CHAPTER 26.0
Zonloki was exactly as Zesha had described it to Angelleia; desolated and ruined were not proper adjectives to describe it. They landed their small Alderaanian shuttle in one of the deeper gorges that marred the surface of the world that never had a chance to truly begin. Sensors indicated an ion trail left in the wake of heavy starship engines had recently flown over the gorge and landed in the deeper valley to the north five kilometers away. Because of the need for privacy, although the major powers were very aware of the Trade Federation’s wrong doings here, there were no high security systems in place, any ships in orbit, or a considerable military presence on the ground; that way they left the other powers guessing when they were going to show up and dump their illegal wares; for the Republic to bust them, they had to be caught in the act. At times those dumps were many years apart.
Along the way Zesha gave Angelleia a detailed study on the various possible chemical weapon types which there was a good chance they were going to come across; most important of them all to their mission, Fade. The chemical came in different varieties, and in its most innocent form it was a used to bait insects to pollinate a specific growing area, instead of in a wide diverse area, for crop growing purposes. The Hutts discovered over time that massive quantities of the chemicals actually caused both water and proteins to break down, and when they introduced it as an aerosol during the Hutt War the untreatable, incurable chemical weapon was responsible for thousands of painful deaths. Fade got its name for two reasons: for the way the chemical caused external body parts to slowly fall off, become mush, and eventually ‘fade’ away, and it’s short life in an atmosphere; other chemical weapons usually lingered for days, even months, but depending on the Fade mixture and the amount used it could linger for as long as a second and still torturously kill people; in the latter, the Hutts used lighter mix quantities in order to capture prisoners and get intelligence from them as they slowly suffered, and then just let them die before other prisoners as a method of psychological warfare. It mattered little if Fade was inhaled or contacted on the flesh, and some mixtures could penetrate hazard suits. Zesha decided against wearing a suit, and Jedi records indicated that Fade had been used numerous times against the late Enothchild Sarch with disastrous outcomes for the Hutts so Angelleia was safe from its effects; there was even, in the archives, a Hutt defector’s story about them trying it against a Vhinphyc contingent on New Gruntin, and the Vhinphyc killed everyone, took the rest of the Fade, chilled it, and ate it like desert jelly; they sent a message to the Hutts to send more.
After landing, the two disembarked and proceeded through the gorge; smooth rock, carved long ago by glaciers and their melting waters made the trek easy for them. The second thing she noted, for Angelleia’s first thing of note was how lousy the planet looked from orbit, was the constant stench. It bothered her sensitive nose just enough to make her use the Force to nullify the sense. With Zesha in the lead, and both using the Force – master sensing straight ahead, apprentice all around – there was little reason to use basic senses.
Approximately a kilometer from the edge of the valley, Zesha stopped the march behind a formation of rocks and began to recheck their gear. She turned on her vocalizer and said, “It gets dicey after this, I can already feel it. I’m surprised we haven’t run into a lackadaisical foot patrol of battle droids.”
“I’m not,” said Angelleia, looking around. “This place is too quiet for its own good. For our sakes, Master, I hope it stays that way.”

Smiling a little, Zesha said, “You grow wiser every day. No Jedi truly seeks trouble.” She motioned for Angelleia not to move as she edged over upper body over the rocks, lying as flat as possible before eyeing all before her.
It was the same, decrepit wasteland she had seen before. Scattered about the country side were contaminates in various forms of containers; most were still sealed. As she determined her best way through the mayhem, her black-yellow eyes spotted something walking about rather mechanically. She got her electrobinoculars out, but it was gone before she could see it. She kept scanning the area with the view enhancers, but grew more and more dissatisfied with the results.

Sliding down, Zesha put the binoculars away and said, “I knew it was too good to be true. I thought I saw a destroyer droid about two hundred meters to our northwest. Worse, I didn’t see anything that had been recently dumped.”
“Do we go back?” asked Angelleia, who fearlessly did not want to.

“We could,” said Zesha, who then looked at Angelleia and said, “And we can if you want. Getting out of here will be just as easy as it was coming in. That is, if we turn back now.”

Angelleia shook her head. “We’ve come this far.” She then pointed out, “The Trade Federation has to be punished.”
Zesha said, “No conclusions, my young Apprentice. I strongly believe this is still the Trade Federation, but very easily anyone could have scrapped together enough parts to make a war droid of their own. We’re going to trip across some of their hardware, but be advised: Hutts and other slavers buy also what the Trade Federation makes and sells, not to mention unknown warlords. We must be weary; for all we know, there’s a garrison of trouble well hidden here that may be fully aware of our presence, so we must act as such.”
Angelleia nodded in understanding. Zesha asked again, “So, do we proceed?” Angelleia nodded one more time. “Very well. Carry your weapon, but do not activate it until I do.” The Anomid Master Healer took out her lightsaber and shut off her vocal aide. The Vhinphyc had her weapon and held it in both hands, blade off as commanded. Both proceeded along the edge until they found a place they could get through to the valley on the other side. In their previous formation and Force usage, the two went on.
The next few hours were like the last few hours, only they did not cover as much ground. They eventually went into an above-below formation, where Zesha walked about on the higher ground and Angelleia kept to the floor. The Padawan watched her Master carefully between her own sensory scans, matching her pace, making sure she did not get too far ahead or lose sight of her. Zesha was not having the easiest time of it; most of the time she had to physically climb, and not Force Jump over, artificial obstacles. The Force was with them, but it could ‘see’ all, in particular those things that were not alive and did not have emotions that betrayed them to the Jedi.
Angelleia took her eyes of Zesha for a moment when her chemical sensor quietly vibrated on her belt. It was warning her of a hazardous material vapor that lingered in the air; something even Jedi could easily miss, which also made chemical and biological warfare so effective against Force users; especially if such evil weapons were the kind that lingered. She looked for Zesha….

The Padawan could not see her. She began to move quickly and switched from sensing with the Force to sending a ping through the Force to alert Zesha. When she received nothing in response, a part of her wanted to panic. But Angelleia remained resolved and worried more for Zesha’s well being than her own. 

Angelleia thought through the Force Master, are you alright?
With such a shift in Force usage, Angelleia’s sense of smell returned. The odor of dioxin was there in the air; a sour stench like sweat sock soaked in urine and sweat; not a lot, just molecular traces swirling about. It could have been heavier in the location above, where Zesha was heading.
Chancing sound, Angelleia said delicately, “Master?” She focused her Force sense to gain distance strength, sacrificing her flank, and finally she sensed Zesha far ahead, steadily coming back. She Force pinged Zesha repeatedly and in a pattern to make her understand that she was not panicking, just alerting her.
When she felt Zesha’s acknowledgment, Angelleia moved swiftly down her path, relieved that nothing was wrong. In little time, the Vhinphyc reached her Master and quietly said, “Somewhere in the immediate area dioxin is present.” 

Zesha nodded and mouthed the words ‘I know’. Her vocalizer was programmed one for two volume levels – loud and extra loud - and therefore it was not prudent to turn it on now until they could secure the area. She indicated her own chemical sensor, and showed the levels were non-lethal. It was not telepathy; she just let her thoughts ‘drift’ in the area and Angelleia just happened to sense the words; a technique Master and Apprentices can develop with one another with very hard work and concentration; the trick was for Angelleia to read the expanded thoughts empathically and draw her own conclusions.
“Rain ruined stuff, okay. Can’t we use that against the Trade Federation anyways?” questioned Angelleia.

Zesha frowned and shook her head.
Angelleia thought for a moment and consciously grabbed Zesha’s arm. “Master, if you take the lead you should dawn your hazard suit. Our sensors are good, but Fade acts faster. And if I smell it, it will be too late for you.”

Zesha smiled, and slowly lead Angelleia around and had her take the point. Getting the hint, Angelleia smiled back, feeling good that her Master had all the confidence in her abilities to protect them both. She walked by herself, and eventually she felt Zesha approximately twenty yards behind her. This time Angelleia channeled her Force energies straight ahead while Zesha covered the rest. The drawbacks to Republic-issued hazardous material suits was its confined space and limited air supply; a Jedi in either fight or flight mode would burn through all three of their air tubes very fast; and again if Fade was loose and potent enough to survive the atmosphere, a suit would not last against it.
The march continued onward with little event. They stopped a few times because the sensors were picking up false positives from toxins released from the ground were starship sewage; since the Hutts enjoyed using their own body wastes as biological weapons the sensors were programmed to take note of high concentrations of fecal matter gases. A few times they skirted the edges of high radioactivity; evidence that the Duros were dumping their used orbiting satellites and they were putting off enough plutonium-charged ions to cook bantha steaks on the nearby rocks that shielded both Angelleia and Zesha from the harmful effects.
Something caught Angelleia’s nose that caused her to stop; she held up a fist, and immediately Zesha stopped in her tracks. Angelleia sniffed a few times, and then she gestured for her Master to come up quickly. As soon as Zesha did, the Anomid suddenly grabbed Angelleia and yanked her hard backwards. Both laid on the ground once Angelleia followed Zesha’s scanning example and extended her senses broadly. Still on the ground in the same position, the two watched thirty seconds later a badly damaged Trade Federation destroy droid limp from the crossing gorge up the adjoining hill. When it reached the top of the hill, it suddenly stopped limping, engaged its onboard deflector shield and looked around. Finished, the visible energy shield vanished, and it went back to walking with a bad limp.

The two Jedi stood back up. Angelleia whispered, “Shouldn’t we have destroyed it?” Zesha shook her head. “Should we go back?” Again, Zesha shook her head. She gestured to herself and pointed ahead. She then pinged Angelleia on purpose, and demonstrated that when she felt that, Angelleia should follow her.
Angelleia nodded and whispered, “Please be careful. Masters are always humiliated when carried back to the Jedi Temple by their Padawans.”

Winking, Zesha smiled, but when she turned around her face bore seriousness. She slowly made her way to the gorge the destroy droid had came from. She paused there, looked back at Angelleia, gave her a nod, and then vanished quickly into the gorge. Angelleia, in the mean time, took position close to the gorge’s entrance behind a small hill and kept her Force senses all around her. Things were once again undisturbed.
As Angelleia waited for Zesha’s signal the sound of artificial thunder reached her ear lobes. It was the vibration boom from a set of powerful starship engines, and her first guess was that a large battleship – perhaps something of Trade Federation make – was entering the atmosphere. Instead, to her bewilderment, a stock light freighter broke the low clouds and sailed thunderously over the wasteland, heading west. When it did, the wasteland suddenly became active; from various camouflaged locations, destroyer droids emerged, assumed their rolling form and proceeded in the same general vector as the now landing ship; it was over a kilometer away, but its exhaust energy could be seen as it settled downward.
Angelleia found herself in a dilemma; Zesha clearly would have heard such engines, so perhaps she was on her way back: does she go towards the ship too? Or does she wait for her Master? Or with the arrival of the ship did it put the whole mission in jeopardy due to arriving ship drawing out the Trade Federation war machine? She felt isolated and alone and uncertain all the sudden: she began Force Pinging for Zesha.
After a long minute, Zesha did not answer.

Fear that had created doubt in her mind suddenly set aside, Angelleia clutched her lightsaber and decided to look for Zesha; something was wrong because she could no longer sense her Master. Alert fully and nose sniffing away, Angelleia could just smell Zesha’s scent amongst the foul odors surrounding her. To her luck, she ran into no destroy droids. She turned a corner….

Battle droid!

Angelleia ignited her weapon, a blue blade, and cut the automation in half. She snapped herself into a ready position, and after a few long moments realized there was no danger. She looked back at the battle droid she cut down; its rusted lower half was rust-welded to a framing member, and it did not spark with interrupted power. Sighing, she turned and headed through an opening….
Something came up and let her have it in the face. The explosion of pain was unbearable for all of five seconds as she sat where she fell backwards and rubbed her face. Angelleia opened her brown eyes and noted the metallic rake the front part of her boot had got tangled up in; she had stepped on the tines of the rake and it just snapped up and hit her.
“Thanks, Force,” Angelleia said dryly, for indeed the rake was only a threat to her, she guessed, if the tines and not the handle was coming up to smack her. She shut off her weapon, for she forgot she had left in on; at least she was aware enough to had thrown the energy weapon above her head or she could had cut herself in half, and Vhinphycs she knew were not immune to that. Stepping around the rake she kept going. She caught Zesha’s scent again; the Master Healer obviously missed the rake because she was paying attention.

The gorge merged into a canyon of barrels marked, crazily enough, ‘baby food’. Angelleia ignored them, bound and determined to find Zesha, as the Force all around her began to buzz rather unfavorably. The bad feeling was getting worse and worse the further she traveled; it did not help that Zesha’s scent was getting weaker and weaker.

Angelleia reached the end of the line; the canyon stopped and so did Zesha’s scent. In the distance she heard what she thought was blaster fire; she could not gauge where it was. She assumed only one possibility; Zesha did come this way and leapt over the barrels, and perhaps now she was under attack. With the Force, Angelleia squatted down and cleared the barrels very easily, landing on the other side; a vast clearing, seemingly bordered by deactivated battle droids.
Three of the battle droids, on the other hand, began to raise blaster rifles.

“Oh fudge!” Angelleia ignited her weapon and did not think; her body moved towards them and before they aimed she had destroyed them. Not ready to fight the Sith with her basic style every Initiate learned from year three, but it was enough to take out battle droids.
Not against the Droidekas: eight of them rolled right into the clearing and began to unfurl.

“Double fudge!” Angelleia touched the Force and ran with blinding speed up and over the hill as the destroyer fire licked the bottoms of her tiny boots. In her sprint, she thought she ran past someone, or rather someone had ran past her; hard to tell in a blurry world. At any rate, she knew it was not Zesha. She paid no heed though as the heavy fire splashed around her. Durable as she may have been, tonight was not the night to test it.
Clearing a ravine, Angelleia skidded to a stop and landed with her back against a large reflective surface. She paid no heed to it, but stopped her swing in midair as another non-functional battle droid leered over her from the rest of the junk pile. It was rusty and covered in moss that smelled dead.

“Geez, you guys are everywhere,” mused Angelleia, panting a little. Her nose then caught a strong odor of Zesha’s scent. “Zesha! Zesha, are you near!”
Angelleia proceeded to follow the scent, lightsaber on and ready in her right hand. She kept sniffing as she entered a tunnel of concrete. Zesha had definitely had gone through the round, artificial corridor. “Zesha, I’m coming! If you can hear me, let me know somehow! I…I can’t fly the shuttle!” 
Her little nugget of information about her flying abilities did nothing to draw Zesha’s thoughts or voice from the shadows. Angelleia only had her scent, and she kept on it, worried yet the situation was less frightening than her Friends in the shadows. She did not believe in fear, and she refused to feel it. As difficult as things had become, she did not let the helplessness of the situation dictate her actions. Something deep inside of Angelleia told her that fear, sadness, and anger would not solve her situation, and yet calm and peace would not either. Slipping into her mind was something else she could not name, but it moved her feet, empowered her nose, quickened her brain, and gave her a determination tiptoeing the line that straddled smart and foolish. This feeling, driving her forward, would only be satisfied when she saved someone who was older, more knowledgeable, more experienced, and less likely to screw up. She was seemingly possessed by the absolute need to save Zesha!
Angelleia reached the other side of the corridor and had thought she went around in circles; there was a battle droid, covered in moss, standing near a reflective surface of some kind. She ignored the sudden silence to examine the scene around her. The Force was disturbed greatly all around her, giving her funny feelings.

Angelleia? Over here. Quickly.
“Master?” Angelleia turned abruptly on her heels. “Master, I can smell you. Where are you? Master?”

Over here.
Angelleia stepped on something and a cranium smasher mine leapt up and detonated right before her face.

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

CHAPTER 26.1

The explosion shook Zesha right down to her toes, and the turmoil in the Force was horrendous! The Anomid Master Healer sprinted around the oversized cargo containers and nearly tripped over her own feet for two reasons: her chemical sensor went off, and Angelleia Knightshade was struggling to get up within the confines of a peppery-looking vapor cloud.
Zesha held her ground and watched on helplessly as her Apprentice staggered to her hand and knees, straining to cough, gargling on unseen spit. The little girl, although fourteen she was so small, heaved dryly and convulsively for several terrible seconds. Her inhales sounded worse than her exhales, but in reality she could not tell them apart as the Vhinphyc girl managed to get on her feet; she staggered around, eyes shut and red with flash blindness from the explosion. She instinctively swiped at the cloud with her hands; she held her hands as if she still had her lightsaber, but she had lost the weapon in the explosion.
Angelleia sucked in breath again in the cloud, and she exhaled blood.

“NO!” Zesha pushed Angelleia out of the cloud with the Force, and then she pulled out her re-breather mask. In the frantic, she did not note the approach of someone she knew all too well until he grabbed her arm. She turned and said, “What did you do to her!”

The figure moved from the shadows, and Coy Madex urged, “Do not interfere! Our target is here!”

Zesha yanked her arm away and went to volume level two. “My Padawan is suffering! What did you do to her!”

“It’s low grade pepper spray, it’s just burning her nose!” Coy grabbed Zesha hard by the shoulders and shook her. “I said our target is here! Five more minutes!”

Zesha pulled away and gestured, causing Madex to crash into the piled wreckage behind him. She cursed, “I did not agree to this! I don’t care if she’s a Vhinphyc, she’s suffering!” She pulled on her re-breather mask, pulled out a canister of water, and with the Force ran as fast as she could. Still running, she grabbed Angelleia’s shaking body one handed and pulled her as far as she could away from the cloud.
Coy Madex was up, awoken more by the comm noise in his ear from the others than the pain his back felt; another ship had landed, an unidentified ship very close to his position, and they were blasting through the Trade Federation’s sentries like nothing. The Bothan ignored it, getting his bearings and approaching the clearing edge. He saw Zesha and Angelleia at her feet. “Well good call, Zesha, the bad guys are just showing up so you did….the…..Zesha?”
The Anomid let go of Angelleia’s blood covered hand and, to Madex, Zesha appeared to be examining her own hand. The Master Healer’s body started to sway. She turned around and tried to walk, but she chose not to. Her vocalizer began to make strange noises. She reached up to pull off her re-breather….
Zesha’s blood suddenly covered the inside of the re-breather’s visual plate.
Madex jumped backwards in response; he was a good ten meters from her but just the violent way it happened he made for a fast retreat, checking his own chemical sensor unit. There was no known or even unknown chemical in the air; nothing he knew could had caused that. “Zesha!”
The Master Healer finally peeled off her re-breather. Her own blood, red like Humans, dripped freely like water from a tap from her eyes, nose, ears, and mouth. Her skin sweated blood; her yellow-black hair became matted and wet. She looked at Madex and managed to yell through her malfunctioning vocalizer, “Back! BAD!”
The Bothan backed up more as he watched Zesha push her way towards Angelleia. The Anomid’s vocalizer fell from her throat, steaming as if heated, its shape melting down. He watched Zesha struggle to put a finger on a convulsing Angelleia’s forehead; she was trying to put Angelleia in a healing trance. But the finger, the hand, the arm, and the body shriveled tight to her bones. Zesha keeled over onto her back, gasping as she became emaciated in mere seconds. Her blood in her, on her, and wherever it was went from red to black, and when Zesha let out her last breath it came out in a cold-induced fog.
“Holeeee sheeeeeeeeeeeeeeezu!” Madex grabbed the hair on his head and pulled at it, trying to think what to do next. Zesha was gone, and Angelleia was still suffering, but there was no way in hell he could chance going over to her. He got on the comlink and yelled, “Beja Tu! Beja, I need…..I need a medsuite from the ship! A full compliment!”
“Cripes, Coy, where the hell have you been, I’ve been calling you,” began Beja Tu Ramore.

“SHUT UP, BEJA! I NEED A FULL BIO-CHEM MED EVAC!” cursed Madex. “THAT MINE SET OFF SOMETHING ELSE!”

“Coy, Yars cleared that area; there are no bio-chem weapons there!” Beja Tu then shouted, “There’s two of them! One’s nearly-.”
When Coy looked up, a female figure in all black appeared from the nearby corridor. She raised her arms at him. The forearm-length laser cannons opened violently and with a lot more power than expected from them.

Without thinking Coy moved fast for cover. The metal he took cover behind survived only two shots. He moved again when the third penetrated the temporary shielding, and the heat from the shot singed his back hair. He couldn’t respond to the fire as the perpetrator just kept firing, chasing him even as he put some thickness and distance between them. Eventually landscape stopped the barrage. Unfortunately for Madex, a contingent of battle droids showed up and cut him off.
The firefighting continued elsewhere as the Saberhide figure approached the suffering Angelleia and quite dead Zesha. Inside the skin-tight, sealed armor, Rose frowned at the scene and said in her built in microphone, “Sensors.” She held her left hand out, and the gauntlet’s built in sensors began scanning both victims and her right hand swept around the space around her. There was no nothing dangerously chemical, biological, or nuclear in the area; traces of crowd control pepper spray and light detonator plastic.
UNKNOWN BIOLOGICAL EVENT: MASSIVE DNA-RNA CORRUPTION IN DECEASED: SOURCE IS PRESUMED VHINPHYC FEMALE: FURTHER ANALYSIS WARRANTED came the wrist computer’s explanation. Rose considered her options as she watched Angelleia shiver and wheeze, her face puffy and swollen. She pulled out her canteen and quickly she dosed the girl’s face with water, aiming for her nose, doing all she could to relieve her stress and clean her face of blood and irritant.
The wrist computer’s proximity alarm went off, alerting her about the approach of destroyers. Rose chucked the canteen, ordered “Starscreams!” and as the two destroyer droids entered the clearly she raised her arms, aimed, and fired. The cannons on her arms, powered by the thin pack strapped on her back, fired rapidly and faster than the destroyers could fire. The crimson energy penetrated their shields eventually as their fire just struck the Saberhide and faded into it as if they had fired their weapons harmlessly into space. She wiped out the first droid with five shots; the next one took at least ten.
“Begin backtrack program,” ordered Rose, and on her heads up display inside of her sealed helmet she began to show her the way she came. “Coordinate with ship sensors, determine multiple escape routes based on our passing trajectory. Advise as warranted; compensate for the lack of MITES.”
Rose grabbed Angelleia and draped the girl easily over her shoulders in a man down carry. Hardly breathing hard, the ward of Juna Rapier carried Juna Rapier’s daughter back on the way she came walking quickly. Along the way through the cement corridor, Rose ordered, “Mines.”
Seemingly her two parts of her buttocks slithered off her small hinny and plopped indiscriminately on the ground; to the naked eye, they looked like thick, freshly spilled oil puddles. A minute later, an errant Droideka turned into the tunnel and rolled over the ‘puddles’. The explosion collapsed the tunnel and caused the hillside on top of it to avalanche.
Just as the explosion occurred, Yars Meek, Jrimmer Dugal, Posh Piv, and Avengus Ilikra took cover; they were fifteen seconds behind the destroyer droid. They had come from the east, having unsuccessfully stopped the surprisingly resourceful Rose Faith. They were with the others trying to reach the target ship until the Diamidas flew right over them, and right over the trap. Coy Madex immediately split the group up. Based on the comm transmissions, things were not sounding good on either end.
As the group recovered from the explosion, the Bothan leader jogged in and came to a stop. Madex said, “Well, they are resourceful bunch, aren’t they?”
“Enough fooling around, Coy,” said Posh. “I’ve had it.”

“But she’s not here,” said Coy with a shrug. “We can take them.”

“How, exactly?” questioned Dugal.

Sighing, Madex said, “Oh alright.” He reached back behind him and produced a lightsaber. “But you’re not making this anymore fun, you know.” 

Madex ran towards the pile, and then supernaturally leapt over it, landing on the other side just over the thirty-foot top. The other four landed beside him; some jumped, Dugal put a forward flip in his leap. They each had a lightsaber out.

“Take to the sides; I got the floor,” ordered Madex. “She’s wearing Saberhide, so we can’t chop her up. Best we can do is hold her down when we catch her.” He jumped down and landed after a flip, running seamlessly after his target; the others moved so swiftly it defied their biology. It was not going to be long before they caught up with the Sith Slave with no enhanced abilities carrying Angelleia on her back.

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

CHAPTER 26.2

Beja Tu Ramore took his lightsaber out the moment the second ship arrived; unlike Coy Madex, the Corellian took no chances. He grabbed Ol Berdit and had signaled for Jive Kring, Novee Cet, and Enfungo Nul to keep moving for the target ship. Unfortunately the team their original sweep of the area had somehow missed a lot of suddenly functional and alert Trade Federation military hardware, and it did not care who or what to shoot. It was especially unfortunate for the teams at their own stream to run into the destroyers that decided the target ship was a grave threat.
“Dive!” yelled Ramore, sprinting and sailing violently past an unfurling destroyer droid, igniting his lightsaber in mid-flight and destroying it before the energy shield came up. Ol Berdit had his curve-handled weapon out and used to deflect the shots from another destroyer droid with its shields up. In open fields or corridors, this would be a problem.
But ray shielding could not take high wattage weapons discharges nor could it prevent solid objects from penetrating the shield. Ramore, hidden behind wreckage, grabbed the wreckage with his mind and threw it at the destroyer droid. So much junk penetrated the shielding, causing the droid by program to raise shield strength past operational. The cooling unit exploded and the shield dropped. Ramore flipped around and over the top and took the droid’s head clean off.

Berdit said, “I thought this was all clear?”
“Yars sucks!” said Ramore, running again when he heard cannon fire beyond the large hill of petrochemicals. “The Trade Federation probably dropped a fouled up command and control module somewhere nearby and it activated these pieces of junk.”

Just as they crested the hill, Berdit grabbed an alerted Ramore as the target ship barely missed the top of the hill. Ramore felt it coming, but starships were faster. Berdit pulled him just as the lower tri-cannon assembly came a micron from taking Ramore’s nose off.

“Damn!” screeched Berdit. “You all right?”

“I will be when I decide whether to kill Coy or kill that pilot!” Ramore looked down and noted the precarious predicament Jive Kring, Novee Cet, and Enfungo Nul were all in. They missed the ship, and the destroyers decided to swarm them. The three were putting up a good defense against seven attackers, but they were unaware of the three destroyers climbing over the top of a hill behind them.

“Turkey shoot!” yelled Berdit. Both he and Ramore reached out with the Force towards the hill, struggling to touch it. When they both did, they had a slide begin under the sneaky destroyers feet. The droids struggled; one slid down and smashed to bits on its back.

Berdit broke away and got nearer. He used the Force to redirect two destroyer’s fire at one another. With their frequency energy the same, the blaster bolts went through each other’s ray shielding and destruction was assured. He used the Force again to damage another destroyer. It gave the other three time to use the Force to do the same.
Ramore was about to give the sneaky droids another strike when his eyes noted something bright red running towards the bait area.

“Beja Tu! Beja, I need…..I need a medsuite from the ship! A full compliment!”

Ramore put a finger to his ear comlink and barked, “Cripes, Coy, where the hell have you been, I’ve been calling you!” He had been since the second ship had arrived, but Madex hadn’t answered.

“SHUT UP, BEJA! I NEED A FULL BIO-CHEM MED EVAC!” cursed Madex. “THAT MINE SET OFF SOMETHING ELSE!”

“Coy, Yars cleared that area; there are no bio-chem weapons there!” Beja Tu then shouted, “There’s two of them! One’s nearly-.” He heard the blaster fire. “Coy! COY!” He saw the red figure pop up and actually look at him. “Some of a-.” When he began to run, so did the red female; she had to be the woman from the target ship, based on her figure.

Ramore could feel the others calling for his help, but he sensed it had to go unanswered. He doubted the woman in red was Rapier, but perhaps the other pilot of the other ship was. Based on what he had seen on Breslin, Rapier was going to be handful alone; if she trained an apprentice that trouble doubled. He hoped nothing was wrong beyond the sprung trap, for Angelleia Knightshade was not supposed to be the prize of the Sith. He could not live with himself if he did not save her.
The freighter flew low again, right in line with Fauna Scarlet’s line of pursuit. Ramore was getting closer. Before long, both had reached the running form of Yars Meek. The red creature gestured and the unsuspecting Givin yelped as he fell.
Ramore leapt the final thirty feet, ignited his weapon, and slashed at the Fauna Scarlet’s legs….

Ramore’s lightsaber short-circuited.

The impact of the strike caused his target to stumble, but otherwise her conditioned legs remained on her body. Sporting a re-breather mask, one that made her look like a Kel Dor, Ramore could not see her face. However, he had the strangest feeling she was naked; unlike Rose’s Saberhide body armor this left little to imagination; her red ‘skin’ shiny like highly polished starship metal.
Just as Ramore tripped the circuit breaker on his weapon, the female produced two lightsabers, one in each hand, each with an orange-red blade of light coming from their emitters. She spun in, one blade high the other low, and engaged Ramore with efficient velocity. He was no slouch himself, working his single lightsaber effectively in defense, but the woman was not a novice, and unlike some dual weapon wielders she did not use the weapons independently, which often lead to large attack openings. She was all-in-one body movement, which created space.
He could see she was not stupid either, every movement a dance, with a purpose, with the intentions of harming him if he was stupid enough to over-commit. That meant to him she was just as passive as he was. That changed when she locked her blades against his and she kicked his lead leg. The strike was not followed up as he expected. He dashed in, but she kicked his leg again, and this time his leg locked.

Stumbling, he spun and his blade actually caught her shiny red arm; again, his lightsaber flickered and waned from the contact; her arm fine, but she still retreated. Landing, Ramore jumped again to avoid a blind leg sweep. Her head was open….

Scarlet’s blades came up and crossed, intercepting the blow. She twirled her weapons, forcing him to back off. Up, now the arms moved independently: short, tight attacks that prevented him from trying a clean swipe at her. High, low, low, high: she worked him until pulled off.

Ramore broke off and prepared for another assault, but Fauna Scarlet spun her blade through a container behind her and flipped over the fumes that came from it. He nearly followed until his chemical sensor started screaming an alert. He used the Force and flipped backwards, landing above the cloud of dioxin that covered his original position. He had to retreat further as the contents of the container were apparently great in volume as the cloud rose and rose.

“Bad idea,” muttered Ramore. “A damn bad idea!”

Meanwhile, Scarlet continued her non-hesitant ways, landing on top of the garbage pile and sprinting madly towards the pursuers of Rose. She stowed her lightsabers away and drew out her blasters, firing at the collection of warriors left vulnerable running on top. The groups stopped, ignited their weapons and deflected the shots. Scarlet stowed her weapon and ran away from the pursuit; half to them broke formation and followed.
Ramore was running around the contaminated area and had a bead on Scarlet, but he noted the rush coming a hundred meters away. He yelled, “NO! DON’T! GO AFTER THE PADAWAN! THE PADAWAN! IT’S A TRICK!”

The others realized their tremendous gaffe; Scarlet was drawing them away. They turned back and began pursuit; somewhere ahead of them, where they had last seen Coy Madex, another mine went off. Ramore was too busy now; he went straight after Scarlet.
The stock light freighter skimmed low again, and this time it caught trash and sent both Posh Piv, and Avengus Ilikra sailing into the air along with the rest of the garbage. It cut a tight, insane turn and flew right over Ramore’s head. The Corellian was flattened by the ship’s repulsor wake; lucky for him, the vessel was slowing down and thus the wake did not crush his bones. To his amazement, flat on the ground, the ship was upside down and while still moving Scarlet leapt upward and grabbed an open port hole. As she did, the ship flipped to port, which the hull naturally picked up Scarlet’s body and when upside right she could climb in with easy.
“Damn it!” said Ramore; their enemies had used their lack of air power against them.

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

CHAPTER 26.3

When Piv and Ilikra went sailing, Jrimmer Dugal had just helped Yars Meek up from the attack on him from the red creature; Meek’s twisted ankle put him out of pursuit. Dugal was going to check on the others but Meek shoved him and said, “Cover Coy! He’s alone!” The Human hesitated, but then cursed and ran right down the very path Coy Madex had taken to pursuit Rose Faith.
Up ahead, the Bothan leapt easily over a barrier, a hill, and then a huge cargo lifter, and when he landed his hand caught hold of Angelleia’s trailing hand. He pulled and both injured Padawan and Saberhide foe fell backwards. Coy collapsed inward and on top of Angelleia, but quickly he was up and reeling backwards; in his haste to save her, he had forgotten what had happened to poor Zesha.
Rose was up on her feet and uttering “Starscreams.” She proceeded to raise her hands….
Madex held up his own hands and said, “No you don’t!”

Rose felt both her arms be grabbed by invisible forces, and her arms were forced out to her sides. She strained against the hold, struggling fruitlessly against the Bothan’s mastery of the Force.

“Damn, you’re a pain in the ass,” said Madex with a smile. “But I give you credit; for a non-Jedi, you can put up a fight.”

Rose stopped struggling and seethed, “Smeck you, Jedi scum!” Her unsecured foot kicked a significant clump of contaminated dirt right into Madex’s snout face, distracting him, blinding him. Rose had to take a moment to get the feeling back in her shoulders before she could raise her arms again. As tempted as she was to kill the Bothan, she remembered Juna’s orders and instead said, “Repulsor!”
The coherent, constant beam emitted from the forearm cannons and struck Madex; like a Force Shove, it drove it off his feet and back through the gorge. As the Bothan sailed away, Jrimmer Dugal had jumped over him, bounded right, bounded left, and flipped over Rose. A green lightsaber came to life and he foolishly swiped at Rose’s back; his lightsaber shut right down.

Rose drove a side kick into the young man’s chest, and then followed it with a short burst of repulse beam. The winded Dugal skipped another breath when he landed awkwardly on his neck. Satisfied the Sith Slave grabbed Angelleia again, draped the child over one shoulder and slowly started to run again. As well trained and conditioned as she was, the struggle with the pursuers had gased her, and little Angelleia was much, much heavier than her chubby form suggested, and the body armor’s extra enhancements were not light in weight either. Rose was not Juna; her small body was not built for melee fighting.
“Shortest route!” puffed Rose, and the heads up displayed showed her one option. She took it, just as some of her left behind pursuers had caught up with Madex. Before they had, Dugal was stumbling after Rose, pushing himself to run and breathe.

The young man found his bearings just as he saw Angelleia’s hair vanish around a bend twenty-five meters ahead. Dugal said in his comlink, “She’s heading west!” He jumped strongly above him and to his right, taking the high road advantage, bouncing back and forth across the narrow gorge. 
Far behind Dugal, on the same plane of his travel, Beju Tu Ramore was catching up with the pursuit. The stock light freighter appeared again but this time he peeled off as a Corellian Corsair freighter rose from its camouflaged location and fired on it; the Corsair was being piloted by Ol Berdit; the rest of the company was with him in the ship, manning the ship’s weapons. From below, Coy recovered and with the other ground pursuers they ran and he cried in his comlink, “Keep that ship from giving their partner covering fire! We’re almost there!”
Far ahead, the pathway became very straight and that was unfortunate for Rose; her pursuers gained a huge running advantage with such a clear straightaway. Her proximity sensors on her wrist computer cried about a life form running above and behind her. By the time she reached the clearing where the Diamidas was, Dugal was going to catch her.

Puffing, Rose dove into a roll, leaving Angelleia on the ground by letting her peel off her shoulder. It was too much movement to complete: just as she was turning up, Dugal was leaping down to tackle her. He grabbed her to pin her down….
Before he realized it, Rose’s legs had wrapped around his shoulder, she clutched his wrist and posted his forearm backwards. Dugal had put himself in a bad position, and with another jolt by Rose he felt his arm snap. He yelled, she let go, and then her foot caught the side of his head to stun him further.

Exhausted, Rose grabbed Angelleia and dragged her by wrapping her arms around the young girl’s chest from behind her and dragged her towards the ship. She grunted, “Diamidas, stand by shields.” She struggled with Angelleia, and then she purposely struggled with her when she understood, with every breath, she was not going to make it clean.
Dugal grabbed his arm and stumbled back up to his feet; he was determined not to have Angelleia taken from them, and thus he gave pursuit. His ship passed by overhead again to keep the freighter from firing on the other pursuers; they were all almost there. The young man grunted and pushed himself, and with a clear mind and a determined conscious, Dugal took his free hand and grabbed one of Angelleia’s dragging legs. The tug of war was on; he fought to hold on as they stalemated just under the ship.
“JRIMMER, NO!” Ramore screamed in his dead run. “USE THE FORCE! PULL YOU ALL BACK! PULL BACK! PULL BACK!!” He and the others were out of their range.
Dugal planted his feet and ordered, “Let go, Sithspawn.”
“As you wish,” cursed Rose, “Diamidas!” In her next breath she let go of Angelleia… “FULL SHIELDS!”
With the command given, the Diamidas raised its full compliment of shields. The ground around the ship sizzled from the energy as the harmonics began to compensate. Stunned by Rose’s release of Angelleia, Dugal let go of the young girl and fell backwards. Both his hands flopped over his heads and backwards as well, right into the still forming shield energy. The energy did not discriminate, not knowing the difference between micrometerites, blaster fire, or living flesh; the energy burned his hands right off, leaving chard stomps below the elbow; since the ship possessed no torpedoes or rockets, the shields did not allow for passage through the energy harmonics from within. Dugal was in complete shock, staring at the remains of his arms, unable to scream.
Rose moved quickly and kicked Dugal onto his belly. Just as she put one of her cannons against the back of his skull the pursuers arrived in bulk and stopped short, sensing the ship’s shields was up. As she took the opportunity to catch her breath, Ramore cried out, “Jrimmer!”
“The boy lives,” said Rose, shoving his head down with the business end of her weapon. “How much longer depends on your cooperation. He does not have to die, but his well being is keeping me from leaving and I cannot allow that for much longer.”

Madex said, “We can’t let you leave with Padawan Knightshade!”

“Coy!” shouted Ramore.
“We can’t let her leave with Angelleia!” roared Madex. “We can’t make that deal! No way!”

Rose kicked Dugal down and grabbed Angelleia. The group took a step towards them but stopped when the static energy from the shield poked dangerously at them. Ramore stared at Rose, raised his hand, began to wave it casually, and said, “You will lower the-.”

The others watched Ramore grab his head and fall back in pain. Posh Piv attended to Ramore, who was already recovering. Rose said, “Fool: your smecking mind tricks won’t work on me.”
“Mine will,” said Madex, and his focus was far different than the others there. Rose looked at him with a crane of her head. The Bothan squinted his eyes and said, “You have no thoughts. None whatsoever, but you’re not a droid. No living creature has that much thought control.”

“A natural Bothan telepath?” queried Rose with a head tilt. “Curiously unusual. Boring as hell at the moment.”

“Stop her!” ordered Madex, and he and the others raised their hands towards her. Rose did not even try to move, knowing it was futile against the combined might of such adversaries. “Order your ship to drop its shields.”
“If you are so powerful,” mused Rose, “drop the shields yourself. Use your goody-good, spoiled gifts to shut it down.” There was a long pause as no one did exactly what she told them to do. “You cannot, can you, without knowing the controls, which moves which, what turns off what? You could accidentally set off the ion override to the engines and kill us all with radiation. Oh, you all might not be affected, but some of those stray particles will backwash against the shields and roast alive at least two of us. Of course a handless Jedi is as useful as a garbage can, which leaves the innocent girl child.”
Madex looked at the others and noted their doubting eyes. He said, “Hold her! Just hold her! She’s bluffing us! She won’t kill Angelleia!”
“I’m not going to kill her,” assured Rose coldly. “You will. Hold me forever; hold me until I starve to death, or die from dehydration, or until I run out of pressurized air. I will die, and if you are lucky Dugal will not die from the shock he is currently suffering. Meanwhile, Angelleia suffers and barely breathes, and you will have to wait a long time before the ship runs out of fuel for power. Can’t attack the shields with weapons; may hit her, or destroy the ship. Can’t use an ion cannon; the energy warp could hit the life forms on the ground here and stop their hearts.”
“Or we can just hold you,” repeated Madex. “We can take our chances later.”

“Or,” began Rose again, “I can set off the mine I put on Angelleia’s back right now.”

The others shuffled their feet. Madex shook his head, “You’re lying.”
“How do you know?” questioned Rose. “Turn her over, it’s alright. It won’t go off.”

Madex let go of Rose, the others held on to her, and used the Force to carefully turn Angelleia over. On the Padawan Learner’s back was half-foot disk of metal attached to her robe with a blinking red light on it. The Bothan said, “It’s a bluff!”
“Are you so sure?” questioned Rose. “I could command it, but then again I could lower the shields and have you take her away from me, or my ship, or from whatever other means I have set up to transmit the proximity signal. She goes too far and….her blood will literally be on your hands. And face. And head. Feet perhaps.”

“There’s no way, after all this work you would do this!” exclaimed Madex. “No way!”
“So you are prepared to kill her in order to save her?” asked Rose. “You and I are in total agreement.”

After a few heartbeats, Avengus Ilikra let go of Rose and said to Coy, “No way, Coy, she’s got us.”

“Ave!” said Madex.

“I won’t allow a defenseless person to die,” said Ilikra.

Madex turned towards him and said, “Your oath, Ave, you took an oath! No darkness, no matter what!”

Ramore shook his head and said, “Hold her! Don’t buy this crap!” It dawned on him the signal for his comlink in his ear was being jammed. “We’re being jammed!”

A few moments later their ship flew past with damage, being chased by the freighter and a familiar ship. The trailing ship, the Flora Noir, circled tight and headed back towards the stand off. It reached a height for hovering and from the bottom of the ship a flood cannon unfurled and began to spin; its turbolaser battery fully charged.
Over the group’s comlinks, the voice of Juna Rapier spoke loud and clear. “Gentlemen, I advise you to let go of my assistant at once!” The black ship shifted about to where she could fire and not hit the Diamidas’s shields. “Let. Her. Go. Now.”
The group raised their hands in disgust and stepped away. Madex, however, grabbed hold of Rose by the neck with the Force and said, “Don’t give up!”

The flood cannon began to fire. Madex gave up fast as he and everyone else took ran like hell. They used every erg of their abilities to run, flip, dodge, jump, twist, and move out of the way; going for cover was not an option as the rapid turbolaser fire exploded dirt and smelted metal. The shots were very accurate as the pilot made the adjustments with the aim by moving her ship appropriately. They took no chances whatsoever thinking she was only trying to scare them.
Free, Rose grabbed Angelleia and scurried up the ramp. She laid Angelleia just inside the ship and found herself walking back down, raising her right arm and pointing its cannon at Jrimmer Dugal. She was no longer thrilled with this non-death nonsense. “Starscream.”

“Rose, let’s go!” came Juna’s command.

“Acknowledged,” said Rose, and she aimed the cannon again.

“Rose! MOVE!” The female looked up at the orbiting Flora Noir. “Leave him alone! No one is going to die! No one!”
“I understand, Mistress,” said Rose, and she turned and got on board the Diamidas.

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

CHAPTER 26.4

From an alcove very far away, Coy Madex seethed as he watched his plan complete its trip into hell. His air support had to limp away as the Flora Noir joined the freighter again to chase it. He muttered to himself, “Damn it, damn it, damn it, damn it! Zesha….Angelleia, I’m so sorry! Damn it!”
The shields around the Diamidas dropped just as it begun to lift off. In short time Beja Tu Ramore reached the young man’s prone, quiet body to discover he was just unconscious. It did not lessen the fact the young man was injured.
Madex came to the site and said in his comlink, “Its all clear. Let’s get to our ships, and let’s get the Perseus over here to pick up Jrimmer. Hurry, we might be able to track them!”
Someone acknowledged; the jamming was gone. Ramore looked up at Madex and asked, “What the hell happened?”

“Rapier found out about the trap, that’s what happened,” snapped Madex back. “She much more powerful than I thought, but that doesn’t matter anymore, we got what we wanted.”

Ramore carefully lowered Jrimmer to the ground, stood up, and punched Madex hard across the snout. The Bothan fell right on his ass and blotted the blood from his nostril. Madex said, “That’s why I like you, Beja, you wear your heart on your right hand.”

He pointed at the young man and said, “We got what we wanted? Look at my Padawan, Master, did he get what he wanted?”

Madex just shook his head as he stood up and said, “He is a Jedi Knight, Beja, and he knew the risks when he took our oath.” He shook his head again. “Just as you my former apprentice had done.”
The two eyed each other furiously, as if they were going to exchange blows. Ramore sighed wearily and asked, “Zesha?”

The Bothan’s head fell on the mentioning of her name. Ramore’s mouth dropped and he asked, “What happened?”

“You were right,” said Madex mournfully, “that area was clear of anything dangerous, but….I don’t really know what exactly had happened.” He shook his head. “She died horribly.”
The two looked at each other for a long time. Madex blotted the rest of the blood from his snout and said, “But as I said, we got what we wanted out of this.” He ignored Ramore’s accusing look and said in his comlink, “Yhon, you still with us?”

“Still, I am,” spoke Yhon. “Three vessels I tracked; on their own vectors each went.” There was a sigh. “Destination vectors not match known home trajectories. Each one I lost.”
Cursing quietly, Madex said, “Keep examining those vectors, Yhon, one of them clearly is going somewhere. Otherwise we’re tracking them the old fashion way. Where’s the Perseus?”
“We’re coming,” said Jive Kring. “The fire in the aft section gave us a scare.”

“Where did Rapier come from?” asked Madex.
“Not a clue; we finished off those destroyers, got to the ship, chased the holy hell out of that freighter, had it in a panic, and boom, she nailed us,” said Kring. “Damn ship has more firepower than imagined.”

“She’s been using her money wisely,” remarked Madex dryly. “Lock on my signal; there’s plenty of room to land.”

“Yhon to Madex?”

“Yeah, go ahead Yhon.”

“Sends word the Old Folks Home does; you are needed.”

“Ah damn!” Madex nearly chucked his comlink. “When?”

“Assume now unless mistaken.”

Ramore had completed preliminary dressing of Dugal’s wounds. He said, “Baldy, you think?”

“Who else,” chimed Madex sarcastically. “The Toad doesn’t want to talk to me anymore after Coaxial, and that was before Coaxial’s speech this morning; I can’t imagine he would want to deal with me now. He was against a lot of our stuff in the first place.” He turned the mute off on the comlink. “Send word back Yhon that I’ll meet on Alderaan because I got to take Jrimmer there due to his injuries.”
“How serious, dear Jrimmer?”

“Missing arms, otherwise worse for wear.” Madex reached down and patted the young man’s head. Ramore gave him a hard stare for it. “Relay that message, Madex out. What, you want to hit me again?”

“You should take care of Zesha,” said Ramore quietly. “I’ll hold the Perseus.” He then added, “Don’t you leave her to rot here, not on this Force forsaken rock.”
Madex nodded affirmatively and said, “I will have to burn her body. I can’t trust that whatever it was that killed her isn’t lingering around.” She blew out his breath and said, “She saved my life, too. She warned me as it was killing her.” He shook his head. “Masters are supposed to die before their Padawans, Beja. Where’s that Jedi I trained that became a Healer, that sweet and stubborn Anomid girl?”

Sighing, Ramore took what Madex had told him earlier and said, “She took our oath, Coy. And I would like nothing more than have none of us die in this fight, but like you said on Coruscant some of us were having their last meal.” He then said, “Are you giving up?”

“Oh hell no,” assured Madex. “Not ever, I’m in this to win it. I just got to get the all the lousy regrets out of my system before going to see Windu.” He scratched his head and said, “I’ll deal with that and Jrimmer, no problem.”

“Good, because I’m heading straight to Mesuera after this,” said Ramore. “I’m done fooling around. Like you said we got what we wanted. Rapier’s kidnapped a Padawan Learner and I’m not letting anything happen to that girl!”
“Don’t forget to take someone with you,” said Madex. Ramore made a face. “Trust me, take someone with you. Everyone else will be looking high and low for her.”

Reluctantly Ramore nodded, and Madex nodded in return. The Bothan turned and began to backtrack his way back to his first apprentice. Along the way he found some flammable liquids for Zesha’s remains; only if he could find a way to burn the guilty from his heart.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 26.5

On board the Flora Noir, twelve hours later, Juna disengaged the hyperdrive and emerged in real space back in Zonloki system after making ‘blind jumps’ all over the quadrant; blind jumping through hyperspace was when a pilot overrode the navicomputer safety systems and made random, non-plotted, non-scanned jumps to light speed; a quick, easy way for someone to get themselves and others killed, unless they used the Force like Juna did. She did not know for the moment who the attackers were; on arrival, she spotted the combating ships and took care of the unfamiliar one. Once Rose was safely away she did her blind jumps, covering forty systems, and pulled a ‘Dizzy’s Reverse’ three times; on the third time, she arrived at her final destination. Orbiting Zonloki, Juna used the Force and determined their enemies had long since fled.

Five minutes later the Diamidas emerged from hyperspace. Communications were established quickly. Juna said, “Rose, how’s Bella? How are you?”

“Bella has nasal damage from an explosive and from an irritant meant to be used on large, unruly crowds,” said Rose. “I have her on pure oxygen, but she will need no odor humidifier. She’s unconscious, otherwise well. As for myself, Mistress, I’m worn out.”

“You’ll get some rest once we reach our destination,” assured Juna.
“Mistress, about that,” began Rose. “There is something you must know: the attackers were Jedi Knights.”

Juna frowned at the news. “Jedi Knights? That can’t be, Rose, you must be mistaken?”
“I am not,” said Rose clearly. “They bore lightsabers instead of blasters, and they wanted to negotiate for Angelleia’s life than kill me outright when they had me. One tried to use Affect Mind on me. They were Jedi Knights, Mistress, I swear it.”

Juna had no time to scan the scene with the Force; she only thought of Bella and had followed the homing signal Rose had activated to give her exact location. Given the news, Juna said, “We’ll discuss that later. But if true, then Mesuera is out. Stand by on new rendezvous coordinates.”
She did not take long because an idea popped in her head for a hide out. Juna said, “I’m sending the coordinates now, Rose.”

There was a longer pause than expected. Rose said, “Mistress, this may not be wise; it’s a bit too close to Coruscant.”

“I know,” said Juna, but was already aiming the Flora Noir in the right direction. “But trust me, Rose, Hijarna is going to be the last place they’ll look.” She grabbed the levers and activated the hyperdrive once again, ending all debate, beginning the sudden excitement she felt knowing, for the first time in thirteen years, she was going to see her beloved Gessa once again.
THE END OF ACT ONE – The Bait
