she doing?”

“Following us,” said Angelleia. “I freed her.”

“She’s going to have to get out of here by herself.”

“Where?”

“Not my concern anymore than it should have been yours to free her.”

Angelleia folded her arms, stopped, and said, “Well now I just don’t trust you.”

Muriel sighed heavily and said, “Coy Madex and his pals are all on this planet, and you’re strutting around her with your horns exposed like they’re not. Juna better have her head examined for ever thinking of bringing you here.”

Weighing the response, Angelleia had her ideas who she was, but said instead, “Regardless of that, I need to get something done and I can’t do it with this innocent woman being left behind to be preyed upon.”
“You picked a fine time to free slaves,” said Muriel. She sighed, shook her head, and said, “Okay, I got an idea, let’s go.” She moved but Angelleia did not. “Listen, thanks to you we’re wasting precious time we don’t have. You are a priority of mine to keep safe, but your mother’s ward Rose is about to get herself into trouble. The longer we stew, the worse off she will be. Now come on!”

Angelleia finally relented, urging the Narutan to follow. Before long, they were arriving at that ugly Corellian freighter that had bugged her mind to the point of obsessing over it. Muriel reached a large cargo crate about the same time a Dug was arriving with a hauler to carry it away. “Wait, I got one more for you!”
The Dug made a noise and started pointing at his palm. Muriel said to Angelleia, “Get her in that crate. But watch out; she’s going to have company.”

Angelleia was not sure by that remark, but she urged the female to come to the crate. She opened the sliding panel, and back inside the crate a Human man was blinking at the onset of light. Judging by his clothing he was not from around these parts.
Before Angelleia or her companion could realize it, Muriel grabbed the Narutan suddenly and tossed her hard at the man, who appeared ready to escape. They crashed together, crumbling into a ball. Quickly, the red Nubian sealed the crate back up and said to the Dug, “Remember, that’s Coruscant, platform S. Just drop this off there and you’re gone.”

The Dug nodded and proceeded to take the crate using the magnet on the hauler to carry it. He drove it a short way, and drove it up in a simple short range carrier. Angelleia asked, “Who was that?”

“Dug’s a smuggler who just got overpaid to ensure two lives get a safe trip to Courscant,” stressed the red alien. “Now stay here.” She began to run back towards the town, as fast as she could. 
Angelleia, confused more than alert, just ignored the order and proceeded to head back into town. In spite of Muriel’s command, in spite of Juna’s sudden change of heart that she could feel through the Force she had to go back. Why it never dawned on her or Juna before she had not a clue, but the holofountain was the clue Angelleia had been looking for all along.
--------------------

CHAPTER 64.1

Slipping into the brothel was a bit of challenge for Noss Phetter given that the Jedi he noted before were constantly returning to the town square. Fortunately his target had not left the brothel, and in time he entered it. Unlike the bar next door, the brothel was badly illuminated, large, and a lot less populated; when business was good, it should be so quiet. When he saw Fauna Scarlet conversing with the female Duro he knew to be the proprietor of the establishment, Phetter finally understood what was transpiring.
Rose, on the other hand, did not know the danger she was in. She had barely understood the Jawa messenger, but when the message she received indicated that someone specifically wanted to talk to her she could not ignore it. It was a curiosity more than a threat to her, for apparently someone had marked her and wanted to talk. Someone like that here was more than likely the head of the operation. She had little time to consider the reasons why the message was passed to her; if it afforded her a chance to find the head of the operation, and kill him to gain access to the classified boards she had to risk the chance.

After entering and bypassing the ‘introductory offers’ of debauchery, Rose went right to the check in desk where a fat Duro female appeared alone and unarmed. Looks were always deceiving. The Sith slave knew not to trust anyone.

“Greetings,” said the female Duro, “I am Tsew, I run this place.” She glared at Rose with her red eyes. “You are a strange one, aren’t you?”

“I am here for a service,” said Rose, following the directions of the note. If she had any scruples, she would have rolled her eyes when she said, “I prefer strange; the stranger the better. I prefer them young, blonde, and wearing only mismatch pairs of socks.”
Tsew nodded and said, “Very well. Does your husband approve of such behavior; are we going to have a problem with him?”
On this, Rose was only a tad perturbed. The note had the word ‘husband’ on it, reasons unknown. Noting the Duro needed an answer Rose winged it and said, “What he doesn’t know won’t harm our marriage.”
“Ah, I see…” Tsew brightened up and said, “Excuse me then, one moment.” She went in the back. While Rose waited, Phetter had moved closer, going from pillar to pillar. Knowing this was the jumping point to meeting Callous Pritt, for the Sith possessed such knowledge, it was clear to him that she was going to find out where that meeting place between himself and the Blue Seed seller was going to be. He began to formulate his attack….
Tsew returned with a tall, lanky blonde Human male with barely there attire on, suggesting he was something for the rare female bounty hunters that entered the brothel. She said to Rose, “This is Dason; he is to escort you.”

“I see, very good,” said Rose nonchalantly, eyeing the piece of meat with little interest; business was business after all, no time for fantasizing. “Shall we?”

“This way, babe,” said the charismatic Dason, offering his arm to Rose; she did not take it. He shrugged and just lead her away from the desk.

Unbeknownst to Rose, but known to Phetter, she had just failed the test. Callous Pritt was here in the brothel, the question and answer process something he put through in order to verify who they were; it was his security arrangement to ensure they were legitimate. They were going to take her to be ambushed, perhaps killed if they did not feel inclined to capture her and torture her for information. That did not satisfy Phetter at all; he soon began to follow, trailing behind as much as possible. As he walked, he brushed past some child-size hooded creature; she sounded like a girl, saying something non-sensible he chose to ignore.
Phetter did not realize, however, that the real Muriel Arnes had spotted Rose being lead away from the brothel, and then recognized Phetter as he emerged from the brothel to give Rose and her escort a chase. Wisely she eyed him and the situation surrounding the principals involved before walking across the square to follow Phetter when he bumped into the hooded creature.
As she walked past the bumped, hooded form of Angelleia Knightshade, Muriel chose to ignore arguing with her again and proceeded to strip off her red robe, exposing her glossy red Saberskin body and various other protection elements that protected sensitive areas. Without the robe, even with her sprayed-on armor, she looked like every other overstocked militant in the crowd. The difference was who she was; unlike them, she knew how to use her weapons.

-----------------------

CHAPTER 64.2

Angelleia had watched Muriel disrobe and thought to help her, but the flashing lights of the holofountain had caught her attention again. Marshalling her focus, ignoring nearly everything else around her and in the Force, she casually strolled around the fancy structure, looking for something that should be there. By all appearances, the holofountain possessed a self-sustaining power system; if so, then how was it getting the pirated and transmission-spliced in HoloNet News feed without a transceiver. After finding no visible transceiver, she wanted to kick herself for not realizing it before. The surrounding ships that made up the town square were the transceiver; one of them was going to house the system she was looking for.
Angelleia glanced around, eyeing everything she could in the hopes she could see one of those tells she had been looking for before. Though it was starships they might as well been solid buildings and newsstands because here everything was covered up, blocked, shielded, and woven by wood, canvas, clay, or anything else one could think of to conceal something or join the ascetics together for whatever it was worth. She kept trying, hoping to get more of those feelings that carried her well so far.
Sighing, she said to herself, “Okay, think about this Angelleia: I am a database access. In this place, where am I hiding?” It just struck her to think that way, frowning when she realized, “I am a database access: I don’t think, I just do what I am told.”

Angelleia glanced around again, slowly observing every activity as it unfolded. Business was apparently good, even as the noon hour was past and the air traffic was non-existent. The goods places had no lines; the bar was doing brisk profit; something that passed for a restaurant was constantly packed; the brothel was as quiet as Millennium Park on Coruscant. She kept looking around, this time walking to try to gauge the surroundings better. Once again, people gave her room.

“Let’s try this again,” she said to herself. “Come on, Angelleia, you saw your Father do this.” She stopped despite the crowds around her, closed her eyes, and thought aloud. “I’m the guy overseeing the database access. Where am I going to stay?”

Out of tune with the environment, a man brushed against her; not hard, but his hand touched her hand. In that moment, Angelleia was focused so she was not assaulted all at once by information. All that came to mind, after that touch, was that a Callous Pritt ran everything here for the Bounty Hunters Guild from the brothel, and to see him required answering specific questions negotiated between himself and his visitor beforehand.
Angelleia opened her eyes, finding herself actually turned about and facing the direction of the brothel. She did not remember physically making the move. Yet she was very confident in this information, like she knew it in advance. With some reservations she proceeded towards the decadent place and went inside. It was as bad as she thought to her sensibilities. After five seconds of being in there, she finally understood the gynecology jokes people made; as a trained medical person, and a girl, the humor was lost on her.
Upon her approach to the desk, the Duro Tsew took one look at her and sighed, “If you’re looking for work, girl, come back in a few years, or go to Tatooine I know the Hutt is hiring.”
Angelleia frowned, forgot what she was doing for a second, and said, “Oh, I’m not applying for a job.” She pulled down her hood as she tried to think what else to say; the Duro’s eyes grew very wide. “I was curious as to how that holofountain worked.”

Tsew sputtered a bit, pointed at her, and said, “Vinne!”

“Oh no, my name is Angelleia. I’m….” She stopped herself from saying she was a Jedi. “I was just passing through, and…” She was a bad liar. “And I was just curious as to how it worked, that’s all. Is the owner around?” She was also not very good at being effectively modest enough to fool anyone.

“Y-You just s-stay right here, little one,” said Tsew. She stumbled away from the desk and nearly fell through the door to the back.

Angelleia considered what had happened and figured she was at the right place. She was going to contact Juna when, as she darted about with head movement, her nose alerted her to something. This place did not seem all that inviting to her sense of smell so for the most part she had kept it in check. Noting the Duro’s fear she had instinctively fell back to what she felt comfortable with in such situations without her realizing it. She followed her nose, drifting right over to a group of females; one of them a Human female.
“Excuse me,” started Angelleia gently to the three. “I don’t mean to interrupt you, but may I exam your breasts?”

The three females looked at one another slowly. The other two shrugged their shoulders, and the Human said, “One hundred wuipui.”

Confused, Angelleia asked, “I’m sorry?”

“If you want to ‘exam’ my breasts, it’s going to cost you one hundred wuipui. Otherwise beat it kid.”

“I’m not…I’m not making a pass, I’m concerned for you,” clarified Angelleia.
“Would you say you’re two hundred wuipui concerned, or three hundred wuipui concerned, because the longer you irritate me, kid, the higher the price.”

Before Angelleia could ask exactly what was going on, Tsew came back in the main floor with two large Wookiees and a lanky Human male. The man, dressed too wisely for this world, stepped ahead of his hairy bodyguards and said, “So it is you, the one I saw trashed Noodal about an hour ago.”
Angelleia could sense the man’s sincerity to be genuine. She moved towards him but not too close. She said, “If you mean the Garn, then yes.” She suddenly got an idea about the holofountain outside….

Instead of tackling that, and before the man spoke again, Angelleia pointed towards the Human female she was trying to talk to and said, “By the way, do you know she has cancer?”

The man blinked and said aloud, “Cancer?” Angelleia suddenly felt his emotions shift from a calm state to one that could register as tragic. He did his best to hide them, but she knew Humans far too well; she knew them better than they knew themselves here.
The female, confused, asked, “Cancer? What’s cancer, what she talking about?” She honestly did not know what cancer was.
Angelleia explained, speaking to the both of them with the turning of her head, “I can smell it, barely though. She’s over thirty, hormonally stressed, has had no children, has been prancing around a radioactive environment, and is Human. She’s highly vulnerable to the form that is found in the breast tissue. I wanted to administer an exam to feel for the tumor and judge the extent of the growth. But if you are her employer, you should be made aware of this so prognosis and treatment can be administered as soon as possible.”
Impressed, yet still honestly stunned by the news, the man said, “I do believe female Vhinphyc’s were known for their sense of smell, but that doesn’t even begin to impress me. Not only did you press slam one of my employees but apparently you possess a significant degree of medical knowledge.”
Angelleia worried about that information he just recited. “I didn’t know he was your employee. You should, in the future, find better people to handle your female employees?”
The man smiled then and said, “A Padawan Healer such as yourself should not get on your high taun-taun without your Master right behind you to back you up.” He just smirked and pointed next to his ear, “Your med knowledge, your apprentice braid, are just dead give aways. BUT!”
Angelleia thought to react, however his raised hands stopped her. He said, “The issue here isn’t what is a Padawan Healer doing so far from Coruscant, but why? Not to exam the breasts of my girls, and I don’t think you’re here to take anyone down, so….let’s pretend not one of us is going to attack the other. You’re not taking this place apart, so I’m assuming you are looking for something other than a someone. So, in the spirit of cooperation….”

The man made gestured to everyone in the room and it cleared in a hurry. As they departed, the man said, “I am Callous Pritt, Administrator of Ancesca. I don’t want trouble here. If it has nothing to do with me, then there is much to talk about because you know and I know this place, all around us, is an armed warhead. Stupid things happen if you mishandle warheads. If you understand that, then I’m all for making nice, especially when your Master could be lurking about.”
Either Pritt was a habitual liar or he was very sincere about his own selfish preservation. He was a big picture person, Angelleia could tell; he had plenty of fears to deal with, and one of them figured in how he would be killed if the operation here went to heck. He did not want to die; a Jedi scared him enough, but the heads of the Bounty Hunters Guild were his number one concern.
Taking a chance, she said, “My name is Angelleia Knightshade. I have been looking for your classified board’s database because it contains locked away information I desperately need. The holofountain out there is receiving a feed without a visible transceiver, so it must be getting it as well as power from the surrounding ships. It too is connected to the boards, and so it must be connected to you.”

“Well, you’re not the first to figure that out,” said Pritt. “You’re still wrong though: none of these ships empower the holofountain, or the transceiver. First place every spy would look would be here, in the central square.”
“How about the reverse feed in the field out there?” asked Angelleia. “People looking at those images, not realizing you are looking right at them through the programs in the projectors. As they are looking into the eyes of the wanted, you are getting a good look at them.”

Pritt smiled, gave a nod, and said, “Now, you’re the first to figure that out. It’s clever, I thought: my employers did not see the wisdom in it until I showed them three of the most wanted bounties at that time showing up in a row accessing the fountain right here under their noses. With the right software, when those head cheddars thought they could come here and lose themselves in our backyard, I picked them out as they sought their wanted posters or tried to gleam jobs from real hunters. Genius, right?”
“You have a better head than most out here,” said Angelleia.

“That’s why I run this place,” said Pritt. “And I want to keep this place running as peaceful and as sane as possible. So, since I was right, since you’re not after me, what exactly do you want from the boards?”

This made Angelleia happy; for a change, although she had not been in a legitimate tussle yet, she did not have to fight her way in and out to get something like the Jedi almost always had to do. She said, “It’s a sale, first proposed under the synonym of, spelling here, s-d-r-o-l space h-t -i-s space n-o-i-t-n-e-t-t-a. I need the responses to that central message, that’s all. Time is critical too.”
Pritt gave it a thought and said, “By rule, I am not supposed to give you any information unless you are willing to spend some coin on it, and I do mean a lot of coin.” He pulled out a data pad. “For you, exclusively, I can’t get you the information because you are a Jedi. In fact, any Jedi on this planet is supposed to be killed on sight.”

Angelleia felt her composure lessen. Slowly she began to open her robe….

“Because the last thing I don’t need and my employers really don’t need is Jedi on this planet.” Pritt walked across and handed her the data pad. She looked at the screen; there it was what she wanted the whole article and the responses. “Because normally when Jedi are into something, chaos always ensues. Believe it or not, no one wants any trouble here. Hard to tell it, I know. But then again, that’s why I am in charge: to make sure it doesn’t happen. Warlords, gamblers, killers and scum they’re good at what they do, which is warring, gambling, killing and being scumbags: it doesn’t make them leaders.”

“You do have a point,” noted Angelleia, understanding the man and more importantly the Bounty Hunters Guild’s reason for placing him in charge. Every example Pritt cited had one response to a Jedi: kill it, kill it by whatever means necessary, kill it before it grew into something far more dangerous, and damn the consequences.

“Takes someone like me, who’s been there, who’s done it, and didn’t like it at all, to be able to convince them it isn’t always the way to go. I don’t like this life, but I hate paying taxes more, so if you would don’t dispense with the whole ‘Republic is better’ nonsense because I been there, done that.”

Pritt shrugged his shoulders and said, “I could still kill you, but your first move here was to identify one of these ladies of having cancer.”

Angelleia gathered the information she needed from the data pad and handed it back to Pritt. She said, “I did not think you would care about such a thing with ‘property’ you can so easily just give away if you can’t sell.”

“You can’t give away a house without a roof anymore than you can sell it with a bad basement,” said Pritt cryptically; Angelleia did not get it. Sighing, he said, “You already freed one of my boss’ girls: I don’t need you freeing them all; the process could get me or any of them killed.” He held up his hand and just said, “Pick your battles, I always say. Victory and defeat should not come with losses. You got what you wanted, you go on your way; I get peace and a cancer prognosis in return.” 
Pritt finally said, his voice changing to bring forth his natural accent he had been suppressing for years and years, “My mom….died of cancer when we lived on Coruscant when I was young, so….I don’t want Asaila to go through that. So I owe you: I’m making good on that right now.”
Angelleia was going to say she was sorry, but Juna’s problems with that word in the recent past entered her head. Pritt just gestured for her to leave, and so she took the knowledge she had gained and began to put it to use. The meeting was very soon and very close; too soon in fact to race out of there to go get Juna. As the message described very little terms were discussed, so the transfer of the Blue Seed would be as fast as a blink of the eye. Time was too short; she stuck to her vow, determined to be in the fight, and thus Angelleia set on out to do this alone.
She did not see the Sith Hunters tailing her….
They, in turn, did not see McBain pursue them and Angelleia….
And no one was aware of the Fringe ships that were destroyed on the edge of the system by the arriving Trade Federation fleet…..
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