CHAPTER 63.0

At first, Casper thought the day’s worth of unrest and travel in hyperspace was getting to him. It started the moment he had reached Ancesca in the Katlas Rise from hyperspace, and it felt like a brush of knowing on his mind. As he made orbit, spotting the Harbinger Four Rose had ‘borrowed’ for the operation, he suddenly felt familiar eyes on him that made him forget the chaotic lunacy of the recent past.

“Angelleia,” he breathed out lightly. His comm system alerted him to an incoming transmission upon the agreed upon frequency and channel both he and Rose had agreed on. “Rose?”

“Just as I expected: this villainy has no port authority,” said Rose, skipping right over the pleasantries. “This works to our advantage, but we should not land together, not in the same place. Program your comlink to this frequency. Once I have the information-.”

As Rose spoke Casper just felt his adopted Daughter more and more, somewhere down below, just inside the daylight, a thousand miles past the day/night terminator of the world, not far from what passed for civilization....

And it was gone. Angelleia’s presence was like a mirage, vanishing in the glare, seemingly fooling the foolish chasing after a false promise. She was there, or so he had thought.

“Master?” Casper blinked a bit at the transceiver. He had realized Rose had been talking for a good long minute. “Are you awake? You’re listing to port.”

Casper checked his orbit, and he was breaking from their formation a bit too early. He made the necessary correction and was beginning to remember the words Rose had spoken during that time he had considered what he felt. He also considered that his list to port, if continued, would have dropped him right where he had thought Angelleia was.

He said, “I’m awake. I felt a disturbance in the Force.”

“Trouble?”

Considering the situation they were about to enter into, a disturbance in the Force was not going to be uncommon. That was not it. Casper said, “I felt Angelleia for a moment there.”

There was an audible hiss on the other end. “She cannot be here. The Mistresses cannot be here!”

“Easy, Rose,” said Casper. “I just felt her, and then it passed. She wasn’t in danger. I just felt her; she was in peace.”

“You don’t understand,” implied Rose. “You felt her. She is here.”

“I cannot see how you can be so certain when I am not,” said Casper.

“I would explain it to you,” began Rose, “but I know you will not listen. Time is of the essence: we must do as we have planned.”

Casper was not going to argue with her. “Very well, I’ll track you and make certain to land relative to your position, and await your signal.”

As the transmission had ceased, Casper watched Rose break pattern and proceed quickly towards the makeshift city emerging from the approaching horizon. He switched his focus to the here and now, soon trailing behind Rose’s wake, able to repeat her glide pattern, looking like every other new arrival in the system. Given the rather unimpressive appearance of his ship, the Katlas Rise fit right in.

On approach the evidence of no port authority became very clear as Casper buzzed several ships trying to take off, and was buzzed by ships trying to land. The Port of Ancesca, if one dared called it that, was a certified womp rat drag race where with no tower guidance and landing beacons landing ships took both quickness and skill. There were clear signs of ship wrecks all about, from collisions and fights over space that could no longer be coveted because of it. 
Casper had his share of near misses; before he could use his sensors to determine if his ship could land in a space, someone literally would blitz into the spot; half of these ships could not fit in the space, thus damage and the clearly visible fist fight ensued. With the break of dawn, ships were literally falling out of the sky and leaping off the ground; too many, giving Coruscant a run for its credits in the skyway traffic department with just a curious look. He never knew that there were so many bounty hunters; he had to believe, like the fools that attacked him and Rose on Mesuera looking for Juna, that nearly all of them were minor, and still dangerous, threats.

Giving up on locating Rose’s ship by sight, and forgetting about his sensors, Casper tapped the Force and it guided him to a landing a few kilometers from what was the center of the mess. Touching down with no incident, he breathed a slow sigh of relief. And his positioning was not bad; he was on a mesa, above the flat grounds made by so many starships landing for years, and he could see it all unfold looking eastward. From the seat, he watched more ships take off than land. Though crowded in the landing field, the pilots of the ships made an effort to create enough ‘jump space’ between themselves. From high above, given the chaotic outlines of ships and space, it looked like metallic houses along side twisted and curled avenues. The house metaphor was not off base; there were a few ships there that had reminded him of Lonestar’s unused spaceport, filled with ships incapable of being lived in let alone able to fly; some had laundry drying on the dorsals of the vessels. The ‘streets’ were truly twisted and unorganized avenues, but they all lead to the common origin, to that place where there had to be some form of control.

Casper watched the skirmishes happen from sky to ground; near-miss crashes, exchanges of cannon fire from sky and from the landed ships on the ground to chase aerial disputers to not have their brawl above them. Various characters walked on by, and as Casper had surmised previously all of them that passed by looked like they could not catch a cold if a bounty was put on it. Clearly they were amateurs, the lot of them, but he had no idea the economics of the galaxy had gotten so bad; he saw some Republic species in the mix with known non-representative beings. With observation, he would realize most of them were mercenaries and smugglers and dealers of wide varieties of goods and services. They all had one thing in common; they were going were easy money could be had.

Checking his comlink and the ship’s own channel, Casper got up and stretched his body and the remains of his legs. Before long he would meditate, for the situation required him to be at his best and ready. Amateurs or not, this was a Fringe world: everyone was armed, and that meant anything could happen. Better bounty hunters and mercenaries and soldiers of fortune were going to be better equipped, and that meant a few of them were going to be brave AND foolish enough to take on a Jedi when given an opportunity. Discretion was the better part of valor in this situation, and he truly hoped Rose understood that fact clearly beyond just expressing it. One Jedi and one well-trained young woman in Saberskin were not going to be able to fight them all. A disorganized cabal was always worse to fight than an organized army. Worse, as Ros told Casper many times, there is always that one enemy that could surprise him with something radically new and different applied to something old and expected.

And there were so many things on his mind that had to be put aside. Casper had still not told Rose of his findings from the Qualeggoes disk – which he dubbed the Q-Disk. So many questions were remained unanswered, and perhaps Rose could have answered them. On the other hand Rose’s loyalties were to Juna alone. Casper knew Rose’s endearment as a ‘master’ was just common appropriation, but when it got right down to it the slave of the dark side would betray him, lie to him, than obey him. Whether it was a Jedi prejudice or just plain common sense, Casper felt the only reason why Rose worked with him was because they were after the same thing.
There were more important matters, though, to cover. Coaxial’s committee was not that far off the mark; why Madex did not unleash all he knew through the committee was a very troubling trend in itself. A lot of the information was obtained illegally if not questionably, but any Jedi understood that risk; in the name of the justice and what was right, there had been Jedi – just a few -- that did such things in the past and turned themselves in to face punishment, understanding that what they had done was not right at all. Enothchild’s conscientious stand against the Senate to protect the Sanctuary Vhinech from the Trade Federation’s need for one-sided reprisal was an act of treason and did earn him some jail time.

Madex was not necessarily protecting himself from criminal prosecution, but the pattern of what the Sith Hunters had revealed and what they had kept to themselves was as incoherent as a drunk Wookiee. There was assorted evidence that were linked together, but Madex had broke the chain and gave Senator Coaxial select links of it that almost, but not quite, provided a sincere case against Juna. A fine example of this was whoever Juna had poking around the elections. It could have been argued better that, perhaps, Muriel was still alive, doing Juna’s ‘dark bidding’ by rigging elections, and with such accusation evidence could have been provided in witnesses, real witnesses, and several holos of the Millennium Falcon docked in various docking bays on the Q-Disk. But no: Madex was only satisfied with conspiracy theory. Something about that just made Casper wonder, made him think that something else was really going on; he could not see it yet, and unfortunately he doubted it would be revealed here on Ancesca.

Thinking on, energies filling him, Casper felt Angelleia again. Only this time when he felt her it was much stronger, although blurred by other creature’s emotions and presences. There was, however, no mistaken the feeling this time. The longer he felt her presence, the more convinced he became that she was on this very planet. It was not duracrete solid proof, but he believed it.

His perceptions shifted though as a dark gloom entered through the Universal Force. Angelleia’s presence faded from his mind; in its place was the familiar gloom of death. Casper found his heart racing when he lost Angelleia, which was unbecoming of a Jedi trying to find answers in the Force. He did not want to lose Angelleia, not if she was on the planet, but there was something pending in the Force, something that promoted a terrible danger.

“Angelleia,” Casper said quietly, literally to her and not just to himself. The clouds that filled his vision were dissipating, but Angelleia was not coming back into his mind. He had a feeling she was too far away, and that the dark side of the Force was just too much here on a planet where despair was more plentiful than water.

Casper was torn as fingers from his mind sought to grasp Angelleia’s hand. It had been a few years since he had touched her, seen her, and he was discovering that was too many years too long. She had to be here, and if she was here….

“Is that you, in the darkness?” questioned Casper aloud, knowing too that Juna was here, thinking that perhaps her darkness was responsible for what was happening in his perceptions. That was not the case as his heart calmed from losing Angelleia and thinking about Juna, revealing the darkness was from the Universal Force. 
In those moments, brief as it was, oval-shapes came to mind; great shapes of metal, floating amongst the backdrop of the stars and the heavens. They were not pleasant shapes. They were impending doom, looming in a future he could not clearly see very well. The thought of them only made Casper question any reason he had to stay at the ship; something else compelled him. The only reason Angelleia and Juna would be here was for the same reasons he and Rose were there. That in itself was a problem: two independent operations working on the same outcome could very easily draw unwanted attention.
“Damn!” Casper grabbed a long poncho that covered him, and importantly his lightsaber, and left the ship. As he sealed the ship, he kept his eyes moving about and his focus in the Force. As he proceeded, one sense was looking out for danger and attempting to find Rose, and the other sense was looking out for danger and attempting to find Angelleia. He had to stop one or the other from making a very dangerous mistake.
-----------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 63.1

Still with no real plan on how to handle Ancesca, bothering him to no end in the process, Onidas set the matter aside as his naval training and experience kicked in. Exiting hyperspace, he shut off his ship’s transponder to thwart identification and deployed s-manuvering on approach to the planet and in orbit. He would have contacted the nearest Republic Navy sector station and requested any information about Ancesca, however due to the Republic’s demilitarization the nearest of such stations was in the Bosqui System twelve thousand light years away. That was not even remotely close to being an effective place for intelligence gathering. The other option was contacting Naboo, the closets military power to the non-Republic member world, but that would mean a non-Nubian Senator requesting sensitive Nubian information for the sake of another non-Nubian. Queen Amidala may have been charitable, but Onidas knew not to the point to where she would break her own home world’s security laws. His only other option was not acceptable to him: turning around. He did not, and after some observation he proceeded to the ever-changing anarchy below.
Onidas learned quick about the flight and landing arrangements of the world: there were none. Several attempts by him to land near the central formation of what passed as the planet’s lone port of call failed as insane pilots of highly questionable skill took the places he had considered landing. Nearly getting caught in a crash up above so many parked ships, Onidas piloted away from the danger and focused on landing somewhere in the outskirts. Along the way an opening appeared and he this time hard landed his ship, trusting the landing struts and his ship’s structural integrity could survive the dive, abrupt stop, and short fall. He landed with a thud and a groan, prompting him to secure the ship and do an immediate diagnostic. When all cleared, when he knew he could get the hell out of there if he needed to, he secured his station and took the time to prepare himself for the action ahead.
Never a snappy dresser, Onidas nonetheless had better clothing than most – if not all – on Ancesca by just glancing out his bridge window and getting a read on the ‘fashion trends’ of the society. He really did not think he would be recognized in this part of the galaxy; dressing as if he had some money to burn would draw muggers. Settling on a combination of running attire and mechanic’s gear, Onidas looked more like a struggling smuggler than the Senator of Godric. The look afforded him only so much; he added just two short knives to the insides of his boots. Other than his effective service blaster and several energy packs, he was only going to have his wits to get him out of trouble.
Before heading out, Onidas activated his transceiver and tried one last time to directly contact Bly. Again, all he got was the signal to leave a message and the owner of the account would get back to the sender. 
Sighing, Onidas transmitted, “Bly, its Onidas again. I’m on Ancesca, trying to ascertain whether you are alive or dead. There’s something very wrong going on with people pretending to be you and you not responding to anyone’s messages so if you’re alive you better contact me right now. And if the persons pretending to be Bly Coaxial is receiving this message know this: the Supreme Chancellor of the Republic knows about this charade and if I don’t stop it he will. One way or the other, you will face justice.”
Switching the channel off, Onidas secured the station again and departed his ship. He sealed it and proceeded to walk around, letting his mind work as he absorbed the sights. The traffic buzzing the surface and sky had lessoned; there was little space, though, left for any new arrivals to land. He walked by gatherings of various clique groups, usually along the same racial lines; few of these groups mingled; they all seemed to have the same party mindset. Various exchanges occurred, from stories to information, to credits to spice, to – to Onidas’ dismay – slaves to wives. Such things did occur outside the reach of society and law, he was not naïve to it, yet it still stunned him.
After getting an understanding that ships on the outside were in a constant state of taking off and landing, Onidas focused on the larger ships that formed the ‘center’ of the makeshift town. These ships showed signs of having not taken off for some time; a navy man such as himself knew what to look for. Landing skids and ramps grounded in the dirt to suggest the ships had settled in like a house. Dust or ‘rain stains’ on the hulls; planet atmospheres and ozone layers acted like cleaning clothes when ships passed through them during arrivals and departures. It was best to look for patches of black mold, which was more conducive that a vessel had been under atmospheric conditions, than rust; mold dies and went away as soon as the ship enters the interstellar vacuum, whereas these largely lower income class entities had bought overused starships or had scraped parts and barely enough currency to build one and because such purchases practically cleaned them out financially proper maintenance was next to impossible; besides that, they cared little for esthetics, what did it matter to them that the ship was a little rusty, so long as it just got them to where they wanted to go.
One other possible tell for what he was looking for was visibly operating transceiver arrays on clustered-together starships. In the absence of any interstellar transmission network equipment a combination of ships linked together had to be in place to send and receive broadcast from far away places, be it planets, HoloNet relays, or ship to shore transmissions. A tightly encrypted transaction transmission which contained Bly’s credits and personal information stayed in such tight communication beams singular, hence small, arrays were not going to capture the transmission and keep it secure. It was not improbable; even the newest of space craft, depending on their places of manufacture or what being engineered them, still used retractable antenna in some form; others used parabolic dishes; others used planetary antenna that stretched from the ship for hundred of meters, sometimes borrowing into the ground.
Onidas saw some candidates almost immediately; a few tower-based arrays, sticking straight up; some of the surrounding ships with other forms of antenna were going in opposite directions. To be sure, he walked some more to eye the rest of the ships in the row, eventually leading him to what acted as a town square. Here, centering the mobile shops of good and services from cheap clothing to droid repair to specific gender companionship for rent he found the only permanent structure to be found on Ancesca: a holofountain.

Holofountains were a very expensive, artistic module, designed for beauty and convenience, found on a lot of worlds and almost everywhere on the planet of its home origin Dantooine. Several cubic meters in size overall, this design deployed thousands of kiloliters of water, spraying the water in great shots in patterns, flowing downward from designed in waterfalls, and several lakes and rivers of still liquid. They themselves can be the matter of the art, but through ingenious light emitters they could changed the color of the water to create cascades of beauty. More elaborate emitters could be implemented, as it was here, and with the correct programming and sensors produce three dimensional holoimages with the water giving the images shape and size. With this gone was the common blue hue found in every holographic transmission; an imperative for bounty hunters trying to track their prey and not get confused on whether their bounty has blue skin or not. A big screen would have been more suitable in Onidas’ opinion, but it begged the question whether this was here because it was either stolen, or someone had collected it as a form of payment. In any event, given its size, it was able to produce vast numbers of smaller holographic images and a central, larger image.
In that larger image, a pirated HoloNet News broadcast was being shown; it was the constant news feed that changed every four hours unless there was breaking news. There was something in the feed that did not make sense; a countdown clock that was not part of the regular feed. It was about to reach zero, and when it did, the HoloNet feed was cut off and three images of new bounties appeared. Onidas thought to move on until it showed the Lady Juna Angelleia.

Stopping, Onidas’ mouth fell right open, recognizing the captured and edited image from the funeral of Lady Terese Landana. It had it all: height, weight, hair, eye, where she lived, her possible living locations, every conceivable alias, her known friends and associations, notes about combat training, and a side note that she could use the Force. The reasons for the bounty indicated that she murdered a little girl, and so the bounty was a death mark: one hundred thousand in value in whatever currency the one that claimed the bounty desired.
“Dear god,” said Onidas, eyeing the transmission until it ended; the HoloNet News broadcast returned; the clock began an eight minute countdown to the next bounty hunter transmission. Clearly seeing Lady Angelleia’s face on a wanted poster, so to speak, given why he was there was not a mere coincidence.

Noting the much smaller sprays where anyone, for the right price, could view any image they wanted, Onidas skirted about until he found a Trandoshan eyeballing a much smaller profile of Lady Angelleia. He stopped to glare over the bounty hunter’s shoulder at the image, understanding something was very wrong. Given Bly’s track record with Lady Angelleia, the imposter had reckoned that many would think after the fiasco in the Senate Bly would seek revenge of some kind. With humiliation, Bly was pushed to the brink, and so he wanted her dead.
The Trandoshan walked away, and before Onidas could step closer to the image a shorter figure in a bright red cloaked stepped forward and, strangely, gasped; a female, at the very least. Onidas made his voice rough and asked, “Friend of yours?”

When the female turned to show just a bit of her face, Onidas was taken aback. Her skin was a bright red and as glossy as a polished and buffed hot rod. If it was not for her Humanoid features and startling purple eyes, and her moving mouth, she could have been mistaken for a droid; as it was, Onidas had never seen such a species before.
“No,” she said. She then turned and walked away without a care. She slipped something to a passing Jawa, whispered something, and just kept going her way and the Jawa went on its way.
Onidas, however, caught something in her. Strange alien that she was, he knew her from somewhere. She in turn had tipped that very fact off that she knew him. Given the hijacked feed from the HoloNet, perhaps they hijacked feeds of the Grim Show. 
That was not it, he felt it, and so compelled he carefully began to tail her. She was not that difficult to miss; her redness had added much needed color against the different shades of shit-gray and shit-brown. What he figured was, perhaps, she knew him because they either had met before, or perhaps she worked for Bly’s imposter and thus knew who Bly’s associates were. A theory only, but a theory he felt could not just recognize him so and walk away; especially since she seemed to gasp upon seeing Lady Angelleia’s image; that was another reason, something worth wild to check out.

The process of trailing became harder the longer it went; suddenly the red creature was difficult to keep an eye on, and she was not running either. It was a matter of her suddenly shifting feet, darting hard right and hard left. Onidas did not exactly follow the pattern; he kept a straight course, and eventually picked her right up again. She seemed to be going in a particular direction every time. He noted her brief turn of head to suggest she was going to look back, and then she casually turned to her left down an ally. He hurried about, but by the time he got there he found it was not really an alley; it was just a connection to another walking path; she was gone.
“Blast it!” Onidas turned around and just kicked at a stone in front of him. Looking in that direction for a moment, he noted about a dozen ships with various forms of affixed arrays pointing in the same direction. Eyes wide, he hurried over towards them, feeling he might have just stumbled upon what he was looking for to begin with.
Walking amongst them carefully, Onidas noted the lack of anyone around them, whereas every other ship had something going on about it. This just reeked of a place requiring privacy. There was no guard presence, but then again why alert people to something important being ran here with guards? The guards, of course, could be on the ships, lying in wait. As he went about them, all the ships had sealed hulls, no ways to board them.

Except one.

It was a big Corellian freighter, stock light profile, heavily and illegally modified to the specifications that were related, if its size was multiplied by a thousand, to a bulk battle cruiser. The scores on the titanium hall showed it had seen many asteroids and space battles, complete with rough job hull repairs and clearly a ventral frame replacement. Not only was this vessel’s ramp down, the ship’s air cooling compression was running on full high, making all sorts of noise from being overworked, dripping coolant and water in the process. Given the nature of the classified boards, and the way the operation here was set up, data storage had to be running hot on the servers and keeping them cool required a lot work. This ship was perhaps what Onidas was looking for.
With a care, Onidas stepped on the ramp. He kept his blaster in holster, which was not what he was supposed to do, but he did not want a fire fight. He just wanted to talk to someone of authority.
Entering the main hold, Onidas was not greeted by any guards but he was greeted by sweltering heat; a clear sign the air conditioning system partition in the environmental controls was shot. He did hear, however, some noise from the interior compartments of the engineering section. There was banging and clanking, followed by some rather comical swearing from a young, tender voice. 
Abruptly, a young boy emerged from the opening, ready to chuck a brand new component out the hatch; he stopped hard when he saw Onidas and gasped. The boy, frightened, dropped the component on the deck and looked ready to run.
Onidas held up his hands and said, “Easy son. I’m not going to-.”

Then the boy ducked and threw his hands out toward Onidas. The Senator was struck by something he could not see and suddenly he was flopping backwards and rolling down the ramp, heels over head in a ball. He dug his heels into the soil to cause him to snap up; he stumbled unable to get his footing….

Onidas was bombarded by a pair of bright red and glossy thighs, boxing his ears; the feet snapping together right in front of him, but he didn’t see that for the world flashed and his mind swam into darkness as he was pulled backwards, head over heels again, and for the briefest of moments feeling the impact of top of head meeting hard, packed ground….
--------------

CHAPTER 63.2
When he saw Fauna Scarlet enter the square and approach the holofountain, Noss Phetter sought shelter amongst the chained feminine sex beggars sleeping after another long night of dancing scandalously for the meager wages of their masters. As he watched her view a hologram a Trandoshan was viewing, one the females began to fondle him and whisper what amounted to a plea in some language he did not understand; when her two tongues licked his ears, clearly she was hinting towards rewarding him properly afterwards for her freedom. 
Annoyed, he snatched her around the neck with his arm and forced her down on his lap, where his other palm was waiting to cover her mouth and pinch her nose. To those passing by, all they saw was a service being provided; in reality, the poor victim was being smothered to death. She kicked and thrashed helplessly; her chains were designed to prevent her from attacking patrons, which worked to the Sith agent’s full advantage to maintain discretion. Another girl opened her eyes, but Phetter shook his head at her. The girl nodded, forced her eyes shut, and pretended what was happening was not happening, quivering in fear.
Looking back, as his victim was giving up on life, Phetter noted the arrival of a Human male. Positioning gave him shelter from being spotted by Scarlet, even with his shuddering victim, but it penalized him because he could not see who it was. That became more apparent when he said, “Friend of yours?”

Scarlet looked at the man, measured him, said, “No” and walked away. 
Phetter pressed against the female’s mouth tighter to forcer her tongues and her aspirated fluids back in her mouth, giving him time to watch Scarlet make contact with a Jawa and make some sort of exchange. He was about to follower her when the unknown Human male made his move to follow her. By that, Phetter had to stop; Scarlet apparently had the services of a shadow guard. He waited for a time, and then pushed the dead female off of him, on to the other girl who was faking sleep. He made the fake sleeper hug her dead companion, bruising her throughout the process with rough grips to remind her he meant business, and finally proceeded to his desired task.
His tail on the unknown shadow guard ended a few minutes later when, out of the corner of his eye, he saw Scarlet in the next street over through an alley walking in the opposite direction. Confused, Phetter feared she was doubling back and took cover. He watched the man keep walking on, unassuming; he surmised – incorrectly – Scarlet was setting him up.

Waiting, Phetter maintained his visual scanning until he noted Scarlet again; this time she was walking fast through the crowd, going in the same direction before previously. Very carefully, he moved through the crowd, down the alley way, and peered around the corner. He eased back quickly; Scarlet was only ten meters away, being stopped by the very Jawa she had slipped a transaction to. He could barely hear her over the din.
“I’m sorry?” she said. The Jawa spoke again. “I don’t understand.” When Phetter looked, he watched the Jawa just shove something in her glossy red hands and walked away. Scarlet peered at what appeared to be a flimsy plast, which she promptly concealed somewhere under her little red riding hood.

Phetter ducked back, counted to ten, and peered around the corner. He saw Scarlet had managed to get fifty meters down the street rather quickly, although she appeared to be walking normally. Undeterred, he pressed on quickly, being careful not to look too obvious, like someone chasing down someone. He was closing in, but then he ran into someone; they fell to the ground together.
Upset, Phetter lifted his head up and said, “Watch it!” He stopped though; the tall Human was wearing what looked like a Jedi robe, and when he pulled his hand back, brushing the front of the robe over the man’s belt line, he distinctly felt the lightsaber.

“I’m sorry,” said the young man. He helped Phetter up before helping his Y’bith friend, in similar robes, up. The man had cybernetic hands under his gloves, judging how square they were in the fingers. “We were both clumsy.” The young man gave him a curious look….
“Well, watch it!” barked Phetter and he hurried along to get away from the Jedi. All the sudden, his luck; he had to duck the two doers of good before they got overly apologetic. The young Jedi showed too much interest, like the Jedi may have seen him before. He made several turns; finally he abruptly cut under a starship, dropped, rolled, and was right under its engine assembly. He remembered the Jedi’s footwear from the collision; basic issue. He gave it ten minutes of silent, quiet observation.
Nine and a half minutes later, dull red short boots stopped right in front of Phetter’s nose; a bright red cloak fluttered against slick, metal-looking red legs before concealing them. He held his breath, unmoving, blanking his mind as he was trained to do; such details could alert any skilled fighter, and they could really draw the attention of a Force-sensitive. His position was bad as it was; pinned down by tons of starship, he had no quick escape or quick attack.
The red boots proceed to his right, calmly yet with purpose. This time he gave it fifteen seconds and rolled out quickly. Phetter on his feet spotted his target moving on, and another quick look around told him her shadow was no longer around, and the Jedi were not looking for him to give him a second look. 
Quickly, he pushed his pursuit, keeping a weary eye ahead. In time, the madness of it all was getting to him for Miss Scarlet had managed to lead him right back to the holofountain. He had to sit tight, falling back behind a pillar, fearing again this was a ploy by her to lure him out. He held firm, head low, careful not to draw more suspicion than he needed to.
In time, Phetter saw the elusive Scarlet walk right by where it had all began, walking right past the gaggle of chained up slaves which one he had murdered, and entered the adjoining brothel. He sighed and remarked to himself, “There’s days, and then there’s days like no other.”

Phetter slowly made to go to the brothel, and – it never fails – the two Jedi he had run into stopped on the other side of the pillar. The young man said, “There he is!”

Phetter slid his hand down to his blaster, pulling it out, ready….

“There they both are!” cried the Y’bith.

Phetter held his position…

“Jive, Novee, what are you two doing here?” said the Human.

An older voice said, “Coy had an issue come up, Jrimmer: Senator Grim was looking for Coaxial on Kamarian. He stumbled upon he and Beja Tu.”
With the familiar names, Phetter held his breath and holstered his weapons; they were not just Jedi, all of them; they were the Sith Hunters Master Sidious had told him about.

“Why you here?” asked the Human.

“Because he’s here,” said a younger voice. “Grim’s ship was not that hard to track. We found it still broadcasting his Senate Ident-profile.”

Phetter heard some noises of complaint and smiled; Jedi were not immune to failure, nor were they in betraying sighs of disgust. He kept himself rooted, hoping to gain more information.

“Coy wants him picked up; he figures he’s Rapier’s man in the Senate,” said the young voice again. “If Coaxial happens to be here pick him up too.”

“I had a feeling about him,” said another male voice. “When he had warned the Senate Guard before Illner’s assassination of an impending death, it was just too convenient the timing.”

“But Enfungo, why warn anyone?”

“Cover, Novee, plain and simple. Maybe he got a bit too nervous about the event. Anyways, clearly, the point is that guy’s to be taken down and interrogated to find out exactly what he knows.” There was a pause then, one of contemplation Phetter could guess.

“We’re really deep in this, aren’t we?” asked the Human. “Apprehending a Senator, and then interrogation: are we going too far?”
“No, Jrimmer, we’re not.”

“Jive, I know what is at stake. What I’m getting at is what if we’re wrong?”

“About what?”

“About any of it. Now look, look….how exactly are going to interrogate a living, breathing, thinking sentient being? Someone like Grim, how are we going to do it?”

Phetter shook his head and just knew, by that statement alone, the Sith were going to rule the galaxy very soon. These Sith Hunters, like the rest of the Jedi of this era, were nothing like their predecessors. The Sith Archives were filled with the methods and means the Sith Hunters used to get conspirators and Sith alike to talk. The likes of Hetfield Ulrich, a long time naval officer before he had become a Jedi and the lead Sith Hunter, spared his share of Sith with either the rare option of incarceration or the always effective option of death. However, as Ulrich understood better than his Jedi mentor Dor-Li Nimh and the rest, the Sith had used the Jedi’s compassion exclusively to continue the war. That compassion had allowed many Sith to avoid death, capture, and even effectively convince Jedi to join them; importantly, it prevented the Jedi to press their questioning beyond raised voices and the occasional use of the Force to force a breakdown of the Sith’s will to reveal information mentally or verbally. 
Ulrich, on the other hand, saw how too well the Sith were trained against it, and instead used the Sith’s techniques of interrogation against them for full and effortless effect; a form of reverse psychology that, if the Republic of today had existed back then, would have condemned it and beg for it to stop. The Republic then, with the Sith’s massive defeat and the revelation of their control of the Senate, had hit a breaking point: after five thousands years of constant abuse by the Sith there was not a descent person left in the Republic to care about Ulrich’s methods. Coruscant lead that argument the moment it appeared that the planet itself was susceptible to the power of the Sith.
In a way, Phetter admired that old admiral, Jedi and Sith Hunter: the man was told to end the threat, and nearly did when his torturing lead him right to Darth Bane and nearly finished the Sith for good. Ulrich was a man willing to go to hell. Of course Phetter’s admiration ended right there: Ulrich was doing it for trillions of life forms he thought innocent and needed protection from the dominion of the Sith. Such weakening acts of protecting the lowly and the worthless were sickening to Phetter! With the right ambition, Ulrich could have ruled the Republic with his acts, but instead he showed his frailty and mortality, dying by Bane’s cunning hands along with the rest of his Sith Hunters on that world that would become to be called, interestingly enough, Naboo.
“Let’s worry about that,” said the one called Jive, “when we find him. People nowadays just crack with a glare. Look, you guys keep doing what you’re doing, but if you see Grim call us we’re on channel.”

Feeling the Jedi disperse, Phetter eyeballed their departures. He thought to call Master Sidious, but a flicker of red had again caught his attention. Fauna Scarlet was reentering the brothel. Realizing he had been there for a while, she must have went out and went back in. Nonetheless, even with Jedi around, he had enough of her red charades. She was no longer looking for rigged elections. The Jedi walked by his fresh kill without a notice; what was one more body, then, in a place that cared so little about life and death. He had time: his new meeting with the Blue Seed seller was still an hour away.

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

CHAPTER 63.3

“Oh, this is rich,” noted Coy Madex. He was piloting his newly bought vessel over the many parked ships of Ancesca when a spot opened for him right next to the Jedi Joke; the Corellian Sidewinder XL was not hard to miss, the flashiest ship in the crowd. He had lost Beja Tu somewhere in the air as they struggled to find places to land, but he could find him with an open comm channel. “Beja Tu, where are you?”
There was a chuckle, and the Jedi responded, “West of the main formation. Where you at?”

“Same sector, different address,” mused Coy. “Get this: there is a Force!”

“You mean all that training and dedication did not convince you?”

“No, I’m landing right next to the late Branch Lur’s ship.”

Beja Tu had landed his ship and began to depart. Switching to his comlink, he said, “You going to tag it this time?”

“Ah, Beja, you’re acting like he’s going to get away this time,” mused Coy. He was playing with a tracking beacon as well as his own comlink, rising up to leave his ship. “Where’s your optimism?”
“At our stop before the previous one, where She got the best of us,” noted Beja Tu. He was careful with his words as others gave him just the briefest of glances. Sellers of information where everywhere on this world, and worse the presence of the Sith here could not be discounted; the Force was greatly disturbed here.

Beja Tu watched something fly in the air: a tracking beacon. He stepped over, and under the ships, and appeared in the same aisle way as the Bothan. Coy turned to look at him and kept talking though comlink, saying, “You know, that’s the whole point of having everyone together, at the same time; no holes in containment.”

“If I recall, you and a few others were stuck on ships,” said Beja Tu in his comlink.

“No excuses this time.” Coy shut his comlink off as his former apprentice strolled up to him. “I have a feeling she’s here.” Her comlink chirped, causing him to frown with Beja Tu. He thumbed it on and said, “With K-dirt you get pay dirt?”
“Cheap broadcast contest jingles, seriously?” said Jive Kring on the other end.

“Keeps the snoopies guessing,” said Coy. He then frowned again and asked, “Eh….where are you?”

“If we’re commed this good with comlinks, guess?”

Coy stopped joking, turning his attention to Beja Tu; already, Beja Tu was scooping the area around him. “Your man is here.”

“Yup.” Jive was just as careful as the other two about saying anything. “Found his ship, but not him. Ran into our friends here; haven’t seen our respected targets. Planted a seed.”

“I landed by the Joke,” instructed Coy, keeping the name short. “Empty. Planted a seed there too.”
“Good, but does this mean we’re getting our eggs together in one basket?”

“You know what’s disturbed, what’d you think?”

There was some pause for thought, and Jive said, “I think we better get everyone else here.”

“I couldn’t agree more. Focus where you are; Beja Tu and I have the outskirts.” Coy switched the transmission off, put away his comlink, and tapped at his belt buckle; a homing beacon began to broadcast to the nearest Sith Hunter ships, and they in turned broadcasted through nearly all the channels the homing beacon signal.

“We better not get too jumpy here,” warned Beja Tu. “Once we bare our weapons here against our enemy she’ll gain ‘friends’ really quick.”

“I’m sure everyone coming and everyone here knows that very well,” said Coy. “That’s the risk we’re going to have to take. We can’t let any of those we are after leave this planet alive.”

“Agreed,” said Beja Tu stoically. He joined Coy on his right side and the two began to patrol the outer formation of ships. 
Another chirp from his comlink and the Bothan was on it. “Madex?”
“Coy, its Jrimmer,” said the Human Sith Hunter. The transmission was badly distorted, cutting in and out, a constant static whine that pitched high every few seconds.

“Jrimmer, you’re breaking up.” As Coy made subtled adjustments to his comlink, Jrimmer’s master tried to join the conversation via conference mode to perhaps fix the problem. Coy whispered, “I think he found the classified’s transceiver source.”

“I need a holo….spotted….here.”

“Sounds like he needs a holo of someone,” remarked Beja Tu.

“He’s tied into Yhon’s B.B.A. interface, so if he’s at that transceiver he’s not going to access any holo files.” Coy raised his voice and said, “Jrimmer, head west! Head west!” He waited, and the transmission began to really whine. “Head west! Repeat, head west! Head west right now!”

There was some time passage, and then the link cleared up a bit. Grimmer still sounded surreal, “How’s this?”

“Best you could do, but we can hear you,” said Beja Tu.

“Good, I need an aged-progressed holoimage of Noss Phetter: I swear I ran into him ten minutes ago.”

The two Sith Hunters looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Beja Tu said, “What did Jive say about eggs in one basket?”

“Too many, and one will fall out and crack,” mused Coy. “Jrimmer, we’re here on the planet, not at the ships, and everyone’s coming but look: is he right there?”
“No,” came the wobbling response. “I mean, me and Enfungo literally ran into him. It looked like him, but I want to be sure.”

“It’s him,” stressed Coy. “I bet one of my four testes it’s him. If you see him again, take him down. If it’s the wrong, we cut him loose with an apology. Out.” The Bothan kept his comlink in his hand to be ready for the next surprise call. He shook his head and lamented, “Can you believe our luck?”
“You mean our bad luck?” noted Beja Tu. “With so many elements of our quest coming together its splitting us up physically in different directions.”
“One of them is going to lead us to our target.” Coy looked around him, feeling something there in the Force other than the disturbance. “I can feel it.”

As the two Sith Hunters proceeded on with their inquiry, McBain, wrapped up in freshly stolen blankets, slithered out of hiding from under a low riding skiff; he had been hiding there ever since he saw Coy throw the tracking beacon at the Jedi Joke. He had landed far earlier than anyone else, but McBain had not felt all that good. He rested, and when he woke up he was feeling just a bit better, however his skin had gotten greener, black dotted, warty in some places, and scabby. Fearing his appearance, he had left his ship, snuck around very early in the morning, and procured his beggar’s disguise. He was just on his way back to the ship when the Sith Hunter was spotted and he took evasive action.

Shivering even with his blankets on, McBain croaked instead of coughed when struck with a need to clear his lungs. He checked the time on his chromo and took his time walking to the rendezvous point. The buyer of the Blue Seed had told him to look for a place where there was much water and holographic images on display, where nearby that would be a place called a ‘bar’ that was next to a brothel; McBain was reminded of Ord Mantell with the mentioning of a brothel. Unfortunately he had to keep thinking of those directions. There were times he felt like he was swimming; everything felt floated. His frog pox-infected condition was making him hallucinate from time to time; he kept seeing that Vhinphyc that saved him on Commenor out of the corners of his watery eyes. After this delivery, he swore he would fine her and call her Savior!
McBain dabbed at his bald forehead and shook his brain clear. The fever would also induce unwanted feelings of euphoria he could not shake. Sometimes it made the pain in his useless arm fade out; his medication was all used up, but the virus was leaving him in a state it was as if he had not run out. He just pushed himself along, hoping he could make it long enough to get rid of the infernal Blue Seed, and realistically begin the journey for home.

He saw the Vhinphyc again, only this time not when his eyes were blurry, not out of the corner of them, not as some instant ‘she’s there, she’s gone’ type of trick. She was standing there, looking around her and at everything carefully, sporting a worn robe with a hood drawn up. She sighed, turned, and walked away. When she had to sidestep approaching aliens, McBain realized then she was not a hallucination. He carefully marched on, quietly pursuing her, and for the time being forgetting about his meeting with the buyer.
--------------------

CHAPTER 63.4

The holofountain tagged Casper’s notice first, blared an image of Juna for every hunter to see. As those rogues that attacked Juna’s place claimed there was a price on her head. And it did get a lot of attention by those around than the hijacked HoloNet News feed, which only made him cringe. Once again, he admitted, Madex was not pulling any punches, kicks, or head butts. This action was reckless to the health of Angelleia, too, especially when he felt for certain both she and Juna was on this planet for some blasted, crazy reason. It drove him to look for Angelleia, and find her fast.

When he saw the red cloak figure enter the bar across the street, Casper sighed some relief; finally, he could grab Rose and just tell her what’s going on; perhaps she learned the location of the transmission. It was just more important to notify her in person than by comlink in the event beforehand she was getting that information in a delicate situation. Since he saw her, he might as well back her up if not talk to her beforehand.

Once inside, Casper pulled back the hood on his poncho and took a look around. The place was full and badly lit and had no air purification system; whatever was being exhaled by half the populace in the place was surely illegal and intoxicating. Despite the poor lighting, he spotted Rose at the main bar partition and was in a row, based on her gestures, with a Jawa. Off of Tatooine, Jawas were not as small, a biological trigger in their bodies that make them adapt to their environment; this one matched Rose’s height. The Jawa made a rude gesture and stomped away; Rose threw her hands up and sulked over the bar soon afterwards.
Casper made his way, eyeing everything he could, before slipping in beside Rose. He muttered, “It’s me.” Her hooded head came up. “I came here because I felt Angelleia; she’s here on the planet. So is…” He looked around the bar, and then whispered, “You know who.”

She turned to him, and for a moment he could not understand her expression; perhaps it was the Saberskin distorting it so, he still was not used to the shiny coating. She then said, “Casper?”

Casper blinked, and he saw her eyes, her PURPLE EYES, grow large. It had been a long time, but he would never forget such purple eyes, and they belonged to only one Human he knew of. “Muriel?”

Without a thought, he acted as if he was making a move on her and slid his right hand into her hood; he pulled some of her red locks from under it; the tips were gray, the rest covered by Saberskin interpretations of hair. The Jedi let his hand drift down to one of her hands, right in the fingers. She immediately squeezed them to help her hold back her tears and tamper down her shock.

Casper stepped closer to her, and on a whim just wrapped his arm around her waist to draw her closer; Muriel responded as an interested woman should and moved closer. Under the circumstances, it was the best they could do to achieve a hug of friendship. He whispered, “I found out recently you were not dead.”

Muriel said softly, “I never realized you can look so old with that crazy hair.” She licked her lips and asked, “So Rose is here?”

“Yes; I got you two mixed up. We were attacked at Mesurea as I tried to find Juna and Angelleia.” Casper looked around after mentioning Juna’s name. “Turns out they are here somewhere.”

“I know, Juna told me to come,” said Muriel quietly. “She’s on to the Wettlespear killer; she figures he’s going to be here. I was supposed keep an eye out for him, but I poked around and made arrangements to meet with Callous Pritt.” She chuckled. “Unfortunately, Rose being here explains why my Jawa contact claims he had already told me where the meeting was; he was not going to tell me again.”

“Pritt runs this.”

“For the Bounty Hunter’s Guild, yes; the Guild themselves is currently not here. Pritt is an arbitrator, a comptroller of the operation in their absence. One of his many functions is to ensure the Ancesca Classified Boards are fully operational.” Muriel offered just a small smile and said, “Dizzy and Pritt had gone way back; they were in touch with one another, up until Dizzy had passed away.”
“I am sorry about that,” said Casper remorsefully, squeezing her shoulder.

“It wasn’t your fault; it was no one’s fault,” said Muriel. She sighed and got right back to business; that was Muriel Thahada Arnes, a bleeding heart but not a dweller on matters that could interfere in a mission. “Pritt never sees anyone, allegedly; that’s part in parcel to the security he rigged up personally.”

“But there’s a way.”

“Always is. Dizzy had told me of it long ago, and so it was true when I found that Jawa; he’s Pritt’s liaison. I paid him and sent along a message that I was Dizzy’s wife and I needed to see him for a favor.”
Casper nodded and said, “It’s a better plan than I and Rose had. So could you simply ask him to put a halt to this bounty, or were you just going to use him to locate the database?”

Muriel licked her lips and looked away. She said, “Actually, I was going to kill him, kill everyone around him, and then remove the bounty from the database by destroying the data base.” She glanced sidelong at Casper’s disapproving look. “Yup, I knew you were going to hate that great idea.”

“No one has to die here.”

“A lot of people are; I already feel it. It’s a matter of how, and by who, and by what.” She shook her head. “You picked the wrong time to preach morality, Casper. With Angelleia here, her mother” and Muriel was careful again not to say Juna’s name “is going to have her look for this database to make sure McBain is coming here for that Blue Seed exchange. I’m willing to bet, being raised by you, she’s capable of locating it on her own. That in itself has its own risks. Would you like to hear another one?”

“By all means,” insisted Casper.

“About half an hour ago I knocked out Senator Onidas Grim of Godric as he was snooping around the Falcon.”
Frowning, Casper asked, “Any particular reason why he would be here?”

“I don’t know, but I bet it has something to do with Bly Coaxial,” said Muriel with certainty. “I’m sure he’s waking up as we speak in the cargo hold. I can’t be holding on to him when things go sour while trying to fix the big problem we’re facing at this moment.”

“Angelleia?”

“No, Rose: she’s got my invitation to go see Pritt. I don’t know what she told you on Mesurea, but she’s got the same plans for Pritt as I do.”

“She said she was going to get Coy Madex’s apex number. She reasoned it was Madex that paid for the bounty.”

Muriel worked her mouth around and said, “Well, he does have the money.” Casper looked at her in question. She took note of his look and said, “You mean you don’t know?”

“I know a great deal about Madex,” said Casper, forcing himself not to identify the Jedi any more than he was. “A great deal.”

“Apparently not enough,” said the red head after she measured his reaction. “We had him figured out before you did.”

Casper frowned again and said, “I’m missing something.”

“It’s not important right now.” Muriel looked at her time piece built into her wrist band. “What is important is that Rose could be putting herself in a bind in about fifteen minutes. Believe me, Rose was not going to get you that apex code. She was just stringing you along so you wouldn’t stop her from doing what she knows must be done.”

“To unleash unwanted bloodshed,” said Casper.

“In order to protect Angelleia from having to do something rash, yeah I would like to do it. I won’t sleep well at night, but knowing the Sith are back, from what I’ve seen, I haven’t slept well at all anyways.” Muriel shook her head. “I won’t let the Blue Seed fall in the wrong hands, and I won’t have Angelleia killed over something rash, and Rose wouldn’t either.”
“If Rose knows they are here,” said Casper. “She doesn’t.”

“Regardless, Rose is going to do what’s best, because that’s how me and Juna trained her,” said Muriel. “I got little time to express every single one of the well over one hundred or so individual examples of the Sith ruining this galaxy we’ve uncovered. Angelleia’s mother has declared war on the Sith since, at first, it appeared the Jedi Order was not going to do a damn thing about it. Turns out we were too right with Madex involved: his sights have been locked on Her ever since. 

“But enough of that, this is what I do know: Callous Pritt is not going to call off a death mark at a hundred grand. Everyone in the Fringe has gotten an edge to them now: I never seen it this way ever, and when Dizzy was alive he was aghast by the cruelty increase; many of his friends didn’t survive the shift in policy, so to speak. That’s the Sith’s doing: they’ve brought a darkness upon this galaxy only they are known for. Against someone like Pritt, just like the Sith, there is only one thing you can do: to stop it you kill it. One in the chest, two in the head always works.”
She urged Casper to follow her. She took his hand in a playful matter, as if they were now a couple. But as they walked she leaned in on him and said, “But as the Jawa explained to me there were going to be certain conditions I was going to have to meet prior to meeting Pritt. I’m certain it was going to be Q and A about Dizzy’s past with him, or something in Dizzy’s past that only I would know of. Rose doesn’t know any of that.”

“She could be lead to a trap,” said Casper, the problem dawning on him. “There’s so much to comprehend, what do we do?”

“Don’t try to contact her, for starters,” instructed Muriel. “I’m going to have to find her or the rendezvous point before she reaches it and hope to god the process of meeting Pritt is not a complicated one.”

Mulling it over, Casper instead stopped Muriel outside the bar’s entrance and said, “No, contact Juna if you can; try and get her to get to Angelleia. Try-.” 
He stopped talking, grabbed Muriel, and shoved her back in the bar. The red head did not object; she took the look of his face for what it was based on her training and her instincts: danger coming. He said in the recess, “Damn.”

He had Muriel peek around his blocking body to see a Human walking by, suddenly slowing down once he passed the bar from the other side of the street. Casper said, “That is one of the Sith Hunters. They’re here.”

Muriel pulled her back quickly and said, “He’s looking this way.”
“I know: he made me in the Force,” said Casper. He pulled Muriel towards him and said, “I won’t argue with you anymore, do what you must do. Get out of here, I’ll distract him.”

“If you fight here-,” began Muriel.

“There won’t be a fight,” insisted Casper. He turned her around and pushed her hard, insisting she run, get out of there somehow, or hide. Muriel professionally took the hint and lost herself in the crowded bar.

In the proceeding moments, under the circumstances, a crazy idea entered his mind. Casper told himself to make it work, and so he turned around and stepped outside the bar just as Jrimmer Dugal was approaching the door. Both men stopped in their tracks, separated precisely by their lightsaber reach.

“Casper,” began Jrimmer, mindful of their place as Jedi surrounded by beings that would love nothing better than to kill them.

“Jrimmer, I’m glad you are here,” began Casper. “Why or how I’m here is irrelevant. I have seen everything you have given me. I’m compelled by the evidence.”
“You are?” questioned the younger man, more in surprise than in doubt.

Casper played on that. “Yes, but I’m afraid I don’t trust the messenger. I don’t mean you, I mean Coy Madex.” After consideration, he said, “She is here.” It did not take Jrimmer long to understand who, and so his eyes widened. “And so is Angelleia. I don’t want Angelleia to get hurt; you don’t want her too either. I want to take her home.”

“That is what I want,” said Jrimmer, honestly; Casper knew he meant it. “This new course of action Coy took is out of line, considering Angelleia could get killed in the crossfire. What do you propose?”

“I can get Her here,” began Casper, insisting that it was Juna. “I will do this on two conditions, and they are non-negotiable.”

“You have my word,” said Jrimmer. “I will honor them.”

“The first is that I get Angelleia, and I don’t see any of you near her, touching her, or even speaking to her. I get her, we walk away from this, we go back to the Jedi Temple, or we go somewhere else. And second, I want Her captured.”

Jrimmer’s eyes widened. “The first one is doable, but the second-.”

“She’s to be captured, Jrimmer. Killing her will not get us answers, only satisfy certain people who would like to see her dead. One of those people, and you know this, is Madex.” Casper sighed and said, “I believe I can bring Her in. She’s reasonable, I know it. She won’t do it if all you people want to do is immediately cut off her head. Let me bring her in, agreed to be captured, and brought to the Jedi Temple to serve time for the things she has allegedly done. Sell that to Madex: meet me back here: you have two minutes.”
“Two minutes?” Jrimmer was already deducing the Sith Hunters would perhaps not have enough time to counter the offer tactically.

“Two minutes, or I tell Her to run,” said Casper. He turned and went back into the bar. He hurried around inside and eventually found Muriel in the deepest, darkest back part of it. He said, “In about three minutes you’re going to get out of here. I don’t want them to see you.”

“Yeah, they know me: I fought them on Zonloki,” said Muriel.

“After those three minutes, just get the hell out of here,” said Casper. “Make contact with Juna, tell her when the time is right she’s to meet me here, right here.”

Muriel mulled that and said, “She’ll know.”

“I’m counting on it,” said Casper. “In the meantime do what you must do; get Rose out of the jam. And please, whatever happens” he took both her hands and squeezed them, deciding what to say, and deciding not to say it “get Senator Grim out of this mess.”
“He’s plopped himself in it,” said Muriel.

“Find a way to get him back to Coruscant,” insisted Casper. “Just do it.”

Muriel nodded and said, “I think I know a way, but Rose’s has to come first.”

Casper just nodded and walked back outside. There was Jrimmer, putting away his comlink. He said, “Coy says he agrees with the arrangements.”
“Give me a hour,” said Casper. He looked at Jrimmer and said, “And whatever happens, Jrimmer, I have your assurance this arrangement is continued.” The younger Jedi frowned. “Can I trust you to adhere to this arrangement, regardless of what transpires, no matter what? I am looking for a positive end here, not a stereotypical one.” He sighed and noted, “You want that, too: I saw it in your eyes at HoloNet One.”
Jrimmer wanted to say no, but the young Jedi just said, “This all could be a misunderstanding. I want Her to explain Herself; she won’t get that chance if She’s dead.” He encouraged, “Please, beg of Her not to resist capture, and I assure you I will see to it She is treated with great respect. But She must come with us willingly to ensure all our safety.”
“I understand.” Casper just turned around and went back into the bar; he already knew Muriel had slipped out before he did a lap around inside. Finished, he found a booth in the back and proceeded to further formulate his plans. Someone was not going to like the outcome; that outcome was going to be determined by Juna or by Madex. One way or the other, the questions had to be asked and answered here, now, and the madness of the past few months must come to end.
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