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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

      
      Alia Terae; pirate (human female)
      

      
      Anakaret; smuggler (Twi’lek female)
      

      
      Andevid; pirate (Aqualish male)
      

      
      Aral tukor Viest; pirate flightmaster (Lorrdian female)
      

      
      C-3PO; masculine protocol droid
      

      
      Caline Metara; captain, Aegis (human female)
      

      
      Chewbacca; copilot, Millennium Falcon (Wookiee male)
      

      
      Dannan Kelvan; second in command, Aegis (human male)
      

      
      Degoren; Imperial commander (human male)
      

      
      Han Solo; captain, Millennium Falcon (human male)
      

      
      Jerell; aide to General Willard (human male)
      

      
      Kearn-sa’Davit; rebel (Videllan male)
      

      
      Kifar Itran; rebel (human male)
      

      
      Leia Organa; rebel (human female)
      

      
      Luke Skywalker; rebel (human male)
      

      
      R2-D2; masculine astromech droid
      

      
      Sian Tesar; rebel (human female)
      

      
      Vanden Willard; rebel general (human male)
      

      
   
      
      
         
         A long time ago in a galaxy far, far away.…

         
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER ONE

      
      LEIA ORGANA HAD A BAD FEELING ABOUT THIS.
      

      
      “At least their timing is spot-on,” she said, watching the transmission download on
         the comm screen. She and General Willard were on the Gamble’s small bridge, where Captain Denlan and Lieutenant Esrai occupied the pilot’s and
         copilot’s seats. They had just exited hyperspace, the starfield steadying in the viewport
         as the ship slowed to sublight speed.
      

      
      Captain Denlan said, “If we’d been a little later taking off, or if our hyperdrive
         hadn’t been tuned just right, we would have missed it.”
      

      
      “Well, we didn’t,” Leia said, more sharply than she had intended. If only the Rebel
         Alliance could have afforded to equip all its ships with the comm equipment necessary
         to receive hyperwave transmissions, this vulnerable moment could have been avoided.
         Still, so far the mission had gone as planned. There was no reason she should be on
         edge like this … but she was. At least, she told herself, they wouldn’t have to wait
         around for long.
      

      
      “I’m just glad fleet command got the time conversion right,” Esrai said, her hands
         making quick adjustments to the control board. “That would have been embarrassing.”
      

      
      “Embarrassing is one word for it,” General Willard commented. He was standing next to Leia’s comm
         station, his attention on the percentage-complete bar on the download screen. He was
         a tall, spare human with short graying hair, and Leia knew him well enough to see
         that he was uneasy as well. “Princess?”
      

      
      “We have it.” Leia turned her chair around to face the computer console and checked
         the log to make certain the entire message had been recorded. It had. Now they just
         needed to decode the transmitted coordinates and program the jump to the meeting where
         they were to negotiate the purchase of raw materials for the construction of Echo
         Base, the new secret headquarters of the Rebel Alliance.
      

      
      With the base so near to completion, the last couple of months hadn’t been easy. So
         many things had gone wrong, and the Alliance was dangerously short on resources. Leia
         would allow herself to breathe a little easier only when this mission was over and
         the materials secured.
      

      
      “We’re done here,” she said. “Captain—”

      
      “Wait.” Esrai’s voice was sharp. “I’ve got a sensor contact. It’s pretty far out but—”

      
      So much for breathing easier. Every nerve in Leia’s body told her something had just
         gone terribly wrong. They were in the Mid Rim, at the farthest edge of an uninhabited
         system called Eschaton. With nothing more than a scatter of cold barren planets and
         one glowing ball of a striped blue gas giant, the system should have drawn little
         to no traffic; there was no reason for any other ships to be here. She snapped, “Take
         us into hyperspace—now!”
      

      
      She started to turn her seat forward. Then something hit her from behind and slammed
         her into the console. The safety straps ground painfully into her chest. Her ears
         rang and her eyes watered; heat washed against her neck. A heartbeat later she realized
         it had been a blast impact.
      

      
      She twisted around to see Denlan and Esrai slumped over their consoles. The controls
         sparked with stray energy, the metal blackened with the force of the blast, and smoke
         streamed into the air. Leia fumbled for the straps with numb fingers, opened the buckles,
         and pushed to her feet. She took a step forward and fell to her knees. She landed
         next to General Willard, who had been thrown into the base of the comp-console.
      

      
      She said his name aloud but couldn’t hear her own voice. Her ears still rang with
         the ship’s alarm klaxons, strangely distant. The general’s face was bloody and his
         eyes were closed, but as she put her hand on his chest she felt him breathe. She gasped
         in relief, then grabbed her chair and pulled herself upright again.
      

      
      Through the viewport, all she saw was a wheeling starfield; the ship was in an uncontrolled
         tumble. Every readout on the bridge was either redlined, blinking in an emergency
         setting, or blank. She stumbled to the pilot’s seat and gripped Denlan’s shoulder.
         She started to pull him up off the sparking console and then froze, her stomach twisting.
         The control panel directly in front of him had exploded and blown a hole in his chest.
         Gritting her teeth, she let him go and turned to Esrai, who was slumped over sideways.
         Leia felt for a pulse at the lieutenant’s throat, and her hand came away slick with
         blood. Dreading what she would see, she lifted Esrai’s hair aside. There was shrapnel
         embedded in her temple. Esrai’s dark eyes were open but fixed, dead.
      

      
      Leia squeezed her own eyes shut, willing her stomach not to turn. Then the deck thumped
         and shuddered under her, and she grabbed the back of the copilot’s seat. They were
         still taking fire. She looked for the sensor screen to get some idea of where their
         attacker was.
      

      
      One of her ears popped, and the din of klaxons grew louder. But one alarm was close
         at hand and particularly insistent. It came from one of the few functioning readouts
         on the command panel and showed a rapidly dropping percentage. BRIDGE CONTAINMENT SHIELD FAILING, Leia read, and her gaze went to the viewport. There was a deep, ragged crack in
         the lower quarter.
      

      
      Leia swore and lunged across the bridge. She hit the release on the hatch and leaned
         down to grab Willard. The only reason she wasn’t breathing vacuum right now was that
         the containment shield had automatically covered the port when it detected the breach;
         she didn’t know how long until it failed, but the alarm suggested that could happen
         at any moment.
      

      
      She pulled Willard into a sitting position and then realized the hatch wasn’t open.
         She stood and hit the release again. No response.
      

      
      “Oh, you have to be joking,” Leia snarled, and popped open the plate for the manual
         release. The containment-shield warning screamed in her ears as she pulled the lever
         for the manual override. She felt the hatch’s locking mechanism click, but it still didn’t slide open. She dug her fingers
         between the seals, braced a boot against the comp-console, and put all her strength
         into dragging the doors open.
      

      
      Slowly the hatch moved until she had just enough clearance to force her shoulders
         through. From the increasingly frantic shrieks of the containment alarm, she didn’t
         have time for any more. She leaned down, clutched the back of the general’s jacket,
         and started to pull his unconscious body through the opening.
      

      
      Right at the point where she thought she was going to get both of them stuck and they
         were going to not only die, but die in an extremely undignified position, she heard
         boot steps pound toward her from the corridor.
      

      
      “Here!” Leia yelled, her voice sounding harsh and desperate to her own ears.

      
      A crew member appeared in the compartment door, took in the situation, and lunged
         forward. She grabbed General Willard under the arms and threw her weight backward.
         Leia lifted his legs and squeezed through and out of the bridge, then pointed toward
         the compartment blast door. “Hurry, the hatch won’t seal, no time—”
      

      
      She knew her words were coming out incoherent, but the woman understood her. Together
         they dragged the general across the compartment and out into the corridor. As soon
         as they were clear, Leia dropped his legs and flung herself on the door control to
         hit the emergency seal. It slid shut just as the containment alarm shrieked one last
         time, then abruptly went silent. Leia felt a rumble and a thump through the metal
         as the bridge’s port gave way.
      

      
      Breathing hard, the woman asked, “The captain and Esrai are dead?” She was a tall
         human, with dark brown skin and braided dark hair pulled tightly back. She would have
         been lovely except for the haggard worry in her expression. Her nose was bleeding
         and the skin around her eyes was bruised, as if she’d had a face-first encounter with
         a console or a bulkhead.
      

      
      Leia nodded. “When the first blast hit.” The deck rumbled under her feet, a vibration
         from a near-miss blast impact. They needed to get the ship away. There was a comm
         panel near the hatch, and she pushed the all-ship alert. “Han Solo! Han, can you hear
         me?”
      

      
      At first the only reply was the rumble of the firefight. Then another comm answered. She heard yelling in the background and a voice said, “He’s operating
         the guns with Barani, Your Highness. Are you all right? The bulkhead doors to the
         upper deck are down, we can’t get to you—”
      

      
      That was all Leia needed, the pilot most experienced at this sort of desperate situation
         locked out of the control deck. “The bridge is depressurized,” she said. “I’m going
         to engage auxiliary control and take the ship into hyperspace. Just try to hold them
         off a little longer.” She had no idea who “they” even were, though it was safe to
         assume it was an Imperial ship. She didn’t want to admit over the open comm that she
         hadn’t even gotten a glimpse of their attacker yet.
      

      
      “Yes, Your Highness,” the voice said, and Leia heard him yell, “She said to keep shooting!”
         before the comm switched into standby.
      

      
      “We need to get to auxiliary control.” Leia hesitated, looking down at Willard’s inert
         body; he was breathing, and there was nothing she could do for him until the ship
         was out of danger. She started down the corridor, the other woman following. Leia
         wanted to run, but the deck rolled underfoot, a sign that the grav controls were beginning
         to fail.
      

      
      She looked at her companion. “You—” The woman wasn’t wearing any insignia; because
         of the mission, no one aboard was wearing anything that might identify them as Rebel
         Alliance, and most were dressed in plain fatigues or as civilian spacers. But Leia
         vaguely remembered seeing her in the Independence’s fighter bay. “You’re a pilot? Can you fly this ship?”
      

      
      “I’m an X-wing pilot. I’ve flown slow cargo transports, airspeeders, but—I’ll try.”

      
      That was all Leia could ask for at the moment. The Gamble was a small converted freighter with a crew of twenty, no fighters, but far more
         quad lasers than its size and cargo space warranted. The conversion and installation
         of the extra armament had left the ship’s corridors narrow and the layout a maze.
         Esrai had said the controls were as jury-rigged and altered as the rest of the ship,
         and Leia’s vision was starting to blur. “I’m sorry, I don’t remember your name—”
      

      
      The deck pitched and threw them both into the bulkhead. The other woman took hold
         of Leia’s arm and, pushing off with her free hand against the wall, towed her down
         the corridor. “I’m Sian Tesar. I was down in engineering when you came aboard.”
      

      
      “Oh, good. I always try to meet the entire crew, so I don’t have to ask someone if she’s a pilot while we’re in the middle of a firefight.” Leia was dizzy,
         and her head was pounding.
      

      
      They reached the shaft that led to the auxiliary control, and the gravity held on
         just long enough for them to climb down and into the little cabin. There was no viewport,
         just a screen for the sensor data. It was blank, hopefully only because the controls
         were powered down.
      

      
      Punching in the command override to transfer control from what was left of the bridge,
         Leia held her breath. If this didn’t work, they were dead. Everything seemed to hesitate;
         then readouts started to light up, and she breathed in relief.
      

      
      Sian dragged herself into the pilot’s seat and hit the master to power up the boards.
         She winced as the screens came to life. “Our deflector shields are down, and we’ve
         got turbolaser fire incoming. I can’t see what’s shooting at us.”
      

      
      Leia wrestled herself into the second chair and fastened the straps. “If it was anything
         close to the size of a cruiser, this would be over by now.” She powered up the navicomputer
         and was relieved to see that the hyperdrive was still there, at least for the moment.
         But capacity was down nearly 50 percent, she realized, checking the diagnostics screen.
         That’s a problem. The blast that had sent such deadly energy through the bridge controls must have
         gone through the engine systems, too, meaning the Gamble couldn’t jump directly back to the fleet. She also couldn’t program a jump to the
         conference location, because the coordinates hadn’t been decoded yet.
      

      
      As Sian coaxed the sublight engines back online, Leia had the nav system check for
         valid coordinates nearby. They could look for a port later—right now, they just needed
         to get away. She glanced at the screen just as the sensors caught an image of their
         attacker. “It’s a light corvette,” she told Sian. Which meant the Imperials hadn’t
         known about this mission for long. If they had had the time, they would have sent
         something much bigger.
      

      
      Sian swore and pushed the control yoke forward. “If they get us in their tractor beam,
         they could board us.”
      

      
      “Then don’t let them get us in their tractor beam,” Leia said, making her voice cool
         despite the pounding of her heart.
      

      
      Sian flashed her a sudden grin, proving Leia’s estimation of her correct. “Can do.”

      
      As Sian turned their uncontrolled tumble into a deliberate spiral, Leia adjusted what
         was left of the shields to compensate for the failed sections and directed more sensor
         data to the screen. She had to fumble for controls that weren’t where she expected
         them to be; fortunately Sian was a quicker study and seemed to adjust rapidly to the
         layout of the console. The ship shuddered again at a near miss; on the weapons screen
         Leia could see the Gamble’s turbolasers still returning fire.
      

      
      Sian put the ship through an evasive maneuver that made all the failing systems redline.
         She flew the converted heavy freighter like an X-wing, a strategy that Leia highly
         approved of, even though it was probably the only way Sian knew to fly. Then suddenly
         the ship swung out of the corvette’s kill zone and into a clear starfield.
      

      
      “Come on, come on,” Leia muttered, glancing at the navicomputer. The alert pinged
         as it finally fixed on a set of coordinates. She confirmed them and configured the
         jump, narrowing her eyes in concentration, trying to think past the aching pain in
         her head and make sure she didn’t tell the computer to drop them into a star. “We’re
         going into hyperspace,” she said, and slid the control levers down.
      

      
      Leia felt the engines stutter; then sudden power surged through the ship and the starfield
         blurred into streaks of light.
      

      
      The readouts jumped between redline and normal, then finally settled on a range Leia
         interpreted as “not great but not likely to explode anytime soon.” She slumped back
         and put her pounding skull gently against the worn headrest. That was the kind of
         excitement she could have lived without.
      

      
      Sian let out a long breath. “We made it.” She glanced at Leia. “Sort of.”

      
      “Yes, sort of,” Leia agreed grimly.

      
      While Sian went to see if she could get the blocked blast doors open to the lower
         decks, Leia took a moment to find a data card in the supply case in the auxiliary
         control locker. She checked the navicomputer and saw it had the transmission, copied
         over from the main console in the bridge when she had transferred control here. She
         saved the transmission to the data card and then deleted the original from the system.
      

      
      The comm was starting to buzz with reports of wounded. The Gamble had a small medical unit and a medic, whom Leia hoped could handle the injuries until they could get to a safe facility with a medical droid.
      

      
      And she needed to find out who had told the Imperials where the Gamble would be coming out of hyperspace. It was tempting to think that the intel could
         have come from somewhere in Kearn-sa’Davit’s organization. He was the Alliance agent
         who had arranged the meeting with the traders with whom she was to negotiate. But
         Leia knew the leak was far more likely to have come from someone in the Rebel Alliance’s
         chain of communication. She rubbed her eyes wearily. This could be a terrible setback
         to their plans for Echo Base.
      

      
      The screen signaled that the transmission had been transferred to the data card and
         deleted from the nav system. She popped the card out of the slot and slipped it into
         her vest pocket. She would still need to decode it, but at least the transmission
         was safe. Even if the Imperial corvette had intercepted it, only Leia and General
         Willard had the decoding key. So it’s just as safe as we are, Leia thought, appreciating the irony. With a groan, she unstrapped herself and started
         to climb back up the shaft to the bridge deck.
      

      
      The gravity returned when she was in mid-climb, slamming her against the wall before
         the compensators in the shaft adjusted. “That’s great,” she told the compensators
         and the universe in general. “Thank you so much.”
      

      
      She climbed out of the shaft just as Han bolted around the corner. Sian must have
         gotten the blast doors open to the lower part of the ship. “Good,” Leia said. “I need
         help with General Willard. He’s hurt—”
      

      
      “Leia—” Han caught her shoulders. He didn’t look injured, except for a developing
         bruise on his forehead and some smudges and burn marks on the sleeve of his white
         shirt that must have come from proximity to an explosion. “Can you hear me?”
      

      
      Leia glared up at him. “Yes, obviously.”

      
      Han touched the right side of her face and held up his hand. It was covered with blood.
         “You’re bleeding.”
      

      
      “Oh. No, it’s—” She stepped back and pressed a hand to her ear. No wonder Han thought
         she was hurt. The blood was all down her cheek, in her braids—it must have been sprayed
         across the bridge cabin when Denlan and Esrai had been hit. “That’s from Captain Denlan.
         Or Lieutenant Esrai. They were both—they’re both dead.” Leia turned away and started down the corridor, almost swaying into the bulkhead. She couldn’t stop
         moving now; if she did, she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to start again.
      

      
      General Willard still lay in the corridor where she and Sian had left him. Leia knelt
         beside him, overbalanced when her head swam at just the wrong moment, but managed
         not to fall on him. He was still breathing, and when she carefully felt his skull
         she found blood and a lump but nothing more alarming. She looked around, realizing
         she had misplaced Han at some point, but he arrived a moment later with a medkit.
      

      
      He knelt on Willard’s other side, tearing the kit open. “You look like hell, Princess.”

      
      “I know that, thank you.” Leia reached for the diagnostics scanner, and Han handed
         her a coldpack instead. Maybe that was best. The small readout on the scanner just
         looked like a green blur to her at the moment. She put the pack against the lump on
         the general’s temple and was relieved when he stirred a little and murmured something.
         She said, “That’s a good sign.”
      

      
      “Here.” Han was trying to hand her another coldpack.

      
      “I don’t know where else he’s hurt yet,” Leia said, exasperated.

      
      “It’s for you.” When she stared at him, Han said, slowly and clearly, “Put it on your
         head.”
      

      
      “Oh.” Leia pressed it against the side of her face and winced in relief. The chill
         revived her a little, the darkness that hovered at the edges of her vision receding
         as the vertigo faded. Which was a good thing, because Sian and Jerell, General Willard’s
         aide, were hurrying down the corridor toward her.
      

      
      “Your Highness!” Jerell said, sounding horrified. “The general—”

      
      “He’s alive,” Leia told him. “He was knocked out when the first blast hit. Who is
         the ranking officer on board?”
      

      
      Jerell was a slim, pale human, another Alderaan survivor, and he looked very young
         at the moment. Uneasily, as if all too conscious of giving bad news, he said, “You
         are, Your Highness.”
      

      
      “Right.” That’s what I was afraid of, Leia thought grimly. Han aimed the diagnostics scanner at her, then frowned at the
         results. Leia pretended to ignore him. She was fairly certain she had a concussion,
         but she didn’t have time for it just now. “I need a status report on the damage and
         the wounded. Are all the crew accounted for?”
      

      
      Still watching her worriedly, Jerell said, “Yes, Your Highness. There’s seven wounded,
         including General Willard. Mostly burns from when a panel in the engineering compartment
         and a laser cannon operating console exploded.” He glanced at the sealed door to the
         bridge compartment again and swallowed hard. “Captain Denlan and Lieutenant Esrai
         are the only dead.”
      

      
      That was almost half the crew injured. Leia needed to see the medic and find out exactly
         how bad it was. Minor burns and breaks could be dealt with on board, but if they needed
         to get to a medical facility, finding one that wasn’t under Imperial control could
         be …
      

      
      “Should I prepare a transmission to the Independence?” Jerell said.
      

      
      “I’ll do that.” Leia made herself focus on the here and now. She hoped it hadn’t looked
         as if she had zoned out for a moment there. “Someone told the Imperials where we were
         coming out of hyperspace. I’m not convinced it wasn’t someone in the fleet.”
      

      
      “An Imperial agent?” Sian asked.

      
      Jerell frowned, startled and apparently offended. “There can’t be. Our security is
         too thorough.”
      

      
      “Yeah, I’ve heard that before,” Han put in. Leia would have rolled her eyes, but her
         head hurt too much. Jerell was one of the officers in charge of secure communications,
         and Han knew it.
      

      
      “It’s far more likely to be someone involved with this merchant Davit.” Jerell glared
         at Han. “Maybe you’re more used to civilian traders and criminals who don’t have any
         loyalty—”
      

      
      Han started to reply, but Leia interrupted with, “Jerell, if you have to make that
         kind of slight, don’t do it in front of me. Han, you know exactly what you’re doing,
         please stop. Sian—”
      

      
      “I didn’t say anything. Your Highness,” Sian said.

      
      Leia extended her hand. “You can help me up.”

      
      As Sian hauled her to her feet, Leia added, “You’re on watch in auxiliary control
         until I can find someone to help you. And be sure you take care of your nose.”
      

      
      “Take care of my—” Sian touched her nose and winced. “Right.”

      
      Commander Degoren leaned back in his seat, his jaw so tight with suppressed anger
         it made his teeth ache. The rebel ship had vanished into hyperspace, a dissipating ion trail the only trace left behind. He had never cared
         for commanders who raged or threw ranting fits, so he just made himself say flatly,
         “That’s unfortunate.”
      

      
      The crew at the bridge consoles didn’t cringe outwardly, but he could read the tension
         in the set of their shoulders. They knew as well as he did that if Degoren had to
         report to his superiors that he had lost this chance, a quick execution was the best
         they could hope for. The worst was a long, slow execution in the form of a transfer
         to a post on whatever hellhole the Empire currently sent its disposable personnel
         to.
      

      
      Sorvir, his second in command, said, “If we’d had more time to prepare—”

      
      Degoren cut him off. “Yes, because excuses always impress Lord Vader.” Even when the
         excuses were true. The Imperial agent hadn’t been able to get a transmission out until
         it was almost too late, and theirs had been the only ship within range. They hadn’t
         even had time to summon the surveillance ship they worked with in this sector. It
         was several systems away at this point, acting as a decoy for a smuggling operation
         they had been on the point of breaking up before they had received these emergency
         orders. He shook his head. “All we can do is wait for another contact.”
      

      
      From what Degoren understood, the agent had been in deep cover for a long time, waiting
         for the right opportunity. The fact that Degoren’s customs corvette had been the closest
         Imperial ship able to respond was both a blessing and a curse. If Degoren succeeded,
         the reward would be unimaginable. Advancement in the Empire had been something he
         had always wanted but that had always seemed just out of reach. But if he failed to
         capture Princess Leia Organa, the punishment would also be unimaginable.
      

      
      He didn’t intend to fail.

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER TWO

      
      WITH A FRESH COLDPACK pressed to her head, Leia tried to sort out the disaster that was currently the Gamble. After calling Sorel, the chief engineer, on the comm and getting a status report
         that amounted to “It’s really bad, but I don’t think the ship is going to blow up,”
         she asked Han to go down to engineering to help out.
      

      
      According to Sorel, an energy pulse from one of the first blast impacts had traveled
         through the ship’s drive train, causing two consoles to explode in engineering and
         damaging one of the laser cannons. It sounded like the uninjured personnel needed
         all the help they could get to keep the hyperdrive online long enough for the ship
         to get where it was going, and to make what repairs they could to the sublight engines
         and other systems.
      

      
      Once the medic, Sarit, appeared with a portable stretcher on a repulsor unit, Leia
         went with him to take General Willard below.
      

      
      They settled the general in a cabin near the medical cubby, where the crew member
         who had been pressed into service as Sarit’s assistant was handing out bacta patches
         for burns and medication for minor concussions. Willard was still too groggy to really
         seem to know what was happening, though he woke enough to squeeze Leia’s hand when she spoke to him.
      

      
      The general taken care of, Sarit told her, “All the other injuries reported so far
         are treatable with what I have here, mostly burns and some contusions.” He was an
         Andulian, with gray skin, long white hair, white furry brows, and atrophied gills
         in his cheeks that gave him what on a human would have been drooping jowls. To Leia,
         the “jowls” made him look old and reassuringly knowledgeable, but after talking to
         him for a short time she realized he was young, maybe even younger than she was, and
         unnerved by the whole situation. He peered at her uncertainly. “Ah, your head?”
      

      
      Leia lowered the coldpack and saw that it was bloodstained. “It’s someone else’s blood,”
         she said.
      

      
      To his credit, Sarit just made a sympathetic noise and handed her a packet of antiseptic
         cleaning pads. Leia went to the tiny refresher attached to the cabin and scrubbed
         until the blood was out of her hair. It didn’t do her headache any good, but it was
         a relief to get the blood off.
      

      
      Then she found a command console in a small compartment that had once been an office
         for a cargo agent. She put the data card into the slot, displayed the recording on
         the screen, and entered the decoding algorithms. After a moment, she could read the
         transmission. There were the coordinates, and a short note explaining that the destination
         was a commercial space platform called Arnot Station; Kearn-sa’Davit would be waiting
         for them there.
      

      
      The message also included a warning that the station was deep in pirate territory,
         which was annoying but hardly surprising. Pirates weren’t uncommon in sectors where
         the Empire’s attempts to consolidate its power or root out rebels had left local governments
         in disarray.
      

      
      Davit, the Alliance agent, was a distant acquaintance of Han’s, apparently met years
         earlier during a stint of work in the Corporate Sector Authority. Leia assumed that
         by “work,” Han meant smuggling and other criminal activity, but she hadn’t tried to
         find out; one thing she had learned in the two years since the Battle of Yavin was
         that knowing too much about Han and Chewbacca’s non-Alliance-related business, past
         and present, just made her left eyelid twitch.
      

      
      Frowning thoughtfully, Leia accessed the nav data. Once they came out of hyperspace, Arnot Station would be only another short jump away. She was pleased
         to see there were other commercial stations within reach, and at least two fairly
         large trading ports. The existence of other nearby ports would make their destination
         less obvious, if the light corvette was still out there searching for them. And she
         had no reason to think it wasn’t.
      

      
      Leia tapped her nails on the console. If she was right that the intel that had brought
         the Imperial light corvette down on them had come from the Alliance fleet or its communication
         chain … It didn’t matter. She still had to see Davit. They couldn’t give up this chance
         to get the materials for Echo Base.
      

      
      The next thing Leia needed to do was find help for Sian up in auxiliary control. Looking
         over the crew roster, Leia noticed they had a young combat transport pilot by the
         name of Ilen aboard who had logged shifts flying the Gamble in the past. She flushed him out from under a console in the engineering bay and
         sent him up to take over for Sian.
      

      
      “That’s all right,” Chief Engineer Sorel told her when she informed him of the change
         in assignment. “He’s good with weapons systems, but he doesn’t know much about working
         on hyperdrives. There’s also Barani, the young Mon Calamari. He’s got freighter piloting
         experience. I’ll send him up, too.”
      

      
      “Good.” Distracted, Leia looked down the bay, where every access hatch seemed to be
         open and every console half taken apart. The whole place still smelled like it was
         on fire, and smoke drifted in the air. Not far away, an older woman with a torn tunic
         and pressure bandages wrapped around her shoulder and collarbone carefully adjusted
         the settings on a console, then shouted down into the open access hatch at her feet,
         “How about now?” Fluctuating light reflected up from the hatch, and the answer was
         an incomprehensible grumble.
      

      
      Cautiously, Leia asked, “What exactly is our situation?” She found herself wincing
         in anticipation of the answer.
      

      
      “Uh.” Sorel wiped at the sweat on his forehead. “It’s … Did we find a safe port yet?
         I think we’ve got one more short jump in us.”
      

      
      “That’s my priority right now. Do you think we can manage this?” She showed him the
         relative position of Arnot Station.
      

      
      Sorel’s expression cleared. “We could do that.”
      

      
      Leia made her way through the bay until she found Han; he was on the floor and hanging
         halfway down into an access hatch, using a sensor to check various components in the
         coolant systems and swearing a lot at the results. She crouched beside him.
      

      
      “How is it going?”

      
      Han rolled over and propped himself up on a cross brace. “How does it look?”

      
      “Terrible,” Leia admitted, keeping her voice low.

      
      “Good guess, Your Worship.”

      
      Oh, good, he’s calling me that again, Leia thought sourly. She knew better than to react to it by now. Her friendship
         with Han had been somewhat more fraught than the easy camaraderie she had with Luke
         Skywalker. Leia knew Han still had mixed feelings about working with the Rebel Alliance,
         and while he often expressed those feelings in the most aggravating way possible,
         she wasn’t unsympathetic. Han was as reticent about his past as it was possible to
         be and still communicate with other beings, but it was obvious that he had had a hard
         scrabble to survive at times and was fairly bristling with trust issues. Leia had
         grown up with the Rebel Alliance and bent most of her life and will toward it, but
         she wasn’t so narrow that she couldn’t see Han’s perspective. She just felt compelled
         to argue with it a lot.
      

      
      She held up the datapad so he could see the screen. “Have you ever heard of Arnot
         Station?”
      

      
      “No.” Han frowned at the readout. “What is it?”

      
      “It’s the location your friend Davit sent us for the meeting. Fortunately, it’s close
         enough to reach, even with our damaged hyperdrive.”
      

      
      “He’s not my friend.” Han considered the limited information on the station. “That’s
         pirate territory.”
      

      
      Leia had been thinking about that. “It’s odd, though. The shipping in this area is
         mostly agricultural, or mineral, or supplies for subsistence settlements. Not much
         in the way of luxury goods or shipments of currency. What’s attracting the pirates
         here?”
      

      
      “Could be a lot of things,” Han said. Before Leia could make a frustrated comment,
         or give in to the urge to smack him with the datapad, he added more helpfully, “But
         this Arnot Station looks legit. Lots of small and medium freighter traffic, a couple
         of bigger local shipping lines, no Imperials. Davit’s merchants must have picked it. It’s probably where they
         do most of their business.”
      

      
      “Good.” Leia sat back. “Maybe we’re due a safe port.”

      
      Han’s expression was highly skeptical. “Yeah, the universe doesn’t work like that.”

      
      That, Leia already knew. “I’m going to send a secure transmission directly to General
         Madine to report our situation. I’d like to ask Chewbacca to meet us at this station
         so we can use the Falcon as our escort ship on the way back to the fleet.”
      

      
      Han eyed her suspiciously. “Why the Falcon?”
      

      
      “It’s the only ship we might have immediate access to that has the armament to act
         as an escort. And I don’t want to take a chance on anyone else finding out where we
         are, and repeating it to the wrong person.” Leia had already drawn her own conclusion;
         she wanted to see if Han agreed. “Someone told the Imperials where we were coming
         out of hyperspace. Presumably it wasn’t Davit, since he already knew our final destination,
         and if he was setting a trap for us he could have done it at the meeting.”
      

      
      “I was wondering if you’d noticed that.” Han absently tapped the sensor against his
         palm.
      

      
      “Yes, sometimes a lifetime of training in concealing things from the Empire does actually
         come in handy.” She pushed to her feet with a groan. Now that the effects of adrenaline
         had had a chance to fade, she was starting to feel every bruise and strain. “I hope
         Chewbacca can get here quickly. I need backup I can trust.” She looked down in time
         to catch an expression flit across Han’s face. It was self-conscious and oddly vulnerable,
         and hard to define. Then she realized he had been a little taken aback by her casual
         remark about trust.
      

      
      He caught her looking at him and retreated down into the access hatch, muttering,
         “Yeah, well, just remember Chewie and I don’t come cheap.”
      

      
      “I know you don’t come cheap; do you have any idea how much a brand-new Isolator costs?”
         For setting up the meeting with Davit and coming along on the trip, Leia had arranged
         payment for Han in the form of a Vintredi Apex Isolator. The Apex Isolators were sensor
         jammers, newly upgraded models, and a shipping contractor who had family members in the Alliance had managed to send them an entire cargo hold full. Chewbacca
         was now back on the Independence, installing the Isolator in the Millennium Falcon. The devices were meant for Alliance transports, but the Falcon went on enough missions to justify receiving one. Leia would never forget the downright
         misty look Han had gotten when the packing cases had been unloaded from the Sullustan
         supply transport.
      

      
      “I’ll run a tab for you!” Han said to her retreating back.

      
      Leia went back to her command terminal in the compartment near the crew cabins to
         record her coded message to Madine. Then she called auxiliary control to send Ilen
         the coordinates for Arnot Station and to tell him to make the next jump as soon as
         the Gamble was able.
      

      
      Leia hit the comm for engineering to warn Sorel that the ship would be making another
         hyperspace jump soon. “This is Leia Organa—”
      

      
      She heard arguing voices. Someone said, “Sorel, Captain Solo says we should take the
         dampers offline. That’s going to reduce the safety factor—”
      

      
      Han’s voice cut through the others. “You’re worried about the safety factor? What’s
         the safety factor for being blown to hell by an Imperial light corvette? How does
         that figure in?”
      

      
      Sorel answered, “Kifar, yes, it’s a problem but Solo’s right, I don’t see how we can
         keep the drive online without cutting the dampers—”
      

      
      “Taking the dampers offline is too dangerous,” Kifar objected. “We can get the extra
         boost from—”
      

      
      Han interrupted, “That’s not going to—”

      
      Leia rubbed her aching forehead and said, “Engineer Sorel, do I need to come down
         there?”
      

      
      All the voices went silent. Leia had meant the question seriously, honestly wanting
         to know if they needed her down there to arbitrate. But with the last shreds of her
         patience giving way, perhaps her voice had been a little clipped, or she might have
         spoken a little too loudly. It wouldn’t be the first time. Whatever, it was getting
         results. Sorel cleared his throat and said, “Um, no, ma’am. Your Highness.”
      

      
      “I’ve ordered Ilen to make the jump to Arnot Station once the ship comes out of hyperspace,” Leia told him. “Do you concur with Captain Solo that it’s
         necessary to take the dampers offline to reach our destination?”
      

      
      “Yes, Your Highness.”

      
      “Then do it.” Leia cut the connection. Just to check, she pulled up some of the readings
         from the auxiliary control and engineering consoles. All she could see was a summary
         of the vital systems activity, but it was enough to make her bite her lip in consternation.
         Han hadn’t been exaggerating. With so many systems operating in the red, she wasn’t
         sure how the ship had managed to jump to hyperspace, how it was staying in that state
         without exploding, and why anyone seemed confident that it could actually make a second
         jump. Maybe they would need the Falcon not as an escort but to evacuate the Gamble’s crew.
      

      
      When Han knocked on the open hatchway and stepped into the compartment, Leia handed
         him the data card. “Here’s the message for Madine. Would you send it for me from auxiliary
         control?”
      

      
      “Right.” Han took the data card and handed her a packet of meds. “Sarit wants you
         to take this. It’s for your concussion.”
      

      
      Leia frowned at him. “He didn’t think I needed anything before.”

      
      “Yeah, well, you were on the all-ship comm when you broke up that fight in engineering,
         and Sarit reconsidered.”
      

      
      Leia grimaced. She hadn’t realized she had hit the all-ship comm. She couldn’t afford
         mistakes at the moment, especially foolish mistakes like that. She tore open the packet
         and dry-swallowed the two capsules.
      

      
      “And you need to get some sleep if it’s going to do any good,” Han added.

      
      “Is that your opinion or Sarit’s?” Leia snapped, knowing she was being unfair. She
         wasn’t pleased with the idea that someone had apparently decided that an intervention
         was needed and that Han was the best one to approach the monster in its lair.
      

      
      “The whole crew took a vote.” Han tossed and caught the data card. “I’ll get this
         sent as soon as we come out of hyperspace.”
      

      
      “Thank the crew for me,” Leia said, trying to be cool but knowing she just sounded
         grumpy. “And Han, don’t mention to anyone else that Arnot Station is where we’re meeting
         Davit. Not yet. Just that it’s the nearest port we can reach.”
      

      
      Han frowned. “All right. Got a reason for that, or just paranoia?”

      
      “Paranoia,” Leia admitted. She couldn’t shake the feeling that the less said about
         the meeting with Davit, the better. And restricting as much information as possible
         might help her isolate the intel leak once they got back to the fleet.
      

      
      Han said, “Welcome to the club, Your Worship,” and sauntered away.

      
      Leia wanted to call a cutting remark after him, but her head hurt too much at the
         moment to let her think of a good one. She was even too disgruntled to watch the movement
         of Han’s hips as he walked away down the corridor. Not that she should be watching
         that at all, she reminded herself.
      

      
      She took a deep breath, composed her thoughts, and then, deliberately using the all-ship
         comm this time, gave the crew the update on the hyperdrive’s status and their intention
         to head for Arnot Station.
      

      
      “Solo.”

      
      “What?” Han was sitting on his heels on the floor of the main engineering bay, checking
         the sensor diagnostics for the alluvial dampers. He glanced up to see Kifar Itran
         looming over him.
      

      
      Han swore wearily under his breath and pushed to his feet.

      
      Itran was a big man with a strong build, so much so that he might have had ancestors
         from a world with higher-than-normal gravity. His facial features and heavy brow were
         equally strong, and his skin had a faint orange tint to it, echoed in streaks in his
         short shock of brown hair. “Was this your idea?” he asked belligerently.
      

      
      That kind of attitude was about all Han needed right now. He was tired, and he had
         gotten lightly singed when the energy pulse had lit up the laser cannon controls.
         He also didn’t like being cornered against the panel behind him. He took a step forward,
         making Itran fall back. Han stepped past him and leaned his hip against the workbench.
         “You want to argue about the dampers again? It’s working.”
      

      
      “Not about that. I know you went up to talk to Her Highness.”

      
      Han eyed him suspiciously for a moment, then said, “So?”

      
      “Was it your idea to go on to this station? We should be staying put, calling for
         help from the fleet.”
      

      
      Han gestured pointedly around at the panels, some of which were still smoking. “Nice that you think we should stay put and give the Imperials a chance
         to find us, but the rest of us want to live.”
      

      
      Itran persisted, “Was it your idea?”

      
      “The Princess doesn’t need me to get ideas. She knows what she’s doing.” Han had run
         into this kind of trouble off and on. He knew he had never matched the Alliance’s
         profile of a new recruit and that to them he looked an awful lot like somebody who
         would sell them all to the Empire for a quick credit. Telling them that it was just
         another job to him didn’t help. Telling himself it was just another job didn’t help,
         either.
      

      
      “From what I’ve heard, this whole mission was your idea.”

      
      “You heard wrong.” Han wasn’t going to clarify that. He didn’t want to be in this
         conversation, and he sure as hell wasn’t going to go into detail about what was said
         and decided in Alliance meetings to which Itran had clearly not been invited. He made
         his expression deliberately bored. “Either say what you want to say, or go find something
         else to do.”
      

      
      “I just think it’s suspicious. You’re involved in this mission and we get hit by Imperials.
         I’ve heard you’ve got a lot of influence with the Princess. Maybe you’re using it
         for your own purposes.”
      

      
      Such as getting myself blown up or captured by Imperials? Han wondered. Itran was angry, and looked like he wanted somebody to blame for it.
      

      
      “You think I’m the one giving orders on this ship?” Han responded. “Why don’t you
         go ask her about that?” He hoped Itran would be just that dumb. He wasn’t sure how
         many of the rebels who worked with Leia knew the calm façade concealed an impressive
         temper, but Han enjoyed watching it in action. It was on his list of things he found
         the most attractive about Leia Organa.
      

      
      Itran’s eyes narrowed, but before he could respond, Sorel emerged from behind the
         tall set of sensor connections a few meters away and said, “Kifar, you’re off duty.
         Why don’t you go get some rest?”
      

      
      Itran hesitated self-consciously. He’d obviously had no idea that the engineering
         chief had been within earshot. He said, “Sure,” and turned to go.
      

      
      As Itran vanished into the back of the bay, Sorel joined Han. “What was that about?
         Is he that mad about the dampers?”
      

      
      “No. Something else.”
      

      
      Sorel sighed. “He’s new. He’s been working on the supply transports, mostly in the
         Outer Rim. I don’t know that he’s ever been in a firefight. The first time is never
         easy.”
      

      
      The engineer was right about that, at least, Han reflected. And maybe that was all
         it was.
      

      
      Leia had no problem staying awake for the next hour or so, while the Gamble came out of hyperspace, the transmission was sent to Madine on the Alliance fleet,
         and the nail-biting worry began as the ship rumbled, hesitated, then finally made
         the next jump that would hopefully leave them within easy sublight distance to Arnot
         Station. Only when they were back in hyperspace did she drift off.
      

      
      “Princess.”

      
      Leia bolted upright to see Sarit standing in the hatchway. She had been having a nightmare
         in which she was on the terrace of the summer palace on Alderaan, talking to Lieutenant
         Esrai, when the whole scene dissolved in an energy blast that Leia was somehow unaffected
         by. The dream had ended in a vivid image of her looking down to find Esrai’s blood
         on her hands. Reality gradually reasserted itself, and she realized she had slumped
         over in the chair, her cheek feeling tight and scratchy where it had pressed against
         the old cracked simulated leather of the headrest.
      

      
      “I’m sorry to disturb you,” Sarit said, “but General Willard is awake and asking for
         you.”
      

      
      “Yes, thank you.” Leia checked the time on the console. They should be coming up on
         Arnot Station soon, the ship hadn’t exploded, and her headache, while still present,
         no longer felt as though some giant riding animal was stomping on her brain. She pushed
         to her feet, yawned so hard her jaw cracked, and tried to push her raveled braids
         back into order. After a moment, she gave up. There was no one on the ship who was
         going to be scandalized by the fact that Princess Leia’s hair looked like a small
         creature had been living in it.
      

      
      Leia went to the next cabin and found Sarit checking over General Willard with a diagnostics
         scanner. The general was sitting up on the bunk, propped against pillows; his forehead
         and temple showed the ugly purple of bruises, and he looked as if he had aged a decade. But he focused on
         Leia as she stepped into the cabin, and said, “Good to see you, Princess.” His voice
         sounded raspy and weak.
      

      
      “I’m glad you’re awake.” Leia smiled. She was sure he needed more sleep, but it was
         a relief to see him coherent and well enough to sit up.
      

      
      “He isn’t to get up or agitate himself until I can get him to a medical facility with
         a full scanner setup,” Sarit told her.
      

      
      “I won’t let him get agitated,” Leia promised. Sarit sounded a little shaky himself,
         and she wondered if he had had a chance to sit down since the attack. “But I do need
         to talk to him in private. Why don’t you take a break and get some rest before we
         reach the station?”
      

      
      The medic blinked, as if the idea had never occurred to him. “Oh. Oh, yes, I suppose
         I could.”
      

      
      Sarit wandered out into the corridor, and Leia pushed the release to close the hatch
         behind him. She sat down on the stool next to the general’s bunk. “How do you really
         feel?”
      

      
      “Terrible,” he admitted. “Denlan and Esrai?”

      
      Leia squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry.”

      
      Willard took a deep, shuddering breath, then winced and half lifted a hand to his
         head. “Blast it. I was afraid of that, when Sarit wouldn’t tell me how they were.”
         He looked up at Leia. “What’s our situation?”
      

      
      “It’s not terrible, but it’s not good, either,” she said, and gave him a quick rundown
         on the condition of the crew and the ship, and of what they were doing to remedy it.
         She told him about her decision to head on to the station once they finished the emergency
         jump, and to send the message to Madine to ask for the Millennium Falcon.
      

      
      “Sorel thinks we have at least three to four standard days of repairs ahead of us,
         so I knew we needed a backup ship in case we have to leave the station in a hurry.”
         Then she leaned forward. “Vanden, someone knew where the Gamble would be, when we would be at our most vulnerable, while receiving that HoloNet transmission.
         That light corvette knew exactly when to come out of hyperspace to hit us.”
      

      
      Willard frowned, absorbing her words. “It’s more likely it’s someone in our communications,
         isn’t it? If Davit wanted to betray us, he could have done it at the meeting.”
      

      
      “That was my thought,” Leia said. “Whoever betrayed us had to do so almost at the last moment, as if they didn’t find out what the coordinates were until
         right after we did. Otherwise, the Empire would have sent more than one ship. I think
         the corvette was sent after us because it was the closest available ship, the only
         one that could get there in time.” She grimaced. “I know I don’t have much to go on,
         except the timing.” And her instincts.
      

      
      Leia didn’t need the reassurance, but it was still gratifying when Willard said, “Yes,
         the intel more likely came from the fleet.” He tried to sit up straighter, and sank
         back with a groan. “We’re going to have to figure out how to isolate this leak, find
         out who it is.”
      

      
      “That will have to come later. At the moment we’ve done all we can.” If a traitor
         had managed to infiltrate the Alliance’s chain of communication to and from the fleet,
         there was no telling what damage had already been done. But Leia didn’t see anything
         she could do about it, at least at the moment. For now she had to concentrate on making
         certain the Gamble didn’t come to harm or become yet another Alliance ship that vanished into space,
         its fate unknown. She glanced at the time again. “I should go and let you get some
         more rest. We’ll be at the station soon.”
      

      
      She started to stand, but the general caught her hand. His expression weary and rueful,
         he said, “I’m sorry I can’t be more help.”
      

      
      “You have been helpful,” Leia told him, and meant it. When your decisions affected people’s
         lives, it was important to have the advice of someone who didn’t always think you
         were right just because of who you were. Or who your father was.
      

      
      Luke Skywalker was deep into the engine compartment of his favorite X-wing when he
         felt a large hand grip his ankle. It’s a good thing I know who that is, he thought, resigned. “Chewie, I’ve got both hands in the proton torpedo launcher!”
         he protested. R2-D2, down on the deck beside the X-wing’s cradle, beeped in annoyance
         at being interrupted. The little droid was connected by various cables to the astromech
         socket and had been running diagnostics.
      

      
      Chewbacca rumbled a long comment. C-3PO, whom the Wookiee must have brought along
         to translate for him, said, “Master Luke, he says that it’s important and you should get your little—uh, you should get down here
         right now.” The golden droid added, presumably to Chewie, “That was rude, you know.”
      

      
      With a sigh, Luke slid out of the engine hatch and dropped to the deck. Pulling his
         protective goggles off, he asked, “What is it? I thought you were trying to get that
         Isolator installed.” Turning around, he saw who was standing there and stopped short.
         “Oh, General Madine.”
      

      
      Madine didn’t answer immediately, his cool glance taking in snubfighter cradles and
         tech stations nearby, as if checking to see how many were occupied. The fighter repair
         bay for the Independence was normally crowded with pilots, techs, droids, and other support personnel, repairing
         damaged fighters, keeping up their maintenance schedules, or practicing in the simulators
         kept at the far end of the bay. But it was near the shift change, and few voices echoed
         around the big space. Wedge and the other members of Red Squadron were off on a mission;
         Luke should have been with them, but his X-wing’s targeting computer had started to
         throw error codes at the last minute and his part in the mission had been scrubbed
         for now. Keeping his voice low, Madine asked, “Can you be ready to leave with Chewbacca
         immediately?”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Luke glanced at Chewie. Wookiees didn’t show concern the same way humans
         did, but his posture conveyed tension and impatience. “Do you want me to put together
         a squad?”
      

      
      “No, just you,” Madine said. “Come aboard the Falcon where we can speak privately, and I’ll give you the coordinates and explain.”
      

      
      Luke didn’t miss the significance of “aboard the Falcon where we can speak privately.” If Madine was worried about being overheard on one
         of the flight decks of the Independence …
      

      
      This can’t be good.
      

      
      As the Gamble exited hyperspace, there was a clunk that left Leia’s hands white-knuckled on the
         arms of the comm chair in auxiliary control. Han was piloting, with Ilen as backup,
         and both men hurriedly worked over the consoles, shutting down the hyperdrive. Something
         deep inside the ship made the deck vibrate. An alarm started to shriek, and Han absently
         slapped a control to shut it down. Leia could see various readouts creeping up into
         the red again.
      

      
      Then the vibration sputtered to a halt and the stars streaked back into reality.
      

      
      “The hyperdrive is offline,” Ilen said with relief.

      
      “Nice job,” Han commented absently, and Leia saw the back of Ilen’s neck flush with
         self-consciousness. Han tended to be sparing with compliments to other pilots.
      

      
      “Do we still have sublights?” Leia asked. She looked at the sensor screen just as
         a recognition code for Arnot Station popped up. She allowed herself a silent, relieved
         breath. They had made it. The station was only a short distance away, within easy
         reach of a distress call if the Gamble failed now.
      

      
      “We have one engine. It’s holding stable,” Ilen said.

      
      “So far,” Han said, confirming Leia’s long-held belief that he was the most pessimistic
         person she had ever met.
      

      
      Ilen asked, “Should I take us in, Your Highness?”

      
      “Yes, let’s get into dock as quickly as possible.”

      
      A check of the sensors confirmed that the station was on the outskirts of a system
         that included several inhabited planets, all of them listing small agricultural settlements.
         There was no sign of Imperial presence. As they drew closer to the station, the bright
         blob on the sensor screen resolved into an image of a large torus with a docking ring
         all along its center. It was clearly ancient and battered, with hatches marred by
         old burns from docking accidents, and hull plates that were pitted and blast-scarred.
      

      
      And then the sensor alarms went off.

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER THREE

      
      HAN SAID, “WHAT NOW?”
      

      
      Leia gripped the arms of her seat. Not again! “Imperials?” The comm came to life with a gabble of conflicting transmissions.
      

      
      Han shook his head. “Somebody else is having a lousy day, too.”

      
      Leia frowned at the screen, not understanding, as Ilen hit the ship’s alert to warn
         engineering and gunnery. Then the sensor screen resolved into a blurry image.
      

      
      Between the Gamble and the space station, two ships were locked in combat. At first, all Leia could
         make out was that one seemed to have the advantage over the other, and that neither
         was broadcasting an Imperial ID. The current winner was larger than the Gamble, sleek, and well armed, but the sensors couldn’t get a clear image of it.
      

      
      Ilen said, “The one under attack is a freighter …”

      
      “Yeah, a real freighter, unlike us,” Han said, hands moving over the controls to coax
         more data out of the sensors. “No extra weapons.”
      

      
      Leia tensed as a distress call sounded from the comm. At least one other frequency
         was open, and it was broadcasting shouts of alarm, sobbing, frantic commands, and
         the rumble of blast impacts. Han said, “The ID is for some agricultural mercantile
         from what sounds like a local system. The attacking ship … Yeah, that’s a faked ID.” He looked up at the screen.
         “We’re looking at a pirate.”
      

      
      Ilen threw a worried glance back at Leia. “We can’t help the freighter … can we?”

      
      Leia set her jaw. The comm transmissions were making more sense now, as the system
         sorted them and upped the gain on the urgent ones. One was a desperate plea to the
         station, the voice tripping and slurring through the words in Basic. There were twenty-three
         beings on board, the speaker was saying, all civilian traders. The comm controller
         on the station returned a reassuring litany that help was coming soon. Leia could
         see on the screen that the station was too far away for its defensive weapons to drive
         off the pirates. It didn’t look to her as if a rescue ship would even arrive in time.
      

      
      And the Gamble was just too damaged to help.
      

      
      “We can’t afford to intervene,” Leia said, hardening her voice, trying to keep the
         emotion out of it. She saw Ilen’s shoulders slump in resignation.
      

      
      “We’ve got compromised deflector shields, the hyperdrive is out, and the sublights
         are hanging on by pure luck,” Han elaborated. “We’ve got no choice, here.”
      

      
      “I know,” Leia muttered. But it didn’t matter how good their excuse was: they were
         still leaving the crew of the merchant ship to die or be taken prisoner.
      

      
      The sensor view wheeled and compensated as Han changed course. Readouts redlined and
         beeped in alarm as the Gamble’s strained systems protested. He took the ship above the battle, out of range of
         the other ships’ guns, then jerked his chin at Ilen. “Hail the station, tell them
         we’re coming in with sublight damage, and we can’t assist the freighter.” He added,
         “At least now we won’t need a fancy cover story to explain how we got shot up.”
      

      
      Leia agreed. As Ilen contacted the station, she watched the sensor view. She couldn’t
         take her eyes off it, much as she wanted to. The merchant ship still fought back,
         firing a quad laser at the pirates, but, as Han had pointed out, it didn’t have the
         Gamble’s augmented systems, and its weapons were woefully inadequate. She told herself they
         were lucky the pirates had trapped the freighter, and not the Gamble, on station approach, but she didn’t feel lucky. I’m so tired of watching and not being able to do anything to—Then the sensors beeped to signal a fix on the pirate ship, and a clear schematic
         of it popped up on the screen.
      

      
      “What?” Leia sat up straight as a bolt of cold shock went through her. “That’s an Alderaanian
         gunship!”
      

      
      Han stared at the screen, brow furrowed. “What, the pirate?”

      
      “Yes!” Leia snapped, cold shock turning to hot fury. She tore at the buckles of her
         straps, fuming. “I know where all the gunships are.” After Alderaan’s destruction,
         the surviving gunships had all managed to contact the Alliance, some of them badly
         damaged, their crews injured. “Display the ID!”
      

      
      Han put the string of ID information up on the screen. “It’s a fake, Your Worship,”
         he said pointedly. “The planet of origin—”
      

      
      “That doesn’t matter, the ship is Alderaanian. The name—” The name was the Aegis. She knew that ship, or at least knew of it. She didn’t think she had met the officers
         or crew personally. All the other information in the ID string was false, but whoever
         had altered it hadn’t bothered to change the name. “I know that ship. It was on the
         system defense patrol.”
      

      
      The gunships had been a deterrent, meant to protect Alderaan’s system, trade routes,
         and commercial shipping from just this kind of attack. They gave assistance to ships
         in trouble, protected and assisted civilian traffic. Not all of them had been officially
         accounted for, but that was to be expected: when the planet was destroyed, some must
         have been grounded on Alderaan, and some must have been close enough to the planet
         that they had been caught in the blast wave. She had been certain all the surviving
         Alderaanian naval ships had been found. This one must have been attacked at some vulnerable
         moment before it could make contact with the Alliance, taken by the pirates, and the
         crew … She had to know where the crew was.
      

      
      It was like having an old wound ripped open, except this wound had never closed. She
         had just learned to pretend it didn’t exist, most of the time.
      

      
      She shoved to her feet and stepped up behind Ilen to reach the comm board. She put
         one of the spare headsets on and silenced the other frequencies, then opened a new
         one to call the gunship. She made it a closed connection, so the station wouldn’t
         be able to monitor the transmission. Ilen stared at her, wide-eyed, and Han said, “Leia, damn it, stop! You’re just gonna
         get their attention—”
      

      
      Leia ignored him, too blind with fury to care. “Aegis, I know you were an Alderaanian gunship. If you tell me where you obtained the ship
         and where the original crew is, I won’t fire on you.”
      

      
      Leia heard Han swear. She just hoped her bluff would work. Her pulse was pounding
         so hard she couldn’t hear herself think. She wasn’t sure what response she wanted
         from the pirates. They would have killed the crew, or sold them into slavery somewhere
         across the galaxy. Even in the latter case, it must be far too late to save them.
         Unless she could find out what system they had been sold in …
      

      
      She said into the comm, “I just want to know what you did with the crew.”

      
      “They’ve stopped firing on the freighter,” Ilen said, his voice low and tense.

      
      Han said, “That’s because they’re about to start firing on us.”

      
      He probably isn’t wrong. Leia watched the sensors. The merchant freighter hung helpless in space. It had
         stopped returning fire and was apparently no longer able to use this opportunity to
         flee. The Aegis hadn’t changed its position. Leia could tell from the gunship’s outline that it had
         been augmented, though she wasn’t sure exactly how. Most pirates had special equipment
         for locking onto captive ships and drilling through hatches, as well as other methods
         of subduing their prey.
      

      
      The comm was silent. The Aegis would be reading the Gamble’s ID by this point; it was legitimate, listing the ship’s original commissioning
         on Sullust. She hit the pickup’s mute to tell Han, “Keep heading toward the station.”
      

      
      “Yeah, Your Worship, I thought we’d do that.” He checked the sensors again. “You could’ve
         waited until we were a little closer to the station’s defense perimeter.”
      

      
      Yes, she probably could have. If I was in my right mind, Leia thought, I would have. She stared at the comm, willing it to respond.
      

      
      Then the comm beeped, and a voice from the Aegis said, “Who are you? How did you know this ship was Alderaanian?”
      

      
      The voice spoke Basic, and Leia thought it might be human, might be female, but through
         the faint but persistent static it was hard to tell. She hesitated. Despite her hopes, she had been expecting to be told to go to hell, or
         to be told that the crew had been spaced, or that it was none of her business, or
         most likely to get no answer at all. This sounded as if someone on the ship was willing
         to talk. She turned the pickup on again and replied, “I recognized it. I’m a survivor
         of Alderaan.”
      

      
      Urgent now, the voice said, “Tell me … Tell me who you are. Tell me how you survived.”

      
      Han leaned past Ilen and hit the mute on the comm board again. He said to Leia, “They
         want you to keep talking.”
      

      
      “I know that.” Leia bit her lip, tried to push aside her anger and fear for the fate
         of the Aegis’s former crew, to think this out logically. “If they’re trying to stall us …”
      

      
      Earnest and worried, Ilen said, “If we stall them, the station might be able to send
         ships out here to help the merchant freighter.”
      

      
      “That’s the point I’m trying to make here,” Han said, exasperated. “We’re the ones
         who should be stalling them—”
      

      
      “—so why do they want me to keep talking?” Leia finished. She glanced at the sensor
         screens again but the Aegis still hadn’t moved, and the Gamble was too far away now to get a weapons lock on the gunship unless it changed position.
         Tell me how you survived, she thought. Why that question, phrased that way?
      

      
      She pushed Han’s hand off the mute and said into the comm, “I was offplanet. Why do
         you want to know? Tell me who you are.” She hesitated, her heart pounding, and spoke
         on a hunch. “Tell me how you survived.”
      

      
      There was a silence that seemed to go on forever. At last the voice said, “I was offplanet.”

      
      Leia nodded to herself. Han shook his head, mouthed the words, She’s just repeating what you said.
      

      
      But the voice continued talking. “We were on the far end of our patrol circuit, at
         the outer rim of the system. The sensors picked up the blast wave. We tried to go
         back, to see for ourselves … but there were Star Destroyers in the system. We fled.”
      

      
      Leia wet her lips. The Aegis must have been boarded at some point after that by pirates, before it could reach
         an Alliance base, or meet up with other surviving Alderaanian ships. But if there
         was one survivor of the crew aboard, there might be more. “Who has control of the ship now?”
      

      
      There was another hesitation. Then: “I do. I’m Captain Caline Metara.”

      
      Leia’s throat went dry. “Of the House of Metara?”

      
      “Yes.” The word was almost breathless.

      
      Leia couldn’t believe it. The Metara family had served for generations as councilors
         and ambassadors in Alderaan’s government. The ones who hadn’t gone into planetary
         service had been teachers, researchers, physicians. This had to be a trick. “How do
         I know you’re not lying?” she demanded, her voice coming out harsh and strained.
      

      
      “My mother was Gerane Metara; our family seat was in Crevasse City.” Metara’s voice
         rose in frustration. “Tell me who you are! I almost … I think I recognize your voice, but it can’t be …”
      

      
      Leia had to be sure. “What was your father’s name? What was his last post?”

      
      “His name was Stavin and he was an artist. It was my mother who was an administrator
         in the education council.” Metara’s voice hardened. “I’ve answered all your questions.
         Tell me who you are!”
      

      
      Han shook his head frantically at her. But Leia said, “I’m Princess Leia Organa.”

      
      The comm went silent. Ignoring Han’s swearing, Leia said, “Why did you attack that
         merchant ship?” She couldn’t believe the Aegis’s crew had chosen this course voluntarily. There had to be some reason for it. Maybe
         they believed the merchant ship was working for the Empire …
      

      
      “We attacked it.” Metara’s words were clipped, harsh. “We attacked it because that’s
         what we do to survive now.”
      

      
      An Alderaanian crew, members of the planetary protection and defense force, had turned
         pirate? A sick sensation grew in Leia’s chest.
      

      
      “We intend to sell the cargo,” Metara continued. “We won’t hurt the crew.”

      
      Won’t hurt the crew. Leia’s vision almost whited out from pure anger. Only years of training and iron
         self-control kept her voice even. “You’ve already harmed the crew. You know that,
         unless you muted their distress calls.”
      

      
      Metara didn’t answer.

      
      Leia grimaced. The silence meant Metara knew that her ship had already killed or injured some of the merchant’s personnel. She took a deep breath, forcing
         her anger down. She didn’t want to back Metara into a corner. Not just yet. She tried
         again. “Let the merchant ship go, and we can talk about your situation. I can help
         you.”
      

      
      This time there was no hesitation. “I can’t let the ship go.”

      
      “You can.” Leia made herself sound calm rather than urgent. She shifted to put her
         back to Han, whose increasing agitation was interfering with her concentration. “You’re
         a free agent; you don’t have to do anything. Let the ship go and we can—”
      

      
      “Come to us.”

      
      “What?” Leia was taken aback. “What do you mean?”

      
      “Get in an escape pod. We’ll guide you into the bay. We can talk on board.”

      
      Han moved so he could glare at her. Leia set her mouth in a grim line. She didn’t
         need anyone to tell her what this sounded like. If the Aegis’s crew had so abandoned the principles of Alderaan as to steal and kill nearly helpless
         civilians, then it was all too possible that they wouldn’t shrink from kidnapping
         and ransoming an Alderaanian Princess. “I can’t do that. You know why.”
      

      
      The comm went silent again. Leia waited a long moment, torn among disgust, despair,
         and a final stubborn thread of hope that Metara would change her mind. After one brief conversation with you? she asked herself. You’re good but not that good, Leia.
      

      
      Then the deck jolted underfoot and she grabbed the back of Ilen’s seat to steady herself.
         “What—”
      

      
      Han twisted back around to the pilot’s board and hit the controls for their remaining
         sublight engine. The Gamble shuddered, more of the readouts redlined, but there was no surge forward. “Blast
         it!”
      

      
      “Did the engine go offline?” Leia demanded.

      
      Confused, watching the sensors, Ilen said, “We’re caught in a tractor beam!”

      
      “Yeah, we are.” Han quickly adjusted the controls, then eased back on the overstressed
         engine. With an ironic grimace, he said, “Looks like they decided they really want
         to see you, Princess.”
      

      
      “Alderaanian gunships don’t have tractor beams,” Leia said, baffled. But pirates do, she realized, and swore under her breath. She felt the sublight engine drop out
         as Han shut it down to keep the already damaged systems from overloading. “I saw that they’d had the ship altered. I’m sorry, I didn’t
         consider that they might have added a tractor beam.”
      

      
      “I did,” Han said. “But we still should have been out of range. They’ve got an augmented
         tractor; those’re rare for a ship that size.” He threw her a grim look. “They must
         be really good at what they do. It’s not easy to buy a toy like that.”
      

      
      Leia stared at the control board, thinking hard. “We still have weapons. I don’t suppose
         our shielding miraculously healed itself while we’ve been talking.”
      

      
      “Yeah, no.” Han flicked through several status screens, wincing. “They take one shot
         at us and we’re in pieces.”
      

      
      “They haven’t fired yet.” Leia tapped her fingers on the console. “If we wait until
         they pull us in for boarding, then fire all our cannons—”
      

      
      “If we’re lucky.” Han shook his head. “We’d go down fighting, that’s all. We might
         take them with us.”
      

      
      Ilen touched his headset. He had been monitoring the station’s comm frequency. “The
         merchant’s sublight engines are dead, and someone on board says they can’t get them
         restarted. The station launched a rescue ship.”
      

      
      The comm frequency clicked back on and Metara said, “Princess Leia—”

      
      Leia said, “My crew tells me you must be excellent pirates to afford this sort of
         tractor beam. Congratulations on your new career path, Metara. I’m sure your mother
         would have been very proud.”
      

      
      The words came out with all the sarcasm Leia had been holding back, but there didn’t
         seem much point in suppressing it. The Aegis had made its intentions clear.
      

      
      Metara said, “I—I understand what this looks like. But we just want to talk.”

      
      Metara had the upper hand, and Leia wasn’t sure why she hadn’t used it. “I’d prefer
         to talk without my ship trapped in a tractor beam.”
      

      
      “We want to talk here, face-to-face. Use an escape pod, and we’ll bring you on board.
         We have no intention of holding you prisoner, or harming you in any way. You don’t
         have to come alone.”
      

      
      Leia shook her head, mostly at herself. This was a terrible idea. “If I do that, will
         you let both my ship and the merchant ship go?”
      

      
      Ilen twisted around to stare incredulously. Han was trying to mouth something at her that was extremely critical of her mental faculties. She turned her
         back on both of them, listening intently.
      

      
      She heard Metara’s sharp intake of breath over the static. Then Metara said, “Yes,
         Your Highness, I swear it. On my word as a Metara.”
      

      
      Leia had to roll her eyes at that. On your word as a Metara turned pirate, she thought. But she said, “Then I’ll come to you.”
      

      
      “I know what you’re thinking,” Han said, and Leia’s first impulse was to snap, Of course you don’t. Before she could react, he continued, “But the fact that they used to be Alderaanian
         doesn’t mean anything now. When they decided to take this ship and go pirate, they
         knew what they were doing. That’s not a step an entire crew takes lightly. They knew
         they’d be welcomed by the Alliance, knew they could get help, get repairs, supplies,
         whatever they needed, just like all the others did, just for the asking. And they
         didn’t ask. They didn’t turn pirate by accident or ’cause they had to. Just because
         you’re here, just because they’re sentimental enough to want to see you, doesn’t mean
         anything.”
      

      
      So he did know what she was thinking. Leia pulled the headset off and hung it on its hook.
         She had just made an all-ship announcement to inform the rest of the crew of the identity
         of the Aegis and of the Gamble’s situation, and what she intended to do about it. She could imagine General Willard’s
         reaction and only hoped he didn’t injure himself further trying to get out of bed.
      

      
      “I understand that,” she said to Han. “But we don’t seem to have a choice anymore.
         I can at least get the Gamble away and save the people on the merchant ship. I have to do this.”
      

      
      “Uh, Your Highness …” Ilen was still monitoring the other frequencies through the
         headset. “The pirate—the Aegis just told the station controller that they’ll blow up the merchant ship if the station’s
         rescue ship doesn’t stand down.”
      

      
      Leia’s gaze went to the sensor screen again as Han climbed out of the pilot’s seat.
         The station’s rescue ship, a converted freighter fairly bristling with quad laser
         cannons, had been on a direct course for the merchant. It must have received the threat,
         because the sensors showed it breaking off its approach. It slowed and circled back
         while it was still out of weapons range of the Aegis.
      

      
      “The station must think they’re serious,” Ilen added.
      

      
      “That’s because they are serious,” Han said.
      

      
      Leia turned away. She had to hurry before the merchant’s situation got any worse,
         before Metara decided to fire on the Gamble to emphasize her demands. She climbed the access shaft with Han right behind her,
         and stepped out into the corridor to find herself facing Jerell, Sian, Kifar, Barani,
         and several other crew members who should all probably have been doing something else.
         They scattered out of her way as she strode past.
      

      
      Still moving down the corridor, Leia took rapid stock. Anticipating disembarking on
         the station, she had changed into a clean dark shirt and put on her jacket, as well
         as her blaster belt and sidearm. Metara hadn’t said anything about coming aboard unarmed.
      

      
      Jerell followed her, his expression confused and almost hurt. He was an Alderaanian,
         too, though his family had not been a prominent one and he had spent most of his youth
         offplanet. “Your Highness, you can’t—”
      

      
      “You didn’t know any Metaras, did you?” she asked him. “Perhaps when you were in school?”

      
      “No, Your Highness.” He held out a comlink. “But General Willard wants to speak to
         you—”
      

      
      Behind her, she heard a scuffle in the corridor, which she suspected was Han conscripting
         Barani to take over as Ilen’s copilot. “Is that a secure comlink?” she asked Jerell.
      

      
      “Yes. We thought you’d need one. It’s set to connect to two others; I have one, and
         General Willard has the other.”
      

      
      Leia accepted the proffered comlink and heard the general asking, “Leia, are you certain—”

      
      “Yes, I’m certain I want to do this.” Jerell followed her, listening to her end of
         the conversation. She told the general, “I don’t have a choice, Vanden. Just because
         they know I’m on board doesn’t mean they won’t destroy this ship.” She took a deep
         breath. “And maybe I can talk them into giving this up and joining the Alliance.”
      

      
      “Leia, they are traitors.” General Willard’s voice was harsh. “If they weren’t, they
         would be with us already.”
      

      
      “They aren’t traitors. We don’t know that they’ve ever worked with the Empire—” Leia
         caught herself. If the Aegis had gone so far as to prey on civilian ships, they might have done anything. She finished, “We don’t know what
         they went through.”
      

      
      “We know what we went through,” the general said.
      

      
      She took the small side corridor around to the ship’s first array of escape pods.
         “Yes, I know that. Believe me, I know that. And if you have another way out of this,
         I’d like to hear it.”
      

      
      Willard was silent for a moment. “I can’t lose you, too. Be careful, Leia.”

      
      Leia didn’t want to be lost, but she felt she didn’t have a choice at the moment.
         She would just have to see what options arose when she reached the Aegis. “Whatever happens, I can’t let them keep using one of our ships this way.” She cut
         the connection and told Jerell, “General Willard will be in command while I’m gone,
         of course, but he’ll need your help. Go to auxiliary control so you can relay his
         orders to Ilen.”
      

      
      “Yes, Your Highness,” Jerell said, and turned to obey. But he called after her, “Be
         careful!”
      

      
      Han took two long strides to catch up with her, shouldered past Jerell, and said,
         “I know what you’re doing.”
      

      
      “I know what I’m doing, too,” Leia said, and congratulated herself on her even tone.
         She stopped at the first pod hatch and opened the control pad to initiate the automatic
         systems check. The pods were meant for the larger crew complement of the Gamble’s pre-conversion state; each one had room for five large passengers.
      

      
      “Yeah, you’ll either talk them out of this, or die trying.” Han leaned against the
         bulkhead beside her, his voice low and grim. “Or make sure they die trying.”
      

      
      Leia’s hand froze on the control pad. It was odd that, in this moment, it was Han
         of all people who seemed to understand what this meant to her.
      

      
      Keeping her voice low, too, she said, “I can’t let them keep doing this, in Alderaan’s
         name. I can’t.” If she couldn’t talk Metara into at least reconsidering her course,
         she would have to find out as much about the Aegis as she could, whether it meant to stay in this area and where it might go if it didn’t,
         so it could be tracked down later.
      

      
      Han gazed down at her for so long that she started to feel uncomfortable. At last
         he said, his voice cool and calm, “Then it’s a good thing I’m going with you.”
      

      
      Before Leia could tell him he absolutely was not, Sian said, “What, they didn’t say
         she had to go alone? I’m going, too.”
      

      
      “No,” Leia began, “you are not—”

      
      “And me,” Kifar added. “I know how to jury-rig an escape pod to reattach in its berth.
         Might need me on the way back.”
      

      
      Exasperated, Leia said, “We have no idea what these people truly want. It’s too dangerous.”

      
      “Princess,” Sian said, “it’s probably more dangerous here. Besides, it won’t look
         good if we let you go alone.”
      

      
      The diagnostics finished and the round hatchway slid open. Inside, the pod’s systems
         were powering on, the readouts on its control board lighting up. Leia had run out
         of time to argue. “All right. We’ll go together.” She just hoped they didn’t regret
         it.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER FOUR

      
      THE POD’S INNER HATCH cycled with a whoosh, the air that had just been pumped into it mixing with the corridor’s
         atmosphere. Han stepped inside, and Sian followed him. Kifar politely gestured for
         Leia to precede him.
      

      
      Leia stepped into the pod. It had five seats and a simplified control station that
         could pilot the occupants out of danger while they waited to be picked up by a rescue
         ship; it could even be set to make an emergency landing, if necessary. The storage
         containers built into the walls would hold rations, medical gear, and other supplies.
         The upholstery smelled a little musty, but the pod didn’t look as if it had ever been
         used.
      

      
      Han took the seat nearest the control station, and Leia sat across from him. As Sian
         strapped herself in and Kifar sealed the hatch, Leia tapped the small comm board and
         hailed the Aegis. She said, “Captain Metara, I’m about to launch the pod. I have three crew members
         with me.”
      

      
      “Copy that,” Metara replied. “We’re waiting for you.”

      
      Leia acknowledged that and signed off. Sian said, “Ah … did that sound a little creepy
         to anyone?”
      

      
      Checking the controls, Han said, “Yes.” Kifar nodded.

      
      Leia admitted, “Just a little.” She had no idea what was going on in Metara’s head—not
         an ideal position to be in when preparing for what would surely be a tense negotiation.
         She nodded to Han, who hit the launch sequence.
      

      
      There was a thump as the pod ejected from the cradle. Leia leaned back against the
         seat as the brief burst of acceleration pushed them away from the Gamble. Once clear of the shelter of the ship, the pod fell into the tractor beam. Watching
         their approach through the small viewport, Leia saw that they were heading toward
         the Aegis’s shuttle bay. Alderaanian gunships had all been equipped with two shuttles, for
         use in rescue operations. Her jaw set. Now the pirates probably used them to board
         captive ships, she thought.
      

      
      Han had brought up the pod’s limited sensor suite. “The tractor beam let the Gamble go when it picked us up.”
      

      
      “Good.” Leia took the secure comlink out of her pocket to test it.

      
      “Careful,” Han said. “If they’ve had their systems juiced up, they might be able to
         break the lock and listen in.”
      

      
      “I won’t say anything they don’t already know.”

      
      Leia called the Gamble and reached Jerell immediately. “Tell Ilen to take the ship into the station’s defensive
         perimeter.”
      

      
      There was a pause, and Leia knew he was relaying the command to General Willard. Then
         Jerell replied, “Uh, we were going to wait here for you, Your Highness.”
      

      
      “You can wait inside the defensive perimeter. That way you can’t be used against me.”
         She was giving the Aegis what it had asked for; she didn’t want Metara to get the idea to ask for more and
         threaten the Gamble again if Leia didn’t comply.
      

      
      There was another pause, then, “Yes, Your Highness.”

      
      Leia breathed out in relief.

      
      The pod approached the shuttle bay, and the doors cycled open. A landing tractor caught
         the pod, drew it forward into the bay, then eased it into a docking cradle. Leia felt
         the rumble as the bay doors slid closed, and a few moments later the pod signaled
         that the bay had repressurized.
      

      
      Leia nodded toward the hatch. “Open it.” Kifar hesitated, and she added, “If they
         wanted to kill us, they would have done it before now.” At least, she hoped so.
      

      
      Kifar gave her a resigned nod and hit the open sequence for the hatch. As they climbed
         out, Han caught Leia’s arm to steady her. She didn’t need it, but she appreciated
         the gesture.
      

      
      The bay wasn’t large, but there was space for more pods on this level. Overhead, two
         sleek shuttles hung in launch cradles.
      

      
      “How many crew?” Han asked in a low voice.

      
      “The standard was thirty-two crew and officers, but the ships were designed to hold
         more in case they had to transport evacuees off damaged ships,” Leia whispered back.
      

      
      “So they could’ve taken on more once they turned pirate,” Han said.

      
      The inner bay doors opened and five humans strode in, a woman in the lead. They weren’t
         wearing Alderaanian uniforms, which was something of a relief to Leia. They wore the
         utilitarian clothing spacers usually favored: pants, shirts, and vests or jackets
         in grays or dark colors. If Leia had been planning a pirate career, she would have
         approved; their outfits wouldn’t get them a second look at any commercial port or
         station. They were also all wearing sidearms, and they all looked a little nervous.
      

      
      The woman in the lead was slim and elegant, with pale skin and short dark hair, and
         only a little taller than Leia. She stopped a few paces away and said, “Your Highness.
         I’m Captain Caline Metara.”
      

      
      “I’m sorry we have to meet under these circumstances, Captain Metara.” Leia was aware
         her voice was dry. She was finding it hard to maintain a calm, neutral demeanor in
         the face of Metara’s confident, professional appearance. Piracy apparently agreed
         with her. “Now that I’m aboard, I’d like you to allow the station’s rescue ship to
         tow the damaged merchant vessel into dock.”
      

      
      Metara answered so quickly that Leia knew she had anticipated the request. “I’m afraid
         I can’t do that. We haven’t had time to remove the merchant’s cargo yet. And while
         you can vouch for your own ship’s conduct, you can’t control the station’s picket
         ship. If I let it come close enough to take the merchant in tow, it will fire on us.”
      

      
      She was probably right about that, and Leia hadn’t really expected a different answer,
         but it was a further test of her already stretched-to-the-limit temper. “Very well,
         then.” She wanted to add, And I hope not too many more of the people aboard the merchant ship die while we’re
            having our lovely little chat, but just managed to suppress it.
      

      
      Metara seemed to realize she was perhaps not Leia’s favorite person at the moment.
         She gave her a grave nod and said, “Please come this way. We can talk more comfortably
         in the ship’s lounge.”
      

      
      “Let’s do that,” Leia said. Her jaw was starting to ache from the tension of trying
         to keep her expression under control. She caught a wary look from Han.
      

      
      As Metara led them through the bay blast doors and into the corridor, she said, “We
         had heard rumors that you survived the destruction, but we weren’t sure how much to
         believe of what was reported on the Imperial-controlled news services.” Her voice
         trembled a little, the first indication that she was aware of the awkwardness of the
         situation. “I assume your ship is a rebel vessel.”
      

      
      “It has an Alliance affiliation,” Leia said, glad to see the hint of vulnerability.
         Vulnerability meant doubt, and if Leia was going to talk Metara out of this, she needed
         a way past that polished demeanor.
      

      
      The last Alderaanian gunship Leia had been aboard was one of the survivors that had
         joined the Alliance. She knew they were all much the same, but it was still something
         of a shock to walk down the familiar corridors, to see how little had changed aboard
         this ship. The crew was obviously being careful with the maintenance, though there
         were a few signs of normal wear like small tears and stains on the concussion padding
         around the blast doors, or mismatched metal finishes where the consoles had been repaired
         with different materials. She noticed that Metara was taking them through the crew
         quarters, and not past any of the engineering or weapons sections, and she wondered
         exactly what augmentations the ship had been given.
      

      
      At last Metara stopped before a doorway. Leaving her entourage in the corridor, she
         led her guests into what was obviously a crew lounge. Furnished with couches built
         back against the bulkheads and cabinets where games, readers, holo sets, and other
         entertainment items would typically have been stored, the room was clean, kept as
         well as it would have been had the Aegis still been under the control of the Alderaanian planetary security forces. Leia saw
         the ship’s original commission plaque with the Alderaan planetary seal proudly displayed
         above the forward doorway and had to grit her teeth. How could they live as pirates
         and keep that plaque on display, as if they still had any right to it?
      

      
      Two crew members waited for them in the lounge. “This is my second in command, Dannan Kelvan,” Metara said, gesturing, “and our engineer and weapons
         officer, Alia Terae.”
      

      
      Leia realized again that she had been expecting people who looked more desperate,
         more affected by their decision to turn pirate. Terae and Kelvan were both younger
         than Metara, Terae with very pale skin and blond hair pulled severely back from her
         sharp features, and Kelvan slender and tall and dark-skinned, with an earnest expression.
         Terae’s attitude made Leia think of a rebellious adolescent who had been caught in
         some act of disobedience, and Kelvan looked grave and uncomfortable. Leia saw the
         discomfort as a good sign. If Kelvan or any other members of the crew weren’t as committed
         to this course as Metara was, she might just have a chance to talk them around.
      

      
      Metara invited them to sit down. Leia took a seat on one of the couches, and Han flopped
         down beside her, seemingly unconcerned. Terae’s gaze flicked over them suspiciously,
         and Leia tried to see her group through the other woman’s eyes: Han dangerous, Sian
         cool and calm, and Kifar stoic. Leia had no idea what she looked like. She suspected
         she just looked angry.
      

      
      She watched Metara silently. She wasn’t interested in exchanging pleasantries, especially
         as there was no telling how much this delay might already be hurting the injured aboard
         the merchant ship. She waited to hear what Metara wanted to say.
      

      
      Metara broke the silence abruptly. “We didn’t watch Alderaan be destroyed and then
         suddenly decide to become pirates. That isn’t what happened.”
      

      
      Leia inclined her head slightly. “What did happen?”

      
      Metara took a deep breath. “We were in the outer perimeter of the system. We intercepted
         some Imperial transmissions and realized that an attack was taking place. We set a
         course for Alderaan but didn’t arrive in time. We never actually saw the Death Star.”
         Her expression tightened at the name, as if it still cost her something to say it
         aloud. Leia knew how that felt. “Our sensors and communications were taken out by
         the blast wave, and we had to stop and make repairs. We had no idea what had happened,
         at first. Then we were finally able to make our way back and picked up the edge of
         the debris field. It was … a terrible moment.”
      

      
      Watching Metara intently, Leia realized that the captain had thought a lot about how she would explain what had happened, though it was doubtful that she
         had ever cast Leia in the role of the person she would be explaining it to. Perhaps
         she had rehearsed the speech in her thoughts, imagining herself justifying her actions
         to her commanding officer, or one of her parents, or a mentor. That didn’t bode well.
         It meant that Metara had been shoring up her defenses for a long time.
      

      
      When Leia didn’t respond, Kelvan said, “Everyone on the crew had lost … everyone,
         everything. Our families came from Chianar, Aldera …” At the mention of the Alderaanian
         capital, he shifted in embarrassment and looked away, as if suddenly remembering who
         Leia was. That she had lost everyone, too.
      

      
      Her voice a challenge, Terae said, “Where were you, Your Highness? When it happened.”

      
      “I was aboard the Death Star,” Leia said, keeping her tone cool, hoping she was betraying
         nothing. She had rehearsed this, too, and performed it so often she could do it as
         evenly as if she were speaking of some minor diplomatic incident.
      

      
      Terae stared, and Metara’s brow knit. Aghast, Kelvan said, “I thought that was a rumor.”

      
      “There are many rumors about what happened, but that one is true. I … escaped,” she
         said, not looking at Han, “not long after. I was on Yavin Four when the Death Star
         was destroyed.” But Leia wanted them to keep talking about themselves, not her. “What
         did you do then?”
      

      
      Metara rubbed her palms on her pants. “We detected some other surviving ships, on
         the outer edges of the system. They told us they knew where to make contact with the
         Alliance, that they were going to join it, to fight the Empire. My crew discussed
         it, and …” Her expression hardened. “We felt it was Alderaan’s association with the
         Alliance that led to its destruction.”
      

      
      She spoke the words as if she expected an argument. Leia said, “That is certainly
         true. Is that why you decided not to join the Alliance?”
      

      
      “Yes.” Metara lifted her chin. Leia’s failure to argue the point had clearly thrown
         her off her prepared speech, and her tone turned defensive. “We wanted to fight the
         Empire on our own terms.”
      

      
      Leia wanted to ask how attacking traders with no Imperial affiliations qualified as
         fighting the Empire, but she managed to refrain. “This was a decision you all agreed
         with?”
      

      
      She wanted to find out if there had been any dissent among the crew at that point.
         From the way Terae and Kelvan both looked at Metara to see what their response should
         be, she felt the answer was probably no.
      

      
      Terae said, “If Alderaan had kept to its principles of peace and neutrality, the Empire
         would not have attacked.”
      

      
      And if the Empire had not been corrupt, venal, and determined to destroy any hint
            of resistance, the Empire would not have presented a threat to Alderaan’s peace in
            the first place, Leia thought. This was not an argument she wanted to have again, but she seemed
         perpetually doomed to repeat it. Her punishment for surviving, perhaps. “Alderaan
         was too powerful, too influential. Sooner or later, the Empire would have found a
         reason to attack us, no matter how peaceful and neutral we claimed to be.”
      

      
      She met Metara’s gaze. “And becoming a pirate is an odd way to embrace the principles
         of peace and neutrality.” She added deliberately, “Pirates are one of the chief suppliers
         of the slave trade currently flourishing under the Empire.” She had been trying to
         halt the trade in sentient species since she had first become a Senator, and she probably
         knew more about it than the soulless bastards who profited from it. If Metara thought
         she could operate as a pirate and somehow keep her hands clean of the slave trade,
         she was a fool.
      

      
      Terae bristled. “We would never stoop to that! That’s not what we’re—”

      
      Metara stopped her with a glance. She told Leia, “We have never sold crews into slavery.
         We do not take captives.”
      

      
      “Then what do you do with the people left alive on the ships you target?”

      
      The question hung in the air a moment. Then Metara said, “We leave them aboard. After
         we’ve gone, they can call for assistance if their systems are too damaged to repair.
         All we’re interested in are the cargoes.”
      

      
      It was naïve at best, and Leia was sure Metara must be aware of that on some level.
         There were bound to be casualties; the crews of the targeted ships would believe they
         were fighting for their lives and freedom, and they wouldn’t hold back. And there
         had to be ships too damaged to repair, for whom help didn’t arrive in time. Not to
         mention the loss of property that could send small shipping concerns and merchant
         companies into financial ruin. “It’s a hard way to make a living,” Leia said, an edge of irony
         in her tone.
      

      
      Leia meant that it was hard on the victims, but Metara said, “Believe me, we’re all
         too aware of that. At first all we were concerned with was survival.”
      

      
      Han said suddenly, “There are a lot of jobs you could take on with a ship like this.
         Hauling freight or guarding merchant trade routes in backwater systems is boring,
         but you can live on it.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t glance at him. She knew that pirates often preyed on smugglers the same
         way they preyed on legal shipping, and that it was likely that Han had had personal
         experience with their depredations. And Han had had to scramble to make a living in
         the murkier margins of the galactic trade routes; that Metara professed not to be
         able to survive with this ship and her loyal well-trained crew must be like a slap
         in the face. But Leia would have preferred him to stay out of the conversation, mostly
         because she was worried enough about her own penchant for sarcasm and didn’t have
         the time at the moment to worry about Han’s.
      

      
      “That’s what we did at first,” Kelvan told him. “We also hired out as a picket ship
         for small trading posts, but …” He glanced at Metara again. “We encountered Imperials.”
      

      
      Leia suspected that “encountered Imperials” was a diplomatic way to describe whatever
         had happened. She had dealt with her own overwhelming moments of rage after Alderaan,
         though watching the Death Star be destroyed had helped. She suspected that what Kelvan
         meant was that Captain Metara had let her rage come before the good of her crew and
         ship.
      

      
      “We wanted peace, but it turned out we wanted revenge more,” Metara said.

      
      Yes, there’s that “we” again. “So you were recognized and attacked as an Alderaanian ship?” Leia asked. “Or you
         fired on Imperial ships?” She was certain now that she knew what had happened. Metara
         had stepped up as a strong leader, a source of security and stability at a time when
         everything familiar and safe had been wrenched away in the most painful way possible.
         The crew would have drawn closer together, formed even tighter bonds and more intimate
         relationships than before. Metara wasn’t the captain of this ship—she was the head of a family. She might listen to
         the others’ opinions, but the final decision was hers, and they wouldn’t go against
         her. This was going to be even more difficult than Leia had anticipated. And it wasn’t
         as if she had ever thought it would be easy.
      

      
      Metara ignored Leia’s questions. “We discovered the local Imperial governor had trading
         concerns, and we attacked the freighters he owned. After that, we had to leave the
         area. We came here … because we had heard there were opportunities to strike at Imperial
         shipping.”
      

      
      Leia hadn’t heard of much Imperial shipping in this part of the Mid Rim. If there
         had been, the Empire would have a larger presence here and the local traders wouldn’t
         be such easy prey for pirates. Before she could reply, Kifar said, “That merchant
         you hit is from an agricultural trader. How is that striking at Imperial shipping?”
      

      
      He was right, but Leia didn’t need any help, and she didn’t want anyone changing the
         subject but her. She caught his eye, and he leaned back, his mouth grim.
      

      
      Metara frowned, but not at Kifar. It was clear the merchant ship was a sore point,
         but Leia couldn’t tell why. She didn’t think it was the moral failure that concerned
         Metara. Metara said, “That is in the nature of an obligation.”
      

      
      Leia lifted her brows. “Attacking the ship was an obligation?” She didn’t like the
         sound of that. “How?”
      

      
      A ship’s alarm rang out over the comm system, and everyone flinched. Metara pushed
         to her feet and moved a few steps away to take a comlink out of her jacket pocket.
         Leia watched Metara speak quietly and then listen to the answer. Terae and Kelvan
         watched their captain worriedly. Han leaned over and whispered to Leia, “If it’s that
         Imperial corvette, we could be in trouble.”
      

      
      Sian and Kifar leaned in to listen, Kifar frowning. If it was the corvette, that meant someone who knew their movements was reporting to the Imperials.
         There was no other way the Imperial ship could have found them again so quickly. Leia
         started to say, “If it is—”
      

      
      Metara turned around and said, “Please excuse me a moment, Your Highness.” She jerked
         her chin at Terae and Kelvan, who both stood and hurriedly followed Metara as she
         strode out through the forward door.
      

      
      The door sealed behind her, and Han, Kifar, and Sian all drew breath to speak. Leia
         held up a hand to stop them and glanced at the door into the corridor. Two of the
         crew members who had escorted them up from the hangar bay still waited out there,
         facing away from the lounge. She took out her comlink and, keeping her voice very
         low, said, “Gamble, come in. What’s happening out there?”
      

      
      “Princess, another ship just entered the system and is heading for us at attack speed.”
         Jerell sounded agitated. “It’s not Imperial, but we can’t read the ID and the sensors
         say it’s heavily armed.”
      

      
      “It’s another pirate,” Han said.

      
      Sian was startled. “How do you know?”

      
      Han shrugged. “This sector is lousy with pirates. It might be a heavily armed root
         crop freighter coming to the other trader’s rescue, but the odds are against it.”
      

      
      Leia told Jerell, “Get the Gamble out of there. Head toward the station and dock.”
      

      
      “But no, Your Highness, what about—”

      
      Leia cut across the protest. “You can come back for us later. We can’t risk the ship.”

      
      There was a hesitation at the other end, and Leia knew Jerell was checking with General
         Willard. “Blast it,” she muttered.
      

      
      “You think this pirate is working with the Aegis?” Kifar asked. “I know that out in the Tingel Arm, they say pirates work in big groups,
         almost fleets.”
      

      
      “It’s possible,” Han said, most of his attention on Leia and the comlink.

      
      Jerell replied, “Yes, Your Highness, we’ll take the ship into the station now.”

      
      Han sat back, visibly relieved, and Sian muttered, “Finally.”

      
      Leia agreed. She slipped the comlink back into her pocket as the forward blast door
         slid open. Kelvan stepped out and said, “Your Highness, Captain Metara has asked if
         you would please join her on the bridge.”
      

      
      Leia stood, and Han, Sian, and Kifar stood with her. Kelvan added, “Just you, please.
         For security reasons only.”
      

      
      Leia hesitated a beat, but Metara had still left them with their weapons. She turned
         to Han, whose expression suggested he thought they should perhaps use those weapons. She said, firmly, “Wait here, and don’t do anything
         rash.”
      

      
      Han lifted a brow. “Define rash.”

      
      Leia defined rash as just about everything Han did. “Just wait.”

      
      She followed Kelvan through some short corridors and onto a raised observation area
         above the Aegis’s bridge. Terae stood at the railing, watching the activity below with her brow furrowed
         in worry. Leia spotted Metara seated at the comm station, wearing a headset and having
         what was obviously a tense conversation with whoever was on the frequency.
      

      
      Some of the consoles, including the weapons console, Leia noted, had been replaced
         with units and boards that didn’t match standard issue. She didn’t think they were
         repairs; she assumed they were tied into the ship’s augmented systems. They would
         have had to install controls for the tractor beam and whatever weapons systems had
         been added.
      

      
      From where she stood, she had a good view of the image on one of the sensor holoscreens.
         The approaching ship had the outline of a large cargo hauler, but gunports had been
         added both above and below the bridge, and there was extra bulk built up around the
         module where the cargo doors should have been.
      

      
      Leia looked at Kelvan. “What ship is that?”

      
      Kelvan was distinctly uncomfortable. “It was sent by … our benefactor in this area.”

      
      “Your benefactor?” Leia repeated. “The benefactor who paid for all this extra equipment,
         the tractor beam, augmented weapons?”
      

      
      Kelvan seemed to be trying not to wince. “Yes, Your Highness.”

      
      Leia had the impression that Kelvan didn’t approve of the arrangement, at least not
         entirely. She wondered if, despite his misgivings, he hadn’t protested, or if he had
         and Metara just hadn’t listened to him. Prodding for information, she said, “Not an
         Imperial, I presume.”
      

      
      It was Terae who answered. “No! Of course not.” She hesitated, then added, “The ship
         is from a pirate fleet. They have a base near here.”
      

      
      Leia swore in realization, drawing a startled look from Kelvan. “An organization of
         pirates supplied you with these altered systems and now you owe them service.” Suddenly
         Metara’s attitude toward the merchant ship’s cargo made a lot more sense.
      

      
      Terae shook her head, reminding Leia of a sulky teenager. “It’s not like that. It’s
         a business arrangement.”
      

      
      Business arrangement, for the love of—“Do these other pirates operate by your principles, or do they sell captured crews
         into slavery?” Leia managed not to put too much sarcastic emphasis on the word principles. “Or did you not bother to ask?”
      

      
      She saw Terae’s expression turn bleak for an instant and thought, So the answer is yes. That was hardly a surprise. Terae said, “We don’t have to act as they do. Once we’ve
         fulfilled our obligations, we can leave.”
      

      
      “Yes, a great many people have said that when accepting ‘arrangements’ with the Empire,”
         Leia said drily.
      

      
      Terae’s whole body stiffened in offense, and even the more level-tempered Kelvan looked
         away, his hands tightening on the railing. Before either could reply, Metara pulled
         her headset off and stood so abruptly that the bridge crew stared at her. Leia saw
         the captain take a deep breath for self-control, saw the tension leave her shoulders
         and her posture return to confident and calm. Metara was good at this. But then, if
         she hadn’t been good at it, this crew wouldn’t be here right now.
      

      
      Metara crossed the bridge to climb the few steps to the observation area. Though her
         face was still cool and neutral, Leia could read in the slight tightening at the corners
         of her eyes that what she had to report wasn’t good news.
      

      
      “They told me what that ship is,” Leia said. “What does it want from you?”

      
      “They want us to come with them, as we said we would.” Metara projected calm, but
         the underlying strain was just barely evident. “I told them we hadn’t had time to
         take the merchant ship’s cargo, and they said they were taking the entire ship. If
         we don’t comply, I know they’ll fire on us, and we’re outgunned.” She turned to Leia.
         “I’m sorry, I didn’t—I meant to keep my word to you, but I can’t now. And if we let
         you leave in the pod, or even give you one of our shuttles, they’ll have you before
         you can reach the station’s perimeter.”
      

      
      Leia pressed her lips together to keep from saying the first thing that came to mind.
         Or the second. Her secure comlink would be out of range as soon as the Aegis left the vicinity of Arnot Station, so she and the others were on their own. She
         couldn’t afford to alienate Metara now. She settled on, “That merchant ship has injured crew members. And you know what
         pirates will do with them.”
      

      
      For a moment, real anguish flashed across Metara’s face. “I know, and I didn’t mean
         for this to happen! Believe me, I never intended—” She shook off her distress and
         an instant later was the calm professional again. She turned back to the railing and
         ordered, “Thomen, the Wastrel will be tractoring the merchant in and locking onto it. Prepare to follow them into
         hyperspace.”
      

      
      Despite the coolness with which Metara gave the order, she was clearly conflicted,
         and that gave Leia her first real hope that the Aegis could be saved.
      

      
      She pressed the advantage. “Did you tell the pirates that I’m aboard?” If Metara thought
         there was some sort of “honor among thieves” code among pirates, that they wouldn’t
         sell Leia and the others out to the Empire at the first opportunity …
      

      
      Metara looked honestly startled, as if the thought had never occurred to her. “No,
         of course not. I can’t avoid going with them now, but once we can leave, I’ll bring
         you and your people back here, or wherever you can rendezvous with your ship.” She
         added, “If you don’t trust us, and believe me, I understand why you wouldn’t, I can
         drop you off at a safe commercial port, where your ship can meet you.”
      

      
      “I see. Thank you.” Leia felt the tightness in her chest ease. Metara’s words had
         the ring of truth; someone who wasn’t planning to release them wouldn’t worry about
         the details of how to get Leia back to her ship. Metara had felt she had to see Leia
         in person because, whether she realized it or not, she wanted to justify her behavior
         to someone who represented the Alderaanian planetary security forces and civil authority
         that she had once served. Leia didn’t think Metara had gotten what she needed out
         of their meeting, but it was clear Metara didn’t want her hurt or captured, either.
      

      
      She thought Metara had gotten in over her head, and that Metara knew it, but saying
         so now would be a terrible mistake. Leia had been looking for a common ground with
         the Aegis’s crew, a way to put them all on the same side so further negotiation would be possible.
         This could be her best chance. “Do you trust these pirates?”
      

      
      Metara glanced at Terae and Kelvan. Terae’s shoulders hunched uncomfortably; Kelvan’s
         expression was grave. He said, “We didn’t have much of a choice. They claimed we were poaching on their territory, that we had to
         join them or leave. And we needed repairs we couldn’t pay for. If we didn’t accept
         their help, we would have had to sell the ship for scrap.” He shrugged helplessly.
         “I don’t know what we would have done then.”
      

      
      Leia knew. The crew would have had to break up, drift off, look for other ways to
         survive. People who had lost everything would lose one another, too.
      

      
      Metara admitted, “I trust them to hunt us down and destroy us if we don’t fulfill
         our end of this bargain.”
      

      
      Leia lifted a brow. “Perhaps I can help you with that.”

      
      Metara stared at her. “What do you mean?”

      
      “I’m not sure yet. I need to know more about your situation. But I have a great deal
         of experience in talking my way out of tough corners.” Leia added deliberately, “You
         may not be as trapped as you think.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER FIVE

      
      AFTER THE AEGIS WENT into hyperspace, Kelvan led Leia back to the lounge. As she stepped in, the others
         were already on their feet, giving the impression that the door sliding open had just
         interrupted a particularly intense conversation. From their expressions, especially
         Han’s, the fact that the ship had gone into hyperspace had not escaped anyone’s attention.
      

      
      Kelvan hesitated, as if he felt all the awkwardness of the situation but had no idea
         what to do about it. He just nodded to Leia and left, letting the door slide shut
         behind him.
      

      
      “What happened?” Han demanded.

      
      Leia explained briefly, keeping her voice quiet. When she finished, Han said, “You
         know how much trouble we could be in, here.”
      

      
      “Yes, I know, Han, but thank you very much for pointing out the obvious,” Leia said
         with some asperity. “I think we could also have an excellent opportunity.”
      

      
      Han clapped a hand over his eyes.

      
      “You mean an opportunity to recruit this crew?” Sian asked dubiously.

      
      “It’s certainly a possibility.” Leia knew she sounded more confident about that than
         the situation warranted, but if she didn’t believe in the Aegis’s crew, no one would. “This is going to give me time to talk with them, and if I
         can help them get out of this situation—”
      

      
      “The situation of being in debt to some pirate lord, and headed to his base with us
         aboard their ship?” Han said, annoyingly accurate. “That situation?”
      

      
      “Surely they won’t betray the Princess,” Kifar said. “I mean, they’re pirates, but
         they’re still Alderaanians.”
      

      
      Han gave Kifar a withering look. “It’s hilarious that you believe that.”

      
      Sian didn’t look happy, but said, “We’re stuck here with them; we might as well make
         the best of it.”
      

      
      Before Han could respond, Metara walked into the lounge, accompanied by Terae and
         Kelvan. Leia asked her, “Where exactly are we going, Captain?”
      

      
      “To a meeting place for the pirates in this area,” Metara told her. “They call it
         a clearinghouse.”
      

      
      “A what?” Sian asked, but Leia had heard the term before.

      
      She explained, “Pirates come from other sectors, places with richer trade routes.
         They bring their stolen cargoes and trade or sell them at the clearinghouse to fences
         and dealers or other pirates.” They would also bring captive crew and passengers here,
         to sell them far away from wherever they had originally been taken prisoner. Leia
         kept her voice cool by habit, but she was thinking that this explained a great deal
         about the level of pirate activity in this sector.
      

      
      “That’s correct.” Metara rubbed her palms together, distracted and clearly still uneasy.
         “We haven’t been there before, and I haven’t met their leader. Our arrangement was
         made through intermediaries, who gave me access to the funds to have the modifications
         made. They also gave us the location of a shipyard that wouldn’t ask questions.”
      

      
      “But why do they have a clearinghouse here?” Kifar asked. “What’s the attraction?”

      
      “The attraction is that this place is too backwater for the Empire to do anything
         but collect taxes,” Han answered. “And there’s no local patrols or militia to worry
         about, just a few armed merchants and farmers.”
      

      
      Metara remained focused on Leia. “You said you could help us. How? Were you suggesting
         that you pay our debt?” She looked troubled by the thought.
      

      
      “And what would you want in return?” Terae put in, clearly skeptical.

      
      Leia ignored her. She knew the Alliance had no spare funds to pay off the Aegis’s debt, and she wanted to avoid handing over money to pirates and slavers. “That
         wasn’t what I had in mind. But if I can convince the pirates that we have something
         to offer them worth more than your service, and if we can get them to release the
         merchant crew and then let us leave … I don’t know if it’s possible, but it’s worth
         a try.”
      

      
      Han stared incredulously at her, but Metara was nodding slowly.

      
      “You’re going to lie to them, in other words?” Terae asked. “Break our agreement with
         them?”
      

      
      Metara gave the younger woman a cold look that suggested she had heard about all she
         needed to from Terae. But Leia said, “When it comes to trying to stop a crew of innocent
         bystanders from being sold into slavery, yes, I’m happy to lie with the best of them.”
      

      
      Leia had hoped for an opportunity to speak to the other Aegis crew members, so she was pleased when she and the others were invited to eat with
         Metara and the rest of the off-duty crew in the ship’s galley. The table in the compartment
         was only large enough for one shift, but it seemed as if everyone who didn’t fit had
         crammed into the two corridors and the doorways that accessed the galley, listening
         intently to the conversation. Leia suspected that Metara was fairly expert at gauging
         her crew’s mood, and knew that denying them the opportunity to see and speak to Leia
         would only foster dissent.
      

      
      Also, Leia didn’t want Metara to think she was trying to sway the loyalty of her crew.
         Well, I am, but I’m not planning a mutiny. Leia had seen enough as the crew assembled for dinner to know that they weren’t
         afraid of Metara. They obviously liked her and trusted her; trying to drive a wedge
         between them and their captain would be as ineffective as it would be cruel.
      

      
      The situation was a tricky one. Leia felt she had made some progress with Metara,
         getting her to admit that making the deal with the pirate clearinghouse had been a mistake. It gave them a goal in common, and Leia wanted Metara
         to keep thinking of her as an ally and not an enemy. She didn’t want to lose that
         ground. It might not be possible to convince Metara to join the Alliance, but maybe
         Leia could convince her to abandon piracy and find a more legitimate occupation somewhere
         far from here. She had conducted some negotiations in the Senate under her father’s
         tutelage that were almost as personal and delicate, and she was going to have to use
         every trick he had showed her.
      

      
      The food was only the usual uncreative shipboard rations, and Leia ate without paying
         much attention to it. She spent her time answering questions from the crew and listening
         as they spoke, tentatively at first and then with more confidence, about Alderaan.
      

      
      Then one of the crew asked her, “But what were you doing out here, Your Highness?”

      
      “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that,” Leia said, with a slight smile to soften her reply.

      
      “You mean, you’re here on Alliance business?” Someone nudged him, and he said hastily,
         “I’m sorry. I just didn’t think—I assumed—”
      

      
      “That I was a figurehead? A symbol?” Leia said. She got that a lot, and it wasn’t
         as if Mon Mothma and other members of the Alliance High Command hadn’t tried to make
         it clear that that was how they preferred it. Leia knew that being a symbol was part
         of her duty to the Alliance, but she wasn’t sure Mothma and the others really understood
         what they were asking of her. Unlike living, breathing people, figureheads were made
         of stone and incapable of mistakes; Leia wasn’t certain how long she could bear that
         weight. Failure at some point seemed inevitable, and she hated to fail.
      

      
      “I didn’t think they let you do anything dangerous,” the young man persisted, then
         winced in embarrassment when someone—probably Kelvan, judging from the angle—kicked
         him under the table.
      

      
      Leia heard Sian make a quiet snort of derision, obviously remembering their moment
         of near-explosive decompression on the Gamble’s bridge. She glanced up at Han, who was giving her a look that was so sardonic she
         almost snorted herself. “Well,” she said drily, “the Imperial Senate was always fairly
         dangerous,” and used the moment to segue into a funny story about a junior senator’s
         aide who had climbed down a maintenance shaft to avoid Senator Palpatine.
      

      
      At the end of the meal, with the tension eased and the crew talking more naturally
         among themselves, Leia caught Metara watching her with an expression she couldn’t
         quite read. She wondered if the captain regretted bringing her aboard, if she thought
         Leia might already be gaining too much influence over the crew.
      

      
      Leia decided she was going to have to keep her efforts subtle, at least until she
         had more of a chance to work on Metara herself.
      

      
      Leia and Han were on the bridge observation platform when the Aegis came out of hyperspace.
      

      
      Sian and Kifar were back in the lounge, but Han had insisted he accompany Leia when
         Kelvan came to take her to the bridge. Leia hadn’t objected. She wanted his opinion,
         and she wanted to encourage any situation that allowed them to move more freely around
         the gunship. Metara still seemed to be easing into the idea of seeing them as allies,
         and Leia wanted to keep pushing that envelope.
      

      
      Kelvan hesitated, then asked Han, “Are you the Princess’s bodyguard?”

      
      Leia watched Han fight a short battle with himself, while she stared archly at him,
         braced for whatever innuendo-laden response he would come up with. He finally said,
         “I’m her pilot.”
      

      
      Kelvan glanced at Leia, but just then an alert ping sounded over the comm system,
         telling them that the ship was only a few moments from exiting hyperspace, and Kelvan
         clearly decided he didn’t have time to argue about Han coming along. As he led them
         through to the bridge, Leia noted that he hadn’t needed to contact Metara for permission,
         either. He and Terae might have more authority on the ship than Leia had originally
         thought.
      

      
      When they reached the bridge, Han and Leia remained in the observation area with Kelvan.
         Metara and Terae were below, standing behind the four crew members who were operating
         the bridge stations. The Aegis came out of hyperspace smoothly, the stars streaking back into coherence. The main
         sensor screen was clearly visible from the observation area; it showed empty space,
         except for the Wastrel, the pirate ship that had led them here. They must have emerged from hyperspace a good distance away from their destination. Leia assumed that was the local etiquette,
         designed to give any picket ships time to identify the newcomers.
      

      
      Leia watched Metara conduct a brief conversation on the comm headset, probably with
         the Wastrel, as the two ships traveled farther into the system on their sublights. Then Han said,
         “There it is.”
      

      
      There was nothing to see in the viewport yet, so Leia watched the sensor screen. A
         scatter of dots and numbers showed sensor contacts with five other ships. That’s not too bad, she thought. Then the screen blossomed with dots as the other contacts came within
         range. That small scatter of ships had just been the outliers.
      

      
      There were ships all over the screen, some locked together in clusters, some orbiting
         separately. All were gathered around something that the sensors interpreted as a large
         dark mass, bristling with spikes of energy.
      

      
      Kelvan looked almost as horrified as Leia felt. He murmured, “There’s more than fifty
         of them.” Below, Terae stared at the sensor screen. Leia couldn’t see Metara’s expression,
         but her shoulders were tense. More confirmation, Leia thought, that Metara hadn’t
         known what she was getting her crew into.
      

      
      Han glanced over at Leia. “Enough pirates for you, Your Worship?”

      
      “I’m thrilled,” Leia muttered. This many pirates could totally destroy Arnot Station
         and all the small planetary settlements that were supplied by the local trade routes.
      

      
      The mass at the center of all the ship contacts grew larger. Leia was afraid for an
         instant that it was a massive ship, something even larger than a Star Destroyer, but
         the sensors seemed confused as to just what it actually was. It emitted comm signals
         and power, but large sections of it were inert. Many of the other ships orbited it,
         but it was far too small for a moon, let alone a planet.
      

      
      “What is that thing?” Kelvan asked.

      
      “That’s what I was wondering,” Han said. “I thought it was a dead station they had
         towed out here, but it looks like there’s lots of raw minerals …”
      

      
      The crew member at the sensor station must have been working on the problem. Metara
         stepped up behind him as the sensor view formed into an image of an irregularly shaped mass, with glowing spots that showed power
         sources emanating from all over it. Dark spots marked hatches and bays large enough
         for huge cargo transports to enter; the sensors seemed to be indicating that it was
         hollow, riddled with meandering shafts, but also with the shapes of pressurized areas
         that looked constructed—“It’s an asteroid mine,” Leia said, startled.
      

      
      Han agreed. “Must be an old, played-out one. It might be a leftover from the Republic,
         or before.”
      

      
      Asteroid fields with valuable minerals often drew rushes of prospectors and mining
         corporations, which then left once the most accessible veins had been played out.
         Some of the original planetary populations in this area might have come from miners
         and support personnel who had stayed in the sector after the mines shut down. Leia
         said, “And it’s one more reason why the pirates chose this area for their clearinghouse.
         It’s huge, there must be plenty of room to repair ships, store cargoes, meet with
         dealers, whatever else they need.” She looked at Kelvan. “And hold prisoners until
         they can be sold to slavers. Like the merchant crew.”
      

      
      Kelvan’s expression was conflicted. “We didn’t have any idea this was such a big operation.
         I think we convinced ourselves it was just a business deal.”
      

      
      Metara had called it that, too. “Would it have made a difference?” Leia asked.

      
      He shook his head. “Maybe. I don’t know. We were desperate.” He lifted one hand helplessly.
         “We’ve been desperate for so long.”
      

      
      Leia nodded understanding. Desperate, and he, Terae, and Metara were responsible for
         the safety of the other crew members.
      

      
      Han still watched the sensor screen, obviously troubled. “Clearinghouses aren’t meant
         to stay in one place. They have to move pretty frequently, depending on how much business
         they do and how much attention they attract. But this setup looks permanent.”
      

      
      “I wonder if this is more than just a clearinghouse,” Leia said. If some Imperial
         official was connected to this place, that might be a reason why the Imperial authorities
         were so uninterested in the pirate traffic in this sector.
      

      
      Han shrugged. “We’ll know more once we get inside.”

      
      The images on the sensor screen were getting larger and clearer every moment. It wouldn’t
         be long now.
      

      
      The Aegis was given coordinates for a docking port, and it approached the asteroid mine under
         the shadow of what felt like every pirate gun from the Outer Rim to the Core Worlds.
         Leia reminded herself that it wasn’t really that bad. Of course, if all the ships
         started shooting at once, it might as well be.
      

      
      The asteroid had probably once been a spheroid, but extensive mining had hollowed
         out one whole hemisphere, and malformed one of the poles, so the shape from this angle
         resembled a half-moon wearing a floppy cap. They were close enough now to see that
         the surface was covered by pits, holes, and craters that bore the marks of drilling
         and digging until it was hard to tell if they had been caused by natural impacts or
         had been carved out by the abandoned mining apparatus that lay everywhere. Leia saw
         a large blast scar surrounded by the remnants of a crashed ship—no, two crashed ships—scattered
         across the dusty surface. It was impossible to tell the age of the crash, or whether
         the wrecks were pirate ships destroyed in some conflict or an old mining accident.
      

      
      The docking port to which they had been directed was built into a ridge protruding
         from what was roughly the middle of the asteroid. It was an open port, without an
         air lock, protected only by a containment field. It looked as if it had been originally
         meant for droid-operated loading transports.
      

      
      “Not exactly a warm welcome,” Leia commented to Han. They stood alone on the observation
         platform. Terae had left the bridge to return to engineering while the ship docked,
         and Kelvan had joined Metara below. “It’s not a very secure berth.”
      

      
      Han shrugged. “Maybe, maybe not. As far as we know, they don’t have any reason to
         kill us. Yet.”
      

      
      True, Leia thought. Though the Aegis might be worth more without a crew than with one, if the pirates had any inkling
         that Metara meant to refuse to supply captive crews to slavers.
      

      
      Han jerked his chin toward the screen that was tracking the Wastrel and the captured merchant ship. “They’re going to another berth on this side. I bet
         it’s that big one right there.”
      

      
      Leia watched, noting the position carefully. “That’s good to know.”

      
      Han eyed her and she eyed him back. She said, “We’re not leaving without them.”

      
      Keeping his voice low, though still managing to convey just how exasperated he was,
         he said, “It’s not your fault they’re here.”
      

      
      Glaring at Metara’s back, Leia whispered, “Believe me, I know exactly whose fault
         this is.”
      

      
      The pilot carefully took the Aegis through the opening into the berth. It was a big space, suited to a much larger ship,
         with a metal superstructure built onto the arch of the rock ceiling that might be
         meant for transporting ore containers. Leia felt the shudder through the deck as the
         Aegis touched down on the scarred stone landing surface. The young pilot had positioned
         it right in the middle of the bay, ignoring the faded lines and circles meant to tell
         the long-ago droid transports where to land.
      

      
      “The bay is repressurizing,” Kelvan reported, checking his console.

      
      Metara put down her headset and crossed the bridge to the observation area. “Their
         leader wants to see me,” she told Leia. “Or at least I assume it’s their leader. The
         title is ‘flightmaster,’ and I’m not sure if he actually controls the ships docked
         here or just their right to use the station itself.”
      

      
      “Is he the one who paid for your repairs and new systems?” Leia asked.

      
      Metara nodded. “Yes. Though we only spoke through intermediaries. I was never even
         told his name.”
      

      
      “Let me go with you,” Leia said. She purposely did not look at Han, but felt him stiffen
         next to her.
      

      
      Metara shook her head. “I’ll report to you what we say, and you can advise me—”

      
      Leia interrupted, “That won’t work. I can’t help you if I don’t know exactly what
         you’re up against.”
      

      
      Metara sighed. “Your Highness, I have a great deal on my conscience already. I have
         no intention of adding to that. If anything happens to you—”
      

      
      “If this flightmaster gets the idea that there’s someone on this ship you’re reporting
         to and consulting with, it’s going to do nothing but make him suspicious. We can tell
         him that I represent another pirate ship, another group of pirate ships, that has
         made you an offer. Working with my group, you’ll be able to pay your debt quickly
         with interest. If he’s a businessman, that should be all he cares about.” Leia bit
         her lip, thinking about the merchant crew. “I’m not sure how we’re going to get your
         prisoners back.”
      

      
      “Our deal was for the cargo, not the ship itself or the crew,” Metara reminded her.
         “But obviously the flightmaster changed his mind.”
      

      
      “We might be able to work with that, argue that the crew still belongs to you because
         they weren’t specifically mentioned.” But Leia doubted she could get the pirates to
         simply hand over the prisoners. “We might have to offer to buy them.” The thought
         of giving money to slavers grated on her, but she just didn’t think it would be possible
         to take the prisoners by force. “If I can get the pirates to agree to that, and we
         can return to the station, I can get the funds from my ship. If they ask for more
         than we have, I can send for it.” Hopefully, the Millennium Falcon would reach Arnot Station before they returned. “I don’t know if this will work,”
         she told Metara. “But we have to try.”
      

      
      Metara watched her a moment, her expression unreadable. “I won’t go to the Alliance,
         no matter what you do for us.”
      

      
      Leia was willing to give up on that point, or pretend to give up on it, at least for
         now. “I understand. Do you want to use this ship for piracy and slavery?”
      

      
      Metara’s answer was reassuringly immediate. “No. Not slavery. I won’t promise never
         to attack another ship, but it was never my intention to capture this crew.”
      

      
      “Then we have the same goal.” For now, Leia thought. Later, we’ll see.
      

      
      Han stopped Leia in the corridor outside the bridge, where they had a moment of temporary
         privacy. It had been hard enough keeping his mouth shut in front of Metara and the
         others. He said, “If you’re going to ask me if I think this is a good idea—”
      

      
      “I’m not asking you.” Leia appeared amused by the idea that she might. “I need you to look out for Sian and Kifar while I’m gone. Make sure they don’t
         get into any trouble, with the Aegis’s crew or the pirates.”
      

      
      Which meant she was entertaining the idea that she and Metara wouldn’t be back soon,
         that this might not be just a quick chat with the flightmaster. “We’re supposed to
         be looking out for you. That’s why we came. Remember, I’m your ‘bodyguard.’ ” With
         hooked fingers, Han supplied the air quotes to make the double meaning obvious.
      

      
      “I thought you said you were my ‘pilot,’ ” Leia air-quoted back at him. “Han, I don’t
         have time for this.” She looked at him with steely determination. “I have to help
         these people and I need you to … not try to stop me.”
      

      
      Yeah, yeah, he knew she needed to help these people. She needed to help all the people. “Then let me go help them with you.”
      

      
      “They only asked for Metara. It’s going to be awkward enough when she brings me along. More people would just make it worse.”
      

      
      “Awkward?” Han lifted his brows at the choice of word. She was right, but he hated
         to send her out with no backup except Metara. The captain was a fanatic, and he would
         sooner trust a Hutt gang lord than a fanatic. “It’ll be awkward if they shoot you.”
      

      
      “It’ll be just as awkward if they shoot all of us.” Leia folded her arms and gave
         him the I’m-the-Princess-and-you’re-not look. “I’m not going to argue about this.”
      

      
      Han still wanted to argue, just out of principle, but it wasn’t like he had a better
         idea. It was a little late to try seizing control of the bridge and taking over the
         ship by holding Metara hostage, which was his favorite of the bad ideas he had come
         up with while they were in hyperspace. He hadn’t brought it up at the time, because
         even then he could see that Leia was making subtle inroads to accomplish exactly the
         same end without needing to draw a blaster. She had somehow managed to make herself
         Metara’s partner in this whole disaster, and by going along to negotiate with the
         flightmaster, she was moving to become Metara’s boss. Watching her operate like this
         would have been daunting if he weren’t finding it quite so attractive.
      

      
      He threw his hands in the air, making up for giving in by doing it with as little
         grace as possible. “All right, fine!”
      

      
      “Good.” Leia handed him the comlink she had brought from the Gamble. “Hold on to this for me. If we’re searched or have to give up our weapons, I don’t
         want to have to answer questions about it. Metara is going to have one secured to
         the ship’s comm; the pirates should expect that. Please go update Sian and Kifar on
         the situation. And don’t sulk about it.”
      

      
      Han put the comlink in his pocket. “You’re the boss, Your Holiness.” He knew she really
         hated it when he called her that. Leia gave him her death glare in return and stomped
         away, heading back to the bridge. Han wondered again what strange turn his life had
         taken that he had ended up as friend and verbal sparring partner for the last Princess
         of Alderaan. He just didn’t want to be the guy who got her killed.
      

      
      On her own, Leia was pretty good at not getting herself killed, no matter how hard
         the Empire had tried. At least he was here with her this time to keep her out of trouble.
         What worried him more was how far she might have to go to save these idiot Alderaanians
         from themselves. The kids who thought they could play pirate without getting their
         hands dirty were bad enough; Metara, who had talked them into this and ran the ship
         like a cult leader in a religious colony, worried the hell out of him.
      

      
      Han told Sian and Itran what the situation was, and predictably, Itran said, as if
         this were somehow all Han’s doing, “Are you out of your mind? The Princess shouldn’t
         be here in the first place!”
      

      
      “You think?” Han said, pretending to be genuinely interested in the answer, just to
         see what Itran would do.
      

      
      Itran railed about it and Han continued to prod him while thinking—just a little—about
         shooting him, until Sian finally said, “Will you two calm down and be quiet? The only
         thing we can do right now to help the Princess is present a united front, so let’s
         just do that, all right?”
      

      
      Han thought Sian didn’t care so much about presenting a united front as long as he
         and Itran both shut up. Which they did. The silence gave Han time to worry more about
         Leia’s plans. The fact that everyone from the Aegis and the Gamble who accompanied Metara and Leia down to the bay floor was armed didn’t reassure him
         all that much.
      

      
      The bay was big, carved out of the rock by the same massive digging tools that had
         chopped up the rest of the asteroid. The air had just been pumped in, so it wasn’t stale, but it was cool and too damp and had a metallic taint,
         probably from faulty recycling units somewhere in the system. The moisture had combined
         with the rock dust in the air to coat the metal panels and stone surfaces with a dirty
         muck. Stretching across the rocky ceiling was a heavy metal superstructure, a loading
         mechanism for the ore transports that had once docked here.
      

      
      Two big blast doors in the far wall opened to a corridor, where a few armed pirates
         waited, probably assigned to keep an eye on the newly recruited ship. Taking a quick
         look around, Han immediately noticed the second, unguarded way out of the bay. A moment
         later Sian nudged his arm and pointed up at the superstructure overhead. He gave her
         a quick nod.
      

      
      Three of the guards came forward into the bay, two humans and one Aqualish. The Aqualish
         was short, with green-gray skin, bulbous dark eyes, and two short tusks covering the
         lower part of his face. The two humans were both male, both big, dressed in dirty
         leather and carrying blasters. The Aqualish said, “The flightmaster wants to see the
         captain. Who’s the captain?”
      

      
      Metara stepped forward. “I am.” She indicated Leia with a jerk of her head. “She’s
         coming with me.”
      

      
      The Aqualish grunted but didn’t object. “The rest of your crew stays here, till the
         flightmaster says otherwise. We don’t want strangers wandering around.”
      

      
      Metara glanced at Kelvan and got a reluctant nod from him. She told the Aqualish,
         “We understand.”
      

      
      He turned away. “Then follow me.”

      
      Han watched Metara and Leia follow the Aqualish away, his misgivings growing. Leia
         didn’t even look back. The Aqualish hadn’t told them to hand over their weapons, but
         maybe that would come later, when they were away from the ship and any help. Most
         of the guards had been left behind, loitering just outside the blast doors.
      

      
      One of the Alderaanians said to Kelvan, “I don’t like this, sir.”

      
      Kelvan looked like he hated it. “No one does.”

      
      The Princess wasn’t going to budge from this place until she could take that captured
         merchant crew with her, and Han wasn’t exactly keen on leaving them here, either.
         He had seen too many slave pens for that. To test Kelvan’s resolve, he said, “We need to find out where they’re keeping
         their prisoners.”
      

      
      Kelvan’s reaction was to look toward the bay door, clearly considering how difficult
         it might be to get through it. “The Aqualish said we’re not to leave the bay, and
         trying to come up with some excuse might make them suspicious. I don’t want to risk
         that while the captain and Her Highness are away from the ship.”
      

      
      Unexpectedly, Terae said, “Maybe we could ask to see the merchants, pretend we consider
         them our property.”
      

      
      Han hadn’t thought Terae was on board with the idea of rescuing the merchants and
         escaping the pirates, but maybe he’d been wrong.
      

      
      “Maybe.” Kelvan’s expression was doubtful. “Our deal was for the cargo of the ship,
         there was never anything said about the crew, which was why we didn’t think these
         pirates were slavers. But Captain Metara is not going to want us to act without her
         here. For one thing, it might contradict something she’s about to tell them.”
      

      
      Kelvan was right, but he clearly wasn’t averse to hearing more suggestions. Han decided
         to take a chance on him. “Yeah, we’re going to have to do it without anybody noticing.”
      

      
      Terae gave him an impatient glare. “That’s the point: we can’t.”

      
      Han jerked his chin up. “There’s another way out of this place.”

      
      Everybody looked up. The superstructure overhead formed a track for guiding large
         repulsor carts of ore through the loading bays so they could be lowered to droid-controlled
         transports. High in the carved rock of the inside bay wall, the track curved, then
         stopped at a large hatchway that probably hadn’t been opened since the last mining
         company had left. Next to it was a smaller maintenance hatch that Han thought should
         be easier to open. “They’ve been using these bays so long, they’ve forgotten those
         hatches are up there.”
      

      
      Han saw Kelvan’s expression go from reluctant and skeptical to intrigued, and knew
         he had him. Kelvan said, “That might work.”
      

      
      “I’ll go,” Han said. “We know they took the merchant ship to a dock down that way;
         we find it, we might be able to figure out where they took the crew.”
      

      
      “I’ll go with you,” Sian said.

      
      Itran nodded. “Me, too.”

      
      “No,” Terae said, before Han could. She nodded to Han and Sian. “You two, and me.
         More than three and it will be too difficult to move around quietly.”
      

      
      “Two can move around more quietly than three,” Han said. He didn’t want Terae at his
         back any more than he wanted Itran.
      

      
      Terae didn’t like that. “If you two leave here alone, we have no guarantee you’ll
         come back.”
      

      
      Sian laughed. “Really? And then what would we do?”

      
      Han folded his arms. “Well, there goes my plan to live forever in the droid-access
         tunnels of a half-dead asteroid mine.”
      

      
      “He was really looking forward to that,” Itran added, surprising Han. He hadn’t thought
         the guy had a sense of humor.
      

      
      Terae bristled, and Kelvan said, “Lieutenant Terae goes with you, or no one goes.
         And it’s a scouting mission, only. Don’t do anything until we can report to Captain
         Metara.”
      

      
      Itran drew breath for what was clearly going to be an objection, but Han had a lot
         of experience in pushing people over lines, and knew Kelvan had been pushed as far
         as he was willing to go. He said, “It’s a deal.”
      

      
      The Aegis carried standard survival gear, which included a fibercord grappling hook. Han also
         picked up a small satchel of tools, since it looked like they would be dealing with
         access hatches and other equipment that had been old when the Republic fell.
      

      
      Once they had climbed out the ship’s topside access hatch, Han threw the grappling
         hook up to catch on the lowest girder of the ore track. He climbed up quickly, Sian
         and Terae after him. They managed to do it quietly, and the crew member Kelvan had
         stationed near the ship’s ramp didn’t signal a warning that the guards stationed by
         the bay doors had been alerted by any noise or movement above.
      

      
      The ore track was an open tube made of metal girders, with relays embedded in it to
         send instructions to the repulsor ore carts. Judging by the width of the track, the
         carts must have been at least ten meters across; the girders were wide enough to stand
         on, but the gap between each pair was about two meters—more than enough to fall through
         and plummet all the way to the stone floor of the docking bay. But running along one girder was a half-meter-wide ledge that had probably been designed for small
         maintenance droids to perch on while they repaired relays and dislodged the occasionally
         wonky cart. And there must have been a lot of wonky carts, Han decided, because as
         he made his way carefully along the ledge he found giant dents in the girder he was
         using to steady himself.
      

      
      They reached the side of the bay, a wall of deeply scarred rock. The small maintenance
         hatch was to one side of the giant ore-cart hatch, and only about a meter high. The
         rock around the seals of both was crumbling, which didn’t give Han warm fuzzy feelings
         about this place’s pressure integrity.
      

      
      “Does it have power?” Sian asked from behind him.

      
      Han tapped the control panel and heard the click as the hatch responded, but nothing
         happened. “Yeah, but it’s stuck.” He worked his fingers in around the panel and popped
         it off the wall. A little flurry of crystalline insects scurried out and away across
         the rock, and Han managed not to yelp in surprise or jerk back and knock Sian or himself
         off the ledge.
      

      
      From the back, Terae said, “Hurry it up.”

      
      Oh, she’s going to be fun, Han thought, and hit the manual release for the smaller hatch. Although heavy, it
         slid upward easily enough once he got his hands under it.
      

      
      Han had expected a dark maintenance tunnel, but this was only a short passageway,
         the width of the inner bay wall. The recycled air released wasn’t any staler than
         the air in the bay, and at the end of the tube there was a dim glow of light from
         below. He motioned for Sian and Terae to stay quiet, and crouched down to step through.
      

      
      The meter-high passage had been meant for meter-high droids, and moving along it was
         awkward. At the end, it opened back onto the ore-cart track, which crossed above a
         wide corridor and terminated in another set of hatches on the far side. Han held on
         to a girder to steady himself and leaned out to look down. He could see the floor
         of the corridor and, several meters along it, the bay doors and the guards waiting
         there. A few of them sat on the floor, talking and playing what looked like death
         dice.
      

      
      They were distracted, but not so distracted that they wouldn’t hear three humans climbing
         across the girders overhead and prying open the hatch on the far wall. Fortunately, Han wasn’t sure they wanted to go that way—it
         was likely to just lead into the droid and ore-cart access tunnels. Leaning out a
         little farther, he could see another, wider ledge running under the girders, parallel
         to the wall, following the wall of the corridor about five meters above the floor.
      

      
      That’s more like it, Han thought. The walkway ran the other way, too, passing above the bay doors and
         continuing in the direction the Aqualish had led Leia and Metara. Han struggled with
         temptation for a moment, but trying to walk directly over the guards’ heads would
         be stupid. He had to trust the Princess not to get herself killed.
      

      
      Motioning to Sian and Terae to follow, he held on to the girder and, keeping one eye
         on the guards, put one foot down on the parallel ledge, then carefully shifted his
         weight onto it. It creaked, but softly, and the guards didn’t notice. He took a step
         along it to make room and steadied Sian as she stepped down. She, in turn, steadied
         Terae, and then Han led the way slowly down the ledge and away from the guards.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER SIX

      
      THE AQUALISH LED LEIA and Metara through the wide bay blast doors and past the other guards, who stared
         at them with wary curiosity. The fact that the bay was being guarded at all was worrisome;
         Leia wondered if it was a standard precaution, or if the Aegis was already under suspicion for some reason.
      

      
      The docking ring corridor was carved out of the raw rock, long and curving with a
         high uneven ceiling mostly lost in the shadows, with only floating lumas providing
         wan light. As they left the bay behind, they passed a round doorway into the asteroid’s
         interior that was big enough to fly a small landspeeder through, but it was dark,
         and the draft coming up from it smelled of mold and rot. Something about it made Leia’s
         skin creep.
      

      
      “So what’s your business here?” the Aqualish asked.

      
      Leia drew breath to answer, but Metara beat her to it. “Our business is none of yours.”

      
      The Aqualish snorted. “Your business is the flightmaster’s. You think any different,
         you’re a fool.”
      

      
      Metara didn’t reply, but her expression grew even stonier.

      
      Leia sighed mentally. Alienating the Aqualish, a potential source of information,
         was just shortsighted. “Oh, I know you’re right about the flightmaster,” she said.
         “I’m just wondering why there are guards on our bay, and why we’re getting a personal
         escort. Is it like that for every new ship here?”
      

      
      The Aqualish glanced back at her, assessing her before he spoke. “The escort’s because
         otherwise you’d never find your way around. The guards on the bay are just for the
         ships the flightmaster has a special interest in.”
      

      
      Special interest—that wasn’t encouraging. Leia hoped it further impressed on Metara that she had gotten
         herself and her crew in over their heads.
      

      
      They passed more sets of bay doors in the docking ring, all sealed, and a few large,
         interior tunnel entrances. Ahead of them, the next set of bay doors slid open and
         a group tumbled out, mostly human and near human, dressed in flashy clothing and with
         very well-cared-for blasters in evidence. All were intoxicated. The one in the lead
         was a dark-blue-skinned Twi’lek woman. She leaned casually against the wall, waiting
         for her drunken companions to sort themselves out. This was the toughest and meanest-looking
         Twi’lek Leia had ever seen. One of her head-tails was badly scarred, as if someone
         had tried to cut it off. Leia suspected whoever it was had paid dearly for the attempt.
      

      
      She found herself meeting the Twi’lek’s gaze, and gave her a nod. The Twi’lek nodded
         back, then hissed appreciatively at Metara as she passed by.
      

      
      They took the next interior corridor. Leia breathed more easily: either the air was
         better down here, or she was getting used to the stench. Heading down a ramp that
         spiraled through the roughly cut rock, Leia almost stumbled and had to catch herself;
         the gravity had just lightened. The bottom of the ramp led into another corridor,
         where the gravity abruptly shifted back to standard. Dusty power panels and conduits
         were mounted on the rock walls, and the floors were littered with scraps and broken
         components clearly left by scavengers.
      

      
      At last they reached a room filled with old couches and what looked like a dead holodisplay.
         The far end was lost in shadows. The Aqualish stopped and gestured toward a walkway
         that led into the darkness. “Go on,” he said. “She’s waiting for you.”
      

      
      As the human guards draped themselves over the couches, clearly settling in for a
         boring wait, Leia and Metara exchanged a wary glance and started across the room to
         the walkway.
      

      
      They found themselves in a shadowy cavern where there was just enough light to see
         that the walkway was above a shaft that dropped a couple of levels down, with scaffolds
         that must have once supported platforms and stairways. Leia stopped Metara with a
         hand on her arm. Keeping her voice low, she said, “You brought me here to do the talking,
         so when we begin the negotiation, let me do my job.” They had had this conversation
         back on the ship, but Leia wanted to emphasize it.
      

      
      “I will.” Metara gave her a sharp nod. Right, Leia thought, and hoped that the grim atmosphere of this place would have a dampening
         effect on Metara’s ego.
      

      
      A short set of steps led down into a large chamber that must have once been the control
         center for the mine. It was full of pirates, male and female, some human and many
         of other species. As they stepped down into the room, most of the sentients inside
         turned to stare with various degrees of curiosity and hostility. Fortunately, Leia
         was used to being stared at, usually with less curiosity and more hostility.
      

      
      A big, curved viewport, almost covering the far wall, looked out on a huge, dark space
         hollowed out of the center of the asteroid. From where she stood, all Leia could see
         through it were lights, reflecting off pitted metal beams, and the enormous, half-hidden
         shapes of what must be old mining apparatus, like giants hiding in the shadows.
      

      
      The other walls were lined with old consoles, all of them cannibalized for parts in
         some distant past; a few powered-down droids lay in heaps in the corners. Couches
         and chairs were scattered around, all uniformly lush and comfortable, draped with
         rich fabrics, but the styles differed widely, making clear they had been looted from
         other places. The main seating area was on a raised platform in the center of the
         room, with a big half circle of chairs and a low, chased-metal table supporting a
         decanter and glasses. A human woman stood near it, facing out toward the dark space
         beyond the viewport; she was clearly the leader.
      

      
      Slender and tall, she wore her dark hair slicked back into a compact style of waves
         that was both elaborate and practical, designed not to get in her way. A scar marred
         the pale skin of her face, starting at her right cheek, stretching across her nose,
         just missing her eye, and arrowing up her forehead to her hairline. Small metal disks etched with elaborate patterns studded
         her temples and cheekbones, placed to call attention to the scar rather than to hide
         it. Over dark clothes, she wore a very fine, brown leather coat that fell to her knees,
         the inside lined with red fabric with the gleam of shimmersilk.
      

      
      Turning to face Leia and Metara, she gave them the polite, bland smile of a good hostess
         and gestured for them to come up. “I am Captain Aral tukor Viest. Welcome.”
      

      
      Metara walked up onto the dais. “I’m Captain Caline Metara, and this is Leia Durane.”
         Durane was the false name they had agreed on earlier.
      

      
      Leia nodded to Viest. Metara continued, “I understand I have you to thank for the
         funds to augment my ship.”
      

      
      Viest lifted a brow. “Did you want to thank me? That’s not the impression I have.”
         She regarded Leia. “And you? You aren’t one of Captain Metara’s crew, and you certainly
         aren’t subordinate to her. Who are you, exactly?”
      

      
      And then Leia put together the name, the faint accent in Viest’s voice, and her highly
         accurate evaluation of both of them, and thought, Oh, no, she’s Lorrdian. Leia’s simple plan for how Metara would introduce her as a new partner in her ship
         and how Leia would offer to take on the Aegis’s debt was suddenly much trickier. Perhaps too tricky.
      

      
      Lorrdians had been enslaved for several centuries back in the time of the ancient
         Republic. Forbidden by their captors to speak, they had managed to develop an extremely
         subtle sign language of facial expressions and slight gestures. Over time it had evolved
         into a sophisticated kinetic language, but it had also allowed many Lorrdians to interpret
         the body language of other species and human cultures, to read their intentions and
         to tell if what they said was the truth, or not.
      

      
      Metara looked at Leia in confusion. Leia knew Viest wouldn’t have missed the captain’s
         involuntary start of surprise and dismay. She was going to have to make her cover
         story skirt a lot closer to the truth to convince Viest and make their plan work.
         She smiled tightly.
      

      
      “You’re right. I have my own ship. Metara and I met recently and discussed an alternative
         arrangement.”
      

      
      Viest tilted her head. Her expression was difficult to read, but Leia doubted she
         was pleased. “Alternative to my arrangement with Metara?”
      

      
      “Yes. We wanted to discuss our options with you.” Leia had learned the hard way in
         the Senate that the key to fooling a Lorrdian reader was not to let the conversation
         turn toward anything you didn’t want to discuss. Of course, the problem was that a
         good Lorrdian reader would be well aware of that tactic.
      

      
      After a moment, Viest sank into one of the wide chairs and gestured to the couch across
         from her. “Have a seat, and we’ll discuss these options.” She was as elegant as a
         high-caste Viridian matron inviting Leia to tea, except for the gleaming, pointed
         ring-sheaths on her fingers meant to resemble claws. Leia sat down with Metara, reminding
         herself to move like a spacer, to keep her posture loose and easy. Viest was the real
         thing and could act however she wanted; Leia had a façade to maintain. She said to
         Viest, “I like your setup here.” “Like” wasn’t anywhere close to the truth, but she
         thought Viest would accept it as the polite fiction that it was.
      

      
      “I’m happy with it.” Viest leaned forward, picked up the decanter that had been sitting
         on the small table, and poured two more glasses of liquor. Most of the other pirates
         had moved away from the dais, with only a few lounging on cushions near the central
         seating area. They could be anything from bodyguards to Viest’s harem; it was hard
         to tell from their dress and demeanor. The recycled air smelled of ryll and other
         spices, and a tart, almost caustic scent that Leia assumed came from the liquor. Despite
         the casual atmosphere, everyone was armed to the teeth. Hallucinogens, intoxicants, and energy weapons, Leia thought grimly. Who doesn’t like that combination? It probably said something positive about the pirates’ self-control that the place
         wasn’t littered with dead bodies.
      

      
      As Viest passed them the glasses, she said, “And what sort of ship do you have, Captain
         Leia Durane?”
      

      
      Accepting the drink, Leia answered, “It’s a converted freighter, with a crew of twenty.
         But I work with a large group of ships. We find it safer, and more profitable, that
         way.” That wasn’t a lie; it was just a very vague description of the Alliance fleet.
         She obscured her face by raising her glass and downing the liquor. From the smell,
         she had known it was a strong spice liquor; she hoped it would slow her involuntary facial movements and
         her body language, both of which Viest was using to read her. “We kept hearing rumors
         about this place, and I came to see if any of it was true. There’s nothing like it
         in the Tingel Arm.” Her voice came out a little raw from the liquor.
      

      
      Viest considered her thoughtfully. “You don’t have a clearinghouse? Seems inefficient.”

      
      They had chosen the Tingel Arm because Han’s knowledge of the pirate activity there
         was suspiciously extensive, and he had filled Leia in while the Aegis was in hyperspace. Leia was able to reply confidently, “Nothing on this scale. The
         clearinghouses there don’t have a permanent site—they have to keep moving around.
         There was a station platform that operated for a while, but it was raided by the CorpSec.
         Very inconvenient.” She added, “Do you have much trouble with the Empire?”
      

      
      Viest’s eyes hooded, just a touch. Leia wouldn’t have noticed if she hadn’t been looking
         for it. Viest said, “Not out here, that’s why we picked this spot. But many of the
         ships that bring their cargoes here travel the Corellian Run and the Hydian Way, and
         they’ve had a number of close calls. We’re careful, if that’s what you’re asking.”
         Leia bet there were plenty of ships here that would flee at the first hint of an Imperial
         presence, but she wondered just what Viest’s personal relationship with the Empire
         was. The woman was too opaque for her to tell if that minute reaction to her question
         had been fear or hate or something else.
      

      
      Viest changed the subject smoothly. “How did you meet up with Captain Metara, here?”

      
      She kept directing her questions toward Leia, ignoring Metara, and Leia knew that
         wasn’t a good sign. Metara was supposed to be Viest’s new business associate, yet
         Viest was treating her almost like an underling.
      

      
      “Our families were acquainted, back on Alderaan,” Leia replied. “When I came to this
         area, we ran into each other by accident.”
      

      
      Viest’s gaze went from Leia to Metara and back, and her smooth brow furrowed ever
         so slightly. Viest asked Metara, “So you want to work with her people instead of mine?”
      

      
      As Leia had expected, Viest hadn’t pried any further into the connection between them.
         She had read the truth off the faint movements of their eyes and expressions and didn’t
         know enough about Alderaan to ask any revealing questions. That was a moment of relief,
         though Leia tried not to show it.
      

      
      The relief was short-lived. Metara hesitated for a bare instant and then said, “Yes,”
         and glanced at Leia.
      

      
      You didn’t need to be a Lorrdian to read that one. But all Viest would get out of
         it was that Metara was conflicted about working with Leia, which wouldn’t hurt their
         story.
      

      
      “And how do you plan to get out of your arrangement with me?” Viest asked.

      
      It was a deceptively easygoing question, and Leia tensed. Metara said, “We thought
         you could tell us what payment, or arrangement, you would be willing to accept, to
         release my ship from its debt.”
      

      
      Viest sipped her liquor. Then she turned back to Leia. “You looking to bring your
         cargoes through here?”
      

      
      “I hadn’t thought about it,” Leia told her, again truthfully. “Are you offering a
         deal?”
      

      
      Viest gave her an edged smile. “Well, we’re awfully particular.”

      
      Leia matched her smile. “So am I.” She decided to take a chance, turn the conversation
         back toward Viest. “There was a crew and passengers on that merchant ship that Metara
         captured. Do you run sentients through here, then?” This could be a difficult moment,
         if Leia hadn’t accurately judged the situation. Lorrdians as a culture had a history
         of being virulently opposed to slavery, but that didn’t mean the flightmaster shared
         that belief.
      

      
      Viest frowned, but it was in thought rather than disgust. “When we can. Not much market
         around here, so we have to rely on the slaving guilds as subcontractors. You?”
      

      
      “No. But we might be looking to get into it. I wanted to take a look at a working
         operation, see if something similar would be feasible for us.” This was an even more
         tenuous combination of a little truth and a lot of lie, and Leia hoped Viest would
         interpret any faint signs of agitation on her part as normal criminal caginess.
      

      
      Instead of answering, Viest poured herself another drink and lifted the bottle inquiringly. Keeping her expression neutral, Leia held out her glass for
         a refill, while silently cursing her own impatience. I think I made a mistake.
      

      
      After a short time Han, Sian, and Terae rounded a curve in the docking ring corridor
         and found themselves out of sight and earshot of the guards at the bay doors. There
         seemed no benefit to staying up here, so Han hung the grappling hook over the edge
         of the droid track and they climbed the three meters to the corridor floor. Once they
         were down, as he was storing the hook and fibercord in the satchel, Terae whispered,
         “What are we supposed to do if someone sees us?”
      

      
      “Act like we belong here,” Han told her. It seemed pretty obvious. With so many ships
         berthed here or in orbit, there was no way anyone could keep track of who might be
         wandering around, and it wasn’t as if the pirates wore uniforms. “That should be easy
         for you.”
      

      
      Terae stiffened in offense, but she couldn’t manage to find a reply before Han and
         Sian started down the corridor.
      

      
      The place was quiet, shadowy, and daunting, and stank of rot and bad recycled air.
         Though Han had seen worse. The closed bay doors they passed seemed weirdly menacing,
         as if they concealed something other than empty docking chambers. He was reminded
         of old stories of dead ports and space stations, abandoned due to plagues or strange
         catastrophes, and what happened to the idiot crews who landed on them anyway. He could
         tell Terae was a little unnerved and trying unsuccessfully to hide it. Sian walked
         with one hand hooked on her blaster like a sensible person, her expression giving
         nothing away.
      

      
      Han heard voices and dissonant music echoing from somewhere and then the docking ring
         split, one section ending in a wall of rock while the second turned into a ramp that
         curved down to a junction of three corridors. Spot-lumas floated around, lighting
         the area. And in there, a party was going on.
      

      
      In the middle of the junction a large piece of machinery lay on its side, so gutted
         that Han almost couldn’t tell what it was from this angle. Then he spotted the arms
         with mounted tool extensions and thought it must be an old-style mining droid. A bar
         had been set up inside the gutted machine, and two pale yellow Bith, whose height
         and large heads made them stand out above the crowd, were serving liquor out of pressure containers.
         The customers sat on makeshift chairs and tables that had clearly been fashioned from
         leftover pieces of the dead droid. Off to the side, under an awning made from the
         domes that had once covered the droid’s repulsors, a group of musicians played.
      

      
      Han swore under his breath. There was no way around this spot without backtracking
         past the guards at the Aegis’s bay doors. Keeping her voice low, Sian asked, “We’re going to have to go through
         that?”
      

      
      “Yeah.” Han wasn’t thrilled about it. He only hoped that he was right about this place
         getting so much traffic that there was no way to tell who should be here and who shouldn’t.
         And that this wasn’t a private, invitation-only party.
      

      
      Terae stepped forward to look down on the bar. “Since we have to go down there anyway,
         you think we could ask someone where they keep the prisoners?”
      

      
      Sian said, “You could ask them.”

      
      Terae glared at her and started to make an angry reply, but Sian continued, “No, I’m
         serious. You’re supposed to be working with these people. Ask them what you do with
         a captured merchant crew.”
      

      
      Terae hesitated, then pasted a tough expression on her face. “All right, I will.”

      
      “Just watch what you say,” Han told her.

      
      Terae’s demeanor clearly conveyed that she didn’t want or need his advice. As she
         started down the ramp, Han found himself exchanging an exasperated look with Sian.
         These kids really have no clue what kind of game they’ve bought into. He wondered if Metara did.
      

      
      As they walked down the ramp, some of the drinkers paused to eye them, but nobody
         objected to their arrival. There were a variety of beings scattered around the seating
         area, a few Han recognized as being from the Mid Rim, like the reptilian Trandoshan,
         but most others were from farther afield. Near the band, lounging around or dancing
         languidly, were a number of sentients—some human—wearing slave collars. They were
         also wearing a lot fewer clothes than any of the patrons at the tables, so it was
         pretty easy to guess what kind of entertainment they were there to provide.
      

      
      Han led the way up to the makeshift serving area, mostly to have something to do while
         scoping out the crowd. The mix of strong, acrid scents from the pressure containers made his throat itch, but it was actually a relief
         from the rot and mold in the air. The Bith who was serving handed them metal cups
         without asking what they wanted. Han sniffed his and found it was some kind of alcohol
         laced with ryll, and strong enough that the fumes almost made his eyeballs melt. The
         Bith didn’t ask for payment, and no money was exchanging hands anywhere in the bar,
         leading Han to believe this must be a service provided free for the crews who docked
         here.
      

      
      Terae downed half her drink in one shot, then split off to approach a group of aliens
         whom Han recognized as Letaki: bulbous heads, four eyes, beaked mouths that looked
         like they’d make drinking uncomfortable but not—judging from the drunken way they
         were waving their tentacles around—impossible. Good choice, he thought: they would
         likely be too unfamiliar with human expressions to find Terae’s behavior suspicious.
         Han made a mental note not to file Terae away as too ignorant to be dangerous, despite
         her naïveté about the Aegis’s current activities.
      

      
      Han left the bar to look for a spot away from the band area and out of earshot of
         others, where he and Sian could blend in with the scenery. Near the edge of the crowd,
         he found a bench made out of one of the dead droid’s armatures, and he and Sian took
         seats on it.
      

      
      Sian tasted her drink and grimaced. Han didn’t know her well. He had seen her on the
         Independence a few times, when he was killing time with Luke and the other pilots. Watching Terae
         and keeping her voice low, she said, “Solo, do you think the Princess has a chance
         of pulling this off?”
      

      
      “Of getting the flightmaster to let us leave? Maybe.” Han figured it was far more
         likely that they would have to blast their way out at some point. He just hoped they
         could find a way to do it that wouldn’t involve being blown to pieces by all the heavily
         armed and probably twitchy trigger-fingered ships in orbit.
      

      
      “No, I mean, does she have a chance of recruiting these Alderaanians into the Alliance?”

      
      Han thought there wasn’t much chance of that. He thought Leia more than capable of
         convincing some of the individual crew members to give up piracy, but as a group they
         were too stubborn and too attached to Metara. Since saying so felt like he would be
         undermining Leia without her being there to defend herself, he said, “I don’t know. And as long
         as we get out of here, I don’t care.”
      

      
      “I don’t think Metara is going to change her mind. And I talked to some of the crew.”
         Sian shook her head. “It’s just … Maybe I don’t understand where they’re coming from.
         My family didn’t want me to join the Alliance. They aren’t Imperials, but they’re
         comfortable on Commenor and they don’t believe in rocking the ship. But I saw and
         heard enough about the Empire that I knew I had to do something. I don’t know how
         I would have felt if … Well, if my home had been destroyed, much less the whole planet,
         nothing could have stopped me from joining the Alliance to kill as many Imperials
         as I could. I can’t imagine just sitting on the sidelines.”
      

      
      Han figured that if there was anything that could get someone to risk it all and join
         the Rebel Alliance, it would be having their home planet shot out from under them
         by the Empire. But just because Sian couldn’t imagine something didn’t mean there
         weren’t people who would do it. He had seen the Alderaanians on Yavin and with the
         fleet go through shock and survivor guilt, breaking down, burying themselves in their
         work, or dedicating themselves to revenge.
      

      
      Leia, though, was a special case. She was the only one who had watched it happen from
         the front-row seat of the Death Star, and she was the only one who felt personally
         responsible for it. It was too much for one person, even Leia, and there were times
         when he had seen the pain of it tearing at her. It frustrated him that she felt it
         was somehow all her fault, but he knew there was nothing he could say about it that
         wouldn’t make it worse, or just lead to a shouting match.
      

      
      She was also the only one who might have a chance of cracking Metara’s defenses, but
         Han couldn’t shake the feeling that it was all going to end in disaster. Sian was
         still waiting for a reply, so he just said, “She might break Metara down—there’s no
         telling yet.”
      

      
      Sian sighed. “I know the Princess is tough, tougher than most people realize. But
         I don’t know if thinking she can talk sense to Metara is irrational or … inspired.”
      

      
      “I wonder that a lot myself,” Han admitted. Some days things did fall more on the
         irrational end of the scale. Though he was pretty certain Leia felt the same way about
         him, probably with more reason.
      

      
      They watched Terae work the Letaki crew. Han tossed his drink back just to get rid of it. Sian managed to unobtrusively pour the rest of hers into the
         armature’s innards.
      

      
      Terae returned, her face flushed from the liquor, and said, “They told me how it works.
         We need to go down this way, and then cut back toward the docking ring.”
      

      
      They left the junction and the party behind and started down the ramp. It was darker
         through this section, the floating lumas less frequent, and there was more debris
         in the corridor. Smaller doorways led to corridors that were shrouded in darkness
         or blocked by rubble and metal debris. This place was like a large and unappealing
         shadow-port, only you knew that everybody was a pirate, instead of just suspecting it. Han felt his nerves itch
         even worse than they had before and wished he had brought Chewie. It had seemed more
         important at the time to get the sensor jammer installed immediately, mostly because
         he was afraid someone would change their mind and pull it for a more important ship.
         There were people in the Alliance who didn’t like the fact that Princess Leia Organa
         kept company with a Corellian smuggler, and none of them would be happy that the Falcon had gotten one of the coveted jammers, even though it had been in payment for services
         rendered.
      

      
      And maybe spending so much time with the Alliance fleet had gotten him out of the
         habit of places like this. Han was getting too used to being able to walk around without
         worrying about getting shot in the back or worse. You’re losing your edge, Solo, he told himself. You’ve got to do something about that.
      

      
      Once they were well out of earshot of the bar, Terae said, “We were on the right track—the
         holding area is near where the Wastrel docked. They bring the people they capture here, mostly crews and passengers off
         ships, but some of the bigger pirates will raid small backwater settlements. They
         hold them here until one of the slaving guild ships comes to collect them. The slavers
         pick who they want and bargain with the flightmaster, who takes the payment and parcels
         it out to the individual crews. No one is happy with the system, from what I could
         tell. They all think the flightmaster is cheating them.”
      

      
      “Of course the flightmaster’s cheating them,” Han said. “That’s the only reason you
         set up a system like that—so you can cheat everybody dumb enough to use it.”
      

      
      Sian said, “What do they do with the people the slavers don’t want?”
      

      
      Terae shook her head. “I didn’t ask.”

      
      Han had no intention of letting her get away with that. “They get spaced. Or if they’re
         lucky, they get shot and then spaced,” he said. “What did you think?”
      

      
      Terae pressed her lips together, then drew breath to answer.

      
      That was when the first figure dropped out of the ceiling. Han ducked sideways and
         drew his blaster; he fired at the two nearest and hit one. Their attackers were dressed
         in filthy dark clothing, their heads covered, so ragged Han couldn’t tell if they
         were human or not. They were armed only with old tools, which would have been almost
         laughable except for the fact that one of those tools was a hand rock drill. One landed
         on Sian, but she had her hand on her blaster and fired it through the holster as she
         went down. Wounded in the leg, her assailant jerked backward off her, and she scrambled
         to her feet.
      

      
      Terae wrestled with one while another danced around, trying to hit her with an arc
         wrench. Han shot the dancer, then something hit him from behind hard enough to knock
         him flat, though pure survival instinct made him keep his grip on his blaster. He
         twisted and rolled and managed to grab the pry bar with his free hand before it hit
         his skull. The guy was panting in his face, growling, but Han was mad, too. He jerked
         his blaster down and fired point-blank. The guy went limp with a cry, and Han wrenched
         the pry bar away and tossed the body off him. Another landed on him before he could
         get up, but Sian kicked that attacker in the head. Han shoved him off and rolled to
         his feet.
      

      
      Four of their attackers sprawled unmoving on the floor, two limped rapidly off into
         the shadows, and one had a blaster burn in his leg and struggled to stand. Someone
         yelled an incomprehensible order and the others broke off, bolting for the nearest
         openings. Two paused to grab the wounded one and haul him away. Han watched them disappear
         down the shadowy tunnels and then pivoted, making sure no others were nearby. He remembered
         to look up this time, too.
      

      
      Terae eased up out of a crouch and demanded, “What was that?”

      
      Breathing hard, Sian looked at Han. “Dock thieves?”

      
      “Yeah.” Han nodded. He leaned down to pick up his satchel. “That’s what happens when
         a pirate ship maroons crew here and they can’t find another berth.” He tried not to
         care about the way they had dragged their wounded friend off. He doubted things were bad enough that they meant to eat
         the guy, so they had probably been together long enough to bond. He shook off the
         uncomfortable thought. It just meant that they would be all the more desperate. It
         was a pointed little reminder of the times he and Chewie had come close to losing
         the Falcon in a port where their options would have been just as limited.
      

      
      Sian nodded grimly, carefully watching the grids overhead. Terae started to speak,
         her face set as if she wanted to argue, then she shook her head.
      

      
      Han hoped Terae was enjoying the tour she was getting here of the less thrilling aspects
         of pirate life. But all he said was, “We need to keep moving.”
      

      
      Viest savored her drink, and Leia worked on calming thoughts to keep her face and
         her body language under control. From Viest’s lack of reaction, she must not have
         betrayed herself too badly. But something in her face or voice must have indicated
         too high a degree of interest in the merchant captives. Finally Viest asked, “So do
         you want stock from us? Or you want to buy into our operation?”
      

      
      She calls them “stock,” as if they were bales of plant fiber. Leia hoped the involuntary curl of her upper lip would be interpreted as a superior
         smile. “Just testing the waters.”
      

      
      “But we aren’t talking about the proposition on the table, are we?” Viest said. She
         focused on Metara. “So why do you want to work with her and not me?”
      

      
      Metara shrugged and took a sip of her drink. Leia clearly read that as stalling for
         time to formulate an answer and had no doubt Viest did, too. Finally Metara said,
         “Leia and I have a connection, that’s all.” She hadn’t stumbled over Leia’s first
         name, as far as Leia could tell. Viest would sense any hesitation. Metara added, “I
         pay my debts, and I’m sure we can come to an arrangement. With the augmentations you
         purchased for my ship, I can easily make enough to pay you back with whatever interest
         you ask for.”
      

      
      Watching Viest’s expression, Leia didn’t think that was going to go over well. This
         was why she had asked Metara to let her handle the negotiation. At least she had the consolation of knowing her annoyance would be correctly interpreted
         by Viest.
      

      
      “So it’s just that simple, is it?” Viest said. “I invite you into my business, trust
         you with my personal funds to repair and upgrade your ship, and you want to cut me
         off without a second thought when an old friend comes along.”
      

      
      Metara stared. “I’m sorry. But our arrangement is just business. It’s not a matter
         of personal loyalty.”
      

      
      Viest lifted a brow. “It is to me.”

      
      Leia let go of her last hope of still pulling off her original plan. Viest was clearly
         exaggerating her pique but also clearly had no intention of letting Metara out of
         her agreement, at least not in this conversation.
      

      
      “If a buyout isn’t to your liking,” Leia said, “we can still all three do business
         together. I’m open to suggestions.” And she really was open to suggestions, because
         unless she thought of something else, they were going to lose the merchant crew to
         slavers and be stuck on this rock for a long time.
      

      
      Viest considered them both for a moment, then set her glass aside. “If we’re going
         to do business, then we’ll need to get to know you better.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t like the sound of that. There was just a little too much anticipation
         in Viest’s voice. “I thought that’s what we’ve been doing here.”
      

      
      “That we have,” Viest said, and smiled in a predatory way that she made no attempt
         to conceal. “But I like to have my new partners show all of us their mettle.”
      

      
      Mettle, really? Yes, this wasn’t going to be good. Leia kept her voice only mildly interested. “And
         how do you do that?”
      

      
      “We play a game,” Viest said. “Or, they—you—play a game.”

      
      On the surface, a game didn’t sound nearly as bad as the other array of horrible things
         that had paraded through Leia’s imagination in the past moment. But something in Viest’s
         expression told Leia that it might just be worse. “What sort of game?”
      

      
      “A test of skill and reflexes.” Viest nodded toward the port that overlooked the dark
         space beyond the control center. “The arena is in the center of the mine. The grav
         generators are turned off there, so it makes a good zero-g playing field.” Her eyes narrowed. “Makes a good way to tell the serious
         players from the ones who just like to talk.”
      

      
      Leia decided there was no reason for her persona to go along with this, especially
         since it had trap written all over it. Viest knew they were lying, but she wasn’t
         quite sure just what they were lying about. If they were lucky, Viest thought this
         was only an attempt to cheat her out of her investment in the Aegis. Not that the consequences of that would be any less dangerous, but at least Viest
         wouldn’t suspect Alliance involvement. Leia said, “We don’t go in for the frivolous
         much, where I’m from.” Also a strictly true statement.
      

      
      “Let me sweeten the deal for you,” Viest said. She looked as if she had no intention
         of being talked out of this but would find it amusing if they tried. “If both of you
         play and win, I’ll give you my interest in Metara and her ship, free and clear.”
      

      
      That deal was a little too sweet, Leia thought. Best to decline and try to offer a
         payment again. But before she could reply, Metara said, “If you throw in the merchant
         ship we captured for you and its crew, you have a deal.” She glanced at Leia. “And
         I’ll play alone, or with one of my crew.”
      

      
      Leia found herself meeting Viest’s complacent gaze. She let herself smile faintly,
         though she was thinking, I hate working with amateurs. Viest knew everything that Metara really wanted now, and would make her pay dearly
         for it. And she knew, too, that Metara had a stake in protecting Leia. That Leia was
         not just another prospective business partner or former acquaintance willing to help
         fund Metara’s piracy; that Metara cared about her safety.
      

      
      Viest’s smile was now considerably more satisfied. “It’s a deal—if Leia here plays
         our game, too.”
      

      
      There was no choice. Leia lifted her glass in salute, then downed its contents. The
         drink burned her throat and sat heavily in her stomach. Her voice grated as she said,
         “I’m happy to oblige.”
      

      
      Viest raised her glass to Leia. “Good.”

      
      Han had been hearing voices and movement ahead for a while; then the tunnel opened
         into a huge docking and cargo area. “This is just dandy,” he muttered under his breath.
      

      
      The ramp they were on branched off into a gallery along a row of bay doors, and the
         main branch led down to a loading area where there were several openings to huge tunnels.
         Several of the derelict repulsor guide tracks stretched across the loading area, and
         the floor held stacks of pressure crates and barrels of all sizes. A number of aging,
         slow-moving droids wandered among them, sorting them and rearranging the piles. A
         group of pirates stood in the middle of all the activity, arguing and emphasizing
         their disagreement by pointing at piles and shouting.
      

      
      Some of this cargo might have come from the merchant the Wastrel had brought in, but there was clearly too much here for a freighter that size. This
         looked like either one large cargo transport or maybe the combined spoils of several
         smaller ships.
      

      
      Watching the scene uneasily, Terae said, “The Letaki didn’t say which tunnel to take,
         just that it was down here.”
      

      
      Everyone in the loading area looked angry and suspicious, and as far as Han could
         see they were all armed. “We can’t just wander down there like tourists,” he said.
         “We need to find a map.”
      

      
      Sian asked, “You think they’re using the old mine’s detention center? That would be
         marked on a map.”
      

      
      “Maybe.” A mine this big must have had some kind of facility to deal with the miners
         who stole or got drunk or did spice or got into fights about stealing and drinking
         and doing spice. “If it’s big enough.”
      

      
      “I saw a small tunnel marked for engineering admin back there,” Terae said. “Some
         of the lumas were still lit, so it might be worth a try. But to get to it, we’re going
         to have to go back through that dark area where the castaways were.”
      

      
      “The dark area doesn’t have anything to do with it,” Han told her. “Those castaways
         will be all over this place. Come on.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER SEVEN

      
      AFTER SEARCHING TWO of the side corridors, Han, Sian, and Terae found a rock-carved chamber marked TECH SERVICES 112. It looked like it had been trashed in a drunken party, which probably meant there
         wasn’t anything left here that was useful. They split up to search, and after a moment
         Sian found some general access terminals back against the far wall, tucked under a
         small rock outcropping.
      

      
      One still had working power cells and Han managed to get it turned on, but the holoimage
         was too obscured by static to see. He had to pry open the console and clean a few
         contacts, but finally an old mining company’s logo swam into focus. Han was guessing
         that anything important the system could access, like codes for the mining equipment
         or docking rings or storage, would be access-protected, but an internal map should
         be readily available.
      

      
      After a little poking around in the admin screens and arguing with Terae about the
         most likely sections to try, they found it. The map blossomed above the vid plate,
         and the asteroid’s interior glowed in green and red in the rotating image. Han squinted
         at it, trying to read the tiny print. The thing wouldn’t enlarge.
      

      
      The mine was a maze of odd-sized chambers and shafts, some straight and some in long spirals. Corridors were marked as traverses and haulage tunnels,
         many of the chambers had names instead of designations, and levels seemed to be called
         floors and were divided into upper, lower, and middle in some system Han couldn’t
         easily decipher. Gravity was marked as fluctuating throughout, with lighter levels
         in the bigger shafts and spirals and many of the haulage tunnels. The middle of the
         place was a giant cavern, curving up through the whole center of the asteroid for
         hundreds of meters.
      

      
      Terae held up her comlink to record it, and angled her head, trying to see the labels.
         “I think that’s a brig, but it’s way over on the other side.”
      

      
      “Yes, but look here.” Sian pointed to an area not far from their current location.
         “That’s all marked as living quarters, and it’s in the right place, where the Letaki
         told you.”
      

      
      “I bet they converted it into a slave pen,” Han said, ignoring Terae’s wince at the
         blunt terminology. He traced the corridor layout around it and saw there was only
         one way in: the center tunnel that led from the loading area where the pirates had
         been fighting over their cargoes. Getting near that wasn’t going to be easy.
      

      
      But the map showed a very narrow tunnel running directly beneath the living quarters
         all the way to the center of the asteroid. It was crossed by quite a few other tunnels,
         including one traverse that they should be able to get to from here. There were no
         chambers off the tunnel, and it was weirdly straight, where everything else curved
         or spiraled through the rock. “Think that’s a maintenance access?” Han said.
      

      
      “It looks like one.” Sian tried to adjust the size again, but the touch pad didn’t
         respond. She leaned close and squinted. “It says WASTE DISPOSAL.”
      

      
      Han nodded to himself. “If we can get into it, then work our way back up to where
         we think the slave pen is—” He cut himself off sharply as a clanking sounded from
         outside the chamber.
      

      
      “Get down,” he whispered, hitting the main power on the console. The map dissolved
         as they crouched down to take cover behind the trashed equipment. Carefully lifting
         his head just enough, Han saw an old maintenance droid rattle slowly past the doorway.
         It had multiple arms and seemed to be trying unsuccessfully to clean the floor of
         the corridor. He waited, but nothing followed it. “Okay, we’re clear.”
      

      
      “You really think those half-dead droids are reporting to the pirates?” Terae asked.
         She got to her feet, pointedly dusting off her pants. Han thought she was mostly mad
         that she had obeyed a command from him without thinking twice.
      

      
      “Maybe,” he told her. “I don’t want to bet my life on it. You can run out and shoot
         at that one if you want. Just give us time to get out of here before you do it.”
      

      
      Terae glared at him, and Sian said, “The ones down in the loading area were sure reporting
         to the pirates.” She reached the console first and tried to turn it back on. It just
         beeped weakly at her. “That’s it for this console. Want to try another?”
      

      
      What Han wanted was not to waste any more time. He asked Terae, “Did you get a good
         copy of the map?” At her nod, he continued, “Then let’s go.”
      

      
      After Viest finished her drink, she called the Aqualish and some more guards to take
         Leia and Metara down to the game arena. She said, “I’ll join you shortly,” and then
         added, “Oh, leave your weapons here. We don’t let any of the players go armed. We
         wouldn’t want any accidents.”
      

      
      Metara and Leia handed over their blasters, and grimly, Leia relinquished her hold-out
         pistol when the pirates’ surprisingly state-of-the-art weapons scanner found it in
         the holster concealed just above her right boot.
      

      
      The Aqualish and the other guards led them to a lift tube at the far side of the control
         center. The other pirates in the room watched them with a worrying combination of
         anticipation and unease. Leia found herself wondering just what allegiance they owed
         to Viest, if their loyalty was bought with threats or gifts or both.
      

      
      When they were inside the lift tube, Leia asked, “What exactly is this game?”

      
      “That’s for Viest to tell you,” the Aqualish said, but added, “Anybody else says anything
         about it, they end up playing it with you.”
      

      
      That wasn’t encouraging. And judging from the uneasy way the other guards were reacting,
         it was true. Leia made her voice dry. “So is it really a game, or just an exciting
         way for Viest to execute people she doesn’t care for?”
      

      
      The Aqualish made a coughing noise that Leia realized was bitter laughter. “It’s both.
         If she wants to take you on as personal crew, or if you ask to do business with her
         and she isn’t sure about you, she makes you play. That part is true.”
      

      
      He didn’t seem to approve. “You sound like you speak from experience,” Leia said.
         “Bad experience.”
      

      
      One of the other guards shifted uneasily, as if even enforced association with people
         who were speaking about it was dangerous. The Aqualish looked down at her, his eyes
         going half lidded to conceal any emotion. “My captain played. Now I’m stuck here.”
      

      
      That was what Leia had thought it might be. Metara glanced at her, brow furrowed with
         concern.
      

      
      They stopped at a level some distance below the control center and followed the Aqualish
         out onto a long gallery. It looked down into the bottom of the giant cavern that formed
         the center of the asteroid.
      

      
      The huge space was cooler than the tunnels had been, and the air was even more damp;
         rivulets ran down the slabs of cut stone, leaving white and red mineral streaks. The
         whole place smelled of wet dirt, burned metal, and ozone. Leia blinked and found herself
         staring upward. The giant mining machinery hung overhead, just shadowy shapes in the
         dimness. There were diggers with drills as large as the Gamble, and extractors with scoops that could have carried the Aegis.
      

      
      “Wait here,” the Aqualish told them, and headed back toward the lift tube.

      
      Above the gallery, linked to it by a set of curving metal stairs, was a smaller balcony,
         with couches and chairs arranged on it. It was empty at the moment, but Leia guessed
         it was where the spectators would sit. A few guards stood around on the gallery, some
         human and others of different species, all holding blast rifles. The only other unarmed
         people in the chamber were two pairs of pirates, standing at opposite ends of the
         gallery. They had to be the other players.
      

      
      Two of them were members of an amphibious species that Leia recognized as Ishori,
         from a world in the Core. They were tall and slim, with green-gray skin, long narrow
         skulls, no noses, and the marks of gills on their cheeks and throats. Feathery fins
         ran down their arms and legs. Both wore metal devices on their hands, and Leia at
         first thought they were weapons, but then she realized they had only three fingers
         on each hand; the devices were prosthetics, giving them three more fingers to make it
         easier to use standardized equipment.
      

      
      The other two were the tough-looking Twi’lek woman Leia had seen in the docking ring
         and a somewhat grungy young human man. The Twi’lek had her arms folded and was glaring
         angrily at the playing field.
      

      
      The amphibians didn’t seem happy to be here, either, talking to each other in soft
         worried voices and seeming agitated. So the Aqualish had been telling the truth, Leia
         thought. Either the other players were being punished, or they were new to the clearinghouse
         and were being forced to do this before they could join Viest’s crew or conduct business
         here. She would bet they were all small-time operators, with modest ships and little
         in the way of resources or status. She doubted Viest could force the captains of the
         large powerful ships like the Wastrel to dance to her tune this way.
      

      
      Metara touched Leia’s arm to get her attention. “I think that must be their game arena.”

      
      Looking down, Leia realized that a few pieces of the seemingly random equipment were
         containment-field generators, kept in place by repulsor anchors. Once activated, they
         would probably form a sphere around the central area. Suspended inside it, also on
         repulsor anchors, were some sort of heavy mining devices, all shaped like big rings
         about three meters wide.
      

      
      “I don’t like the look of that,” Leia said. There was something else floating inside
         the field area, something small; squinting, Leia saw that it was a sensor remote.
         She would bet that the object of the game was going to be to capture or destroy that
         remote, probably while it was shooting at them. But there had to be another complication.
         “Those rings—do you have any idea what they are?”
      

      
      “For lifting something large, or processing ore …” Metara trailed off, and she and
         Leia exchanged a look. Leia wasn’t sure what sort of processing the rings would do,
         but she was certain it wouldn’t have a pleasant effect on a sentient body.
      

      
      “The others might know,” Leia said, and started over to the Twi’lek’s team. But a
         human guard stepped in front of her, barring her way.
      

      
      “No talking to the others.”

      
      It made sense to keep the players from speaking with one another beforehand. If Leia had had a chance to pay them off or bargain with them to throw
         the game, she would certainly have taken it. “Are they proving their mettle for Viest,
         too?” she asked.
      

      
      His expression twisted with amusement. “She is.” With his blast rifle still casually
         pointed in Leia’s direction, he nodded toward the Twi’lek, then jerked his head toward
         the Ishori. “Those two got their ship and crew indentured by another captain, and
         they’re trying to get the flightmaster to buy them out of it.” He jerked the gun at
         her. “Get back to your place.”
      

      
      “Lovely,” she muttered, and returned to Metara’s side.

      
      Leia waited until the nearest guards had started talking among themselves, then lowered
         her voice to say carefully, “Metara, I appreciate the thought, but you should not
         have volunteered for this.”
      

      
      Metara wore the calm, solemn expression of someone who had absolutely no idea she
         had made a terrible tactical error. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean for you to be included.
         I’ll do my best to protect you, I swear it.”
      

      
      Leia decided to ignore that in the interest of keeping her carefully cultivated patience.
         “Did you notice that Viest is a Lorrdian? Have you ever heard of Lorrdian readers?”
      

      
      Metara shook her head slightly, confused. “I know Lorrdians are supposed to be good
         at reading body language—”
      

      
      “Some of them are more than good at it; some of them make a living at it. And they’re
         excellent at distinguishing truth from lies.” Leia wondered what Viest’s history was,
         how she had ended up here. If Viest had been hired—or bought—to be some pirate leader’s
         reader and had eventually managed to use her skills to rise to this position, she
         would be even more dangerous.
      

      
      Metara took that in but didn’t appear to entirely believe it. “She knew we were lying?
         Why didn’t she have us killed immediately?”
      

      
      “Because she didn’t know what we were lying about, and she wants to find out before
         she kills us.” Leia saw that Metara at least seemed to be taking her warning seriously.
         “She picked up on the fact that you wanted to protect me, so … you need to stop that.”
         It wasn’t a very effective or specific request, but Leia felt compelled to make it.
      

      
      Her expression turning stubborn, Metara shook her head. “I can’t let anything happen
         to you. It’s my fault that you’re here at all.”
      

      
      Leia agreed that it was Metara’s fault, but there was no point in dwelling on it.
         “If we’re going to salvage this situation, you have to let me take care of myself.”
      

      
      Metara drew breath for what was clearly going to be an argument. Leia fixed her with
         the steely expression that was usually effective on everyone but Han Solo, and Metara
         let the breath out. “I’ll try, Your Hi—Leia.”
      

      
      The lift tube opened again and Viest stepped out, followed by about a dozen assorted
         pirates. Most of the others wandered up to the spectator area, but Viest strolled
         over to Leia and Metara. “The object is to defeat the remote,” she explained. “It
         will be firing high-energy training pulses—not strong enough to wound, but they certainly
         hurt.”
      

      
      Leia felt some relief that the object was not to slaughter the opposing players. “And
         those rings?” she asked. “I’m assuming they’re some sort of ore processor. What are
         they for?”
      

      
      Viest smiled. “They’re called crushers. Just to add a little extra tension.”

      
      Oh, we’re calling it tension, are we? “You really force new business associates to do this?” Leia asked. “Why?”
      

      
      Viest’s expression did something complicated and then went blank. It probably would
         have been crystal clear to another Lorrdian, but it was completely opaque to Leia.
         She did, however, think it had been a very long time since anyone had asked Viest
         to explain her actions. “As I said, we like to test their mettle.”
      

      
      Leia inclined her head in acknowledgment. So Viest did it for fun, then. Because she
         enjoyed seeing desperate people struggle. Leia had thought of Viest as ruthless, but
         now she wondered just how twisted the woman was. “So if we lose, we can still discuss
         an arrangement?”
      

      
      Viest shrugged. “That will depend.”

      
      Leia prodded a little harder. “On whether we survive.”

      
      Viest abruptly decided to stop playing with her. “Exactly.”

      
      Leia met her gaze. “Then I look forward to discussing an arrangement with you when
         we win.”
      

      
      They found the maintenance tunnel or, as Han now thought of it, the dark, dank hole
         in the floor.
      

      
      The traverse corridor they had followed here had bridged a couple of low-gravity shafts,
         and the tunnel entrance could almost be mistaken for another one. The access to it
         was just a ragged hole in the rock. They had figured out that a traverse was meant
         for people and droids to travel from one part of the mine to another, and that a haulage
         tunnel was meant for automated ore carts. The difference was that haulage tunnels
         had either a grid or sensors to guide the carts, rough uneven floors, and no lumas.
         Han thought that someone smart enough to set up camp here and sell handlights and
         glow rods would make a hell of a lot more credits than the average pirate.
      

      
      Now he sat on his heels and flashed his light down into the hole. He could make out
         metal support panels fastened onto the rock, with vents beneath them. The tunnel was
         about three meters wide and looked like it was meant for droids to move refuse loads.
         He said, “I’ll go. You two wait up here.”
      

      
      Terae frowned but didn’t argue. Sian lifted a brow at him. “You sure?”

      
      Han wanted somebody up here to take the word back if he got caught. “I’m just gonna
         take a look, see if we can actually use it to get near the slave pen. I don’t need
         help for that.” He dropped down into the tunnel.
      

      
      He started back in the direction of the docking ring, toward where they thought the
         slave pen was located. After a short distance, the dim light that fell from the access
         hole started to fade. It was dead quiet, and the back of his neck prickled with unease.
      

      
      Han caught movement low to the ground, just at the edge of the light’s beam. He froze
         and flashed the light down. A small, square shape scuttled by. He snorted in relief,
         feeling his skin itch with the unused burst of adrenaline.
      

      
      It was a little cleaning droid, limping along, scraping mold off the stone floor.
         It didn’t show any interest in him, and small cleaners like that usually didn’t have
         any higher reasoning functions. Han kept walking.
      

      
      After a short distance it became apparent that there were dozens of cleaning droids,
         some of them creeping around slowly, barely functioning, but not much else. Playing
         his light over the tunnel roof, he could see an occasional sealed hatch, with no controls
         and no way to open them. He suspected they were meant for droids who would open them
         with coded signals from below, for waste collection. Then a draft of recycled air
         told him there was another hole somewhere.
      

      
      After a moment of flashing his light around, he found a meter-square opening in the
         ceiling near the wall. It couldn’t lead to the slave pen or a guard station; the space
         above it was silent and almost completely dark. But it did have a ladder below it,
         built into the tunnel wall, as if it was meant for an actual living being and not
         just hauler droids.
      

      
      Han climbed the ladder and cautiously poked his head and his light out, but saw only
         another traverse corridor. Two dying lumas floating aimlessly around, providing only
         dim light. It didn’t look any more inhabited than the other traverse corridor. They
         were probably lucky the place was so badly sealed off that it was impossible to depressurize
         the unused areas, or it would have been far more difficult to move through here. Han
         filed the access away for future reference if needed and dropped back down to continue
         up the tunnel.
      

      
      Right at the point where he was beginning to think this idea was a bust, he saw a
         faint glow ahead.
      

      
      As he drew closer, he saw that the light fell through a doorway in the side of the
         passage. It was about a head shorter than he was, and he had to duck to step through.
         The new corridor looked like another maintenance passage for mechanicals, with panels
         hanging off the walls and slots where components had been removed; a heavy smell of
         mold hung in the stale air. The light grew brighter as he continued, coming from an
         overhead source somewhere ahead.
      

      
      He found it at the end: a half-meter-square grid at the top of a short shaft. The
         sides bore signs that something here had been removed, leaving behind gouges, clamps,
         and broken fastenings. He wasn’t sure what the original purpose had been, but if he
         was right that the space above was living quarters, this shaft might have been another
         kind of waste-disposal arrangement. He could hear quiet voices.
      

      
      He switched his light off and tucked it away in the satchel. Then he jumped, caught
         hold of a bar at the bottom of the shaft, and climbed the rough projections in the
         wall to just below the grid. From this angle he could see there was another grid above
         it, this one of fine mesh, and it had been inexpertly but solidly welded into place.
         The voices were a little louder, and he could hear people moving around.
      

      
      Suddenly he found himself looking up at a human woman. She gasped and jerked back,
         then leaned forward to stare at him. Now he saw that she was actually Arkanian, not
         human: she had the distinctive white hair and eyes, and the claws on her hands. Her
         clothes were torn and stained, and she wasn’t armed—and she hadn’t shouted for help
         at the sight of him, so he was guessing she wasn’t here voluntarily. Keeping his voice
         low, he said, “Hey, I’m looking for the prisoners’ lockup. This it?”
      

      
      The Arkanian spun around and whispered urgently, “There’s someone down here!”

      
      There were more gasps and quiet exclamations, and then suddenly a dozen other faces,
         human and other sentients, peered down at him. The strange thing was, he actually
         recognized one of the faces. Startled, he said, “Davit?”
      

      
      “Solo!” Kearn-sa’Davit crouched down close to the grid. He was a Videllan, with gold-brown
         skin of a leathery texture, a high forehead curving back to a fringe of fluffy golden
         hair, a beard, and large, expressive eyes with high, tufted brows. “What are you doing
         here?”
      

      
      “Yeah, I was about to ask you that,” Han said. “You were on that merchant ship?” Davit was the Alliance contact
         who had arranged the meeting with the local merchant consortium to get the construction
         materials for Echo Base, though of course the merchants hadn’t known what their cargoes
         were going to be used for. Han had had some suspicions of Davit, but the fact that
         he was currently locked up in a pirates’ slave pen mitigated his instinctive distrust.
         “You were coming to meet us on the station?”
      

      
      “Yes. You followed us here?”

      
      Han adjusted his grip on the bars. “Sort of. Was the whole consortium aboard?”

      
      Davit shook his head. “No, no. Only the Ceelon Syndicate, and their crew. The others
         meant to come but changed their plans at the last moment, and took their own vessels,
         so they were not trapped. At least, I hope not.”
      

      
      This couldn’t be a coincidence. “So somebody in the consortium sold you out to the
         pirates?”
      

      
      “Of course. It was Janlan. He was aboard our ship, and he was not much pleased with our failure to surrender immediately when the pirate attacked.”
         Davit made a disgusted gesture. “Despite his shouts that we stop defending ourselves,
         the others didn’t believe he was a traitor until we arrived here and he was conducted
         off for an audience with the pirate leader. He has not returned.”
      

      
      Han hadn’t been privy to every detail of the Alliance’s arrangement for the meeting
         with the consortium, and he really hoped those details hadn’t included Leia’s presence.
         “Davit, this is important. Is there any way Janlan knew who specifically was coming
         to meet with the consortium, any way he could find out?”
      

      
      “You must not fear—they know we two are only brokers, facilitators of meetings, and
         that we know little of our employers’ business, or who they were sending to seal the
         agreement.” Davit kept his voice even, but Han got the message. None of the merchants
         knew Davit was Alliance, they just thought he was a hired middleman, and he was making
         certain any of them listening now thought Han was just a hired middleman, too. And
         none of them knew that Leia or General Willard had been on the ship they were going
         to the station to meet.
      

      
      Imperials wouldn’t have bought Davit’s story, but pirates and merchants might, at
         least long enough for them all to get out of here. “Good.” Han met Davit’s gaze, making
         sure the Videllan knew Han had gotten the message. “Any chance Janlan talked to the
         Imperials, too? That he knew where our ship was coming out of hyperspace to get your
         transmission?”
      

      
      “No, Solo, Janlan did not know those coordinates. Only I knew them, and I sent the
         transmission myself. It is part of my service, as a facilitator, to make sure secrets
         such as that stay secret. If there was a difficulty, it did not originate from the
         consortium’s end.” He lifted his brows, but Han didn’t explain why he had asked the
         question.
      

      
      “As to whether he betrayed us to Imperials …” Davit considered it, stroking his beard.
         “I don’t think so. I don’t think Janlan would know whom to contact among the Imperials.
         There is no governor over this area, you know, and not much Imperial presence beyond
         the occasional patrol or customs ship. Janlan knew the other merchants meant to use
         the profit from our deal to purchase weapons to defend their ships against the pirates.
         I think he sold this information in return for promises to leave his trading ships be. He’s an idiot if he thinks they will fulfill his bargain.
         They are more likely to dump him back in here and sell him with the rest of us, once
         they are certain he knows no more of use to them.”
      

      
      Okay, so there were two different leaks, Han thought. One in the Alliance’s communications somewhere, who had told the Imperials
         where the Gamble would be coming out of hyperspace. The other was purely on the consortium side, Janlan
         selling out his partners for protection from the pirates. “That’s good. It means the
         Imperials don’t know we’re here.”
      

      
      “That is good, I suppose. Relatively speaking.” Davit frowned. “Are you rescuing us
         or escaping yourself?”
      

      
      “Both.” Han adjusted his hold on the grid, feeling around it for weak points. The
         bars were thick and strong. The mesh above prevented any chance of handing up weapons
         and small explosives to the prisoners, at least for the moment. Han could cut through
         both grids, if he brought a heavy-duty fusioncutter. That meant they would have a
         way to get the prisoners out, if Leia couldn’t talk the pirates into handing the merchants
         over to the Aegis. And while Han had a lot of faith in Leia Organa’s level of determination, he had
         the feeling that they were probably going to do this the hard way. “How many people
         are up there with you?”
      

      
      “Thirty-two. Most are from our ship. We lost three on the way here, when they died
         from wounds received during the battle, and the pirates shot the captain and copilot
         of our ship when we arrived. There are a few others who have been here longer, who
         were captured on a passenger ship going to Commenor and were brought here to be sold.”
         Davit added, “They have not put collars on us yet.”
      

      
      That was good news. Han figured the slaving guilds, not the pirates, probably handled
         that part. He hesitated over how much to tell Davit, and decided not to mention that
         someone was trying to negotiate for the merchant ship’s release. “I don’t know yet
         what’s going to happen. Right now, we’re stuck on this rock ourselves. We can’t get
         out of dock and make it into hyperspace without getting caught in a tractor beam or
         blown to pieces.”
      

      
      “At least we have hope now.” Davit spread his hands. “That still makes us all better off than what we were before. And Solo, make sure our employers
         know, whether we can be rescued or not, that I will keep my bond to them.”
      

      
      I won’t betray the Alliance, was what Davit was saying. Han’s hands were getting sore and he wasn’t sure how
         much longer he could perch here. “Any time I should avoid visiting? Like when the
         guards come by?”
      

      
      “Wait.” Davit drew back and Han heard him speaking to the other prisoners, checking
         with the ones who had been here longer. He leaned back over the grid to say, “Their
         visits are not always regular, but they tend to come about every six to ten standard
         hours. They don’t come inside; they dump the food packets down a small shaft, so there
         is no chance to jump them.”
      

      
      “Right. Look, it’s complicated and I can’t make promises, but I’m here with someone
         who feels responsible for your ship getting caught. If we can help you, we will.”
      

      
      “Ah. Then I wish you luck, and I hope I have the chance to thank your someone in person.”
         Another voice murmured something, and Davit turned to listen. After a moment, he said,
         “You might have mentioned that earlier.” He turned back to Han. “Solo, those who have
         been here longer say that periodically they hear and feel rumblings under this section
         of the floor, as if some mechanism passes beneath it. Take care when—if—you return.”
      

      
      “Thanks. See you soon, I hope.”

      
      Han dropped to the floor, took his light out again, and made his way back through
         the passage into the wider tunnel.
      

      
      He was mostly thinking about logistics. Getting that many people out through this
         tunnel and to the Aegis’s bay would be tricky, but possible.
      

      
      And after talking to Davit, Han was less and less happy with the idea of leaving him
         and the others behind in the slave pens. It reminded him too much of what Chewie had
         gone through. And there had been too many times since then when it could have been
         him or Chewie trapped and looking at a life of hard labor with a collar designed to
         kill them if they tried to escape, or a bad death if the slavers decided they were
         too dangerous to attract buyers. He would leave Davit and the merchants if he had to, to get Leia, Sian—and yes, even Kifar Itran—out of here alive, but he wouldn’t
         like it. The fact that Davit had seemed so understanding about it didn’t help, either.
      

      
      Then Han felt a faint vibration in the stone underfoot. He stopped and listened. From
         far up the tunnel came a faint clank. Just another maintenance droid, he thought.
      

      
      But suddenly all the little cleaning droids within reach of his light scuttled into
         the vents at the bottom of the rock walls, one last straggler limping belatedly after
         the others. That’s not good.
      

      
      Taking it as a sign he should get out of there a little faster, Han started to jog.
         He would take that second access he had found, the one with the ladder. It was much
         closer than the one where Sian and Terae waited.
      

      
      Then the clanking turned into the low-frequency rumble of a large repulsor engine.

      
      Han ran faster, but the sound grew louder and louder, echoing off the walls. He risked
         a look back, and his light framed a big round dark metal wall shooting toward him.
      

      
      Han swore and almost stumbled. Yeah, that’s a problem. The brief glimpse told him the thing took up the whole width of the corridor and
         there was no way he could outrun it. He shoved the light into his satchel to leave
         his hands free and thought, You better get this right the first time, Solo.
      

      
      He spun around, had time to take a breath, then lunged forward and jumped as the metal
         wall rushed toward him. He grabbed for the top and caught the rim. Gritting his teeth,
         he scrabbled to keep his grip on metal that was slick with dust and moisture. A fall
         would be the end. A squashed, bloody, painful end.
      

      
      Then his hands found a slot he could actually wrap his fingers around, and his boots
         found purchase on an uneven projection at the bottom. Breathing hard, his heart pounding
         almost loud enough to drown out the rumble of the engine, he had time to realize that
         the thing he was gripping was the front of an automated hauler—for sewage, if the
         smell of new and ancient decay was any indication. At least, he hoped the blasted
         thing was automated.
      

      
      Han crouched down and craned his neck, trying to examine the front of the hauler to
         see if there was some way to take control of it, or at least an access panel. If there was, he would have to pry it off with his teeth, because
         it was hard enough to hold on with two hands, let alone one. But there was nothing
         he could spot.
      

      
      He turned his head to look over his shoulder, just in time to watch the dimly lit
         access up into the second traverse fly past. He thought he heard Sian yell, but wasn’t
         sure over the noise of the hauler. If she had seen him, at least they would know where
         he was—or at least where he had been a moment ago. Not that they would be able to
         do anything about it. The tunnel ahead was dark, and he had no idea where he was going.
      

      
      Then suddenly the world rushed down into darkness, and Han’s precarious grip on the
         hauler was his only anchor with reality. He stifled a yell and clung for all he was
         worth. Belatedly, he realized that there must have been an opening to a vertical tunnel
         and the hauler had dropped down it, was dropping down it, moving even faster than
         it had in the tunnel.
      

      
      Yeah, Solo, this was not one of your better ideas, Han told himself, shaking with the effort of holding on. He just hoped he survived
         it.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER EIGHT

      
      LEIA WATCHED VIEST CLIMB the steps to the balcony spectators’ area and join the other members of her entourage
         already seated there. As if that had been a signal, a technician approached Leia and
         Metara to hand them repulsor pads for their hands and feet, and stood by while they
         carefully checked to make sure each pad was working. Once they had, he nodded grimly
         and went to the next pair of players.
      

      
      Metara glanced up at Viest, lounging on a couch on the balcony with her hangers-on.
         “Hopefully she’ll keep her word when we win.”
      

      
      Leia wished it was that simple, and that she had any belief whatsoever that Viest
         would keep her word about anything. “The game is not going to be that easy to win.
         There has to be another factor.”
      

      
      “Another factor?” Metara frowned, and looked over the arena again. “You mean something
         to interfere with us while we’re after the remote? Besides the other players?”
      

      
      “Like more remotes, or something else,” Leia said. “It’s mainly the something else
         I’m worried about.” There was nothing they could do about it now but be aware that
         the rules might change drastically at any moment. “I’ll go for the remote; you try
         to keep the others off me. And please don’t get pulverized.”
      

      
      Metara just looked worriedly at Leia. “Please don’t take any chances.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t reply, because this was yet another argument that she was bone-weary of
         having. She knew Metara didn’t want to be the Alderaanian who got Princess Leia Organa
         killed, but Leia had been taking responsibility for herself for a long time.
      

      
      The equipment below started to hum and crackle as the power increased. “Players get
         ready,” the technician shouted.
      

      
      Following the example of the others, Leia and Metara took off their boots and put
         on the pads, then spent a few moments getting used to the pressure controls for toes
         and fingers. Leia saw that the Ishori had to take off their prosthetics to get the
         pads to fit over their hands, and wondered if that would put them at a disadvantage.
         She didn’t want anyone to be sucked into a crusher, but it would be nice if the lack
         of prosthetics made it difficult for them to manipulate the pads.
      

      
      The technician waved the teams forward to the edge of the arena. Leia could feel the
         fringe of the gravity field, right at the point where it started to dissipate; it
         lifted her braided hair and made her steps lighter. She wondered how well regulated
         the gravity field was; if it varied throughout the space, that could affect the performance
         of the repulsor pads.
      

      
      The technician explained the rules again, which were as Viest had said: knock the
         remote, which would be set to fire at them on maximum pain level, through one of the
         crushers. It still sounded deceptively simple. Leia didn’t know enough about the Ishori
         to interpret anything from their expressions or demeanor, but the Twi’lek looked far
         grimmer and her human companion far more worried than the bare description of the
         game seemed to warrant. They know something, or suspect something. She wished again that they had been allowed the chance to talk before the game started.
      

      
      Then Viest stood, and the technician told them, “Into the arena.”

      
      Leia, Metara, and the others stepped off into the zero-g field, and Leia felt her
         stomach give a tiny lurch at the abrupt transition from near-normal weight to almost
         none. She curled her toes and the foot pads responded; the repulsors pushed her into
         a gentle glide into the arena. The propulsion was much faster and more erratic here
         in the light-grav area than it had been up on the rock shelf, and the pad on her left
         foot was a bit slow to respond. One of the Ishori and the human man seemed to be having
         a little trouble getting both foot pads to respond at the same time, but the others
         looked to be getting the hang of it easily.
      

      
      Along with everyone else, Leia used her hand pads to stop once they were in the center
         of the arena. As all the players hovered in place, the containment field sprang into
         life with a sizzle in the damp air and a strong smell of ozone. The faint glow of
         it formed a sphere around the whole arena.
      

      
      Leia saw Viest draw her blaster and experienced an adrenaline spike of fear that this
         all might just have been an insane buildup for a summary execution. Then Viest fired
         toward the top of the chamber and shouted, “Go!”
      

      
      Leia swore at herself, and the others dived for the remote. Leia used her foot pads
         to circle the outside, Metara following her. One of the Ishori reached the remote
         first, grabbed it despite the volley of stinging blasts it released, and headed straight
         for the nearest crusher.
      

      
      Leia swooped to intercept him, and his teammate dived for her. Metara knocked the
         teammate aside by turning her hand pads on him, and used the repulsors to propel him
         halfway across the arena. Then she kicked out with a foot, using the repulsor pad
         to deflect an assault from the male human on the Twi’lek’s team. Leia grabbed the
         Ishori by the legs and swung him around. He lost his grip on the struggling remote
         and she released him and lunged for it.
      

      
      She stretched to grab it and it shot her in the right shoulder. Leia had thought she
         would be able to ignore the sting and just grab the damn thing, but the impact was
         like being stabbed by a very thin, heated blade. She jerked back, her right arm went
         numb, and the remote whizzed away.
      

      
      “Are you all right?” Metara shouted.

      
      “Yes!” Leia snapped. Furious, blinking back tears of pain, she circled after the remote.
         She flexed her shoulder to get the feeling back. Apparently they had been serious
         about “maximum pain level.” That might be the extra difficulty Viest had wanted to
         conceal until the last moment, but somehow Leia didn’t think so.
      

      
      Everyone had seen Metara’s maneuver, and now they knew how to use the pads for offense
         and defense. The game became considerably more than just a wrestling match for the
         remote, with the players swooping around, sending one another spinning across the
         arena, and propelling the increasingly active remote out of reach. Leia almost managed
         to push it into a crusher three times, only to have it shoved out of its trajectory
         or to find herself knocked off course. Sweat was streaming down her back, plastering her hair to her forehead, and her body was covered with stinging
         bruises from the blasted remote. She was still wary, but so far no one had tried to
         shove another player into a crusher, and they all seemed to be working under an implied
         agreement not to try.
      

      
      Without the threat of the crushers, and with the remote on a less violent setting,
         she could actually see how this could be an exciting game. For other people, not her.
      

      
      Leia ducked under the Twi’lek’s attempt to send her careening off and came up with
         a clear path to the remote. Metara flew past overhead to cover her. Leia shot toward
         the remote, ready to swing her foot pads up to push it into the nearest crusher.
      

      
      She heard a whump as the containment field dissolved and re-formed. Just a glitch, she thought, distracted. A shadow fell over her, and she realized something large
         loomed directly overhead. Then Metara slammed into her and knocked them both away.
      

      
      They spun together for an instant, and Leia ended up on top with a good view of the
         thing that had just dropped out of the darkness at the top of the cavern and into
         the arena. It was an enormous, barrel-shaped droid, at least three meters tall and
         maybe four meters wide, and it bristled with appendages, each with a drilling or cutting
         tool or claw at the end.
      

      
      The other players had scattered. Metara gasped, “It’s a mining droid.”

      
      The droid’s head rotated, revealing a set of glass ocular devices for taking in visual
         data and a large round orifice for testing samples. The orifice opened, bared a set
         of blades for grinding and cutting, and emitted a high-pitched shriek of pure rage.
      

      
      The Twi’lek woman hovered nearby, and Leia heard her spit an astonished curse. “It’s
         an insane mining droid,” Leia said.
      

      
      A glance up at Viest, now standing at the edge of the arena to watch, told Leia that
         this was no accident. “I’ll draw it off, you try to destroy the remote.”
      

      
      “But—” Metara began. Leia ignored her and shot away to the other side of the droid.

      
      The hauler dropped into darkness for what felt like forever, long enough for Han to
         entertain some nightmarish scenarios, mostly about dropping suddenly into a vacuum. Then it made another abrupt turn that nearly threw him off
         and suddenly moved forward again. Han adjusted his grip and took a deep breath. That was bad. Shooting forward again wasn’t exactly a picnic, but it was better than waiting for
         the hauler to jerk and scrape him off on the shaft wall. His fingers were going numb,
         his hands were starting to cramp from holding on so tightly, and sweat made his skin
         itch.
      

      
      But after a few moments he realized the darkness wasn’t nearly as impenetrable as
         it had been at first. He twisted to look over his shoulder. Ahead the tunnel brightened
         a little, a blue-gray light gradually appearing at the far end, as the hauler rapidly
         approached a round exit into a lighted chamber. At least it isn’t a blast furnace, Han told himself. He hoped.
      

      
      The hauler shot out of the tunnel into a big shadowy space, then slammed to a halt
         so abruptly that Han almost lost his grip and his legs were flung straight out. He
         strangled back a yell, but then his weight eased off his strained arms; the gravity
         was much lighter here. He swore in weary relief and pulled himself atop the hauler.
      

      
      Flexing his sore hands, he looked around. He was in a huge cavern, mostly shadowed
         except for luma-light falling down from a source a couple of hundred meters above
         him. More haulers like the one he was on and some huge repulsor ore carts drifted
         aimlessly, though some were moored to projections in the walls.
      

      
      The hauler creaked and jerked, and started to move again—downward. Han decided it
         was time to get off the tour. He braced his feet against the top, then pushed up and
         off. He had just enough momentum to reach a drifting ore cart; he grabbed onto the
         wide rim and clung to it. Watching the hauler vanish into shadow below, he took a
         moment to enjoy the sensation of not plunging into darkness. Then he looked around
         for his next perch.
      

      
      The grappling hook in his satchel wasn’t going to do him any good, since he couldn’t
         throw it in low g. He could hook it onto something and play out the fibercord to give
         himself a safety line, though. But he had to have something to push off from as he
         moved around the chamber; without a source of propulsion he could get stuck down here,
         floating around with no way to reach the walls of the cavern, until the pirates found him or he starved to death. He still had a comlink in his pocket, but it was
         the one locked into the secure frequency for the Gamble. He could change the settings and try to get hold of the Aegis if he did get stuck. But he preferred not to get stuck.
      

      
      He couldn’t spot any likely place from here, so he climbed around the edge of the
         hauler, trying to get a better view of the nearer wall. Hah, there we go. Some distance along the wall, six flatbed lifters were moored to a metal dock standing
         out from the rock. Han mapped out his route, then he pushed off and made the long
         jump to a drifting hauler, scrambled across it and down the side, and then shoved
         off to drift just within reach of the last lifter.
      

      
      The lifters were flat slabs of metal about a meter and a half wide and three meters
         long, with a low rail around the outside, a small repulsor propulsion system, and
         a limited control panel. They had probably been used to transport miners, droids,
         and small equipment around this giant space, or up and down the larger traverses.
         Judging by the coating of wet dust and muck on the metal, they hadn’t been used in
         years.
      

      
      First Han had to find one with a little power still left; then he had to pry up the
         panel and tinker with it to get it started. He had forgotten how big a pain working
         in low g was, especially when he had to hold his handlight in his mouth to keep it
         from drifting away.
      

      
      Finally the lifter’s control console lit up and the repulsors started to hum. Feeling
         vindicated, Han pulled himself back to the control panel and slid his boots under
         the safety clips that kept the lifter’s driver from floating away.
      

      
      All right, Solo, where to now? He looked around, getting his bearings. He needed another way out. He could go back
         up the tunnel, but he didn’t want to run into another automated hauler and end up
         repeating this whole adventure. He decided to go up and try to find a passage back
         into the asteroid’s corridors that would be closer to the level he had started on.
         Gripping the safety rail, he steered the lifter slowly upward, toward the brighter
         glow of light from the upper part of the cavern.
      

      
      The Twi’lek woman had the same idea as Leia, and they shot toward the far side of
         the arena together, drawing the droid’s attention. They dodged back and forth as the
         droid flailed at them. It should have worked, with one of the other players taking the opportunity to knock the remote through
         a crusher and end the game.
      

      
      But the remote was clearly programmed to make things as difficult as possible. It
         darted around close to the droid’s barrel-shaped body, swung around its drill-tipped
         limbs, and lured the other players into danger.
      

      
      Leia watched hopefully as the remote wheeled away from Metara and one of the Ishori
         dived down almost within reach of it. At the moment she didn’t care who won the game,
         as long as somebody did. Though, she reminded herself with grim resolve, they had
         no guarantee that Viest would stop the game as she had promised. When the remote was
         destroyed, the flightmaster might change the rules again.
      

      
      Then the droid swung its drilling arm and struck the Ishori across the back. He flew
         across the arena and bounced off the containment field with a fizzle of energy. He
         drifted, his body limp. The other Ishori cried out and shot over to him.
      

      
      Leia set her jaw. This had to end before that happened to all the players. As the
         droid turned, she dived in close to circle it and followed the gleam of the remote.
         The droid roared and turned toward her, but then it swung away, distracted by someone
         around the other side.
      

      
      Leia ducked and suddenly found the remote barely a meter away. She lunged for it,
         gritting her teeth as its searing blast grazed her right arm. At the last moment she
         flipped and used the pads on her feet to slam it toward the nearest crusher.
      

      
      The Twi’lek yelled and swooped in to intercept her. But the droid’s drilling arm flailed
         and slammed into the Twi’lek. One of the woman’s foot pads flew off, sending her into
         a spin right toward the crusher’s maw. Leia reacted by pure instinct and surged forward
         with her foot pads to grab the woman’s leg. She twisted around and used her pads to
         yank the Twi’lek to a stop, barely a meter from the crusher. There was no doubt the
         crusher’s deadly field was operating; the ozone it generated filled Leia’s lungs.
         The droid loomed over them, reached for them with four sets of arms, all tipped with
         cutters or spinning drills. Got to get close, Leia thought, and propelled herself and the Twi’lek toward it.
      

      
      They shot past its reaching arms and struck its metal body. Leia had time to realize
         that her hurried theory had been correct. The way the droid was constructed, it couldn’t
         bend its limbs back far enough to reach them with its pincers and drills and cutters when they were this close to it.
      

      
      Confused, the droid shrieked and clawed for them as they scrambled away around the
         curve of its torso. Leia felt a glancing blow, and a line of pain opened up across
         her back. One of its claws had grazed her; she gasped but kept scrabbling. The droid’s
         head rotated down to glare at them, and two arms slammed down around them like a cage.
      

      
      The Twi’lek grabbed the base of one arm, but couldn’t wrestle past it. Leia gripped
         the dented metal body behind her and lifted her feet to try to use the repulsors to
         force the arms open.
      

      
      The droid jerked and emitted that high-pitched metallic scream. Under the ear-piercing
         noise, Leia heard a thunk and a grinding sound. She exchanged a startled glance with the Twi’lek, then looked
         wildly around. The arch of the containment field’s dome wasn’t far above the droid’s
         head, which meant they must be close to the edge of the field … “It backed into the
         crusher!” Leia said aloud.
      

      
      Another thunk vibrated through the droid’s body, and the grinding became louder. Not only was the
         droid caught in the crusher, it was being pulled farther in. Oh, no, Leia thought.
      

      
      The Twi’lek must have realized the same thing at the same moment, because moving as
         one, they both flung themselves at the droid’s nearest arm, using all their strength
         to try to push past. The Twi’lek had lost both her foot pads and didn’t have much
         leverage. Leia didn’t think they had a chance, but then she saw Metara, the Twi’lek’s
         crewmate, and even the remaining Ishori closing in on them, all grabbing for the arms.
      

      
      Then the droid wrenched itself out of the crusher, scattering the other players, and
         lurched sideways and then back. Dragging Leia and the Twi’lek with it, it spun into
         the containment field. The field sizzled and Leia braced herself against the metal,
         ready to fight her way free when the droid stopped moving. A flare of energy blinded
         her. She winced, and suddenly the droid jerked again and plunged down and away from
         the arena.
      

      
      It had shorted out the containment field, Leia realized as the droid plunged downward
         into the dark of the cavern. And where is it taking us? The light failed as they dropped away from the arena. With all her strength, Leia
         shoved at the arms that were pinning them, the Twi’lek with her, but the droid just
         tightened its hold.
      

      
      Blasterfire sounded somewhere nearby. Leia hoped that meant someone was firing at
         the droid and not at them or the other players, but it was too close to be coming
         from the arena. A loud metal bang rang out and the droid jerked and spun. What the—Leia had time to think. Then it happened again. And again.
      

      
      A grinding noise inside the droid deepened in pitch until it made Leia’s bones vibrate.
         Something rattled inside it, then wheezed. Its grip on them relaxed and the arms fell
         away. Still wary, Leia pushed herself off with her pads, and drew the Twi’lek with
         her.
      

      
      The droid rolled, the last of its momentum carrying it away. As its head passed them,
         she saw it was partly slagged from several blaster bolt impacts, but it must have
         been the last hit that had finally taken it out. Its eyes sparked and went dark, and
         it drifted slowly away … giving Leia a clear view of what had struck it.
      

      
      A flatbed repulsor lifter had rammed the droid. No, Leia corrected herself, staring
         downward in amazement. Han Solo had rammed the droid with a flatbed repulsor lifter.
      

      
      The lifter hung just below them, the whole front end dented in with the force of the
         multiple impacts on the droid’s metal carapace. Han was holding on to the railing
         with one hand to keep from drifting off; the other gripped the lifter’s small control
         unit. He looked up at her and said, “Next time, I want to go somewhere else on vacation.”
      

      
      “Me, too,” Leia agreed. She was torn between blank surprise, deep relief that she
         wasn’t about to be ripped apart by a giant droid, and annoyance that Han wasn’t where
         she had meant him to stay until she got back. This storm of conflicting emotion had
         happened to her before, always coinciding with Han’s sudden appearances, so maybe
         she should just stop being surprised, at least. “And what are you doing here, by the
         way?”
      

      
      “I’m scouting,” Han said, eyeing the dead droid warily. “What are you doing here?”
      

      
      “The pirates—” Leia realized there was no time to give even a brief summary. “It’s
         a long story.”
      

      
      The Twi’lek had kept her gaze on the arena above and now hissed, “They’re coming!
         Send your man away before they see him!”
      

      
      “We’re just friends,” Leia snapped by habit. She hesitated, but Metara was still up
         there, and the Aegis was still trapped in dock. If she bolted off with Han, Viest would hunt them down through the mine, and she would have no doubt
         that Leia had something to hide. No, the Twi’lek was right, it was better to stay
         here and not let Viest know anything had happened except the accidental death of her
         pet killer droid. Leia pulled one of the repulsor pads off her feet and handed it
         down to Han. “There, get back to the ship! Or whatever you were doing.”
      

      
      At least Han trusted her enough not to argue. He took the pad and slid it onto his
         arm. “See you later.” He propelled himself in a backward flip over the flatbed lifter
         and vanished into the darkness of the lower part of the chamber.
      

      
      Leia looked up and saw figures appear over the edge of the platform. To the Twi’lek,
         she said, “Tell them the droid fell onto the lifter.”
      

      
      The Twi’lek nodded. “I owe you a debt. My name is Anakaret and I pledge to pay it.”

      
      “I accept your debt. I’m Leia, and I’m with the Aegis.”
      

      
      Anakaret glanced at her. “If they let us live, I’ll try to come speak to you.”

      
      The technician, the Aqualish, and several guards with repulsor pads came to survey
         the damage. While the technician propelled himself around the drifting droid carcass,
         angrily assessing its injuries, the Aqualish handed Anakaret a couple of new pads
         so she could steer herself back up to the ledge. He said to Leia, “Viest isn’t going
         to like this. It took a lot of time to program that droid to be this crazy.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t try to keep the acid out of her voice. “We tried to be careful, but I
         suppose it was just too old for this kind of thing.” The technician glared at her
         over the droid’s dented carapace, but the Aqualish didn’t seem displeased.
      

      
      As they lifted back up toward the arena, Leia saw Metara and Anakaret’s teammate waiting
         on the ledge, their repulsor pads off. The Ishori who had been hit by the droid lay
         on the floor, unmoving; one side of his body was mottled with dark green bruises.
         His companion sat mournfully beside him. The human man ran to Anakaret as soon as
         she landed and threw himself into her arms. She patted his head reassuringly.
      

      
      “Leia!” Metara rushed forward. “Leia, are you all right?”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t in the mood for Metara’s concern. She nodded toward the Ishori. “Will
         he recover?”
      

      
      Metara looked back, wincing. “He’s dead.”

      
      So this idiotic game had claimed a life for Viest’s amusement. “At least the droid
         is out of commission. I’m assuming Viest won’t try to force the survivors to play
         a rematch.”
      

      
      “But you won,” Metara said. Anakaret’s human seconded her, pointing emphatically at
         one of the crushers while speaking in a language Leia didn’t understand.
      

      
      “I did?” Leia frowned, startled. “When?”

      
      “Right before the droid grabbed you,” Metara told her. “You knocked the remote toward
         the crusher with your foot pads and the field caught it and pulled it in.”
      

      
      “Oh.” Leia knew she had knocked the remote toward the crusher, but hadn’t thought
         it had gone all the way in. “So we won.” All it had taken was one death and her and
         Anakaret almost being torn to pieces.
      

      
      But she didn’t have time to contemplate the victory. From above them, Viest said,
         “Oh, I’m calling it a forfeit.”
      

      
      The flightmaster stood on the steps to the balcony, surveying the players with a tight
         smile. “You damaged the arena. Those containment fields aren’t cheap, and the generators
         are burned out.”
      

      
      “You can’t be serious!” Metara blurted.

      
      Her eyes narrowed, Viest said, “Oh, I’m serious.”

      
      Anakaret swore, and her crewman threw his remaining repulsor pad down. Leia set her
         jaw. She knew it was useless to protest. Fortunately, there was no way the cutthroat,
         pirate-backing woman she was supposed to be would let it go, either. Not bothering
         to hide her anger, she said, “Your droid damaged the containment field after I destroyed
         the remote.”
      

      
      Viest moved deliberately down the steps, watching her closely. Leia knew she was being
         read, and she knew there was nothing the flightmaster was going to see at the moment
         but a strong desire to blast her head off. Viest said, “What, no protest that releasing
         the droid into the arena was unfair? I’m surprised.”
      

      
      “I’m not,” Leia said. “I knew something like that would happen. But I didn’t think
         you’d cheat the winner out of the prize, like a child tipping over a game because
         she doesn’t want to lose.”
      

      
      Viest went still for a moment. Then she bared her teeth in something that wasn’t a
         smile. “You need time to cool down.”
      

      
      I need a lot of things at the moment, Leia thought, and that isn’t one of them. “How about a rematch?” she said. “Just you and me. Have you got another droid?”
      

      
      There was a startled and uneasy stir among the pirate spectators. Viest laughed. “You’d
         like that. No, you and Metara go back to her ship and wait. Maybe we’ll talk about
         your offer again. When I feel like it. Oh, and don’t try to leave. I’ll broadcast
         a bounty on the Aegis and you’ll be blown to pieces before you make it out of dock.” Her smile was pointed.
         “Maybe I’ll do that anyway.”
      

      
      The remaining Ishori muttered something in its own language. Anakaret’s expression
         was so cynical that it rivaled Han at his worst. Leia wasn’t surprised. At least now
         they had the threat out in the open. On the other hand, Metara was rigid with anger.
      

      
      “Viest, this wasn’t our deal. We had an agreement. You promised us—”

      
      Viest turned and strode away to the lift tube, her entourage following. Furious, Metara
         started after her, but Leia caught her arm and pulled her back. “There’s no point,”
         she said. “She’s right, we’ll talk later.” In one way she was glad Viest had tried
         to kill them and threatened the ship, that their situation here was now clear, that
         there was no reason to pin their hopes on further negotiation.
      

      
      It meant Leia could stop playing nice with pirates and slavers, and start playing
         for real.
      

      
      As Viest and her followers cleared out, the Aqualish arrived, with guard backup, to
         shepherd Leia and Metara back to the Aegis. “See, I told you,” the Aqualish said.
      

      
      “You did,” Leia replied. “I should have listened to you.”

      
      Metara gave her an odd look, but the Aqualish just grunted and led them away.

      
      Han hid, waiting until Leia, the Twi’lek, and the pirates had gone back to the upper
         part of the chamber. Then he followed, using the beamdrills, tunnel borers, and other equipment moored to the cavern wall for cover. He found a
         spot where he could see everyone gathered on the ledge and watch the confrontation,
         though he was too far away to hear what they were saying.
      

      
      He wasn’t sure what had happened up there, but the way the crushers were tethered
         in a big circle below what was obviously a spectators’ gallery on the balcony gave
         him a few ideas, and the droid’s attack clearly hadn’t been an accident. Whatever
         it was, somebody hadn’t survived it. An amphibian sentient lay limp on the ledge,
         another huddled over him.
      

      
      It could have been an elaborately staged execution, but in that case he was pretty
         sure Leia and the Twi’lek would have taken the opportunity to bolt with him. And people
         didn’t usually stand around after failed executions arguing about the process, which
         was what it looked like they were doing here.
      

      
      He watched the conversation until everyone started to leave. People came out to help
         the amphibian carry his dead friend away, and Leia and Metara and the others walked
         to the end of the ledge and disappeared into a couple of lift tubes. There were still
         pirates milling about on the ledge; others zoomed around the arena on repulsor pads,
         powered down the crushers, and collected debris from the dead droid, most of which
         they just pushed off to the sides of the cavern with the rest of the abandoned equipment.
         After a while, Han reluctantly conceded that he wasn’t going to have a chance to follow
         Leia. Better to get back to the Aegis and hope that was where she was being taken.
      

      
      If she wasn’t … He would just have to figure something out.

      
      When Degoren brought his light corvette out of hyperspace at the rendezvous coordinates,
         the Darsumae had already arrived.
      

      
      The Darsumae was the armed freighter he used as a decoy for capturing pirates and smugglers, and
         he intended to transfer his command there. The rebel ship Gamble was damaged and had undoubtedly taken refuge at a commercial port or station somewhere
         in this area of the sector. The light corvette, with its ostensible duty as a customs
         ship, couldn’t approach a port without making every merchant ship in dock wary and
         panicking all the smugglers. The rebels would be warned and have time to flee. The Darsumae could approach as just another freighter, and would go unnoticed until it was time
         to spring the trap.
      

      
      He stood up from his command chair and started down the length of the ship to the
         stern shuttle bay, his second in command, Sorvir, following him. Degoren waited until
         they were alone in a corridor before he said, “It’s disturbing that we’ve had no further
         contact from the deep cover agent.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Sorvir sounded grim. “The rebels may have realized that there’s a leak
         in their communications.”
      

      
      “If they haven’t realized it, they’re fools.” Degoren wished they were fools. It was
         hard to see the big picture from a post in the Mid Rim, but from what he could tell,
         the rebels were becoming better organized, even as the Empire devoted more and more
         resources to pursuing them. “We can’t sit around waiting on this agent’s convenience.
         Any word from our local informants?” Degoren had independent agents at several of
         the local ports, though they were mostly used for tracking smugglers.
      

      
      “Not yet, sir.”

      
      Degoren grimaced. “If they want to remain employed, and alive, they need to produce
         results.” But he knew threats were no real incentive. “Contact them again. Let them
         know whoever finds evidence of the rebels will be well rewarded. Enough to pay all
         their debts and buy their way out of this miserable sector.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Sorvir added, reluctantly, “There’s always the chance that the rebels
         were picked up by pirates.”
      

      
      Degoren swore under his breath. He had already considered that possibility and dreaded
         it. “If they have, then we’ll be lucky if there’s anything left of them to interrogate.”
         It would be even worse if that scheming spider Viest got her hands on them.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER NINE

      
      THE MILLENNIUM FALCON REACHED Arnot Station in record time.
      

      
      The station regulations automatically downloaded to the comm system when they docked
         hadn’t mentioned anything about no weapons, so Luke wore his belt with holstered blaster
         and his lightsaber, and Chewbacca carried his bowcaster.
      

      
      As the Falcon’s hatch slid open, the first thing to hit Luke was the smell. The air was filled
         with the scents of strange spices, stale air, ozone, and a dozen other things he couldn’t
         identify. “I had better stay here and help Artoo guard the ship, Master Luke,” C-3PO
         said. The protocol droid’s tone managed to convey pretty clearly that he didn’t want
         anything to do with a run-down trading station deep in pirate territory.
      

      
      “No, Threepio, I need you to translate,” Luke said patiently. He had had variations
         on this conversation almost everywhere he went with C-3PO; the droid was just nervous.
         “Artoo can guard the ship by himself.”
      

      
      In the corridor, R2-D2 beeped reassuringly, then turned to trundle back up to the
         cockpit.
      

      
      Chewbacca groaned under his breath as he tapped in the code to close and lock the
         hatch. He found Threepio’s translations of Shyri-iwook inadequate, though Luke didn’t think he had any trouble making himself understood.
         They went down the ramp to see a bipedal figure dressed in somewhat disheveled brown
         knits coming toward them, carrying a datapad.
      

      
      Across a broad corridor from the landing slots was a double gallery of what looked
         like cargo brokers and repair bays and other businesses that catered to trading ships.
         Humans and beings of various other species, as well as a few droids, moved along the
         walkways and bridges, and Luke heard a babble of voices as well as competing music
         from several different sources. The station looked shabby and well used, busy and
         cheerful, and he saw no sign of anyone in an Imperial uniform.
      

      
      Beside him, Chewbacca made a comment. C-3PO translated, “He says it looks fairly promising.
         I don’t know why he thinks that. It seems rather dingy to me.”
      

      
      Chewbacca grumbled low in his throat and gave Luke a look that combined reproach and
         irritation. Luke sighed. “Threepio, remember, we talked about leaving out the editorial
         commentary.”
      

      
      The person with the datapad drew near. He was very tall and thin, with light blue
         skin, cadaverous features, and a halo of gray hair. His craggy features and hollow
         cheeks made him seem daunting, but he was smiling as he approached.
      

      
      Cover story prepared, Luke began, “Hello. We’re new to your station—”

      
      “I’m the portmaster. Are you trading? The docking fees are waived if you are trading.
         What are you trading?”
      

      
      Luke abandoned their cover story, since the portmaster was apparently too busy to
         be interested. “We’re not trading right now, we don’t have a cargo. We’re meeting
         our friends here. They came in on a freighter called the Gamble? The ship was damaged—”
      

      
      “Yes! Yes, I know it.” The portmaster tapped his datapad, rapidly filling out a docking
         form. “They were attacked by pirates.”
      

      
      Luke nodded. “That’s them.” They must have given the portmaster the story about pirates
         to explain the damage to the ship. “They said they were hit by pirates before they
         arrived here,” he improvised.
      

      
      “Yes, we saw it.”

      
      “Saw it?” Luke stared, and Chewbacca woofed in surprise. “It happened here?”
      

      
      ”I think it happened twice. Their ship was damaged when they arrived in the system,
         but they were not the ones fired on by the pirates. That was the merchant vessel that
         was captured by the second pirate ship. These pirates get worse and worse! Soon we
         will have no shipping at all through these routes. Or the pirates will take this station.”
         He looked up from the datapad and took in their baffled expressions. “You must hear
         the story from them yourselves. It was a terrible incident.” He held out the ’pad.
         “Mark the chit for your docking fee, please.”
      

      
      “Uh, right.” Luke let Chewie mark the ’pad, and asked, “Where are they?”

      
      “Oh, your friends? They are in slot V334, down that way.”

      
      As the portmaster left, Luke stared at Chewbacca in consternation. “You think he was
         just confused about what happened?”
      

      
      Chewbacca shook his head pessimistically and motioned for Luke to hurry.

      
      They started down the docking ring, C-3PO hurrying to keep up and worrying aloud that
         they might be attacked by pirates at any moment. The station seemed to be cycling
         into its “night” shift: most of the businesses were shutting down, while the music
         and noise from the cantinas was growing louder. After a short walk and a brief consultation
         with a battered old holodirectory pedestal, they found the Gamble’s slot.
      

      
      As they came within sight of the ship, Luke said, “Wow, they weren’t kidding about
         the damage.” The hull was blackened and dented with blast impacts, and the engine
         housing for the starboard sublights was slagged.
      

      
      Chewie grunted agreement. C-3PO translated, “He says that perhaps the portmaster wasn’t
         confused about a pirate attack.”
      

      
      As they approached, Luke saw engineer Sorel standing near the ramp with a couple of
         techs he also recognized, sorting through crates of newly delivered supplies. Sorel
         glanced up and spotted them, and his expression showed pure relief. “Am I glad to
         see you!” he said, stepping forward.
      

      
      Luke wasn’t surprised. Even from here, he could tell the engines were in bad shape.
         “We brought the Falcon and can take you all out of here if you can’t make repairs. I guess it was too late
         for the Princess and General Willard to make their meeting?”
      

      
      “No, well …” Sorel hesitated, as if he had bad news he was reluctant to share. “The
         Princess isn’t back yet.”
      

      
      “Back from where?” Luke asked. “Is she meeting with someone on the station?”

      
      “No, she isn’t on the station.”

      
      “What?” Luke stared. “Where is she? Where’s Han? Is he with her?” Chewbacca punctuated
         that with a loud inquiry of his own, which Luke didn’t need C-3PO to translate.
      

      
      “They went off with an Alderaanian pirate ship.” At their expressions, Sorel added,
         “You’d better come in and see General Willard.”
      

      
      The Gamble still bore signs of the battle, though the hasty repairs were evident everywhere
         in dismantled panels and scorched consoles, and the crew looked tired. Everyone seemed
         very relieved to see Luke and Chewbacca, though they had clearly been expecting a
         contact from the fleet to arrive at some point.
      

      
      Willard, waiting for them in a small ready room, didn’t look well. His temple was
         badly bruised, and his eyes were sunken. He said, “You don’t know how good it is to
         see you.”
      

      
      Luke managed to say fairly calmly, “General, Sorel said Han and the Princess went
         off with pirates?” He found it impossible to believe, but he couldn’t imagine why
         the engineer would have said it if it weren’t true.
      

      
      The general nodded. “I need you to go after them. Sit down, and I’ll explain.”

      
      Once they were seated, General Willard quickly told them the story, while Luke did
         his best to keep quiet and Chewbacca kept shaking his head and groaning. When Willard
         was finished, Luke burst out, “But do we have any idea where they went?”
      

      
      “That’s what I asked the station officials.” The general took a data card out of his
         pocket. “They gave me these coordinates. They believe the pirates have some kind of
         base in this system. They’ve heard rumors of it for years, but no one they know of
         has ever seen it.” His expression was bleak. “It’s the only lead we have.”
      

      
      Luke took the data card. “Will you be all right here while we look into it? Our mission was to get all of you out of here and back to the fleet.” He
         wanted to start after Leia and Han immediately, but he wasn’t sure about leaving the
         Gamble’s crew here. Especially when he and Chewie had no idea how long it would take to
         pick up the pirate’s trail and how far it would take them.
      

      
      Willard said, “This is more important. And now that we’ve gotten medical attention
         for the wounded and the supplies we need to repair the hyperdrive, we should be able
         to get out of here on our own power in a few more days.”
      

      
      Luke pushed to his feet. “We’ll send a message as soon as we find them.”

      
      “To me, not to the fleet command,” Willard reminded him. “Until we discover who leaked
         the information about this mission, I don’t want any hint of this getting out.”
      

      
      Chewbacca had gotten to his feet and slung his bowcaster over his shoulder. He eyed
         General Willard and made a comment to Luke. C-3PO translated, “Chewbacca asks if General
         Willard means to exclude General Madine from our communications?”
      

      
      Chewbacca grumbled in annoyance, and Luke winced. He was fairly certain what Chewbacca
         had said had been a good deal more succinct and probably a little rude.
      

      
      “If it’s someone in our communications chain, they may have a way to break into Madine’s
         secure frequency,” Willard said. “Until I find out where Leia is, I don’t want to
         take the chance.”
      

      
      “Right,” Luke said. “We’ll find them.” He hoped he managed to sound confident, not
         desperate. What he felt was mostly desperate.
      

      
      Luke and Chewbacca hurried down the docking ring back toward the Falcon. Most of the brokers and repair bays were quiet and dark, but the bars were roaring
         with activity. There were only a few other people out on the walkways, and the droids
         they saw were mostly maintenance bots. Luke kept an eye out for dock thieves, but
         mostly his thoughts were on what it would be like to lose Leia and Han.
      

      
      His first few months in the Alliance, most of the people Luke had met had either dismissed
         him as a farmboy recruit or expected him to be an instant Jedi, as if all it required was ownership of a lightsaber. Han was one
         of the few people who accepted Luke for who he was, who didn’t expect him to be anything
         else.
      

      
      Not that it had been easy to get to that point, even after everything they had gone
         through together on the Death Star. But it had occurred to Luke that someone who frequented
         places like Mos Eisley couldn’t afford the luxury of easy trust. Han’s attitude had
         reminded Luke of a pet anooba that his friend Biggs Darklighter had had as a kid.
         It had been half wild and abused by a former owner, and it had taken months of kind
         treatment before it had stopped snapping at everyone, before it decided it was safe
         in the Darklighter household. Luke had never thought Han would take kindly to the
         analogy, though, so he had kept it to himself.
      

      
      But Luke had felt an instant bond with Leia. He could talk to her about anything.
         About his guilt over abandoning the farm on Tatooine after all the years of work his
         aunt and uncle had put into it, all for nothing now, their time there wasted. His
         hopes and his doubts about the Force, about whether he would ever be able to get the
         training and knowledge he needed to really use it. She had confided in him, too, but
         he always felt there was a wealth of things she just couldn’t say. It was still hard
         for her to talk about Alderaan, as if letting out all that pain would open a door
         she couldn’t close.
      

      
      It worried him that these Alderaanian pirates might have found a way to play on that.

      
      When they were almost to the Falcon, passing an empty docking slip, he said as much. Chewbacca snorted and rumbled a
         comment. “He says the pirates don’t know what they’re up against,” C-3PO translated.
         “He says that he would sooner fight a pack of nightcrawlers than Leia in a mood and
         Han there to help her. And I agree, Master Luke,” the droid finished, and for once
         Chewbacca didn’t protest the addendum.
      

      
      Luke started to reply when a green-skinned male Duros stepped out from behind the
         half-closed blast door of an empty shopfront. Luke had always had trouble reading
         Duros; they had no noses, lipless mouths, and elongated red eyes, and he had never
         gotten to know any well enough pick up on the nuances of their expressions. But this
         one’s intentions were clear: he was pointing a blaster at them. “Keep your hands where
         I can see them, and come with me,” the Duros said.
      

      
      Luke lifted his hands. Nobody was on the business gallery across from the Falcon’s slip, though the distant blare of music and voices told him that there was a well-occupied
         drinking establishment nearby. “Just the one of you?” he asked as casually as he could.
      

      
      Chewbacca grunted, and C-3PO translated anxiously, “He says there is another one in
         the shop, and another across the docking corridor there behind that pillar.”
      

      
      “I’m impressed,” the Duros said, still calm. “Now move.”

      
      Luke figured that would be a very bad idea. “I don’t think so.”

      
      “Move, or I’ll kill the Wookiee,” the Duros said. “I only need one of you.”

      
      “You should have tried this farther down the dock,” Luke said. He had seen the stealthy
         mechanical movement in the dark beneath the Falcon. The Ax-108, the small antipersonnel blaster cannon, had dropped out of its concealed
         compartment in the Falcon’s hull and now pointed at them. R2-D2 had clearly seen the altercation. “Because
         our ship has you covered.”
      

      
      Chewie barked a laugh. The Duros studied Luke’s face, then took a step back and looked
         toward the Falcon. The cannon fired once, the blast impact striking the floor plates a meter away from
         the man’s feet. Chewie twitched the bowcaster off his shoulder and fired into the
         control plate next to the shop’s blast door, shutting the door on whoever was inside.
         Luke drew his blaster, but a burst of fire from the lookout across the walkway sent
         him diving sideways. He hit the deck and rolled, pointing his blaster, but the Duros
         had ducked back and aimed his weapon straight at Luke.
      

      
      Chewie had the Duros in his bowcaster’s sights, and Luke was fairly sure the lookout
         was aiming at Chewie. From what he could hear, the reinforcement in the shop was blasting
         a way out through the back door. But the station alarm wailed, and yells and pounding
         footsteps sounded from the gallery. To add to that, C-3PO was running awkwardly down
         the walkway, shouting, “Help! We’re being robbed! Help!”
      

      
      Luke’s heart was thumping, but he said evenly, “You wanted to do this quietly, and
         you wanted to live through it. I don’t think those are options anymore.”
      

      
      The Duros flicked a look at Chewbacca. “Later, then.”

      
      He stepped back, then jogged away into the shadows under the gallery as a pack of station workers and security guards ran down the dock toward them, shouting.
         All of them were heavily armed. The pirates must keep everybody who frequented the
         station jumpy at best, and Luke bet the locals didn’t take kindly to dock robbers
         and shipjackers, either.
      

      
      As the mob arrived, Luke rolled to his feet and pointed after their attackers. “They
         went that way! And some of them broke into this shop, too. They had a huge blaster
         cannon, look what it did to the deck!” The Ax-108 had already safely retreated into
         the Falcon’s hull.
      

      
      Most of the mob went off after the fleeing Duros, while the rest spread out to search
         the shops along the gallery for damage. A security guard stopped beside the blasted
         section of deck, speaking urgently on her comlink.
      

      
      As Chewbacca joined him, Luke said, “Shipjackers? Maybe working with pirates? Or bounty
         hunters?”
      

      
      Chewbacca shrugged, but his grumble sounded dubious. Yeah, Luke wasn’t so sure, either.
         This might be just a coincidence, but somehow he didn’t think so. If these guys had
         been keeping an eye on the Gamble and had followed Luke and Chewie back here … They might very well be pirates, sent
         by whoever had captured Leia and Han. “Let’s get back to the ship. I’ll call General
         Willard and warn him that the pirates might be watching the Gamble.”
      

      
      To get back to the bay corridor, Han had to avoid another band of hunting castaways
         and almost stumbled on a camp of beings who seemed to live by foraging near the docking
         ring and who had clearly been here way, way too long. By the time he got through it
         all, he felt tired, grungy, and like he had been in contact with a lot of substances
         that were either toxic or disgusting or both. He didn’t know what he wanted most,
         a shower or to get his vaccinations renewed.
      

      
      When he reached the docking ring corridor, he used the grappling hook to get up to
         the droid track in the ceiling. It was quieter now—it seemed that the party around
         the dead-droid bar had died down—but he was still wary of anybody who might be out
         hunting drunks and stragglers.
      

      
      He knew Sian and Terae must have already returned when he reached the ore-cart hatch into the bay; they had left the smaller droid hatch open for him.
         As he closed it behind him, he noted two Aegis crew members on guard at the bottom of the ship’s ramp. They spotted him immediately
         and one stepped forward to check the position of the pirates outside the bay doors,
         then waved for Han to come ahead. Han crossed the overhead rigging and used the grappler
         and line to drop down to the top of the ship’s hull. By the time he reached it, the
         topside hatch was opening for him.
      

      
      He climbed down through the cylinder air lock to find Kelvan and Kifar Itran waiting.
         Kelvan said, “Terae and Sian got back a little while ago, and the Princess wants to
         see you.” He turned to lead the way down the corridor.
      

      
      Itran was staring aggressively at him for no discernible reason, so Han kept the relief
         off his face. If Leia had still been with the pirates … But she isn’t, so stop thinking about it.
      

      
      “Took you long enough,” Itran practically snarled. “She was worried.”

      
      Just what Han needed right now. “I stopped to chat with the glit-biters who live in
         the sewage plant down the cross corridor.”
      

      
      Han followed Kelvan to the ship’s ready room, where Leia paced up and down, clearly
         more angry than worried. Metara was there, with Sian and Terae, and they looked worried
         enough for everybody. “I’m sorry,” Sian said immediately. “We tried to go after you,
         and we got to the part of the tunnel where it turned and dropped straight down. Then
         we heard another one of those haulers coming and had to get out through the nearest
         hole in the roof. It took us a while to find our way back.”
      

      
      Terae didn’t look or sound nearly as sorry. “We almost ran into another group of castaways.”

      
      Han ignored her. He told Sian, “Don’t worry about it.”

      
      Leia rounded on Han and glared. “Have a nice stroll around the pirate den?”

      
      “I’ve had better,” Han told her, looking her over without being obvious that he was
         looking her over. The sleeve of her jacket was torn and there was a perfectly round
         bruise on her cheek, but other than that she looked all right. She sounded furious,
         but he knew that very little of it was actually aimed at him. She had been genuinely
         furious at him so many times it was easy to tell when he was the cause and when she was just
         furious in general. “What were you doing with that mining droid?”
      

      
      Leia’s jaw hardened. “Trying to establish diplomatic relations with the pirates. We
         failed. The so-called flightmaster is called Viest, and she’s a Lorrdian reader. She
         knew immediately we were hiding something from her.”
      

      
      “Great.” Han had dealt with Lorrdians before. “How much did she get off you?”

      
      “She didn’t identify me as Alliance, but she identified us as something.” Leia glanced at Metara. “I’m not sure why she didn’t just order us killed. My guess
         is that she still wants control over this ship and she knew the crew would resist
         any attempt to take it over. And that I annoyed her enough that she wants to find
         out why I’m really here, and what my real interest in Metara is.”
      

      
      Metara sounded bitter. “She promised to release the Aegis from our agreement and turn over the merchant crew to us if we won that stupid game.
         She was just toying with us.”
      

      
      Han met Leia’s gaze and they shared a moment of silent ironic understanding. Yes, Metara wants to be a pirate and have her cake, too. Hopefully this would teach her that pirates didn’t keep agreements unless they couldn’t
         find a way to just kill you or sell you and take your stuff.
      

      
      Whatever they did, they were going to have to move fast. Han asked Sian, “When you
         were in the tunnel, do you remember how long it took for that second hauler to come
         along?”
      

      
      She nodded, not sure what he was getting at. “Approximately, sure.” Her expression
         cleared. “You found the slave pen?”
      

      
      “Yeah. We’d have to cut through a couple of grids with a fusioncutter before we could
         hand them up any weapons or get them out of there, but it’s doable.” He was going
         to have to tell Leia in private about the fact that Davit had been on the merchant
         ship and had given him intel that pretty much proved there was an Imperial informant
         somewhere in the Alliance’s comm chain, but for now he just said, “I talked to one
         of our merchants.”
      

      
      Leia’s brow was still furrowed. “You think we can get them out through this tunnel
         without alerting the guards on the slave pen?”
      

      
      “We can break them out,” Itran said confidently. “I volunteer to go down the tunnel.”
      

      
      “Yeah, you’re a big hero, we get it,” Han told him. To Leia he said, “Probably, if
         we time it right. There’s too many to sneak them in here through the droid hatch in
         the ore-cart grid. We’ll have to take out the guards on the bay doors.”
      

      
      Kelvan said to Metara, “But we still can’t take off without getting shot to pieces.
         We’ve been watching the sensors, and there’s just too many ships out there.” He seemed
         torn between hope and despair. It wasn’t clear whether he had ever been on board with
         the idea of joining the clearinghouse in the first place, but it was obvious that
         Terae’s report on what she had seen here had convinced him it was a terrible idea.
      

      
      Watching Metara, Han still wasn’t so sure what she thought. The woman let her breath
         out and said, “We have to do something. Viest is never going to let us go, with or
         without the merchant crew.” She looked at Han. “The prisoners were unharmed, then?”
      

      
      “Three died on the way here,” Han told her, “and the pirates shot the captain and
         copilot when they took them off the ship.”
      

      
      Metara looked stricken, Kelvan shocked, and Terae bit her lip and stared at the deck.
         Han found himself meeting Leia’s gaze again. Her mouth was a thin, straight line,
         and she was pale with anger. Problem was, he thought she was angrier at herself than
         at Metara and the others. As if she could have prevented this.
      

      
      Sian broke the tense moment. She had been watching the Aegis officers with increasing exasperation. Now she said, “What did you think was going
         to happen? They’re pirates.”
      

      
      Terae glared at her but didn’t respond.

      
      Leia took a deep breath, restoring that icy calm that masked so much. “We need a diversion.”

      
      “Explosions are always good,” Han said.

      
      Sian added, “Just from what little we saw of this place, there’re so many failing
         systems, bad power cells. If we set off something on the far side of the asteroid,
         it might take them a while to realize it was sabotage.”
      

      
      Kelvan leapt on that suggestion. “That could work. But we’d have to make it into hyperspace
         before they realized what we were trying to do.”
      

      
      Han sorted through various ideas. Instead of causing an explosion on the opposite
         side of the asteroid, they could blow up this bay, and hope the debris field obscured
         the ship’s departure. He could rig the ID to broadcast another ship’s specs to help
         confuse the issue just long enough for them to jump to lightspeed. It would work if
         he could figure out a way to blow the bay up without also blowing up the Aegis. A timed explosion would be hard to manage, since it would have to go off just as
         the Aegis was exiting the bay.
      

      
      Terae wasn’t nearly as eager as Kelvan. “If one of the ships in orbit reports our
         departure to Viest, she would still have time to order them to fire on us. And she
         told the captain she would put a bounty on us.”
      

      
      “She can’t if she’s dead,” Leia said.

      
      Everyone stared at her. Han knew moments like this were why he found Leia Organa so
         attractive, and tried not to show it. He said, “I’m good with that.”
      

      
      Terae’s lip curled. “I didn’t realize rebels were so cold-blooded.”

      
      Leia regarded her with cool contempt. “I’ve never considered a career of destroying
         civilian ships and selling their crews into slavery, so don’t call me cold-blooded, Lieutenant.”
      

      
      A slow flush crept up Terae’s pale skin. Before she could reply, Metara said, “Terae,
         that’s enough,” then turned to Leia. “You want to plant an explosive in that control
         center?”
      

      
      Leia nodded. “I would like to, yes. It doesn’t have to kill Viest, though I certainly
         wouldn’t be sorry if it did. But if she thinks she’s the target of an assassination
         attempt, she’s not going to be worried about what ships are leaving dock without permission.
         I got the distinct impression that we aren’t the only enemies she has here, so we
         may be fairly low on a long list of possible culprits.”
      

      
      Sian folded her arms, thinking it over. “These bays aren’t exactly secure. An explosion
         in the mine interior could make some of the ships docked here cut loose and run. I
         sure would, if I were them.”
      

      
      Kelvan looked like he was running calculations in his head. “We have seismic charges
         on board. We could rig one with a timing device, maybe combine it with a fragmentation
         grenade that would set the charge off …”
      

      
      Han wasn’t surprised Kelvan was thinking along those lines. A seismic charge could
         be dumped out an air lock and left to float behind a ship until a pursuer collided with it and set it off. Cargo transports used them against
         pirates, and pirates used them against picket and security ships. “Where’s the control
         center?” Han said. “Is it near that arena?”
      

      
      Leia lifted a brow. “It’s some distance above it, in the low-gravity area. I thought
         we could find a route there that came out in the dark section of the cavern, then
         lift the device up and attach it to the outside of the control center’s structure.”
      

      
      Han nodded. “Nice, Your Worship.”

      
      “Thank you,” Leia said drily, but he thought she appreciated the compliment.

      
      A crew member stepped through the hatch. “Captain? There’s a disturbance at the bay
         doors. Looks like someone might be out there.”
      

      
      Metara frowned. She glanced at Leia. “Hopefully this isn’t a visit from Viest.”

      
      Metara followed the crew member out, Kelvan and Terae going with her.

      
      “I doubt Viest would come to us,” Leia said, starting after the others.

      
      Han stopped her at the hatch. “I need to talk to you—alone.”

      
      Leia took in his expression. “Now?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “I can watch the door,” Itran offered, “keep the Aegis crew out.”
      

      
      Leia glanced around, taking in the ready room and obviously finding it wanting. Han
         wasn’t keen on it, either. There was a hatch into another corridor at the other end
         of the room, and with most of the crew having nothing to do but wait, someone might
         walk past at any moment. Itran policing the place would just make any private conversation
         look all the more suspicious.
      

      
      “There’s a ’fresher across the corridor,” Sian said. “It’s big enough for two people,
         I think.”
      

      
      “Perfect,” Leia said. “Thank you.”

      
      Han followed Leia across into the refresher. “Big enough for two people” was a bit
         of a stretch. But the way the appliances were built into the bulkhead left just enough
         room for both of them to stand. They were so close they were almost breathing each
         other’s breath.
      

      
      “If anybody saw us come in here, we can just say we wanted to be alone,” Han said,
         lifting his eyebrows. But as soon as the words were out, he felt sweat prickle on
         the back of his neck and wished he hadn’t articulated the thought. To say this wasn’t the time or place for fooling around was
         a vast understatement. He didn’t want to be the idiot who got Leia Organa killed because
         he was busy trying to make time with her while they should have been planning a way
         out of this mess.
      

      
      “Right.” Leia was not amused. She leaned back against the door, clearly trying to
         get as far away from him as possible. “What is it?”
      

      
      “Kearn-sa’Davit was in the slave pen,” he told her. “That merchant ship? Belonged
         to some members of the consortium that he called you here to meet with, to buy the
         supplies for Echo Base.”
      

      
      Leia gritted her teeth and swore under her breath. That was nothing Han hadn’t seen
         her do before, but at the moment it seemed hugely alluring. Her braids were unraveling
         along one side of her head, the left one lying down along her neck in a very distracting
         way. He wedged himself between the tiny hand-cleaner unit and the bulkhead to put
         more space between them, and Leia pretended not to notice the awkward contortion.
      

      
      “Then someone told Viest about our meeting.” Leia reached over and tapped the air
         control, directing it to drop the temperature in the compartment. Han tapped it, too,
         lowering it another couple of degrees.
      

      
      “Yeah, the consortium had its own traitor.” He told her what Davit had said about
         Janlan, the traitor on the consortium side, and what he was and wasn’t likely to know.
         The flow of cool air and the need to concentrate on getting all the necessary facts
         out succinctly made the situation a little more bearable. “But it doesn’t sound like
         this Janlan told the Imperials, so that means you’re right that there was someone
         on the Alliance end who told them where the Gamble was coming out of hyperspace for the transmission.”
      

      
      Leia considered that, then shook her head. “Yes, but this is still a problem. Viest
         might suspect Davit’s ship was there to meet with the Alliance—”
      

      
      Han doubted this Viest would be able to put it together. “Nobody in the consortium
         knew who they were meeting with. But Viest knows the merchants wanted to use the payment
         they were going to get from us to buy weapons. If she has informants on Arnot Station—and
         she probably does—they may be watching the Gamble, looking for a chance to take it. Though they were probably expecting something more impressive than a shot-up
         freighter.”
      

      
      “That’s why General Willard and I brought a freighter, though the shot-up part was
         unintentional.” Leia tapped her lip, considering. That just drew Han’s attention to
         her lips, which made his neck feel hot again. “You think Viest won’t suspect that
         I’m Alliance, because if her informants realize what the Gamble is, she’ll believe all the Alliance representatives are still on the ship?”
      

      
      “Basically, yeah.” Han had to shift position, since the hand cleaner was in danger
         of permanently deforming his right hip.
      

      
      Leia snapped, “Han, stop that!”

      
      He stared at her. “What?”

      
      Leia grimaced and rubbed her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed, making her bruise look
         worse. A trickle of sweat ran down her brow. “Nothing. Never mind. I just hope Viest
         doesn’t send these hypothetical informants after the Gamble.”
      

      
      “She’d have to send more than one ship to take anything on the station. It looked
         pretty well armed.” That was another complication. Han just hoped the Falcon had arrived at the station by now. If it had, General Willard and the rest of the
         crew would have a fast way out if they had to abandon the damaged Gamble.
      

      
      “True, and I wonder how many ships Viest personally controls. She obviously has complete
         authority over this place, but I got the impression she would have to pay or bargain
         with the other captains to get them to take on a mission for her. She isn’t a military
         commander and this isn’t a fleet; she can’t just give orders. I think her power is
         limited to the ships that she has a personal investment in, like the Aegis.” She added, “Did Davit seem likely to try to trade information about us for his
         freedom?”
      

      
      Han shook his head. “He said he wouldn’t. I believed him.”

      
      Leia winced and rubbed her forehead again, as if trying to massage away a headache.
         Han’s hand twitched to rub her forehead for her, or her neck, or …
      

      
      With an effort, he brought his mind back to the matter at hand. Anyway, he was pretty
         sure the next thing he had to say might cause Leia to rip his head off. But that had
         never stopped him before. “Here’s another thing,” he told her. “Viest sent Metara after Davit’s ship. Metara didn’t happen to
         mention that to you, did she?”
      

      
      Leia eyed him, her expression impossible to read.

      
      Han forged on. “Metara let us think she just had to snatch a cargo, any cargo, and
         take it back to Viest to seal their deal and start paying off what she owed. But Viest
         didn’t care about the cargo—she wanted Davit and those other merchants dead or in
         her slave pen. That was the whole point.” All that stuff about Metara always meaning
         to let the crew go was just so much mynock dung. It might have been Metara not wanting
         Leia, and maybe even her own crew, to know just how low she was planning to go, but
         Han didn’t like it. If Metara had lied about that, there was no telling what else
         she had lied about, and they were depending on the Aegis’s crew to get off this blasted mine.
      

      
      Leia’s eyes narrowed, but all she said was, “Hmm. We’ll see. I’ve been waiting for
         Metara to pull something. She’s been far too cooperative. I know she doesn’t want
         me killed or injured, and she does want to get out from under Viest’s thumb, but I’m
         not sure what else she has in mind.” She must have read his expression, because she
         lifted her brows. “You didn’t think I trusted Metara, did you? An Alderaanian turned
         pirate—of course I don’t trust her. But I’ve recruited a lot of people for the Alliance
         whose morals I’ve found wanting. All that matters is whether they mean to fight the
         Empire.”
      

      
      Suddenly Han felt like he had been pinned to the wall. Before he could stop himself,
         he asked, “And I’m one of them?”
      

      
      Leia rolled her eyes in pure exasperation. “Not everything is about you, Han.”

      
      Han was formulating a reply to that when someone knocked on the door, and Sian’s voice
         said, “Princess? There’s someone here who wants to talk to you.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER TEN

      
      AS THEY SPILLED OUT of the refresher, Leia grimly reminded herself that she couldn’t afford lapses like
         that. It was all right to be attracted to Han, but she couldn’t be tempted, especially
         not in the middle of a mission, and being attracted at such close range, watching
         him shifting around in that confined space, made her think about warm skin and hard
         muscle … She couldn’t be tempted, especially not in the middle of a mission.
      

      
      Sometimes she felt like the Empire had killed part of her when they killed Alderaan,
         but moments like that made her remember she was still alive, still whole. It made
         her want to take all she could while she could, before the Empire killed her again.
         But there was never any time. Not when there were so many more important things to
         do.
      

      
      Maybe that was why she had little difficulty in sympathizing with Metara, no matter
         how reprehensible she found the woman’s choice to pursue piracy. They were both arrested
         in time, in that moment when their home had cracked and burned and turned to dust.
         But they were coping with it in very different ways.
      

      
      Leia was relieved to hear that her visitor was Anakaret. The Twi’lek had come alone,
         talking her way past the guards at the bay doors by pointing out very reasonably that Viest had said the Aegis crew wasn’t to leave the bay, but nothing had been said about them receiving visitors.
      

      
      “They won’t tell Viest,” Anakaret said as Kelvan led her into the ready room. “They
         aren’t so stupid; they know what she would do to them. And they don’t like to obey
         her orders like good little clones, either, but they don’t have much choice, unless
         they can get berths on a ship, and no one will give them any without Viest’s say-so.”
      

      
      Anakaret took a seat on the couch built against the bulkhead and looked around expectantly.
         Leia was fairly certain she knew what the etiquette was in this situation and glanced
         at Metara. “Do we have a drink for our friend?”
      

      
      Metara nodded to Terae, who looked startled but got up and went out, returning a moment
         later with a bottle of Corellian wine and some glasses. Leia hoped they had bought
         it at a port somewhere and not taken it off some unfortunate ship. At Metara’s nod,
         Terae opened it and poured out glasses for Anakaret, Leia, and Metara.
      

      
      Anakaret took a drink and nodded to the others. “These are your people?” she asked
         Leia.
      

      
      Leia knew what she meant. She nodded to Han, Sian, and Kifar. “They’re my people.
         The others are our allies, and prospective business partners.” She took a small sip
         of wine, mindful that she couldn’t afford to lose her edge; she hadn’t even done anything
         for her bruises except take the mildest painkiller the ship’s medic had. The impacts
         from the remote weren’t so bad, but the place on her back where the droid’s claw had
         slapped her ached badly.
      

      
      With a nod, Anakaret got right to the point. “You know now Viest wants to kill you.
         Maybe she didn’t want to when you first arrived, but now she thinks you’ve challenged
         her authority.”
      

      
      Leia was all too aware of that. “I shouldn’t have provoked her after the game.”

      
      Anakaret waved that away. “It was too late to talk reason to her when she sent you
         down there to play. When she has it in for you, she has it in for you, and nothing
         you do can change it. Others warned me about this, and I didn’t listen. I didn’t know
         about the droid, either. I thought we would play, appease her, and then I could do
         business here. But she didn’t keep her bargain with you, who won her lousy game, so
         why should I trust her now? That’s why I’ll be leaving as soon as my crew readies
         our ship.”
      

      
      “So Viest will try to … what?” Metara asked. “Summon us to her control center again
         so she can kill us? Attack the ship while we’re in dock?”
      

      
      Anakaret shrugged. “She won’t order anything directly, because it would anger too
         many of the other captains. They don’t like her in the first place. If they see that
         she isn’t dealing fairly with a ship that hasn’t made any trouble, then they’ll have
         reason to turn against her.” She added, “But you’ll have to watch your backs. She
         has other ways of making things happen. The others here have told me rumors of ships
         that dock here and then just disappear, never leave the mine, are never seen or heard
         from again.”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t certain what to make of the rumors, but the rest fit with what she had
         expected. Viest would keep them trapped here in dock, hoping they would make a run
         for it so she could order the ships who owed her debts to destroy them. If they didn’t
         make a run for it, she would call in a favor and have someone attack them. But Leia
         wanted to know more of Anakaret’s motivation. “I know why Viest hates me. She thinks
         I’m lying to her about being able to buy this ship’s debt from her, and she’s angry
         that I even made the offer. Why does she hate you?”
      

      
      Anakaret sighed and held out her glass for a refill. “She doesn’t like my attitude.
         It’s not the first time I’ve had this problem.”
      

      
      Han snorted. “I know how that goes.” Leia lifted her brows. He’d better not be talking about me, she thought. But he said, “People who set up little kingdoms like this are touchy
         about anybody who looks like trouble.”
      

      
      Anakaret gave him an understanding nod. “I thought this place was a good idea for
         my ship, until I got here and saw the way things were. Besides, I don’t like being
         told what to do.”
      

      
      Leia could see that. Han and Anakaret did both look like trouble, by anybody’s definition.
         “I’m not keen on being told what to do, either,” she said.
      

      
      “Then this place isn’t for people like us.” Anakaret set her glass down. “I have a
         small ship; my crew is only six strong. I thought we could increase our business and
         make ourselves rich by working with this clearinghouse, but I didn’t figure on these
         killing games and Viest being so capricious. We’re smugglers, not pirates, and I don’t
         owe Viest money like so many of the others. Since I didn’t win her blasted game she
         doesn’t care if I leave or not. What will you do?”
      

      
      “We want to get this ship out of here and away from Viest.” Leia hesitated, but Anakaret had seemed to hold a high opinion of debts and honor. “Viest
         confiscated a prize from this ship, a merchant freighter. We don’t want the freighter
         itself back, but we want the crew. Viest will sell them as slaves, and we promised
         we would release them if they surrendered. We want to keep our promise.” In light
         of what Han had discovered, she was keeping an even closer eye on Metara for her reaction.
         But Metara didn’t betray anything. It was exasperating that Metara couldn’t have kept
         her expression under this much control in Viest’s presence.
      

      
      Anakaret grimaced. “Viest won’t give anything back, once she gets her hands on it.
         She doesn’t care about other people’s promises and honor.” She regarded Leia. “As
         I said, I owe you a debt. I’ll help you if I can. But if you ask me to help you free
         the captured crew, I can’t. I can’t do anything that would endanger my own crew. My
         promises to them come first.”
      

      
      “I understand.” Leia hadn’t expected Anakaret to join their escape effort; she had
         just been thinking of ways the Twi’lek might aid their plan without putting her own
         life on the line. The idea to distract the pirates with an explosion would be more
         effective if they could combine it with something that made all the pirate ships in
         orbit, and not just those in dock and close enough to detect the blast, think the
         asteroid was being attacked. Something from outside the asteroid, from farther out
         in the system.
      

      
      And suddenly Leia thought she knew what that was. “When we arrived, the ship was given
         a local comm frequency for alerts and messages. Do all the ships in orbit monitor
         that frequency?”
      

      
      Anakaret looked interested. “If they have any sense. It’s where warnings would be
         broadcast, if the clearinghouse was attacked by raiders from a rival organization,
         or Imperials, or security ships, or any other threat.” Watching Leia’s face, she said,
         “You have an idea.”
      

      
      Leia nodded. “As you’re leaving the system, could you send a transmission on that
         frequency, telling all the pirates that you’ve just detected Imperial ships coming
         out of hyperspace?” Everyone was watching Leia now, either baffled or intrigued.
      

      
      Anakaret quirked her lips, clearly taken with the idea. “But why should they listen
         to me? Maybe I’m just an angry troublemaker.”
      

      
      Leia turned to Metara. “Do you still have the recording of the transmissions you intercepted that time, of Imperial ships entering a system?”
      

      
      It took Metara a moment to realize what Leia meant, and then she was shocked. “Yes,
         but …” Her eyes narrowed in thought as the possibilities occurred to her. “The codes
         they used would have been changed since then …”
      

      
      “The pirates won’t know that,” Leia said. “With some careful editing, it should be
         convincing.” They could fake something up using the Aegis’s comm system, but starting with a genuine transmission would add that much more
         verisimilitude. Leia turned back to Anakaret. “We can give you a short audio recording
         that you can play over the frequency, as proof of what you’ve seen.”
      

      
      Anakaret smiled slowly. “I like this plan.”

      
      It took Leia and the Aegis’s comm tech less time to get the fake transmission ready than it did for Terae and
         her munitions team to alter the seismic charge. As the comm tech played the final
         version for Leia’s approval, she said, “No disrespect, Your Highness, but this just
         seems … sacrilegious, to use the transmission that the Death Star made when it was
         coming within range of Alderaan.”
      

      
      They weren’t trying to make Viest and the other pirates think a new Death Star was
         entering the system. The tech had carefully cut out any identifying ship’s IDs and
         obscured the voices with static. What it did sound like was that something large,
         heavily armed, and brimming with Imperial might was entering a system with the specific
         purpose of destroying an already selected target. Viest might suspect it was a trick,
         especially with it being relayed by Anakaret’s ship. If even one of the guards passed
         on the information that Anakaret had visited the Aegis, she would certainly suspect something. But Leia was betting many of the pirates
         in orbit wouldn’t wait around to find out, and the flightmaster would hopefully be
         too busy dealing with the explosion to give any orders. If Viest wasn’t dead or injured
         herself.
      

      
      Leia had heard versions of this transmission and others, captured in bits and pieces
         by other Alderaanian survivors and by Alliance intelligence sources. She told herself
         it no longer affected her, and maybe that was true. She only said, “I don’t think
         anything is so sacred that it can’t be used to save lives.” She added, “I just hope this works the way we think it will.”
      

      
      She took the slim data card with the edited transmission and carried it back to the
         ready room, where Anakaret waited with Metara. “Here it is.”
      

      
      Anakaret accepted the card and stood. Her smile was predatory. “My only regret is
         that I won’t be around to watch them all scatter like startled rycrits.”
      

      
      Leia smiled back. “I wish we could take a vid of it for you, but I doubt we’ll have
         time.”
      

      
      She walked Anakaret to the hatch with Metara following. They spent a few moments making
         sure their chronos were all reading approximately the same time. Leia just hoped they
         had planned on enough leeway in the schedule for everyone to get into position. She
         thought they had, but she knew how seldom even the most careful plans survived contact
         with reality. “Thank you for doing this, Anakaret.”
      

      
      “I might have done it even if I didn’t owe you a favor,” Anakaret said. She patted
         Leia on the cheek. “Take care of yourself, Leia.”
      

      
      “You, too,” Leia said. She watched Anakaret walk down the ramp and across the bay,
         wanting to make certain she got out without any trouble from the guards. Anakaret
         sailed past them without a word, and Leia breathed out in relief. She turned to see
         Metara staring at her. “What?”
      

      
      Metara shook her head slightly, as if she would rather not say, then admitted, “It
         surprises me. That you got along with her so well.”
      

      
      Leia was honestly baffled for a moment. “Why? Because she was working with pirates?”
         Leia certainly objected to Anakaret’s career path, but she didn’t know enough about
         the woman’s past to judge her. Unlike Metara, Anakaret might not have had a choice.
      

      
      Metara looked away, clearly uncomfortable. “Partly that. But she’s not exactly the
         kind of person that Alderaanian royalty would normally … interact with.”
      

      
      “You’d be surprised,” Leia said drily. She waited a moment, watching Metara, then
         said, “I know Viest sent you to capture that merchant ship’s passengers. When you
         offered to release them at Arnot Station so I would come aboard the Aegis, did you have any intention of keeping your word?”
      

      
      “Yes, I …” Metara hesitated, and then all the stiffness and resolve seemed to go out
         of her body at once, and she rubbed her temple wearily. “I don’t know what I meant to do. All this time, since Alderaan, I haven’t had one
         doubt that what I was doing was right. Right for me, right for my crew, the right
         thing to honor the memory of our dead. But … when I spoke to you, it was as if … I
         woke up from a dream. Since then, I haven’t been sure about anything.” She laughed
         a little bitterly. “This is the part where I should swear to you again that I won’t
         do anything to harm or betray you or your people, but after that little speech, why
         should you believe me?”
      

      
      “Because you’re being honest with me.” Leia knew this was not the moment to push.
         By admitting doubt, Metara had just made an enormous concession. What she needed now
         was time to think. And continuing to work with Leia wouldn’t hurt, either. “We’ll
         talk about it once we’re all safe and away from here.”
      

      
      Metara took a deep breath and nodded. By the time they stepped back into the ready
         room, she was as perfectly composed as if nothing had happened.
      

      
      The most difficult part of the plan was going to be getting the merchants out. Leia
         and Metara walked into the ready room where Han, Sian, Kelvan, Terae, and Kifar were
         doing the planning. They had an image of a map of the mine displayed above the holotable,
         but they must have copied it from a faulty source because it was blurry and apparently
         couldn’t be adjusted. Still, it was better than nothing. Kifar was saying, “Blasting
         them out would be quicker.”
      

      
      “Also stupid,” Han told him. “The whole idea is to do this quiet-like, until we get
         to the bay doors, or did you miss the memo on that?”
      

      
      Kifar bristled, but before tensions could rise even farther Leia interrupted, “Quietly
         is exactly how we’re going to do it. What’s the plan?” She wasn’t certain what problem
         Kifar had with Han, but it was more than tiresome, and if he let it interfere with
         the mission she would be happy to order him to wait in the Aegis instead of participating.
      

      
      Kelvan answered, “We have to coordinate this with the movements of the refuse haulers
         Solo encountered, but we’ll send someone in first to cut through the grids blocking
         the tunnel’s access to the detention area. It’s bringing the prisoners out and down
         the tunnel to the nearest exit where the timing gets tricky.”
      

      
      “Ideally, we could rig something up to stall the hauler or knock out its power source,”
         Terae added, “but we’re not sure what frequency it’s operating on. Also, I’m worried
         that if something goes wrong with it, it will activate a maintenance system somewhere
         that will set off an alarm or summon a higher-level droid.”
      

      
      Leia nodded. “In any other part of the mine, it wouldn’t be a problem, but someone
         might take notice of an alarm directly under the slave pen.” She turned to Han. “Are
         you sure you can get all these people out through the corridors without anyone noticing?”
      

      
      Han shrugged. “It’s not going to be easy, but this place isn’t run like an Imperial
         base, or even a commercial port. The only security we saw was right around the cargo
         receiving area and the slave pen. They guard what they think is valuable, and the
         rest they let go to hell.”
      

      
      Sian added, “We thought we’d divide up into smaller groups and take them out through
         different routes, so even if one of the bands of castaways sees us on the way, they’ll
         assume we’re a crew exploring for salvage or a new group of castaways.”
      

      
      Leia checked her chrono again, though she was well aware she had just looked at it
         while saying good-bye to Anakaret. There’s no time for nerves, Organa, she reminded herself. They had a couple of hours until Anakaret had said her ship
         would be ready to depart. It was enough time to finish getting the seismic charge
         ready to move safely and also to get some food and a little sleep. She looked at Metara,
         to give the woman her due as captain of the Aegis. “Are you in agreement?”
      

      
      Studying the map, Metara didn’t hesitate. “Yes, I think it’s our best chance.” She
         gave Leia a thoughtful look. “And our only real option.”
      

      
      “Good,” Leia said. I just hope you mean that.
      

      
      Han was too jumpy to grab any sleep, but he managed time to clean up and eat. Then,
         after checking that Terae and Sian had the handlights, grapplers, and weapons sorted
         out for the Aegis crew who would be coming with them, he went to pick out the other equipment they
         would need.
      

      
      Sian was going with Leia’s group, which Han was glad of because it gave the Princess
         at least one person to watch her back who wasn’t under Metara’s thumb. The downside was that, in addition to two other Aegis crew members, Terae was going with Han, and he was also saddled with Itran. It made
         sense to have Terae along, since she knew the way and had explored the maintenance
         tunnel a little, but Han would have preferred to do this without Itran, whom he didn’t
         trust and who obviously didn’t trust him. He would actually have preferred to do this
         alone but had to admit, as they had already discussed, that just wasn’t practical.
      

      
      Then Itran cornered Han in the Aegis’s engineering tool storage area as Han was collecting the fusioncutters and other
         equipment they would need. “You sure we should take Terae and the others? If they
         wanted to turn us over to the pirates, this would be a perfect opportunity.”
      

      
      Han wanted to punch him just from exasperation. Of course it would be a perfect opportunity,
         if Metara had decided she would rather be a pirate after all. They had no guarantee
         she wouldn’t, and no guarantee that even if the plan went perfectly and they all got
         out of here, Metara would let them and the merchants go as promised. But there wasn’t
         any other way off this rock except to cooperate. So Han just said, “Why, are you trying
         to get me alone? Sorry, I don’t like you that way.”
      

      
      Itran’s expression flickered from blankly startled to confused. Han relented, mostly
         because the confusion cast some doubt over just how quick on the uptake Itran was.
         “There’s a chance they could turn on us, but if we have to split up, we need the others
         to help lead the prisoners out.”
      

      
      Itran’s expression cleared, and he just said darkly, “I hope we don’t regret it.”

      
      Han shook his head incredulously at Itran’s retreating back. No kidding. He wished again that Chewie were here. Having a partner to do this with whom he
         trusted completely would be a relief, but it would be a bonus just to have someone
         along who got his sense of humor.
      

      
      They got out through the ore-cart hatch carefully, one at a time, moving quietly down
         the droid track away from the bay doors and the bored guards. It went as well as possible,
         but Han’s nerves were still on edge. The seismic charge was bulky and a little tricky
         to handle, but one of the Aegis’s techs had attached a couple of small repulsors to it so its weight was negligible.
      

      
      Leia was going to place the charge with Metara, Sian, and two Aegis crew members. Metara had been wearing the conflicted expression of someone who wanted
         to argue but had somehow missed the opportunity, and Han suspected she had thought
         that Leia would stay at the ship with Kelvan and the rest of the crew, had probably
         expected it up until the last minute when Leia had followed her down the ramp. But
         Leia was so expert by now at circumventing the-Princess-shouldn’t-risk-herself arguments
         that Han knew there was no point in him or anyone else objecting.
      

      
      Also, Metara had no emotional attachment to Sian and no compelling reason to listen
         to her. If Metara tried to change her mind at the last moment, Leia could stop her;
         Sian on her own couldn’t.
      

      
      Once they were safely out of eye- and earshot of the bay doors, they parted ways while
         still on the droid track. Han and his happy band would go farther down the dock ring
         and then into the interior toward the maintenance tunnel. Leia and Metara’s group
         were to head straight across the docking ring corridor into the first traverse, to
         make their way to the lower portion of the central cavern.
      

      
      As the others were climbing down the fibercord from the ore track to the corridor
         floor, Han turned to Leia. She said briskly, “We’ll get into position and wait for
         your signal.”
      

      
      “Yeah.” Han never knew what to say in these moments. They were friends, nothing more—sometimes
         not even that—and they always had an audience. This time it seemed like a particularly
         attentive audience, at least on Itran and Terae’s part. He settled for, “Good luck,
         Princess. Watch your back.”
      

      
      Leia’s expression was slightly ironic. “Thanks, Han, I’ll do that.”

      
      As usual, Han felt that she was expecting something from him that he didn’t know how
         to give her. The only thing that made these moments less aggravating was that there
         were plenty of times when he was expecting something from her that she wasn’t giving
         him—and he actually had no idea what it was. So he just led his group away, fairly
         certain she was rolling her eyes at his back.
      

      
      They had decided to try to go for the access closer to the slave pen, the one Han
         had stuck his head up through on the way down the maintenance tunnel. He led the others along the original route he, Sian, and Terae had taken.
         The farther they went down the traverse, the darker it got, and their lights caught
         only the scattered parts of an old droid carcass and the gleam of dying power cells
         in the occasional looted wall console.
      

      
      “You sure there’s a cross corridor down here, Solo?” Itran asked.

      
      It was Terae who answered impatiently, “The map showed both traverses connect to the
         same haulage tunnel. We’re not idiots—we didn’t just pick this route randomly.”
      

      
      Itran didn’t argue, and Han decided he might have to stop disliking Terae quite so
         much if she could shut Itran down like that more often.
      

      
      The traverse finally turned into an open bridge above the haulage tunnel they had
         been looking for. The haulage tunnel was darker than a black hole, without even the
         few dying lumas that still floated through the traverse. But the gravity was lighter
         in it, and they were able to drop down to the uneven floor without risking any broken
         legs or ankles.
      

      
      Han’s handlight showed that this passage was in far worse shape than the others. They
         had to climb past piles of crumbled rock debris and the occasional smashed ore cart.
         Han kept an eye out but didn’t see any signs of castaways camping down here. A thick
         layer of muck, that oily combination of rock dust and recycled moisture from the ventilation
         system, lay over everything, and there were no footmarks or any other evidence that
         anybody had been through here in a long time.
      

      
      They passed a shaft entrance, a big round opening in the floor, dark and dank and
         emitting an odor of rot; shortly thereafter they came to an overhead traverse access
         bridge entirely blocked by an ore cart that had apparently gone rogue and tried to
         wedge itself up through the opening. A couple of abandoned flatbed lifters lay crumpled
         in the debris below it. Ahead the haulage tunnel curved, and Han spotted a dim glow
         of light.
      

      
      “That’s it?” Terae whispered.

      
      “Should be,” Han said. So far the map had been right.

      
      As they got closer, the faint light from above showed Han where the roof of the haulage
         tunnel opened up and the traverse they wanted bridged it. His handlight found a set
         of rough steps carved up the rock wall. They managed the climb easily, though Fera,
         the smaller Aegis crew member, slipped off once. Fortunately, the lighter gravity gave Itran plenty of time to reach down and catch her hand to pull her back up.
      

      
      The traverse was only a little better lit than the haulage tunnel, with dying lumas
         scattered at wide intervals. Han’s nerves began to jump from the quiet. There was
         still no sign of castaways, which was odd, but maybe they were careful about getting
         too near the slave pen. Probably for fear of ending up in it.
      

      
      Ahead he saw two lumas hovering in a widened junction in a way that looked familiar,
         and figured they were close. He played his light over the floor until he found the
         square access to the maintenance tunnel.
      

      
      “This is it,” Han said. “Terae, you—”

      
      There was a click about two meters to Han’s right. He stepped sideways, spun, and
         drew his blaster just as a dark spheroid shape rose out of a pile of debris against
         the far wall. Han registered that it was a droid and felt a flush of relief. Then
         in the next heartbeat he realized that though the black metal carapace was just as
         dirty as everything else, it moved smoothly and its near-silent hum meant it was new,
         not a remnant from the old mine. This could be trouble …
      

      
      Then the top segment rotated toward him, and a nozzle extended. Han snapped to the
         others, “Get down!” and dived sideways. The droid fired as he hit the ground, and
         he felt the heat of a near miss. He fired back in multiple bursts, trying to keep
         it focused on him so the others could return fire with better aim.
      

      
      Blasts from behind him struck the droid and he heard Terae yell, “Security droid,
         fall back, fall back!”
      

      
      The droid’s shield flared as it deflected the bolts and moved inexorably forward.
         Han scrambled behind a too-small pile of metal debris as it fired again, but it aimed
         past him at the others. The pirates obviously had skipped the security droid’s challenge and detain options and gone straight to terminate intruders. He threw a glance around to see who was in a better position. Itran was flattened
         back against the wall; catching his eye, Han mouthed the words, You hit low, I’ll hit high. Itran nodded.
      

      
      Han shoved to his feet and fired at the droid’s rotating control module. Itran’s bolts
         struck lower down in the power module. The droid’s deflector shield flared, and Han
         had time to hope the pirates had been too cheap to get one of the higher-power models. Then the deflector overloaded with
         an eye-searing flash, and Han’s next bolt hit the control module. The droid shuddered,
         slid sideways on its repulsors, and slammed into the wall with a metallic shriek.
         It collapsed in a heap.
      

      
      Behind Han, Terae said, “Can we still go on? You think—”

      
      “We’ve got to get out of here,” Han told her. “There’s gonna be more than one. It’s
         signaled whoever put it here by now.”
      

      
      On cue, a searchlight flashed down the corridor as another dark shape moved into sight.
         Somewhere ahead, an alarm started to wail.
      

      
      Nobody needed to discuss it anymore. They ran back down the traverse, dodging the
         piles of debris. This traverse had to lead to a secure storage area, one that had
         been added later by the pirates, that wasn’t on the old map. There must be security
         droids at all the entrances to it, protecting the cargoes stored there. Earlier, Han
         sticking his head out of the access hadn’t been enough to trip the droids, but he
         was lucky he hadn’t tried to climb out and scout around.
      

      
      Luck was relative, of course.

      
      Han covered the others as they half climbed, half jumped down into the haulage tunnel.
         More lights and shapes moved at the end of the dim traverse, and from the way the
         new lights jerked around he was pretty certain most were carried by living beings,
         not droids. It had to be the crew whose cargo storage they had gotten too close to,
         alerted by a signal from the droid. Below, Itran called, “Solo, come on!” and Han
         scrambled down the rough steps.
      

      
      Terae had already dimmed her handlight to the lowest setting, and the others had turned
         theirs off. Han did the same, and they moved as fast as they could down the haulage
         tunnel. Terae swept her light across the floor as they ran. It would have been better
         to cut all the lights, but there was too much debris in this tunnel, plus the open
         shaft somewhere ahead. Even with the lighter gravity in the shafts and tunnels, they
         didn’t have time to stop and haul someone out.
      

      
      Terae was the first to reach the traverse they had come down. She climbed the rough
         wall to reach it and popped her head over the edge. When she swore and let go to drop
         back down, Han figured it wasn’t good news.
      

      
      “They’re coming down that way, too!” she whispered.

      
      Han didn’t need to look for himself. He heard shouts and boots pounding somewhere
         above, echoing off the rock.
      

      
      They could keep going down the haulage tunnel, in the dark, and it might be blocked
         at any point. Han couldn’t let them catch Terae, Fera, or Allian. If they were identified
         as Aegis crew, somebody might demand to see Leia and Metara, find them gone, and start a search.
      

      
      “Take them and keep going,” he told Terae. “I’ll cover you.”

      
      She stared up at him. “But—”

      
      “That’s an order,” Han snapped, and Metara had trained her so well it was almost that
         simple.
      

      
      She jerked away, then remembered who he was and glared at him. “You’re not my commanding
         officer!”
      

      
      Looking up at the traverse, he said, “If you’ve got a better idea, I’d love to hear
         it.”
      

      
      Terae hesitated, but they were obviously running out of time. She turned away, gestured
         sharply at Fera and Allian, and they ran up the tunnel into darkness.
      

      
      Han switched his handlight on and started back the way they had come, very conscious
         of the pirates and security droids coming at him from both ends of the tunnel.
      

      
      Catching up to him, Itran asked, “You planning to get caught?”

      
      “I’m planning to get their attention and then head for that shaft we passed.” The
         only droid that had gotten close enough to count the intruders was a blasted mess,
         and Han bet nobody would take the time to check its memory storage, if there was anything
         still left of it. If they saw him running away, they wouldn’t stop and search for
         anybody else. “Now get out of here!”
      

      
      In the glow of his handlight, Han saw Itran shake his head, as stubborn as a rock.
         “I’m with you. It’ll be more convincing with two of us.”
      

      
      Han set his jaw and didn’t bother to argue. If the idiot wanted to play hero, fine.

      
      Behind them, the pirates arrived at the bridge with wild flashes of handlights and
         shouts, pebbles clattering down the wall of the haulage tunnel as they reached the
         edge. Han switched his own light off and spun to fire up at them, a short burst of
         bolts that made certain the pursuit would focus on this end of the tunnel. The returned
         fire slagged the tunnel wall just half a meter short of his head, and Han ducked and
         ran.
      

      
      The flash of the pirates’ lights had temporarily ruined Han’s night vision. He couldn’t
         see Itran at all, but he could hear heavy footsteps crunch over the crushed rock on
         the tunnel floor. Han figured it was going to be a long scramble down the shaft, even
         with the lighter gravity.
      

      
      He thought he heard an engine whine somewhere ahead, but it was hard to tell with
         the echoes in the tunnel. It might be another heavy-duty security droid; that would
         be about all they needed. He glanced back and saw jumping lights as the pirates pounded
         toward them. There were only five of them, which was a relief. It would be hard for
         five to spread out and search multiple passages. Now we just have to get down to the multiple passages, Han thought.
      

      
      “It’s here,” Itran gasped, and Han almost fell headlong into the shaft.

      
      Fortunately the gravity was even lighter in the shaft than it was in the haulage tunnel.
         Han slid down a near-vertical slope but caught a rocky projection on the wall and
         stopped his fall. Making enough noise for a reek in heat, Itran scrambled down after
         him.
      

      
      They climbed down as fast as they could, trying to be quiet, but Han knew that as
         soon as the two groups of pursuers met in the haulage tunnel, they would realize this
         shaft was the only escape route. Then he heard pebbles and debris rattle somewhere
         above, and the echo of voices. Angry voices.
      

      
      “Faster,” he whispered to Itran. He looked down and saw that the darkness at the bottom
         of the shaft was more gray than black; the next haulage tunnel was maybe fifty meters
         below them. It was tempting to let go and drop, relying on the lighter gravity, but
         he couldn’t see what was down there, and a broken ankle would mean a messy death at
         the hands of the pirates.
      

      
      “Going as fast as I can,” Itran muttered back.

      
      Still climbing, still looking down, Han saw a shape in that darkness, something partially
         blocking the end of the shaft. Another rogue ore cart, maybe.
      

      
      Then something creaked and groaned in the shaft above them. Han looked up into blinding
         light as someone aimed an arc light down at them.
      

      
      “Drop!” he told Itran.

      
      Itran looked down and grimaced, then pushed off from the wall. As Han launched himself, blasterfire filled the shaft, impacting the rock above and showering
         him with burning-hot rock fragments as the bolts shattered and heated the stone.
      

      
      The problem with the light gravity was that the fall was too slow. The light flicked
         away, searched for them as they dropped out of its reach. Han heard a metallic thump
         and a scrabble as Itran hit the ore cart wedged across the shaft. Han resisted the
         urge to brace for the impact and made himself go limp instead. He hit feetfirst and
         his body folded up; the impact was bone jarring, but he didn’t break anything. The
         metal surface was tilted, and Han half slid down toward where he could hear Itran
         ahead of him. Then the light hit him again, eye searing and disorienting. He looked
         up as something blocked the light just in time to see a big, flat shape plunge down
         toward them. What in the … he had time to think, and then he flung himself backward.
      

      
      Whatever it was slammed into the ore cart and knocked Han into the air. He felt his
         shoulder bang into solid rock, and that was the last thing he knew.
      

      
      In the near darkness, Leia carefully picked her way after Metara. A distant yell,
         sounding weirdly animal-like, sounded from one of the connecting tunnels. The crew
         member behind Leia stepped on the back of her boot and apologized in an embarrassed
         whisper. “It’s all right,” she whispered back.
      

      
      The route from the docking ring to the center of the mine went through an unused maze
         of haulage tunnels; it was some very ugly terrain.
      

      
      Judging by the refuse Leia had seen and the stench, it was clear many of the castaways
         were badly addicted to spice; where they were getting it from was another question.
         She wondered if Viest or other pirates used a supply of spice to control them, or
         traded it to them in exchange for work or favors or other services Leia preferred
         not to contemplate too closely.
      

      
      Leia didn’t want anyone to see the seismic charge and get the idea to turn them in
         for a reward from Viest. But five well-armed humans, whether you knew they were carrying an explosive or not, was a large enough party
         that the smaller groups they had heard or glimpsed in the shadows seemed to be deliberately
         avoiding them. It helped that there were few lumas down here, and that most of those
         had been moved into clusters around the castaways’ camps.
      

      
      As they drew near the opening to one of the large spiral chambers, Metara signaled
         for everyone to mute their comlinks and extinguish their lights. Leia tucked her light
         away and thumbed the switch on her comlink, then drew her blaster. Silently, they
         crept around the opening to the spiral. A dim glow shone from it, and she heard faint
         noises echoing up: a shuffle of movement, voices, a clank that might have been a droid
         or a piece of old mining equipment. The draft rising from it stank of unwashed bodies
         and spice.
      

      
      No one relaxed until they were well past, almost to the dim light at the end of the
         tunnel that marked the cavern entrance. When Metara switched her light back on, Leia
         took the mute off her comlink. Terae’s voice whispered immediately, “Captain, Captain
         Metara, please come in.” Terae was breathing hard, agitated. Leia thought, Oh, no …

      
      Frowning, Metara lifted her own comlink. “This is Metara. Report, Terae.”

      
      “We encountered a security droid,” Terae said. “There must have been a secure cargo
         dump down there that wasn’t on the map and we almost walked into it. Solo held them
         off so we could fall back—”
      

      
      Leia broke in. “Where is he?”

      
      “They caught him, and Itran. I think they must be taking them to the control area.
         Fera is trailing them, and I’m monitoring her on another frequency.”
      

      
      The other crew members shifted uneasily. Metara grimaced in dismay. Leia locked gazes
         with her.
      

      
      “Do I continue with the mission?” Terae asked.

      
      Leia knew that was a terrible idea. “If the pirates think this was an attempt to steal
         cargo, surely they’ll increase the security on the slave pen.”
      

      
      “I agree,” Metara told Terae. “Withdraw to a safe distance, but don’t return to the
         ship. We may need you with us. Report to me as soon as you hear from Fera.”
      

      
      Leia waited until she signed off, then said, “We should keep going. If they do take
         them to Viest in the control center, we have a chance to get them back.”
      

      
      Metara eyed her. “One question. If it was two of my people, would you still say that?”

      
      Leia understood what she meant; still, she couldn’t help feeling offended. “Of course
         I would.”
      

      
      Metara must have believed her. “Then we’ll go on. Though as to what this does to the
         rest of our plan …”
      

      
      The only part of the plan that was still on track was the transmission from Anakaret,
         and the timing for that had just gone all to ruin. Her voice firm, Leia said, “We’re
         winging it.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER ELEVEN

      
      WAKING UP PROVED to be an experience Han could have done without. The first thing he was aware of
         was that his arms and shoulders ached like fire, more painful than the heavy pounding
         in his head. Eventually he got his eyes open. His vision was too bleary to make out
         much detail, but his head was tipped backward and his wrists were locked into binders
         suspended from a repulsor by a power coupling. His boots just managed to touch the
         floor. Yeah, not good.
      

      
      He felt like he had been run over by a large piece of mining equipment. Oh, right, that’s what happened. He thought the pirates had taken one of the abandoned flatbed lifters in the haulage
         tunnel, one that must have still had just enough juice left in its power cells, and
         aimed it down the shaft at them.
      

      
      He licked his lips and tasted blood. He thought he could move his head forward if
         he tried, though he wasn’t certain it was worth it. Then he realized the noise he
         had thought was part of the ringing in his ears was actually someone nearby breathing
         heavily. He slowly lifted his head to look.
      

      
      He was in a dome-shaped room, with a hatch at the far end, lit by a few drifting lumas.
         The remnants of old control panels were built into the walls, a few hanging open, the components inside looted long ago. A new sensor
         console with a large holographic plate had been installed, with exposed cables where
         it had been jury-rigged into the existing system. A large, round port on the far wall
         looked out into a dark space; squinting, he thought it was probably the asteroid’s
         central cavern. From Leia’s description and the map, this had to be part of the mine’s
         control center. The furniture scattered around was almost sybaritic, a large richly
         upholstered couch and a few floatpads, none of them matching. It made a strange contrast
         with the all-business sensor console.
      

      
      The rough breathing came from the only other living thing in the room that Han could
         see: Kifar Itran, who sat nearby, his wrists bound to the arms of his chair. He had
         darkening bruises on his cheeks and a discolored swelling around one eye. The pirates
         might have knocked him around, or maybe that was just from the crash with the ore
         cart—Han couldn’t tell. Han groaned to himself. There was nothing worse than being
         taken prisoner with somebody who annoyed the hell out of you.
      

      
      Itran looked toward the door, eyes narrowed and worried. His voice weak and rasping,
         Han managed to say, “Why aren’t we dead?”
      

      
      Itran jerked, startled, and stared up at him. “I don’t know,” he said.

      
      That was an unsatisfactory answer. Han noted that Itran’s clothes were disarranged,
         as if he had been thoroughly searched without much regard for his privacy. Han looked
         down and saw he looked the same way. Han had returned the secure comlink from the
         Gamble to Leia, and the Aegis comlinks were old Alderaanian planetary security force issue, designed specifically
         with nothing to identify them, not the ship they were assigned to or their manufacturer
         or even their planet of origin. He hoped Terae had realized what had happened and
         been quick enough to cut them out of the comm network before any pirate smart enough
         to listen in had gotten hold of them. The tools would look just as likely to be used
         to cut open a secure door into cargo storage as to liberate a slave pen. So why didn’t they blast us already?

      
      Choosing his words carefully, because somebody might be listening to them even now,
         Han said to Itran, “Did they ask you anything?” Did you tell them anything? was what he really wanted to know.
      

      
      Itran shook his head. “They thought we were trying to steal from some kind of cargo storage near that traverse where the droid was posted.”
      

      
      “Right,” Han said. If Itran was telling the truth, then that meant they had been kept
         alive to be made an example of, as what happened to stupid pirates who tried to steal
         other pirates’ cargoes. They’re going to ask us what ship we came from. That could be tricky. The only other shipowner Han knew by name here besides Metara was Anakaret. They
         could say they had been kicked off her ship before she left. It would work only if
         Viest hadn’t met the rest of Anakaret’s small crew. And if Anakaret had already taken
         her ship out of dock. “Itran,” Han rasped, “do you know how long we’ve been—”
      

      
      The door slid open.

      
      The first pirates to come in were clearly the muscle: a Gamorrean, a few big male
         humans, a couple of green-skinned Mirialans. The woman who strolled in after them
         was clearly the leader. This had to be Viest, the Lorrdian flightmaster. She smiled
         up at Han. “Good, he’s awake.” She lifted a hand in a come-along gesture.
      

      
      Two more pirates dragged in another human, or near-human, male. He was tall and thin,
         with straight, dark hair and a faintly green tint to his pale skin that might be his
         normal color or something caused by fear or rough handling. He was dressed in what
         had been a very fine robe over pants and a jacket but was now disarrayed and stained.
         He staggered, looked around nervously, then saw Han and blanched in horror.
      

      
      I don’t look that bad, Han thought.
      

      
      “Is that one of them, Janlan?” Viest asked.

      
      Janlan, from the merchant consortium—the one who had told the pirates about the meeting
         on Arnot Station, Han realized.
      

      
      Janlan shook his head. “I don’t know. I never saw any of them. I told you, Davit made
         all the arrangements, and even he didn’t know the names of the people we were going
         to meet.”
      

      
      Oh, great, Han thought. He winced, which made his head hurt worse. Obviously Viest had heard
         all about the meeting from Janlan, but what had made her suspect that Han and Itran
         had anything to do with it? Well, there’s one obvious answer to that. Han looked down at Itran, trying to gauge his reaction. Itran’s face was shocked
         and angry and worried; if he had talked, he was doing a good job of seeming surprised.
         So maybe he hadn’t talked, maybe Viest had just questioned him and read the answers off
         his face and body.
      

      
      Viest shook her head, her expression suggesting she felt sorrow rather than anger,
         as if Janlan were a friend who had disappointed her terribly. Han already didn’t like
         her, and that little show didn’t improve his opinion any.
      

      
      “That’s not how you presented this to us before, Janlan. You said you had all this
         information for us about how your merchant friends were selling off their goods to
         get ships to blow this place to nothing. You didn’t tell us they were selling their
         goods to the Rebel Alliance.”
      

      
      Han felt his insides freeze. The situation had just gotten a lot worse. He looked
         at Itran, who was still sitting there like he was a wounded hero, like he hadn’t opened
         his big mouth and spilled everything to the pirates. You piece of …

      
      “I didn’t know!” Janlan sounded weary, as if he knew a protest was useless, but still
         he went on, “I told you all I know, and you have the consortium’s ship. You can ransom
         all those aboard. Their families, their trading partners, will pay for their release—”
      

      
      It almost made Han feel sorry for Janlan. Almost. Had he really thought the pirates
         would just ransom his buddies? It was naïve at best. This whole mission had been plagued
         by people like Metara and Janlan, who seemed to think they could play both sides of
         the moral divide, steal and betray and get people killed, but still make it right.
         Like playing with a laser without getting burned. There’s a lesson there, Han thought. I think it’s “naïve people will get you killed.” If loudmouthed idiots like Itran
            don’t get you killed first.
      

      
      “Ransom always sounds like a lot of work for not much return,” Viest told Janlan.
         She pointed at Han again. “Tell me if he’s one of the rebels, and if he is, tell me
         what he’s doing here.”
      

      
      “I don’t know!” Janlan shouted. “If he says he is, he must be one!”

      
      Han rolled his eyes. “You know he’s telling the truth—stop playing with him.” He realized
         a moment later that that was his head injury talking, that he should have just kept
         his mouth shut.
      

      
      Viest stared up at him, as startled as if one of the chairs had spoken. Then she lifted
         her brows. “So who are you, then? And why are you here?”
      

      
      “You tell me. You’re the one who had us dragged here.” Han wondered if she would be able to read him, if he was giving anything away past “ow, everything
         hurts” and “probably going to die here in this room.” He didn’t see how she could
         be reading his body language in this position.
      

      
      Viest grimaced in annoyance. “Oh, come on, do you really want to prolong this? Just
         tell me why you came to this asteroid.”
      

      
      Han noticed she wasn’t asking how he had gotten here. Itran must have told her everything,
         maybe even about the Aegis and Leia. And from the looks of it, all the pirates had done was slap the guy around
         a little. It made Han want to pick up where they had left off.
      

      
      Trying to ignore the sinking feeling of despair, Han wondered if Viest had ordered
         an attack on the Aegis yet, if Terae had been able to warn Leia. And what Leia was doing. Without some kind
         of cover for the Aegis’s departure, Leia and the others couldn’t even cut and run. Still playing the game,
         though he didn’t think it would do much good, he said, “I came here to make money;
         same reason as anybody else.”
      

      
      “That’s certainly why Janlan here came to us,” Viest said, eyeing the merchant almost
         fondly. He looked away, trembling. “He wanted to trade his friends for safety, but
         I don’t make deals with traitors. I just let them think I do.” She regarded Han again.
         “But I think you’re here to see how many ships we have, how hard it would be to break
         up our little home.”
      

      
      There was no point in denying it, but Han wanted to hear just how much she knew. “I
         don’t work for anybody but myself.”
      

      
      Viest nodded toward Itran. “What about your friend, here?”

      
      This gave Han a reason to look at Itran. Itran glared defiantly up at him. Was he
         actually thinking that Han wouldn’t be able to tell where Viest had gotten her information?
         Idiot. Han put some bored contempt into his voice. “He’s just the hired help.”
      

      
      Viest regarded him thoughtfully. “Hmm. Then I suppose I’m done with Janlan.”

      
      She lifted a hand, and one of the pirates grabbed Janlan’s shoulder and shoved him
         down on his knees. He struggled, shouting, “No, we had an agreement, you swore to
         me—”
      

      
      Han winced, knowing what was coming next. Viest reached for her holster, and Han thought
         she would draw her blaster and blow the guy’s head off. Instead, she drew a slim dagger
         out of a sheath beside the holster. It was too thin for a vibroblade, but she pressed something on the handle
         and Han felt a faint sonic hum that made the bones in his ears vibrate and his back
         teeth ache. It wasn’t a knife—it was some kind of sonic probe. Maybe something meant
         for mining, for testing for mineral traces. Which meant it had to be able to pierce
         solid rock … She stepped forward as Janlan tried desperately to twist away. Her expression
         completely opaque, she gripped his hair and slid the probe into his shoulder. It passed
         through his clothing as if it were passing through air.
      

      
      Janlan shuddered once, his expression confused, eyes wide, as if something was happening
         to his body and he had no way to process it.
      

      
      Then he made a wet, choking sound, blood ran from his mouth, and his skull just collapsed.

      
      Han flinched as the body fell into a heap, nothing left of the head but a steaming
         ruin. He wondered if this was what Viest had threatened Itran with, why the man had
         broken so easily—but Itran stared, eyes wide, as if this was a shock to him, too.
         It was quicker than it could have been, Han thought. He had expected her to draw the execution out much longer. But then,
         Viest had had plenty of time to torment Janlan, making him think she would keep her
         promise and let him go if he just twitched the right way for her. And now she had
         no one to play with besides Han and Itran.
      

      
      Viest watched two of the pirates drag the body out. She glanced up at Han. “A ship
         just entered our system. Its ID says it’s the Millennium Falcon.”
      

      
      Oh, no, not now. Han tried to keep his reaction off his face, but he wasn’t sure he was successful.
         And he wasn’t sure it would matter one bit if he did. If she knew enough to say this
         to him, then she at least knew he was Han Solo, that the Falcon was his ship. Stalling was about the only thing he could do at the moment, so he
         said, “What’s that to me?”
      

      
      “Then you don’t mind if I order it destroyed.”

      
      At the end of the tunnel, Leia saw a glow of bright light. Are we in the wrong place? she thought, frustrated. If the map was right, the tunnel should open into the asteroid’s
         central cavern and there shouldn’t be any active light source nearby. She motioned for Metara and the others to hang back,
         then stepped to the edge of the tunnel to carefully look out.
      

      
      She found herself staring down at a work area on a large balcony extending from the
         wall of the cavern, lit by arc lumas positioned on stands, with tools, large power-cell
         chargers, and dismantled droids strewn across it. It had obviously been a recent addition.
         It was also occupied. Leia gritted her teeth, annoyed. They should have come out farther
         down.
      

      
      The technician from the arena stood there, staring contemplatively at some project
         taking up most of the platform’s open space. He looked up, spotted Leia, and his face
         lit with recognition. He fumbled for his holstered weapon just as she stunned him.
      

      
      He collapsed onto the tool bench and a second figure, a Gamorrean, popped up from
         where he had been asleep behind one of the fabricating consoles. Leia fired again,
         and the Gamorrean snorted in dismay and fell backward. Leia carefully scanned the
         shadowy chamber for movement, but as far as she could make out it was empty. The arena
         was some distance below them, still lit by a few drifting lumas, but the spectator
         area was empty and the lift tubes were quiet. Above were the heavy shapes of the old
         drilling and digging vehicles. Any number of sentients could be hiding anywhere in
         the big chamber, but this part of it was silent and felt empty. Keeping her voice
         low, she said, “We’re clear, as far as I can tell.”
      

      
      Metara gestured for two of her crew to move ahead and search the platform, and stepped
         out to the edge of the tunnel to cover them. Leia had noted that the work platform
         must have its own gravity generator, probably for the convenience of the technician.
         The two crew members had to push themselves across to it in the light gravity of the
         cavern, but once they neared the platform both sank down onto it.
      

      
      As they searched, Leia took a moment to get her bearings. They had come out higher
         in the cavern than they had originally intended. Once Terae, Fera, and Allian had
         joined them, they had altered their route to enter the cavern closer to the control
         center. Squinting in the dark, trying to see past the giant shapes of the defunct
         mining machinery, Leia could make out the curving shape of the control center maybe
         two hundred meters above them. The transparent wall that looked out over the cavern was only a gray shape in the dimness, as if the lights behind it were dimmed.
         She wished Viest had shown them more of her domain; they had no idea what the layout
         of rooms in the control center was, or where Viest would be likely to take Han and
         Kifar. Fera had been able to follow them only to the bridge across to the main control
         area, and no farther.
      

      
      The two crew members below signaled that the platform was clear, and Metara said,
         “What now?”
      

      
      Leia had been asking herself just that question. “You take the seismic charge and
         attach it to the outside wall of the control center, just as we planned. I’ll go around
         and try to find a way inside.”
      

      
      Metara shook her head. “I’ll go with you. Terae and the others can attach the charge.”

      
      Sian lifted her brows and nodded toward the seismic charge floating patiently on its
         repulsor. “You want us to put the explosive into place while you go inside the thing
         we’re planning to blow up?”
      

      
      “Yes.” Leia wet her lips. “When you put it that way, it does sound impractical,” she
         admitted. “But I plan to be out of there with Han and Kifar before it goes off.” She
         hoped.
      

      
      “I should go with you. It’s not going to take all of us to place the charge,” Sian
         said. She was watching Metara carefully, as if she expected an objection. Leia was
         getting the distinct impression that Sian didn’t think much of their Alderaanian allies’
         trustworthiness, and that Han and Kifar being captured on Terae’s watch hadn’t exactly
         helped any. She was clearly worried that Leia might be the next casualty unless Sian
         went with her. “If Solo and Kifar are hurt, you’ll need help getting them out.”
      

      
      “And me,” Terae said. Sian stared at her pointedly. Terae flushed self-consciously.
         “I was with them. It’s my responsibility that they were caught.”
      

      
      At least Terae was acknowledging it. Leia wasn’t sure how far she trusted Terae, but
         the woman did seem to have a strong sense of responsibility, though her loyalty to
         Metara obviously took precedence.
      

      
      But Sian was right: Han and Kifar might need to be carried out. If they’re still alive, Leia thought, and ignored the tight feeling in her stomach. Viest had taken them
         for a reason, and if she intended to kill them, she would surely make a spectacle
         of it. Leia had half expected to find them in the arena already. She checked the time on her comlink again and suppressed
         a curse. They were already off schedule, and the time was ticking down to when Anakaret
         was due to send her transmission. “All right, we’ll leave four crew members to set
         the charge, and the rest of us will head for the control center.”
      

      
      Metara confirmed that order with a nod, then looked up at the control center. “We
         need a distraction,” she said. “Something to get their attention, so we have time
         to search for the prisoners. I’d really like to be out of there before the charge
         goes off. It isn’t powerful enough to destabilize this cavern, but we don’t know what
         it’s going to do to those interior passages.”
      

      
      Sian didn’t look entirely happy about having Terae included in the rescue party, but
         she didn’t make any objections. She pivoted, studying the upper part of the chamber.
         “You think any of those drillers have power left? If we turned one on, aimed it below
         the control center … Except how stable is that seismic charge? Would something like
         that set it off?”
      

      
      “I adjusted the impact sensors when I installed our timing device,” Terae said. “Just
         a rumble or a vibration won’t do it—it would have to be a direct hit on the charge.”
         She frowned up at the driller. “Though those things must make a pretty big rumble.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t think it was practical. They didn’t even know if any of the drillers or
         core borers up there still had active power cells, or if their parts had been looted
         by scavengers. But as she looked back down at the platform for ideas, she realized
         just what project the technician had been working on. “Or … Terae, how are you at
         programming droids?”
      

      
      Lying on its side in the repair area was the large mining droid that Viest had used
         in her game. Its control module segment was turned to face up, and its ocular devices
         stared emptily at nothing. Leia knew her feeling was completely irrational, but it
         still seemed to her that mad hatred emanated from those powered-down sensors. The
         technician had already removed the armored panels damaged by the crusher and dented
         by Han’s lifter. One drilling arm had been taken off, but the exposed components looked
         newly installed, with jury-rigged cabling hanging out.
      

      
      Terae followed her gaze, frowning. “I’m all right, but Allian is better at it.”

      
      Metara didn’t seem any more thrilled than Leia was to be encountering the droid again.
         “The thing was clearly … I suppose you can’t call it insane …”
      

      
      “No, it was definitely insane,” Leia said.

      
      “Even if its programming functions are disturbed, I can still make it do what we want,”
         Allian said. He sounded completely confident.
      

      
      Metara glanced at him. “You’d better be right, Allian.”

      
      Allian seemed more encouraged by that than daunted. “I’m certain, Captain. Fera, come
         help me.”
      

      
      Leia, Metara, Sian, and Terae used the lift tube shafts to go upward toward the control
         center. Taking repulsors from the technician’s work area, they moved through a dark
         vertical maintenance passage that paralleled the main shaft. Leia’s handlight caught
         water dripping down the stained rock, and cool air that smelled strongly of damp rot
         flowed down from above; a major part of the ventilation system must be somewhere above
         them. She heard a faint rumble of machinery deep in the rock, and drops rained down
         on her, landing on her head and running into the back of her jacket.
      

      
      They had left Allian working on the droid and Fera leading the other crew members
         around the side of the central cavern to place the seismic charge just below the control
         center. Leia knew they didn’t have much time.
      

      
      Above her, Metara slowed to a stop, and Leia drew even with her to see an access panel
         set into the rock. Metara felt around the edge until she located the release. She
         whispered, “From the position of the lift tube, this will open somewhere toward the
         center of the control area. It might open right into the middle of Viest’s quarters,
         or into a group of guards.”
      

      
      Leia grimaced in frustration and flashed her light upward. She could tell the gravity
         was heavier here, close to normal, and their little repulsors were straining against
         it. Above them, the shaft narrowed and split into vents and small passages that must
         be for maintenance droids. She caught movement and jerked her blaster up, but it was
         a tiny cleaning droid, climbing around the outside of the passages, trying in vain
         to soak up the dripping water. No help there. “We have to risk it.”
      

      
      Terae and Sian arranged themselves on one side of the hatch, and Leia and Metara took
         the other. Metara whispered, “Go!”
      

      
      Terae blasted the hatch release, and Sian used her repulsor to knock the panel open.
         Metara propelled herself through, and Leia dived after her.
      

      
      They landed in an almost empty room, littered with a few piles of looted parts and
         some chairs and couches so old and battered they might have come from the original
         mining company. Someone had been sleeping on one, and he rolled off and hit the floor,
         making a garbled noise of surprise.
      

      
      It was the Aqualish. He lifted his hands in surrender. “Don’t shoot!”

      
      There were two hatches at opposite ends of the room, one shut and one open to a gallery
         that looked down on the big shaft and the bridge that crossed it back toward the asteroid’s
         docking ring. Leia switched off her repulsor, careful not to take her attention off
         the Aqualish. Metara motioned sharply for Terae to cover the open hatch to the bridge.
         Sian switched off her own repulsor and eased forward to hook the blaster out of the
         Aqualish’s holster.
      

      
      The Aqualish stared at them, and Leia expected him to ask what they were doing here.
         Instead he said, “I’ve no quarrel with you. Just stun me and go on with your business.”
      

      
      Metara started to lift her blaster.

      
      “Wait,” Leia said.

      
      Metara frowned. “What?”

      
      Leia stepped forward. “What’s your name?”

      
      The Aqualish’s cheeks wrinkled, possibly a sign of bemusement. “Call me Andevid.”

      
      “Andevid, I’m Leia, and that’s Captain Metara, and Terae and Sian.”

      
      Andevid nodded to the others. “So you always make introductions before you stun somebody?
         Sounds like an awkward custom.”
      

      
      “It would be,” Leia agreed. The weak point of their new plan was the part where they
         burst in on Viest with no idea where she was holding Han and Kifar or how many guards
         were with her. They didn’t have time to get into a hostage standoff, and if Andevid
         would cooperate, they might be able to get close enough to avoid one before Viest
         knew what had happened. “But instead of us stunning you, why don’t you help us?”
      

      
      Andevid tilted his head, studying her closely. He seemed intrigued. “Why should I?”
      

      
      “Because Viest has two of our people, and we want them back,” Leia explained. “Then
         we want to get away from this mine, and to do that, we have to make sure Viest isn’t
         in any shape to stop us.” She added, “And you’ve never sounded like somebody who had
         a lot to lose.”
      

      
      “Hmm.” Andevid considered. “What do you want? I’m not going to get in a blaster standoff
         for you. I’d rather just sit here and get stunned.”
      

      
      Leia’s and Metara’s comlinks were on the same frequency, and Leia felt three faint
         but deliberate clicks from it in her jacket pocket. That was Fera’s signal that the
         charge was in place and the timer running. Metara glanced at Leia to make certain
         she had gotten the signal, too, and Leia nodded. She said to Andevid, “Just take us
         in to Viest. Say we tried to get out of the bay past the guards and demanded to see
         her, so you brought us here.”
      

      
      Andevid frowned. “But what do I get out of it, except a nice slow death from Viest
         if it goes against you?”
      

      
      “You get out of here, too,” Metara said. “A ride to a planet with a good spaceport,
         where you can make your own way.”
      

      
      Andevid didn’t react, didn’t give anything away. It occurred to Leia that he had probably
         had a great deal of experience in concealing his emotions from Viest. He watched her
         a moment more, then snorted. “If you leave Viest alive, just make sure you kill me
         first.”
      

      
      Han thought fast, aided by the fact that Viest was absently tapping the mining probe
         against her thigh. Stalling had become an urgent priority. “All right, so the Falcon’s my ship,” he said. “But why destroy a perfectly good freighter when we could make
         a deal?”
      

      
      Viest seemed amused. “I know you’re with the Rebel Alliance. You didn’t come here
         to make a deal.”
      

      
      “Yeah, but I’m sure interested in making a deal now.” His right shoulder cramped,
         and he didn’t try to conceal his grimace of pain. “I work for the rebels, lady, but
         I’m not one of them.”
      

      
      She looked at Itran. “Is that true?”

      
      Itran eyed Han narrowly. “That’s what I’ve always thought. He’s just a scrounger, there for whatever scraps he can pick up from the rebel ships.”
      

      
      Han was pretty sure that was what Itran actually thought, and not him trying to back
         Han’s play. This would be easier if he had any clue how much Itran had told Viest
         already. Itran was acting all huffy and outraged, as if he hadn’t said anything and
         Han was the one playing both sides. That made it twice as hard to even play one side.
      

      
      Viest seemed intrigued. “So what sort of deal are we talking about?”

      
      This was the part where Han was going to have to get creative. “I can give you intel
         on the new Alliance base. It’ll be in this sector, close to Arnot Station.”
      

      
      Itran frowned, startled. Viest stepped closer, staring hard at Han. She tapped the
         probe against his chest, and every muscle in his body tensed. “And is that why the
         rebels were so anxious to help these scheming little merchants?”
      

      
      “ ’Course it is. They don’t have any other reason to come to this backwater.”

      
      Viest’s brow furrowed. “You’re lying.”

      
      Uh-oh, Han thought.
      

      
      Then the door in the far wall slid open.

      
      All the pirates twitched, startled, hands going to weapons, and Viest spun around.
         “What is this?”
      

      
      Coming through the hatch was the big Aqualish, and following him were Leia and Metara.
         Han swore under his breath. They weren’t armed, but clearly Viest hadn’t expected
         to see them.
      

      
      Viest stepped forward, her eyes narrowing. She slid the mining probe back into its
         sheath and let her hand rest on her blaster. Han saw Leia’s gaze flick toward him
         and then over to Itran, but her expression stayed cool.
      

      
      “Why did you bring them here?” Viest asked the Aqualish.

      
      The Aqualish shrugged. “They shoved their way out of the docking bay, wanted to see
         you. So I told them it was on their heads.”
      

      
      Viest didn’t like that answer. Clearly suspicious, she said, “Why didn’t you use the
         comm and call me?”
      

      
      That was a good question. Han looked at Leia again, but she didn’t betray anything,
         not even a flicker of unease. Metara looked stiff, but then she usually did. Sullen and bored, the Aqualish said, “Didn’t know I needed an
         appointment.”
      

      
      Viest ignored him, her gaze moving from Leia to Metara and back. “It’s just as well,”
         she said, and smiled. “I wanted to see you two. I’ve been chatting with one of your
         people.” She glanced back at Han. “Oh, don’t try pretending you don’t know who he
         is. I know his name is Han Solo, and that he came here on your ship.”
      

      
      Metara’s jaw tensed; even Han saw that tell, and Viest couldn’t possibly have missed
         it. But either Leia wasn’t surprised, or she was just too tough to show it. Han was
         betting on the latter. Still cool, Leia said to Viest, “Then you know we’d like him
         back. We can still be reasonable about this.”
      

      
      No, we really can’t, Han thought, and tried to catch Leia’s eye. He considered just yelling out that
         the Falcon was in orbit, but he had no idea what kind of game Leia was playing. Itran kept his
         mouth shut, too, just watching the confrontation. Too bad he hadn’t kept his mouth
         shut earlier.
      

      
      Viest strolled forward until she was within a pace of Leia. “You talk as if you’ve
         got an unseen weapon aimed at my head.”
      

      
      “You’re very perceptive.” Leia considered her thoughtfully. Han hoped she wasn’t bluffing.
         Her expression hardened just a trace. “So let him down.”
      

      
      “Oh, not quite yet.” Viest’s gaze moved over Leia’s face, as if searching for something.
         “I always wanted to meet an Alderaanian Princess.”
      

      
      Han rolled his eyes and shook his head. He wanted to live long enough to kill Itran—that
         was all he was asking here. If they died in the next moment, he just hoped Leia knew
         he wasn’t the one who had talked.
      

      
      Metara’s indrawn breath was clearly audible. The woman would make a terrible sabacc
         player. All Leia did was lift a brow and nod slightly, as if awarding Viest a point
         in the game they were playing. “When did you find out?”
      

      
      Viest smiled, arch and sardonic and clearly enjoying the situation. She obviously
         wanted to make Leia show fear. But Leia had faced down Darth Vader; Han figured Viest
         didn’t have a chance. “That I had such a famous guest? I just read it off you.”
      

      
      Leia let a trace of amusement cross her expression. “I don’t think so. You’re good,
         but you’re not that good.”
      

      
      Metara stepped forward, closer to Viest, as if trying to stand between her and Leia.
         “Why do you care? Everyone here has a past. Why does it matter to you?”
      

      
      Viest threw her an angry look. “I care because you lied to me. And because the rebels
         were hired to break up my business.”
      

      
      Metara’s brow furrowed. “What?”

      
      “She lied to you, too?” Viest laughed. “When I first heard about an Alderaanian gunship
         stuck in a repair dock, I thought you’d be a good tool, but obviously I’m not the
         first to use you.”
      

      
      Leia cut in, telling Metara, “I came here to buy supplies from a merchant consortium.
         They wanted to raise money to defend their ships, but Viest knows that.” She eyed
         the flightmaster. “We knew there was a traitor among the merchants, but you have information
         that could only have come from an Imperial source.” She folded her arms. Han was pretty
         certain she had a blaster tucked inside her jacket, but the problem was Viest would
         probably guess that, too. “How many of the ships that dock here know you trade intel
         with the Empire? How many have you sold out to Imperial patrols and customs?”
      

      
      Leia paused a beat, clearly waiting for all the avidly listening pirates to absorb
         that idea. Managing to sound somewhat disappointed in Viest, she added, “I never saw
         you as an Imperial lackey, but maybe I’m a poor judge of character.”
      

      
      Viest obviously didn’t like the direction the conversation was going. “I don’t give
         a damn about the Empire, and I certainly don’t take orders from them.” She tried to
         keep her expression controlled, but her gaze hardened, her anger so intense not even
         her Lorrdian training could hide it. “So you admit you’re here to help some ignorant
         merchants ruin what took years to build.”
      

      
      “Their trade took years to build, too,” Leia said. “And you know all about survival
         at any cost, don’t you? You can understand why they have to fight you.”
      

      
      “Those soft, planetbound grubbers don’t know anything about survival.” Viest stepped
         closer to Leia. “I took this place from Ingan dire Stane, a Zygerrian slaver, and
         it took years of crawling and begging and making myself his pet before he gave me enough time and freedom to take over. He never
         guessed what I was really after, not until the moment I cut his throat. No one will
         take it from me, especially not some little Princess from a dead planet.”
      

      
      Furious, Metara shoved Viest back. Every pirate tensed. Han looked at all those blasters
         aimed at them and thought, I hope you have a better plan than this, Your Holiness.
      

      
      Leia lifted her hands. “Let’s be calm. We came here to talk—”

      
      “No, you didn’t.” Viest stared, reading something from Leia’s expression that Han
         couldn’t see. “You’re waiting for something.” She stepped back and ordered the pirates,
         “Kill them—”
      

      
      That was when something huge, metal, and angry slammed into the port with a crash
         that made the floor vibrate.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER TWELVE

      
      FINALLY, LEIA THOUGHT. Did the blasted thing swing by Coruscant before it climbed up here? The droid’s ocular devices glared, somehow radiating savage fury despite the fact
         that they were only metal and lenses. Spidering cracks shot through the transparent
         port, and the droid’s drilling arm punched through with a crash and an ear-piercing
         whine. The horrified pirates fired their blasters at it, which was absolutely the
         wrong thing to do.
      

      
      As Viest reflexively drew her blaster, Leia lunged for her, twisted the blaster out
         of Viest’s grip, and slammed a punch into the woman’s face. Viest staggered and fell
         back. Leia hesitated, but Viest lay still. Well, that wasn’t very satisfying.
      

      
      Metara drew her own blaster from her jacket and fired at the confused pirates. Andevid
         scrambled away to take cover behind the holovid console. It was just as well; Leia
         had removed the power cell from his blaster.
      

      
      The droid plunged through the room, bowled over the Gamorrean, and slammed two more
         pirates aside. Viest tried to get up and had to fling herself down again as the droid
         seized a float-lounge and threw it across the room. With Viest’s blaster, Leia fired
         past the droid at the pirates who had taken cover behind the old consoles at the far end of the room. Seeing
         that they had enough to distract them, she ran for Han. She had to free him and Kifar;
         right now they were the best targets in the room, for both the droid and the pirates.
      

      
      Behind her the droid tore through the chamber, flinging aside furniture, consoles,
         and anything else that got in its way. Allian was supposed to have programmed the
         droid to make straight for the exit to the room, but when the pirates shot at it its
         defensive routines must have taken over. Allian was also supposed to have disarmed
         those defenses, but clearly he hadn’t been able to eliminate all of them. Leia ducked
         as a chair flew over her head and hoped they hadn’t made a terrible mistake.
      

      
      The door slid open and Sian and Terae barreled in and fired at a Mirialan and two
         humans, the last pirates on their feet. The droid roared and they scrambled for cover.
         Leia reached Han, but she couldn’t see the control for the power coupling. “Where
         is it?” she demanded.
      

      
      “Don’t know,” he told her. “Just shoot it!”

      
      Leia was afraid that would either short out the field or kill him. “Are you sure?”

      
      “Yes—” he began. Then: “Get down!”
      

      
      Leia hit the floor just as something heavy flew past. She looked up as the Mirialan
         pirate slammed into the far wall, knocked across the room by the droid. Leia shoved
         to her feet and aimed carefully at the small power-coupling generator half a meter
         above Han’s bound hands, then fired.
      

      
      The field flared and vanished. Han hit the floor and collapsed. Leia squelched the
         urge to make sure he was all right and turned toward Kifar Itran. He was only a few
         meters away and had managed to knock his chair over to get out of the line of fire.
         His binders were locked to the metal arms; he struggled to break them but couldn’t
         get free. Leia flung herself down again as the droid threw another console across
         the room. Apparently happy with the destruction it had wrought here, it roared again
         and dived out through the port.
      

      
      Leia shoved to her feet. Viest and three other pirates sprawled on the floor; the
         others had either fled or been hurled elsewhere by the droid. Sian, Terae, and Andevid
         cautiously climbed out of the cover of the piles of shattered furniture. Metara stepped around the wreckage of the expensive
         holoconsole. She had her comlink out and was saying, “Fera, Fera, come in. The droid
         just went back out into the cavern. Are you clear?”
      

      
      Leia reached Kifar and crouched beside his chair. “Are you all right?”

      
      “Yes. Yes, Your Highness, I’m sorry—” Kifar began.

      
      “Don’t worry,” Leia replied, more concerned with trying to free him so they could
         get away. Whatever he wanted to apologize for, it could wait; anyway, considering
         how much Viest had learned about her, she had a good idea of what it was. She realized
         she didn’t have anything to cut the binders and Kifar was too twisted around to risk
         using the blaster. “Metara, do you have a—”
      

      
      Kifar’s eyes widened as he stared past her. “Princess!” he gasped.

      
      Leia twisted around to see Viest roll to her feet, pointing something at her. It didn’t
         look like a blaster. Han yelled an incoherent warning, and a hard shove to her shoulder
         knocked Leia aside.
      

      
      Leia hit the floor just as something like a weird sonic pulse passed through her.
         It made no audible sound, but her bones vibrated from the deep bass of it. She lifted
         her head just as blaster bolts from two different directions hit Viest.
      

      
      Viest collapsed. The bolts had struck her chest and stomach, leaving searing wounds
         that must have killed her instantly. Confused, Leia looked up at Metara, still standing
         over her. “What was that thing she—”
      

      
      Fired at us, she meant to finish. But Metara swayed and her knees started to buckle. Alarmed,
         Leia sat up and caught her as she fell, took her whole weight and guided her to the
         floor as the woman went limp. She couldn’t see any wound. There was no blood on Metara’s
         gray shirt or jacket, no mark from any kind of projectile. She was still breathing,
         her eyes aware but wide in shock.
      

      
      “Metara, can you hear me?” Leia demanded. “Where are you hurt?”

      
      Han knelt at Metara’s side, his wrists still in binders. Staring down at her, he said,
         “It was some kind of sonic mining probe. I didn’t know she could use it from a distance.”
         He met Leia’s gaze. “This is about to get ugly.”
      

      
      Terae flung herself down beside them, calling out, “Captain!”

      
      Han made room for her. The color had drained from Metara’s face, and she still looked
         more surprised than in pain.
      

      
      “You’re going to be fine,” Leia said automatically. Maybe she was just stunned. If
         they could get her to the ship—
      

      
      Then Metara drew a breath, and blood bubbled at her lips. She gripped Leia’s hand
         and said, her voice thick and strained, “Take care of them.”
      

      
      “You know I will,” Leia whispered.

      
      Metara’s body convulsed once and started to collapse inward, as if she were being
         crushed by some force they couldn’t see. Her eyes went blank; blood ran from her mouth
         and nose. Terae made a strangled, horrified noise in her throat.
      

      
      Leia’s stomach tried to turn and she swallowed hard. She sat back, released Metara’s
         hand, and carefully folded the captain’s limp arm across the ruin of her body. Stupid waste. All of it was a stupid waste. Metara, Viest, the pirates, this whole place. She
         shook her head and looked up. She didn’t have time for the emotion, not now. “Somebody
         get Han and Kifar out of those binders. We have to get out of here.”
      

      
      Sian moved first, fumbling a small cutter out of her pocket and stepping over to Kifar.
         Terae stayed where she was, staring down at her captain, anguish on her face. Leia
         pushed to her feet. “Terae, we have to go. The seismic charge.”
      

      
      Terae’s face was terrible to look at, drained and sick as if she had been shot as
         well. But she nodded, took Metara’s comlink and her blaster, and got to her feet.
      

      
      “The what?” Han asked, lifting his hands for Sian to cut the binders off. Kifar staggered
         to his feet, stretching his neck. “You still set the charge?”
      

      
      “You’re blowing the place up?” Andevid asked, startled.

      
      Leia told Han, “Yes, but we should have plenty of time to—”

      
      She heard Fera yell, “Captain! The charge—” over the comlink, just before the floor
         flew up and hit her.
      

      
      Lying on her back, her ears ringing, tasting blood from a bitten lip, Leia had time
         to realize the metal floor plates had not actually risen up and slammed her in the
         back of the head. Her body had been knocked flat by the concussion of the blast.
      

      
      She sat up in time to see the last sheet of transparent material in the port slide out and drift away in the cavern. The others were all groaning, trying
         to rise.
      

      
      Sprawled nearby, Han inquired acidly, “You were saying, Your Worship?”

      
      Leia shoved herself upright, saying through gritted teeth, “You know, you could be
         a little more supportive right now.”
      

      
      Terae struggled to sit up, then pulled her comlink out and said frantically, “Fera,
         report!”
      

      
      A moment later Fera’s shaken voice came over the com. “It went off early, Lieutenant—the
         droid set it off. We’d nearly made it back to the tunnel when we saw it climb down
         the wall from the control center. It was going back and forth along the wall there,
         just flailing around, and it must have gotten too close to the charge … Are you all
         right?”
      

      
      Terae shook her head in mute denial. No, we’re not all right, Leia thought bitterly, but Fera and the others didn’t need to know about Metara
         just now.
      

      
      “Get back to the ship, as fast as you can,” Terae ordered. “We’ll meet you there.”

      
      Leia said, “Right, let’s get moving.” They had just run out of time. Anakaret wouldn’t
         have sent her transmission yet, so there would be no confusion among the ships in
         orbit or the other ships docked here. Somebody would be on their way to find out just
         what had exploded. And if Leia knew anything about pirates, everybody on the asteroid
         who had ever hoped to kill Viest and take over her part of the operation would be
         coming to find out if she was dead or injured. As Han got to his feet, she handed
         him Viest’s blaster and drew her own from inside her jacket.
      

      
      “Terae, you—” She was interrupted by a loud crack reverberating through the metal floor. The whole control center shuddered. Leia grabbed
         the side of the holotable to steady herself.
      

      
      Sian staggered but stayed on her feet. “That sounded like—I hope we didn’t just come
         loose from that bridge …”
      

      
      Deep under the floor somewhere, metal shrieked and groaned. “I think that’s exactly
         what happened.” Leia started for the doorway.
      

      
      Moving cautiously, Leia led the way out of what had been Viest’s private quarters
         and into the main room of the control center. As they reached it, another screech
         of strained metal echoed through the chamber and the whole structure lurched sideways. Leia stumbled into Han and he caught her
         arm, swaying to keep his balance. Keeping his voice low, he said, “Hey, it wasn’t
         me that talked.”
      

      
      “I know,” she told him. She had never seriously considered the thought that he might
         have.
      

      
      Han eyed her suspiciously, as if he doubted her word, but then said, “Give me your
         comlink—the Falcon’s here.”
      

      
      Startled, Leia handed the comlink over. “What?”

      
      “Yeah, Viest told me about it; she knew it was my ship.” He was eyeing Kifar, who
         had gotten a blaster from one of the dead pirates and was following Sian toward the
         doorway. It was clear whom Han suspected.
      

      
      He adjusted the comlink’s frequency and said, “Chewie, Chewie, come in.” There was
         a long moment of static, and Leia had a moment of doubt. Viest might have been lying,
         or she might already have ordered one of her pet captains to fire on the Falcon. From Han’s expression, she knew similar thoughts were going through his head. Then
         they heard a welcome and familiar Wookiee growl.
      

      
      Leia let out her breath in relief. Chewbacca went on at length, probably with questions
         and a lot of comments about dumb Corellians who thought it was a good idea to run
         off to pirate ports. With difficulty, Han managed to interrupt. “Hey, hey, listen
         to me! Yeah, we’re fine, but we’re busy. Just stay where you are and don’t do anything
         until I say so.”
      

      
      Han signed off before Chewbacca could protest, and Leia took back the comlink. Ahead
         of them, Sian had made it up the stairs, which now slanted to the right as the floor
         shifted. She took a look through the hatch and reported, “Princess, the bridge is
         torn out of the wall.”
      

      
      Leia dragged her focus back to the immediate problem and followed Sian up the steps.
         Cool, dank air flowed down from the shaft, now heavy with the smell of ozone and superheated
         metal. The entire control center had moved back toward the cavern, and the bridge
         that crossed from it to the main section of the asteroid had been torn from its moorings.
         One large piece still hung from the gallery of the control center, festooned with
         the moored lifters dragged down with it.
      

      
      “We can still get across,” Terae said. “One of those liftpallets—”

      
      Sian stepped down to try to grab the mooring chain for the nearest one. Then Leia spotted movement in the waiting area across the shaft. Han snapped,
         “Get back!”
      

      
      Sian retreated hastily, and they all ducked back through the doorway as a dozen or
         more pirates ran into the waiting area, shouting, exclaiming in alarm as they saw
         the broken bridge. Leia assumed they were the scavengers, here to see if Viest was
         dead, as she had predicted. Some of them undoubtedly hoped to finish the job if they
         found her only wounded. Once the word spread, more would be arriving from the ships
         in orbit.
      

      
      “We can go out through the cavern and take one of the haulage tunnels,” she said.
         The lift tubes were likely broken, too, but there were enough old repulsorsleds and
         lifters around that the pirates would have no trouble getting over here. They could
         also go around via the tunnels and come up through the low-gravity area of the cavern.
         “We have to move fast, before we’re trapped here.”
      

      
      “They’re going to be right behind us,” Han said.

      
      Leia crossed the room to the port and looked out into the cavern. Dust floated in
         the air, swirling in odd patterns due to the low gravity, with chunks and fragments
         of rock. Light from the control center glinted off metal shrapnel, possibly the remains
         of the unfortunate droid. She couldn’t see the lights in the arena or the technician’s
         work area below. “We can get out through the lift tube shaft—Blast!” Small lights
         suddenly appeared below, long, glowing shafts moving erratically but coming closer.
         They were handlights, carried on lifters or small repulsors. “They’re already coming
         up that way.”
      

      
      “We could go straight through to the docking ring if we take the tunnel borer,” Andevid
         suggested.
      

      
      Leia turned to face him. “The what?”

      
      “Piece of machinery left over from the old mine,” he explained. “Viest used it to
         destroy ships in dock. They would be expecting an attack from the docking ring, or
         for some ship to fire on them from outside. But she and her crew would take it through
         the deep tunnels, then up through the bay and under the ship, and use the excavating
         lasers on it.” He shrugged. “Never could open those docking bays again. Even these
         pirates aren’t dumb enough to put their ships down in a docking bay with a big hole
         in the floor.”
      

      
      Leia thought of all the closed bay doors they had passed along the docking ring. Presumably
         pirates wouldn’t want to put their ships down in a bay filled with wreckage and skeletal
         remains, either. “Show us where it is,” she said.
      

      
      Andevid turned away. “Out here. If it didn’t get destroyed in that blast.”

      
      They followed him across the chamber to the passage that led to the lift tubes. “Viest
         had some imagination,” Han commented.
      

      
      “You don’t know half of it,” Andevid told him. He added to Leia, “That’s what she
         was planning to do to your ship. Got it all powered up and ready.”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t surprised. Terae swore under her breath and looked toward the chamber
         where Viest and Metara lay.
      

      
      Andevid continued, “She was going to do it a couple of hours from now, once the ships
         that are in dock at the cargo port finished their trading and left. They’re independents,
         not beholden to her, and she never wanted them to know too much about what she was
         doing. In case she decided to take them out someday.”
      

      
      All the lift tube control panels blinked with fault warnings, damaged when the control
         center shifted. Andevid took them past the tubes and down a curving stair, into a
         smaller control room lined with old dead consoles, with a large hatch opening toward
         the cavern. Two ports on either side showed something bulky blocking it. Andevid tapped
         the controls, and the hatch slid open. Leia and Han stepped over to take a look.
      

      
      The tunnel borer was shaped like a long tube, about twice the size of a multiple-passenger
         escape pod. It had a cone-shaped disk on its nose to emit the cutting lasers. This
         part of the cavern was in deep shadow, and if anyone looked up from the arena or the
         other spaces below, the tunnel borer would just be another piece of derelict mining
         equipment. In the light from the ports, Leia could see that while the metal sides
         were stained with mineral streaks, the hatch keypad was clean and faint ready lights
         shone from it and from the cutting disk.
      

      
      Han leaned out, braced himself with one hand on the side of the borer, and touched
         the keypad. The hatch slid open. Automatic lights blinked on, showing a narrow interior
         with a small cockpit and long bench seats along the walls.
      

      
      “Can you run this thing?” Han asked Andevid.
      

      
      “Never been in it,” Andevid told him. “I know which tunnel they used to get it to
         the docking ring, though.”
      

      
      Sian had dropped back by the doorway to listen for pursuit. “I can hear them banging
         around somewhere above us,” she said quietly. “Must be searching the place.”
      

      
      “Heavy machinery is the same all over,” Kifar said. “Should be easy enough to figure
         out.”
      

      
      Han swung into the hatch and folded himself into the borer’s tiny cockpit. “That depends
         on who built it.”
      

      
      Leia motioned for the others to follow him. Andevid and Terae stepped lightly across
         and Kifar followed, ducking and turning sideways to make it through the borer’s narrow
         hatchway. Sian and Leia boarded last. Han had already gotten the life support started,
         so Leia sealed the hatch.
      

      
      Sian activated a small console on the wall and tried to get the display to come up
         as Kifar and Andevid looked over her shoulders. “I think this is a mapping utility,”
         she muttered. “Yes, here we go.”
      

      
      A small holoimage of the mine sprang to life in midair, a few centimeters from Leia’s
         nose. She stepped back to get a better view. Even at first glance, it was far more
         complete than the map Han and Sian had managed to copy earlier: it showed the asteroid
         riddled with tunnels that followed the paths of what must have been veins of various
         ores. A few sections seemed to have been left untouched, but not many.
      

      
      “The other map only showed the tunnels and traverses meant for the small transports
         and droids,” Sian said. “This one has all the tunnels for the actual digging equipment.
         Solo, can you get this up in the cockpit?”
      

      
      “Hold it … Yeah.”

      
      Leia stepped forward and looked over Han’s shoulder. The controls were complicated
         and labeled with symbols she didn’t recognize. “Can you drive this thing?” she asked,
         keeping her voice low. From this angle she could see blood matting the hair at Han’s
         temple and recalled belatedly that he must have had some kind of head injury. She
         hoped he didn’t have a concussion.
      

      
      “Sure. Sort of. Maybe,” Han murmured, more concerned with figuring out the operation
         of the controls. A smaller version of the map had appeared above the console. There
         was no viewport: this vehicle had been designed to travel through solid rock or the darkness of a completed tunnel.
         Leia felt the deck vibrate as the powerful engine rumbled to life. Then she grabbed
         a safety handle as the vehicle rolled away from the control center, maneuvering lightly
         on repulsors. A sensor view of the cavern that had appeared below the map rolled with
         it, showing the walls and the other moored mining machines in outline.
      

      
      “Good, that works like it looked like it did,” Han said, not reassuringly. “Andevid,
         get up here and show me that tunnel.”
      

      
      Leia stepped back to make room, and the Aqualish squeezed past her to stab a clawed
         finger toward the holoimage of the cavern. “There, down and under the control center,”
         he said.
      

      
      “Right.” Han didn’t sound thrilled, and Leia could see why. Yes, right below the control center—which is in the process of pulling free from the
            rock and sliding down into the cavern. It was doing it slowly, because of the low gravity, but it was still doing it.
      

      
      Han rolled the borer around again and dropped it down until it was pointed toward
         the rock face below the control center. “This looks like it,” he said as the holo
         displayed a blue-lined round opening among the red streaks depicting the folds in
         the rock.
      

      
      Loud bangs echoed through the compartment, though the hull didn’t vibrate. Leia thought
         it was debris falling onto them, then remembered the low gravity. “The pirates are
         firing on us.” Unless they had brought up something bigger than hand blasters, she
         didn’t think they had a chance of getting through the hull, but if they were able
         to damage the engines …
      

      
      “Can we shoot back?” Kifar asked.

      
      Han said, “Yeah, let’s open the hatch, and you can stick your head out—”

      
      Andevid snorted.

      
      Leia set her jaw. “Han. Just drive.”

      
      “Yes, Your Worship.” Han took the borer forward into the tunnel. Leia winced away
         from the scraping sound as the hull vibrated. Swearing under his breath, Han corrected
         their course slightly and increased the power to the repulsors. “Gravity kicked back
         in—it threw us off a little.”
      

      
      They moved forward slowly, leaving the cavern behind. Leia started to breathe easier. There was no way anyone with any sense was going to follow them
         down here. They would all be trying to loot or seize control of Viest’s headquarters.
      

      
      The tunnel borer rumbled around a curve, and suddenly the display showed a solid wall
         of red.
      

      
      “What happened?” Han demanded.

      
      “Oh.” Andevid stared at the holomap. “Maybe it wasn’t this tunnel.”

      
      “Maybe?” Leia stared at him. The others watched in a combination of concern and incredulity.

      
      “It’s not like Viest took me for rides in this thing,” Andevid said, studying the
         map. “Wait, wait, here it is. It was lower down, and to the right.”
      

      
      Han twisted around to give Andevid a dark look. Leia was pretty certain it matched
         the one on her face. Andevid said, “Sorry, but I’m sure this time.”
      

      
      “Can we back out?” Leia asked, thinking, The pirates must be almost at the control center by now.
      

      
      “No, we’ll do it this way,” Han said, and hit a control on the panel. A high-powered
         hum traveled through the deck, and another holodisplay appeared.
      

      
      Leia recognized the disk shapes. “The laser cutters? Are you—”

      
      Crazy, she meant to finish, but Han pushed the control yoke down and the rumble turned
         into a roar. Leia grabbed the safety handle and watched, fascinated, as the rock on
         the holodisplay dissolved.
      

      
      “This is kind of fun,” Andevid commented.

      
      “You’ve got to get out more, buddy,” Han told him.

      
      “That’s true,” Andevid agreed.

      
      Leia told herself the machine had been designed for this. The machine was also who-knew-how-old,
         probably poorly maintained, had been used as an impromptu means of destroying starships,
         and was being driven by Han Solo. She was in the process of developing claustrophobia
         when the last of the rock fell away and they came out into a tunnel. This one was
         barely bigger than the borer; it had probably been dug by it at some point.
      

      
      Behind her, Leia heard Sian swear with relief. She glanced back to see Kifar holding
         on to a handle so tightly that his knuckles had gone dark orange, and Terae looked ill. Leia took out her comlink to call the Aegis, but all she got was static. She looked at Terae and Sian. “Can you get anything?”
      

      
      Both checked, and both shook their heads. “This thing’s hull must be heavily shielded,”
         Terae said. “Signals just aren’t getting through.”
      

      
      Leia looked around for anything that resembled a comm but couldn’t find one. “Han,
         how close can you get us to the Aegis?”
      

      
      Cool and vaguely preoccupied, as if he did this every day, Han steered the machine
         down the tunnel. “Check the map; look for a good route.”
      

      
      Leia traced the tunnels, finding the docking ring immediately. The borer’s guidance
         system had marked all the old exploratory tunnels used to find ore veins in the bulk
         of the asteroid, some distance below the cavern. But the new tunnels toward the docking
         bays were flagged with warning symbols. Clearly, Viest had been overriding the machine’s
         safety features to make them. It was a good thing there were nearly a hundred bays
         along the length of the docking ring, since Viest had destroyed twenty of them over
         the years. The closest one to the Aegis was six bays down, at the end of the ring, where it split to head toward the larger
         loading area that Han had said the pirates used to store and trade cargoes.
      

      
      Leia leaned closer suddenly. And the slave pen. She pulled out her comlink and checked the time to Anakaret’s transmission. She
         smiled. “I have an idea.”
      

      
      In the cockpit of the Millennium Falcon, in orbit above the asteroid, Luke said, “Wait, ask him—”
      

      
      Chewbacca flung his arms in the air in frustration as Han signed off.

      
      “Blast it! He didn’t even say if Leia was with him!” Luke exclaimed.

      
      Luke tried to raise Han again but got no answer. “Nothing,” he told Chewie. Either
         the comlink was turned off, or they were cut off by some kind of interference.
      

      
      Chewie shook his head and rumbled something that sounded unhappy.

      
      From behind them, C-3PO translated, “He says that Captain Solo said to wait. He was
         very rude. Captain Solo, I mean, not Chewbacca. Not that time, anyway.”
      

      
      Chewbacca scrubbed his forehead and moaned in frustration.
      

      
      “Wait, fine,” Luke muttered. At least they knew Han and Leia were here, and alive.
         Or at least that Han was alive. But surely Han would have sounded worse if things
         had gone so badly.
      

      
      He tapped his fingers on the console and stopped when Chewie glanced at him in irritation.
         Luke didn’t think he could wait anymore without losing his mind.
      

      
      They had spent the trip here trying not to talk about how worried they were. Chewbacca
         had sat in the cockpit disassembling, cleaning, and reassembling his bowcaster over
         and over again, with nervous precision. With nothing else to do but watch him, Luke
         was now fully prepared for a life-or-death situation where he had to assemble a bowcaster
         blindfolded. All the questions like what if they aren’t here, what if we can’t find them, what if we never see them again had hung in the air between them.
      

      
      Now at least those questions were answered. Before Han’s call, Chewie had been going
         through the ships’ IDs that had shown up in the comm system and trying to find the
         Aegis, while Luke searched the sensor data for any ship that matched its description. If
         that hadn’t turned up anything, they had been planning to call the asteroid’s controller
         and try to talk their way into a landing berth.
      

      
      So far the Falcon hadn’t drawn any unwanted attention, mostly because there were dozens of other small,
         battered freighters in the vicinity, and Luke thought they were doing a good job of
         blending in. They had had to identify themselves when they arrived, but the controller
         hadn’t seemed interested. Good thing Han and Chewie hadn’t been out this way in a
         long while, he thought wryly.
      

      
      Luke couldn’t just sit here. “We could try finding the Aegis and contacting it.”
      

      
      Chewbacca gave him a look with lowered brows. Luke knew enough about Wookiee facial
         expressions to realize it meant Is there something wrong with you? He said, “Yeah, yeah, I know. It’s probably not a good idea until we know what the
         situation is.”
      

      
      Then the comm system signaled a transmission coming in on the asteroid’s all-ship
         frequency. Luke listened to the beginning and blew out his breath. “Chewie, listen
         to this.”
      

      
      Chewie stabbed a blunt-clawed finger at the board, gesturing for Luke to turn up the volume. They listened as a female voice repeated a warning of
         Imperial ships entering the system and then played a fragment of the transmission
         her ship had picked up.
      

      
      Chewbacca growled in frustration. The sensors showed ships already accelerating out
         of their orbits, scattering like startled womp rats. Luke shook his head, bit his
         lip in thought.
      

      
      “Wait, wait, there’s something funny about this.” At Chewie’s interrogatory growl,
         he added, “I don’t know … Hold on.”
      

      
      The system had automatically recorded the transmission, and Luke played it again as
         Chewie listened intently.
      

      
      “It’s chopped up a lot,” Luke said. “That’s odd. Like her ship didn’t receive the
         whole message.” He ran it through the comm system, trying to match it to a type of
         Imperial ship. The Falcon’s database had been augmented by the Alliance’s, so if this was a known class of
         ship, it should be in there. In another moment, the system signaled a match. Luke
         checked the result and thought, Huh? He sent it to Chewie’s display. “This doesn’t make any sense.”
      

      
      Chewie growled and waved his hands. C-3PO said, “He says that it can’t be the Death
         Star, as you might recall the memorable occasion when it blew up. I think he’s right
         about that, Master Luke. He says it has to be some kind of strange error in the transmission
         itself.”
      

      
      Luke listened to it again. He noted that the source never called itself the Death
         Star; the call signals were all clearly Imperial, but he bet the Falcon, the only ship here that had actually been in comm contact with the real Death Star,
         would be the only one to recognize that particular identifier in the signal. “It’s
         funny how it’s real clear in the part where it identifies itself as Imperial, but
         all chopped up when it gives the position and system information. This has to be a
         fake.” He turned to Chewie. “Who do we know who might think of using an old copy of
         a Death Star transmission for this?”
      

      
      Chewie sat up straight, hooted with delight, and gave Luke a shove to the head. Luke
         was glad he knew that was a gesture of approval. He turned back to the console. This
         had to be a plan concocted by Leia or Han or both.
      

      
      Luke just wished he knew what the plan was, and how well it was going.

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER THIRTEEN

      
      LEIA STOOD BY THE HATCHWAY, blaster drawn, braced to hit the door release. The others gathered behind her, with
         Han still in the cockpit and Andevid working the map utility. Han asked her, “Ready?”
      

      
      The borer was buried in solid rock some fifty or so meters below what Leia sincerely
         hoped was the guard station for the living quarters the pirates had converted into
         a slave pen.
      

      
      “If this thing doesn’t come apart,” Kifar said worriedly.

      
      At this point, Leia was more concerned about the asteroid coming apart than the tunnel
         borer, considering how riddled the rock was with tunnels and pockets that weren’t
         on the map. She told Han, “Ready.”
      

      
      Han leaned on the controls and the hull shook as the borer leapt upward, the laser
         disk slicing through the rock. Warning lights blinked in the cockpit. Leia held on
         to the overhead handrail and exchanged a grim look with Sian. They had agreed the
         borer would need to move as fast as possible so no one in the chamber above realized
         it was coming, but it felt like Han had apparently found a way to push the machine
         past its already generous safety limits.
      

      
      Their comlinks still weren’t picking up any signals, but if Anakaret had kept her
         promise, she had sent her transmission just a few moments earlier. The docking ring and the ships in orbit should have just gotten the message
         warning of an Imperial force moving into range of the asteroid.
      

      
      Leia very much hoped that Anakaret had kept her promise.

      
      The borer rumbled and shuddered, then the deck swayed and bucked underfoot and the
         borer stopped abruptly, angled upward. All the warning lights flashed and the engines
         made an ominous clunking noise. But Han said, “We’re there. Go!”
      

      
      Leia hit the hatch release and Kifar jumped out. He could have looked first, Leia thought, exasperated. But Kifar obviously thought he had something to prove.
         He fired twice, then yelled, “We’re clear!”
      

      
      Sian and Terae surged out after him. As Leia started to follow, Han scrambled out
         of the borer’s cockpit behind her. “Sweetheart, this thing is dead,” he told her.
         “One of the power cells went out when we broke through the shielding on this floor.”
      

      
      Leia hesitated. “But we won’t need it to get out of here.”

      
      Han shrugged. “Probably not.”

      
      Leia groaned under her breath and jumped out of the hatch into a chamber that looked
         as if it had been hit by an ion cannon. Lumas clustered near the high ceiling, pushed
         there by the tunnel borer’s shields. They shone down on a jumble of stone rubble and
         torn metal floor plates. The hatch that must have secured a large archway lay in the
         next chamber, twisted and mangled. Two armed pirates lay sprawled near it, unconscious
         or dead. Leia lifted her comlink, already tuned to the asteroid’s emergency frequency,
         and heard a babble of voices in Basic and other languages. Some were warning comrades
         of an Imperial attack, others demanding to know the heading the Imperials were coming
         in on; all were panicked. Good, Leia thought with relief. Thank you, Anakaret.
      

      
      In the far wall was a security blast door, clearly jury-rigged into a wider space
         that had to be the entrance to the slave pen. Leia half climbed, half stumbled across
         the ruined floor to the door. It had an access panel to one side, with a pad to enter
         a code lock; the manual emergency release was blocked by a plate welded into place.
         As Andevid climbed warily out of the borer, Leia gestured with her blaster toward
         the door. “You don’t have the code for this lock, do you?”
      

      
      He shook his head. “Only Mekerel, who was in charge of guarding the slaves for Viest, had it.” He glanced back at the borer and did a double take.
         There was blood splashed on the rubble below the cutter disk, and what looked like
         fragments of leather and metal. “Maybe that’s him.”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t concerned with Mekerel’s fate. As a slaver, he had probably deserved a
         great deal worse. But it meant the code was unavailable, and they would just have
         to get in the hard way. “Terae, if you would,” Leia said.
      

      
      Terae stepped forward and pulled a fusioncutter out of her tool satchel. She switched
         it on, crouched beside the door, and started to cut through the armor over the door’s
         manual release. “Shouldn’t take long.”
      

      
      “Good, because we don’t have long.” Leia looked toward the archway, where Han, Kifar,
         and Sian had taken up guard positions. She could hear confused yelling somewhere ahead,
         and the distant rumble of ships’ engines. After a moment Han slipped out and vanished
         down the passage. Sian followed him.
      

      
      They were checking the escape route, making sure it was clear. Once away from the
         borer, with nothing to show they weren’t just another crew of pirates, they could
         all walk out of here. Theoretically.
      

      
      “Got it,” Terae said. The panel fell away and she pulled the manual release. The door
         started to slide upward.
      

      
      Leia stepped back, in case the prisoners had to be persuaded that they were actually
         being rescued. Terae moved to the side, drawing her blaster.
      

      
      But the door opened to a small secure guard booth, protected by the flicker of a containment
         field. Beyond it, Leia could see a large bare room, with metal walls and floor, filled
         with battered, weary people staring warily at her.
      

      
      “Hello,” she said, as Terae stepped into the guard booth to examine the control panel.
         “I’m Leia Durane. We’re here to rescue you.” She didn’t get to do this kind of thing
         very often and she meant to enjoy it, even knowing they might all be killed trying
         to get off the asteroid.
      

      
      There were gasps, and a gold-skinned Videllan man pushed forward, asking, “You are
         with Captain Solo?”
      

      
      “Yes. Are you Kearn-sa’Davit? I believe Han Solo told you we might be coming by.”

      
      The Videllan turned to face the others and declared, “We are saved!”
      

      
      Terae glanced at Leia and nodded, indicating that she could drop the containment field.
         Leia told the prisoners, “We’re going to take you to a ship now, and then we’ll make
         a run for Arnot Station. You have to stay together, stay quiet, and follow us, is
         that clear?”
      

      
      Davit consulted the others with a look, then assured Leia, “We are prepared, Leia
         Durane.”
      

      
      Leia signaled to Terae to drop the containment field. “All right, let’s go.”

      
      Han and Sian found a wide, arched hatch that opened into the loading dock. They had
         seen this area from the end of the docking ring corridor, but then it had been filled
         with bickering pirates. Han had been hoping to find it empty, with everybody sensibly
         scrambling to get back to their ships, but the blasterfire that echoed through it
         told him that this particular hope was in vain.
      

      
      He reached the hatch first, put his back to the wall, and took a careful look around
         the edge of the seal. Sian took the opposite side.
      

      
      Bodies, blasted droids, and broken pressure crates lay strewn across the big loading
         bay. Just above it, where the ramp curved up to the docking bays, there was a blaster
         battle raging. One group had taken cover behind an old ore cart and a broken cargo
         lifter and were firing up at a second group, which held the entrance to the docking
         ring. Han couldn’t tell how many were up there; they were hiding behind piles of broken
         droids and consoles on both sides of the entrance. A third group, which seemed to
         be shooting at both the other groups, was stationed out along the gallery just below
         the row of docking bay entrances that overlooked the loading area, firing from the
         cover of a mound of crates and storage barrels. The cargo that had apparently sparked
         the battle—little lumps of varicolored metal, spilled out of a scattering of broken
         security crates—was strewn across the far end of the loading area.
      

      
      “Oh, you have to be kidding,” Sian muttered. “Why don’t they just run?”

      
      “Because if they had any sense, they wouldn’t be pirates,” Han told her. He felt for
         his comlink and realized it was back at Viest’s control center. “You got a comlink?” She tossed him one and he tuned it to the Aegis’s frequency. “Aegis, come in, this is Solo.”
      

      
      “This is Aegis,” Kelvan’s relieved voice said. “Where are you? Fera and Allian and the others said
         they lost contact with Captain Metara, and we haven’t been able to raise anyone on
         the comlink.”
      

      
      “Yeah, we had to take another way out, and we couldn’t get a signal through.” There
         was no time to update Kelvan on everything that had happened; anyway, there was no
         way Han was going to be the one to give him the bad news about his captain. “We’re
         breaking the prisoners out now. What’s the situation in the docking ring?”
      

      
      “Not good. Some of the ships farther down have taken off, but we can hear fighting
         out in the corridor. More ships are leaving orbit every moment, so if you can get
         to us, we should be able to make it out of here.”
      

      
      That was a pretty big “if” at the moment. These pirates were grabbing anything that
         wasn’t nailed down and shooting anything that moved. If they tried to make their way
         through the cargo area, Han thought the chances were good that they would get shot
         as potential rivals for the goods. “We need a distraction.”
      

      
      “Like what?” Sian asked worriedly.

      
      They needed something to remind the pirates that they were supposed to be under Imperial
         attack. “Kelvan,” Han said, “I’m going to get a ship to fire on the bays in the docking
         ring between the Aegis and the cargo area. Just stay where you are until we call you.”
      

      
      He cut off Kelvan’s startled “What ship—” and tuned the comlink, searching for the
         Falcon’s frequency. “Chewie, come in, it’s me.”
      

      
      The quick response was a relief, and the first thing Chewbacca tried to do was demand
         to know if Han and Leia were behind the fake Death Star transmission and just what
         was going on down there? Han managed to get a word in edgewise to tell him, “Listen
         to me, I need your help right now. We’re stuck here and we need a distraction. This
         is what I need you to do—”
      

      
      Leia led the way through a set of smaller chambers and passages that had been torn
         apart by years of pirate occupation. She had put Kifar and Terae behind the prisoners,
         to guard their retreat and to make sure the stragglers kept up. The merchants and
         crew who had been captured on the ship with Davit were in the best shape, able to help the wounded. The ones
         who had been imprisoned there longer were suspicious, desperate, and not entirely
         sure they were being rescued and not just being transferred to different captors.
         They were mostly human, except for a small group of Sullustans and Duros and an Arkanian
         woman. Leia couldn’t keep an eye on all of them and could only hope that no one decided
         to pick up a weapon and use it on her or Kifar or Terae. Andevid followed by her side,
         which helped a little. Leia had no idea if he would actually risk his hide for any
         of them, but he did look tough, so at least that was something.
      

      
      She reached the last chamber, where an arched hatchway opened into the loading area,
         and found Han and Sian. She winced at the sound of blasterfire and fighting; obviously
         the pirates hadn’t panicked and fled en masse as they had hoped.
      

      
      “Solo!” Davit greeted Han with relief. “It’s good to see you again, and not through
         a metal mesh.”
      

      
      “Yeah, it’s good to be seen,” Han said, leaning to look around the edge of the hatchway.

      
      “What was this idea of yours?” Leia asked Han. She had heard the brief comlink conversation
         with Kelvan at the Aegis, and the prospect of getting down the docking ring hadn’t sounded promising.
      

      
      “I called the Falcon,” Han said. “Chewie’s going to—”
      

      
      An explosion rattled the metal floor plates under Leia’s feet and sent dust and mold
         raining down from the rocky ceiling. Leia leaned around Han to see the loading area.
         “What was that?” The three rival groups of pirates holding the entrance docking ring
         and the cargo area had stopped shooting to stare around. The freed prisoners whispered
         nervously, and Davit glanced worriedly over his shoulder, as if afraid they would
         bolt.
      

      
      “That was Chewie.” Han watched the scene in the loading area intently. “Let’s hope
         these guys get the message.”
      

      
      Distant rumbles sounded from the outer corridors, muffled by the layers of rock overhead.
         “Chewie is strafing the asteroid,” Leia said, not sure whether to be appalled or … “That
         might actually work,” she finished reluctantly. With the explosion in the interior
         and Anakaret’s fake transmission, the idea that it was time to flee might finally
         penetrate some thick pirate skulls.
      

      
      The crew nearest the ring of docking bays above the loading area gave in first. Someone
         must have given an order, because they fell back with almost military precision, efficiently
         covering one another until they could dodge back into their docking bay. That released
         the other two crews from their standoff, one bolting in a noisy mob to vanish down
         the curving corridor of the docking ring, the other scrambling to grab what they could
         of the metal fragments scattered across the loading area. As the docking bay doors
         shut behind the first crew, the third crew charged up the ramp and headed for the
         last open bay.
      

      
      “That’s it,” Han said, and stepped cautiously out of the hatch. “Come on.”

      
      Leia clicked her comlink. “Terae, we’re moving. Make sure they keep up.”

      
      “Yes, Cap—Your High—Leia,” Terae replied.

      
      Leia followed Han and Sian as both kept a wary eye out for pirate stragglers. Andevid,
         Davit, and the prisoners followed her. They crossed the large open space of the loading
         area, passing several bloody and blasted bodies of humans, a couple of Bith, and a
         Rodian. “We’re going to go along the docking ring to our ship,” Leia told Davit, mainly
         to distract the prisoners near him who were listening nervously. She hoped none of
         them had gotten a good enough view of the Aegis during the battle to recognize it in dock. She wanted to wait until they disembarked
         at Arnot Station to explain to them that the pirate ship rescuing them was the same
         pirate ship that had captured them in the first place. “It’s not far. It’s—”
      

      
      A yell from Kifar interrupted her. “Security droids!”

      
      Leia spun around. Oh, no. Dark, cylindrical shapes floated out of the hatchway barely twenty meters behind
         them. Multiple arms ended in gleaming blaster nozzles. They were the security droids
         that guarded the cargo storage. One of the embattled crews must have summoned them,
         and it had taken this long for the droids to get around the traverses and junctions
         collapsed by the tunnel borer. “Run!” she shouted to the prisoners. “Move, now, this
         way!”
      

      
      Andevid bolted immediately for the ramp up and out of the loading area. His path showed
         the prisoners where to run, and they followed in an almost orderly group. Han turned
         to Leia. “Get them up to the docking ring. We’ll cover you.”
      

      
      The first droid fired its blasters, and Kifar and Terae returned fire. Their bolts
         slagged its metal carapace and it wheeled around sideways, but the other droids moved
         past it to shoot across the loading area. Leia shouted, “Kifar, Terae, fall back!”
      

      
      Sian ducked behind a pile of cargo pressure crates and popped back up with a blast
         rifle dropped by one of the dead pirates. She steadied it atop the crate and opened
         fire. The Arkanian woman broke off from the mass of fleeing prisoners, grabbed a fallen
         pistol, and took cover beside Sian to pepper the droids with energy bolts.
      

      
      As Kifar and Terae reached them and skidded around to dive behind the crates, Han
         gave Leia a push. “Just go! We’ll catch up!”
      

      
      Leia would have argued, but the next bolt slagged the rock barely a meter in front
         of them. She ran after the prisoners, throwing a worried glance back to see Han dive
         for cover and pop up again to return fire.
      

      
      She caught up with the prisoners and kept going, dodging around them to get in front,
         since she had no idea where Andevid might lead them. There was no way Han and the
         others could make it all the way along the docking ring to the Aegis with those droids on their heels, but they might make it to the bays above the loading
         area. Leia pulled out her comlink. “Chewie, this is Leia, come in.”
      

      
      “Leia!” It was Luke’s voice. Leia had a moment of heady relief, glad he was here as
         well as Chewbacca. “Are you all right? What—”
      

      
      “Luke, listen.” She threw a glance back. The droids were trying to advance on the
         cargo containers, their attention focused on the people shooting at them. “We need
         the Falcon to land and pick up Han and some others. There are empty docking bays right above
         their position. It’s next to the spot Han had you fire on.”
      

      
      “We’re on it,” Luke answered firmly. “We’ll be right there.”

      
      Han broke into the conversation. “Stop worrying about us and get out of here, sweetheart!”

      
      Leia could hear blasterfire and Sian cursing in the background. She said, “Shut up
         and keep shooting droids!”
      

      
      She reached the top of the ramp just as Davit and Andevid did. Davit had picked up
         a blaster. Past the hatch, there was a wide bend in the ring corridor, cutting off
         visibility ahead. It was a good spot for an ambush.
      

      
      “Wait,” she snapped, and Andevid slid to a halt. Davit flung out his arms to signal the others to stop. Leia explained, “There might be some pirates left
         behind in this corridor. I’ll go first—”
      

      
      A rumble shook the floor. Maybe fifty meters down the curve of the corridor, dust
         and debris rained down from the ceiling above the metal droid track. “What—” Leia
         had time to say, then cracks opened across the rock and chunks of stone crashed to
         the floor. “Get back!” she yelled.
      

      
      They scrambled back to the stone safety barrier at the edge of the ramp, ducking down
         and huddling against it. The rumble of falling and shifting stone rattled Leia’s teeth
         and echoed in her bones. A cloud of dust and foul air rolled over them as the sound
         faded.
      

      
      Leia lifted her head. The prisoners coughed in the dust; one of the wounded cried
         out in pain. Beside her, Davit sat up and shook the dust out of his fluffy hair. “We’re
         still breathing,” he gasped. “That’s good.”
      

      
      An optimist, Leia thought. She didn’t know if they could get past the collapse. People were shouting
         on her comlink. One was Luke, and she heard him say, “Leia, we can’t get through the
         containment fields on those bays.” Chewie’s yowl of frustration sounded in the background.
         “There’s some kind of force-shield over them. I don’t know: maybe it’s a safety feature.”
      

      
      Or defensive feature. “That’s very bad news, Luke,” Leia said, thinking frantically.
         “Take the Falcon out of there and we’ll call you—” When I know what to do. Hopefully before we’re all dead. “We’ll call you later.”
      

      
      Andevid, crouched close enough to listen, said, “Somebody activated the mine’s defense
         system. Probably whoever took over the control center. Ships can get out, but nothing
         can get in.”
      

      
      Han’s voice on her comlink demanded, “Are you all right? What happened?”

      
      “This part of the docking ring collapsed.” She had to stop to cough as a dust cloud
         rolled down the corridor. “Next time tell Chewie to strafe more carefully!”
      

      
      “What now, Leia Durane?” Davit asked her, his face drawn and anxious. “There is another
         way around?”
      

      
      “There has to be.” Leia shoved to her feet and looked back at the loading area, hoping
         for inspiration. They were above the docking ring, with the automated ore-cart tracks
         running just below. She could see that the six large bays had open roofs to allow
         the carts to enter for loading. Five of those bays were now empty; one was still occupied,
         though from this angle she could only get a glimpse of the ship inside. “Andevid, what ship
         is in that bay?”
      

      
      “It belongs to Ravin Thiss, one of Viest’s captains. He probably went to the control
         center when the word came that she was killed.”
      

      
      “How many crew are likely to be in there?”

      
      “Probably not many—maybe two or three,” Andevid said. “He’s small-time, only got a
         crew of twenty for boarding parties. If he was trying to take Viest’s place, he would
         have needed most of them with him.” He stared at her in admiration. “You want to take
         the ship?”
      

      
      The possibility of twenty armed pirates didn’t sound small-time to Leia. “No, but
         that’s what we’re going to do.” She turned back to Davit. “Everyone with a weapon,
         follow me. The rest of you wait here.” She gestured to the support pillar and the
         safety barrier the pirates had used to fire down on the loading area. “Take cover
         over there, and when you see the bay doors open, get inside as fast as you can.”
      

      
      Leia knew the bay doors were sealed and heavily shielded. If she blasted the lock,
         it would destroy the mechanism and they would have to try to crank them open manually.
         It would leave plenty of time for the people guarding the ship to realize what was
         going on. They were going to have to go in through the top.
      

      
      She turned to the Aqualish. “Andevid, why are you still here? Is it because you think
         I’ll shoot you if you try to leave?”
      

      
      “Not really. I don’t think you remember you captured me, most of the time.” Andevid
         scratched his chin below his tusk. “I was going to run away, but my escape route keeps
         getting cut off.”
      

      
      “Where were you going to go?”

      
      “I was going to try to steal a ship, but …” He shrugged. “Since you’re doing that,
         too …”
      

      
      “All right, I’d like to hire you, as a crewman, until we reach Arnot Station. I’ll
         pay you five hundred credits.”
      

      
      “Done.”

      
      Leia handed him the power pack she had taken out of his blaster. “Right.”

      
      She holstered her blaster, took two running steps, and jumped down onto the ore-cart
         track. She landed in a crouch; the track trembled under her feet but didn’t break.
         She started along it toward the bay, bracing herself as Andevid, Davit, and four other armed merchants landed behind her.
         She wished more of them had thought to grab weapons off dead pirates on their flight
         from the slave pen.
      

      
      Her comlink beeped, and she answered it. “Yes?”

      
      Kelvan said, “Don’t try to approach our docking ring! Someone’s trying to cut through
         the bay doors. They must be trying to take the ship—”
      

      
      Leia opened a connection to both the Falcon and Han’s comlink. “Kelvan, I want you to launch the Aegis and get away from the asteroid. There’s another ship out there that’s with us. ID
         Millennium Falcon. I want you to rendezvous with it and prepare to jump to lightspeed. Luke, did you
         copy that?”
      

      
      Luke replied, “Yes, but Leia—”

      
      Kelvan said, “But what—”

      
      Han cut in, “Leia, what the hell are you doing?”

      
      Leia snapped, “Luke, Kelvan, do as you’re told. We’ll join you as soon as possible.
         Han, just give me a minute.” Reaching the spot where the ore track extended over the
         thick bay wall, she motioned to Andevid and Davit and the others to hang back. She
         eased forward and took a cautious look over the edge. She could see the ship, a freighter
         about twice the size of the Falcon and in outwardly better condition. Its engines were steaming in the damp air. Good,
         it was hot and ready to go.
      

      
      Which meant Thiss might be on his way back and ready to abandon the mine.

      
      An armed Rodian was stationed by the ramp, and a human man stood near the bay doors.
         The human started to turn to survey the ore-cart track, and Leia ducked out of his
         line of sight. From this angle she could just see the top of the Rodian’s head. She
         lowered her voice and said into the comlink, “Han, send someone up here to bang on
         the doors of this closed docking bay. I need the guard inside distracted.”
      

      
      Han swore incredulously, but she heard him say, “Itran, get up there!”

      
      “Tell him to say he was sent by Ravin Thiss with a message,” Leia added.

      
      With a few whispers and gestures, she described the guards’ positions to Andevid and Davit. A few moments later, Kifar ran up the ramp, waved to Leia from
         below, and stopped at the bay entrance. Leia nodded to him and he pounded on the door
         with his free hand, shouting, “Hey, open up, I’ve got a message from Thiss!”
      

      
      Leia said, “Now!” and flung herself forward. She hit the track on her side and fired
         at the human guard near the doors. Andevid and Davit surged forward and fired at the
         Rodian near the ship’s ramp. Leia hit her target in the shoulder and the chest, and
         the man went down. Andevid and Davit both missed, and Leia flattened herself to the
         filthy metal as the Rodian returned fire. She and Davit had their blasters on stun,
         but Andevid and the Rodian didn’t and the bolts melted the track over Leia’s head.
         She rolled over and crawled forward, trying for a better angle. Two meters farther
         and she could just catch a hint of green under the edge of the ramp where the Rodian
         had taken cover. She took a deep breath, lifted up on her elbow, and fired.
      

      
      The Rodian stumbled backward, Davit hit him again, and the guard went down.

      
      “Come on!” Leia shoved upright and ran along the track until she was above the ship’s
         hull. The track was configured differently from the one in the Aegis’s bay, and it was only a three-meter drop. She holstered her blaster and swung down,
         then let go.
      

      
      One of her ankles turned in as she landed and she let her weight go limp, hit the
         hard metal with her shoulder, and rolled. The landing still hurt, but she didn’t break
         any bones. Cursing the ship for not having a topside hatch, she hobbled to the ramp
         and climbed down the support strut. The Rodian lay sprawled unconscious beside the
         ship’s closed hatch. Leia stepped forward and hit the release. Please, oh, please … The hatch slid open and she let out the breath she was holding.
      

      
      Andevid dropped to the ground near the ramp, with Davit and the other merchants awkwardly
         climbing down the struts after him. Leia stepped into the hatch, leaned against the
         safety sensor that would keep it open if someone tried to close it, and said, “Andevid,
         open the bay doors.” The Aqualish might be somewhat trustworthy, but she wasn’t letting
         him on this ship alone; he was still a pirate.
      

      
      Andevid ran to obey. Leia opened the comlink again and said, “Han, we’re leaving.
         Get everyone up here!”
      

      
      Han didn’t reply, but she heard his voice, thick with relief, as he told Sian and Terae and the Arkanian, “Come on, ladies, we’re ditching this party.”
      

      
      Davit motioned for the merchants to precede him into the ship, telling them, “Search
         it quickly; make sure no one is inside,” and took up a guard position with Leia. Leia
         felt momentarily grateful for Han’s occasional good taste in acquaintances. The bay
         doors slid open for Andevid, and Kifar charged in.
      

      
      A few tense moments later, he was followed by the first of the freed prisoners. “This
         way, hurry, into the ship!” Leia shouted.
      

      
      The prisoners ran across the bay and up the ramp, some helping the limping wounded,
         two of the Sullustans carrying an unconscious comrade. On the comlink, Leia heard
         Han yelling, “Go, go!” and blasterfire. She said, “Davit, are you a pilot?”
      

      
      “I am. You wish me to go to the cockpit and prepare for takeoff?”

      
      “Yes, if you would.”

      
      Davit followed the last of the prisoners in, and Leia called out, “Andevid, Kifar,
         come on!”
      

      
      Andevid came immediately, but Kifar hung back to take a look outside. He turned and
         started for the ship. “They’re coming! The droids are chasing them!”
      

      
      That was what Leia had thought might happen. As Kifar reached the ramp, Sian, Terae,
         and the Arkanian slammed through the bay doors at full speed. Leia had time for her
         heart to freeze before Han hit the side of the doorway, fired his blaster at whatever
         was chasing him, then slapped the control to seal the doors.
      

      
      Leia stepped away from the safety sensor as the others ran through the hatch. Han
         pounded up the ramp and she stepped through with him, then hit the control to shut
         the hatch and raise the ramp. “You’d better get up to the cockpit,” she told Han,
         “Davit will need some help.”
      

      
      Han, breathing hard, sweat sticking his shirt to his chest, paused to tell her, “You
         pulled this off just in time, Your Worship.”
      

      
      “You’re welcome,” Leia said, and holstered her blaster.

      
      Degoren read the agent’s comm transmission again. “ ‘Will hold target here if possible,’ ”
         he quoted, incredulous. “Idiot. If the pirates kill her, we won’t even have proof
         of her death.”
      

      
      “At least we know where Organa is,” Sorvir said, though he couldn’t keep the dubious
         tone out of his voice. “That’s something.”
      

      
      “It’s not enough.” Degoren tapped the screen, making the gleaming letters vanish.
         “She’s on Viest’s clearinghouse. There’s no telling what that scheming pirate will
         want in exchange for her.”
      

      
      They were on the bridge of the Darsumae, currently heading for Arnot Station. Idlen Trehar, Degoren’s agent on the station,
         had identified the rebel ship Gamble, docked under an altered ID, by the type of damage sustained in the attack. But Trehar
         hadn’t been able to say for certain if Organa was actually aboard the Gamble or not.
      

      
      Trehar had also reported that a small freighter had made contact with the Gamble, but station security had interfered with his attempt to capture and question the
         freighter’s two crew members before the ship left. That was a setback, but not as
         much of a blow as the deep cover agent’s belated report that Organa wasn’t at Arnot
         Station but at the clearinghouse. Degoren hadn’t worked with this agent before, and
         he hated dealing with personnel whose abilities he knew nothing about. Especially
         in a situation like this, with the outcome so vital to the Empire and to himself.
      

      
      They had worked with Viest before, when she had offered them information on other
         pirate ships in exchange for pay and favors. Degoren hadn’t trusted her then and he
         certainly didn’t now that she apparently had Leia Organa in her clutches. Paid informants
         were always trouble, and Viest clearly had her own agenda.
      

      
      “Do we go after Organa?” Sorvir asked. “If we try to take her in the middle of the
         clearinghouse, Viest will resist. We’ll need more backup than just the corvette.”
      

      
      If they waited for assistance, this wouldn’t be Degoren’s mission anymore. But that
         wasn’t the only consideration. “Charging into a pirate nest on the word of an agent
         we know nothing about, whose reports so far have always arrived just a little too
         late? Organa may already be dead.”
      

      
      Sorvir grimaced, acknowledging the point. Degoren added, “If the agent can’t bring
         us Organa, we need to have something to show for our efforts. We’ll continue to Arnot
         Station and seize the Gamble.”
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER FOURTEEN

      
      LEIA WAS RELIEVED to see that one part of their plan had worked perfectly: as the pirate ship powered
         out of the bay, the sensors showed that all but a few of the ships in orbit had vanished.
      

      
      They rendezvoused with the Millennium Falcon and the Aegis in the far outskirts of the system, at a safe distance from the mine, and after a
         quick comm conversation all three ships went into hyperspace with coordinates for
         Arnot Station. Once they were safely under way, Han used the pirate ship’s state-of-the-art
         hyperwave comm to call the Falcon again to give Chewbacca and Luke a quick rundown on everything that had happened.
         That done, Leia sat with Terae in the privacy of the small captain’s cabin where there
         was an auxiliary comm station, while she called the Aegis to tell Kelvan and the rest of the crew about Metara.
      

      
      It was not a pleasant conversation.

      
      After Terae was done, Leia called Han in the cockpit and asked him to take the precaution
         of locking down the second comm set from the main station, so no one could use it
         without their knowledge. She wasn’t particularly suspicious of anyone, but even Davit
         didn’t know all the freed prisoners, and she didn’t want to take the chance that there
         was someone who might be unduly tempted to expose their location to the Empire or to anyone else who might be interested. As she shut down the power on the
         station, she watched Terae. “Are you all right?”
      

      
      Terae blinked and rubbed her face. “Yes, just … Yes. Do you want me to tell Davit
         they can have this cabin now?”
      

      
      The ship was just barely big enough for all their passengers, most of whom were sleeping
         wherever they could find a chair or a bench or a quiet stretch of deck. The wounded
         had been given priority access to bunks, and Leia was letting Davit organize who got
         what was left over. She said, “Yes, if you would.”
      

      
      Leia was glad they had ended up with Terae. For one thing, the Aegis was unlikely to bolt without her, and for another, Leia wanted Terae to spend a little
         personal time with her ship’s victims, and see close-up the consequences of the Aegis’s actions.
      

      
      They left the cabin, and Terae went to find Davit as Leia headed for the cockpit.
         There was one more comm transmission she needed to make.
      

      
      She passed the hatch to the small galley where Andevid was investigating the food
         supply with some of the Sullustans. She wasn’t certain if any of the former prisoners
         realized that Andevid was a pirate who had defected. Leia was letting them assume
         he had always been one of their group and had no intention of telling anyone otherwise.
      

      
      In the corridor, she ran into Kifar, who asked her, “You need me to keep an eye on
         that comm station, Your High—Leia?”
      

      
      “No, it’s not necessary. I had Han lock it down from the cockpit.” He was clearly
         looking for a way to be helpful; Leia sympathized, but she still needed to deal with
         him. Later. “Get some sleep.”
      

      
      She stepped past him and went down the short passage into the ship’s cockpit. It was
         similar to the Falcon’s but twice the size, and she could actually walk across it from the comp-console
         to the comm without hitting her head or climbing over a Wookiee. Han and Sian were
         at the main console, though there was nothing to do at the moment since the streaked
         stars of hyperspace filled the viewport. Sian was curled up in the copilot’s chair,
         napping. Leia kept her voice quiet as she told Han, “I’m going to call General Willard
         and let him know we’re alive. If you want to get some sleep, too, I can stand watch.”
      

      
      Han was leaning back in the roomy pilot’s seat with his head propped on the broad
         headrest and his long legs stretched out. His whole demeanor suggested business as usual, except for the bruises and bloodstains. Leia tossed him
         the packet of concussion meds she had found in the medkit in the captain’s cabin.
         He caught it and frowned at her. “Don’t you ever sleep?”
      

      
      “Of course I do.” Leia took a seat at the comm station to send a hyperwave to the
         Gamble, which according to Luke was probably still docked at Arnot Station. “You’ve seen
         me sleep.” It belatedly occurred to her that that was an opening for comments that
         she was too tired to field adequately at the moment.
      

      
      But Han just snorted skeptically and dry-swallowed a couple of the pills. Maybe he
         was feeling worse than he looked. As Leia worked on the unfamiliar comm system, he
         said, “What are you going to do about Itran?”
      

      
      Leia sighed. “I’m going to give him a chance to talk to me, or his commanding officer,
         about what happened. If he doesn’t …” The Alliance wasn’t unused to personnel who
         were frightened or tortured into revealing information; the Empire’s interrogation
         methods were highly effective, and it was a hazard that every command took into account.
         Leia knew all about those methods in intimate detail. But she was well aware that
         having experienced torture and the aftermath and effects of it, knowing what weak
         spots it had given her and how to handle them, didn’t always let her know anything
         about how others would react. It was rare to get someone back alive after they had
         broken like that, and hard to tell what to do with them afterward. Some chose to leave
         the Alliance altogether; others had managed to go back into service. Kifar had conducted
         himself bravely during their escape, but Leia wasn’t really certain how to evaluate
         him until she knew exactly what had happened with Viest. “I’m not sure yet. I think
         I’ll worry about that when we get back to the fleet.”
      

      
      Han didn’t argue or pursue the issue, beyond an editorial hmmph noise that didn’t sound particularly pleased.
      

      
      It took Leia a few moments to hit Arnot Station’s comm relay, and then to hail the
         Gamble. When the comm board confirmed a connection, she sent her recognition code. The ship
         sent the correct response, and she said, “Gamble, this is Leia Organa. I need to speak to General Willard, please.”
      

      
      The voice that acknowledged her wasn’t familiar, but then it wasn’t as if she had had a chance to get to know every member of the crew. But the next voice
         wasn’t familiar, either.
      

      
      “Your Highness, this is Commander Degoren. I was sent by the Alliance High Command
         to assist General Willard, since he was injured. He’s receiving medical treatment
         at the moment and can’t come to the comm.”
      

      
      Degoren? Leia thought. She didn’t recognize the name, and she was certain he wasn’t one of
         the commanders assigned to the Independence. And the Falcon was the only ship that had been sent to assist the Gamble, at least according to Luke. And General Willard was well enough to send the Falcon after us when it arrived. “Commander, what ship are you assigned to?”
      

      
      “I came aboard the Visara, a transport escort. I was told we were the closest ship. And we’re all very relieved
         to know you’re alive and well. General Willard was very worried.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t like this. She remembered seeing the Visara’s name on a list of transport escort ships, but she knew nothing more about it. Her
         thoughts must have showed on her face, because Han sat up straight, watching her.
         Sian had woken and was squinting worriedly, still half asleep. Leia asked, “Are you
         taking the Gamble back to the fleet, is that your mission?”
      

      
      “My mission is to accompany you to the site of the meeting with the traders, Your
         Highness. If you’re still able to continue? You didn’t say what your situation was.”
      

      
      Leia set her jaw to keep from swearing aloud. Han kept his swearing to a mutter. Sian
         sat bolt upright, staring in alarm. Leia made herself say, “I’m quite able to continue,
         Captain.” Whoever this was, he hadn’t been sent by the Alliance, and he hadn’t spoken
         to General Willard. Or … “My situation is fine. What did General Willard tell you
         about the procedure for contacting the Alliance agent?”
      

      
      “He said you would need to give us the decoded transmission with the coordinates,
         Your Highness.”
      

      
      “Of course,” Leia said. Sian’s brow was furrowed in confusion, and Han’s expression
         was a study in ironic commentary. “I’ll hand over the coordinates as soon as we arrive
         at the station.”
      

      
      There was a hesitation, clearly audible across all the empty space between the ship and Arnot Station. Then Degoren said smoothly, “Very well, Your Highness.”
      

      
      Leia signed off and tapped her fingers against the station chair’s arm. There was
         a distinct sinking sensation in her middle. This was bad. Just how bad, she wasn’t
         certain yet.
      

      
      “You think Willard’s alive?” Han asked.

      
      Leia hoped he was. “I don’t know. I wonder what they did to him before he let slip
         that little item of erroneous information.” It had clearly been designed as a message
         to her, a warning.
      

      
      “What erroneous information?” Sian asked. “The location of the meeting?”

      
      “Yes. The location was Arnot Station,” Leia told her grimly. “General Willard and
         I are the only ones who know that.”
      

      
      Sian grimaced and sat back in her chair. “You think the Imperials … Obviously they
         have the Gamble, but do you think they’ve taken the whole station?”
      

      
      “It’s a possibility.” Leia considered it. Would Degoren try to lure them in if there
         was something the size of an Imperial cruiser in the system? She shook her head. “I
         think it’s unlikely. I think they want us to dock at Arnot Station and go to the Gamble. The trap will be set there.”
      

      
      “So we know this merchant Janlan told Viest that Davit’s ship was going to Arnot Station,”
         Han said, “and we know there’s a leak somewhere in the Alliance’s communications that
         told the Imperials where the Gamble was coming out of hyperspace to get the transmission. So who told the Imperials the
         Gamble was at Arnot Station and that at some point we—you—would be on the way back there?
         Because it’s you they’re after, sweetheart.”
      

      
      Leia was afraid he was right. Degoren, whoever he was, already had General Willard
         and the other Alliance personnel aboard the Gamble. The only reason to delay and set this trap was to capture her.
      

      
      Thinking aloud, she said, “Someone at the clearinghouse contacted the Empire. It had
         to be Viest. She must have been an Imperial informant, or at least she knew an Imperial
         agent or officer fairly local to this space who would buy information from her. She
         told them I had a ship that docked at Arnot Station, and the Imperials took the chance
         that I’d go back there.” Frustrated, Leia turned back to the comm. “We need to find out what
         the situation is on the station. If the Imperials have seized control of it, if they’ve
         taken General Willard and the rest of the Gamble’s crew onto an Imperial ship …” If they had, it was over and they had no chance to
         get them back.
      

      
      “We got that covered.” Han slung himself out of his chair and crossed the cockpit
         in two long strides, heading for the hatch. “We’ve got Davit.”
      

      
      Leia stood beside the comm station, listening intently as Davit called his friend
         the portmaster of Arnot Station. Terae and Kifar both stood in the hatchway to listen,
         and a couple of the merchants, leaders of the consortium, had crowded into the compartment
         access behind them. Not that listening was doing most of them any good at the moment,
         since Davit was conducting his conversation in a language that wasn’t Basic, but Leia
         forced herself to be patient.
      

      
      Finally Davit signed off and turned to them to report, “The Imperials have not taken
         the station, or announced themselves in any way.”
      

      
      Behind her, Leia heard the merchants exclaim in relief. Davit continued, “The portmaster
         had no idea they were Imperials at all. Their ship docked only a few hours ago, an
         armed freighter with an ID that named it as the Darsumae, out of Sullust. It landed no cargo, which was somewhat suspicious to him, but the
         ship showed no other sign of being a pirate. He is not aware of any fighting or contretemps
         with the crew of the Gamble, but he checked for me and said that the Gamble’s bay doors are sealed now, as are the Darsumae’s.”
      

      
      It gave Leia a much better idea of what must have happened. “Degoren must have talked
         his way aboard and taken General Willard hostage.” She knew in her bones that if the
         general had had the chance he would have fought. He knew all too well what the captured
         crew would face, and he would have been desperate to keep them from being used as
         bait for Leia.
      

      
      Sian seconded that with a grim nod. “With the captain and first officer dead, and
         the general taken prisoner, there wouldn’t be anybody left to give orders except Jerell.”
      

      
      Han managed to confine his comment to, “Yeah, they wouldn’t have had a chance.”

      
      Leia thought Jerell would see it as his duty to protect General Willard at any cost,
         including surrendering the ship to save him. Yes, she could see how this had played
         out. “Thank you, Davit. Your help has been invaluable.”
      

      
      “But what will we do now?” Davit asked, his high forehead furrowed in worry.

      
      The first thing Leia wanted to do was get all these civilians they had just rescued
         out of this situation. “We need to talk to the Aegis and the Falcon. We need a plan.” She already had the glimmers of one. But it all depended on what
         the Aegis was willing to do.
      

      
      Leia signaled both the Millennium Falcon and the Aegis to drop out of hyperspace; they had to form a plan before they arrived at the station.
         In the darkness between stars they had a comm conference.
      

      
      A quick call to the Falcon to talk to Luke confirmed Leia’s suspicions, not that she particularly needed them
         confirmed. Luke told her, “No, General Willard was fine when I talked to him. He looked
         bad—you could tell he’d been slammed into a bulkhead or two—but that was it. And when
         we left the Independence, there was no plan to send a second ship. Madine was too worried about how the Empire
         got the information about the Gamble in the first place.”
      

      
      Then Leia opened the frequency to the Aegis and filled Kelvan in on what she believed had happened at Arnot Station.
      

      
      Leia knew the worst thing she could do at this point was try to give Kelvan orders.
         He had just inherited command of the Aegis, a command that had depended so much on the whole crew’s personal loyalty to Metara,
         and he and everyone aboard the ship were still in mourning. She had to give him options
         and hope he picked the one she needed. “Kelvan, I’m going to transfer to the Falcon and send the merchants back to Arnot Station on this ship, and then I’m going to
         try to free my captured crew. Obviously, I could use the help of you and the Aegis, but believe me, I understand if you don’t want to take your crew into that situation.
         Whether you help us now or not, I want you to understand that the Alliance will always
         welcome the Aegis and everyone aboard it, if you choose to join, whenever you choose to join, as a
         crew or as individuals. I’ll record a statement to that effect and send it over with
         Lieutenant Terae, as well as the locations of some message drop points where you can make contact
         with an Alliance agent. If I don’t see you again, it was a privilege to meet you all,
         and to know Captain Metara. I just wish I had been able to know her better.” She cut
         herself off there. She wouldn’t resort to a personal plea. If the Aegis didn’t come freely, she didn’t want it.
      

      
      Kelvan’s answer came back after only a moment, and his voice was unexpectedly decided.
         “We’ll help you, Your Highness. Captain Metara would have never forgiven us for forgoing
         a chance at an Imperial target.”
      

      
      Leia lifted her brows and exchanged a look with Han, whose exasperated expression
         clearly conveyed what he thought of people who risked their ships for revenge. He
         tapped his finger significantly against his forehead. Leia narrowed her eyes at him
         and jerked her head toward Terae, who was looking down and fortunately hadn’t seen
         the gesture.
      

      
      She understood Kelvan’s impulse. Viest and her pirates were beyond his reach, but
         the Imperials were available, and he didn’t even have to manufacture a reason to attack
         them. His motive was so obviously revenge that she had to fight the urge to talk him
         out of it. “You’re certain?”
      

      
      “I’m certain, Your Highness.”

      
      Terae stepped forward, within range of the comm pickup. “It’s the only thing we can
         do to honor Captain Metara’s memory.”
      

      
      “You can honor Metara’s memory by not risking your lives needlessly,” Leia said drily.

      
      “It’s not needless,” Terae said. “You need us. The crew of your ship needs us.”

      
      All right, she has me there, Leia thought. Kelvan added, “Captain Metara isn’t here to see how we honor her.
         This is something we do for ourselves.”
      

      
      Leia couldn’t argue with that one, either. Han’s slight smirk and lifted brow indicated
         he rather enjoyed seeing her stymied, even if he hadn’t been the one to do it.
      

      
      “Very well,” she said. “But we can’t attack the Imperial ship at Arnot Station. The
         station itself is armed against pirates and has picket ships. There’s no reason the
         station authorities have to side with us at the moment, and all Degoren would have
         to do was reveal that he was acting under Imperial authority, and they would have to help him against us, whether they
         wanted to or not. We need to lure the Darsumae away from the station, make it come after us.” The inherent flaw in the plan was
         that Degoren might kill the Gamble’s crew before he left the station. If he hadn’t killed them already. The only hope
         Leia had was that he had been charged to capture and deliver them to some higher authority
         for questioning, and that he wouldn’t execute them unless he had to. “Kelvan, do you
         know of any systems nearby with asteroid fields, something that could conceal us from
         their sensors?”
      

      
      Kelvan’s voice was thoughtful. “No, but I think I know of something even better. Terae,
         can you explain to the Princess about Rethel Point? I’ll send you the coordinates
         now.”
      

      
      The first step in the plan was to send the merchants and freed prisoners on to Arnot
         Station. Three members of the ill-fated merchant ship’s crew had survived, and Davit
         was a pilot, so Leia felt comfortable handing over the ship to him. She, Han, Sian,
         Kifar, and Terae would transfer to the Millennium Falcon and follow the Aegis to the site they had picked for their trap.
      

      
      The details of the plan had been carefully kept from all of the freed prisoners, so
         no one could betray them either accidentally or intentionally. Leia had let them believe
         that the Falcon and the Aegis would be fleeing the sector as soon as she and the others transferred off the pirate
         ship. She was fairly certain Davit might suspect otherwise, but she had faith in his
         discretion. Andevid also knew nothing of their plans, having been kept carefully out
         of the cockpit. Leia was sending him to Arnot Station with the merchants, as promised.
      

      
      The two ships did not have compatible air locks, but the Falcon had an extendable pressure tunnel aboard. Chewbacca and Han were in the process of
         carefully maneuvering the two ships and extending the tunnel from the Falcon’s topside hatch to seal onto the pirate ship’s larger portside hatch. Leia stayed
         in the cockpit long enough to hear Han’s opinion that trying to make fine control
         adjustments in this ship was like driving a speeder bike while wearing pressure suit
         gloves. Then she went to wait in the ship’s small galley, the only spot that didn’t
         have anxious merchants gathered in it.
      

      
      Sian found her there a few moments later, and from her expression she clearly wanted
         a word. From the way Sian had reacted, or tried not to react, while they had discussed
         the plan earlier, Leia was fairly sure she knew what the word was going to be about.
      

      
      “Your Highness …”

      
      “Go ahead.” Leia smiled, to make it clear she really did want Sian’s honest opinion.
         “You don’t like this plan, do you?”
      

      
      “No, but it’s not like we have a choice. It’s either this, or leave everybody on the
         Gamble to the Empire.” Sian hesitated. “I don’t mean to question your judgment, but … Yeah,
         I guess I am questioning your judgment. Can we—can you really trust the Aegis crew? When we were all stuck on that rock and Viest turned against Metara so fast,
         we had a common goal. But now … we’re handing them you, and an Imperial ship, and
         the crew of the Gamble, and the Gamble itself if we can get it back and it’s not scrap by now, and the Millennium Falcon, which everyone knows is a hot smuggling ship. I just … They’ve been stealing and
         killing civilians for profit for two years now, even though they like to pretend the
         civilians are somehow not as dead when they’re killed in righteous revenge for Alderaan.”
         That one made Leia wince, and Sian saw it but forged on, “How do we know they won’t
         turn on us?”
      

      
      Leia let out her breath. “We don’t. I don’t know if I can trust them. I hope this
         plays out the way I think it will, but they have the upper hand, and I don’t know
         that they won’t take advantage of it at some point. All we can do is be careful, and
         watchful.” It was nothing but the plain truth. Leia liked Kelvan, and even liked prickly
         Terae, but she had no real idea how they felt about her, and she had no idea what
         they would do in this situation. She was certain they wouldn’t hand her or the others
         over to the Empire, but there were a lot of other possibilities for betrayal. And
         it was clear that their loyalty to Metara far outweighed any love they might still
         have for the princess of their lost home world.
      

      
      Metara had been a fanatic, but she had also had a good amount of self-control, and
         would have put the welfare of her crew above anything. Kelvan and Terae and the others
         had been under her tight reins for two years; it was possible they really had no idea
         yet what they wanted to do.
      

      
      Sian stared at her a moment. “See, this is the part where you yell at me and prove
         with, I don’t know, brilliant logic or secret information, how of course we can trust them and I go away embarrassed but reassured.”
      

      
      Leia smiled wryly at her. “I wish.”

      
      Once the two ships were connected, Leia said good-bye to Davit and the other merchants.
         He told her, “I cannot thank you for rescuing us, for there is no thanks that would
         be adequate.”
      

      
      “It was partly my responsibility that you were in that situation to begin with,” she
         told him, “and it was just lucky we found ourselves in a position to help you.” Leia
         wouldn’t forget the ship’s murdered captain and copilot, and the others on board who
         had been killed or injured.
      

      
      “Your responsibility because the pirates came from Alderaan? I could argue that with
         you, but I doubt I would convince you.” He shook his head. “I am only sorry our conference
         will not continue. The consortium will be too fearful now. But …” He shrugged a little.
         “There are a few wealthy beings who will not be slaves because of your intervention,
         and I may be able to arrange something with them privately. The death of that monster
         Viest was surely worth several cargo loads of supplies.”
      

      
      “That would be very welcome,” Leia told him. Especially at this point when all she
         wanted to do was get out of this situation with all the surviving personnel she had
         brought into it. “You know how to contact Han.”
      

      
      “I do,” he told her. “Good luck.”

      
      The pressure tunnel had been successfully attached and both hatches were open, and
         Leia could hear Luke up in the Falcon, talking to Chewie over the ship’s comm. “Yes, I’m keeping an eye on the seal. Chewie,
         I know how to do it, okay?” There was insistent muttering in Wookiee in reply, and
         C-3PO’s worried, “Be careful, Master Luke!”
      

      
      Kifar, Sian, and Terae had already started up the tunnel to the Falcon when Leia and Han found Andevid sitting on a folded-down jumpseat in the ship’s common
         area. Leia handed him a small but heavy box. He eyed her only a little suspiciously.
         “What’s this?”
      

      
      Leia told him, “I can’t go to the station as I planned, so I don’t have access to
         my own funds. But we found this hidden in the captain’s cabin. I think it will fulfill
         the terms of our arrangement.”
      

      
      He opened the box, eyed the credcoins of various planets crammed into it, and then closed it again. “That’ll do,” he said. He hesitated. “You sure
         you don’t want to hire me permanently?”
      

      
      Leia lifted a brow. “Do you want to join the Rebel Alliance?”

      
      Andevid recoiled in horror. “No!”

      
      Han sighed. “Yeah, that’s what I said. It didn’t help. Run while you can.”

      
      Leia spared a moment to toss him a look, then told Andevid, “That’s what I thought
         you’d say. Good luck, Andevid.”
      

      
      He peered after them. “Good luck, crazy human lady. It was fun destroying stuff with
         you.”
      

      
      As they headed toward the access ladder for the hatch, Leia asked Han, “Is that why
         you stick around? The thrill of destroying stuff with me?”
      

      
      His sideways glance at her was hard to read. “One of the reasons.”

      
      Han had never heard of Rethel Point, but wasn’t surprised by its existence. Smugglers
         were generally good at finding bolt-holes, and the locations tended to get passed
         around to the local operators.
      

      
      It was only a short hyperspace jump from their current location, and an even shorter
         jump from Arnot Station, which made it ideal. On the way there, Terae explained that
         Rethel Point was a field emanating from a planet in a system that had only a numerical
         designation, no name. The rumor was that the Rethel had been the sentient race who
         had lived there at one time. But the ruins were so old, with so little evidence left
         behind by the builders, that the idea that their name had somehow survived, passed
         down among the pirates and smugglers who used their dead city, was hard to believe.
      

      
      No one had ever investigated why, but at some point in the unremembered past, a smuggler’s
         ship on the run from the authorities had discovered that something in the ruins generated
         a field that blocked sensors. Any kind of sensors, even the specialized military-grade
         system suites. The field spread across most of the planet, growing slightly weaker
         the farther it stretched from the ruins, finally ending just before reaching the orbital
         paths of the two small moons.
      

      
      “You can send comm signals in and out,” Terae said, “but sensors—any kind of sensors—don’t
         show power signatures, life signs, or metallic substances. No one’s ever figured out what does it, but there’s been speculation it
         might be some sort of mineral. If you fly over the ruins, you can see places where
         there were old excavations, as if someone was digging to try to find jamming equipment,
         but the field’s still there and no one knows why. It must be nearly impossible to
         search for whatever it is, since any kind of deep terrain sensors won’t work there.
      

      
      “But it’s been used as a hiding place and a cargo transfer spot by smugglers and pirates
         for years. It has a breathable atmosphere, which just makes it all the more useful.
         We heard about it from Viest’s people, when we first came to this sector.”
      

      
      “It sounds like a trap,” Han said. That was the problem with bolt-holes that weren’t
         kept private, and smugglers who arranged too many meetings in them and talked too
         much.
      

      
      Terae frowned at him. It was the glare she usually reserved for him, but with an element
         of genuine curiosity added. “What do you mean?”
      

      
      Han decided part of his problem with Terae was that she made him feel world-weary
         and old. “If pirates know smugglers use it for drops and meetings, then all they have
         to do is hang around and wait.”
      

      
      Terae clearly didn’t like that, but reluctantly admitted, “I suppose that could happen.”

      
      Han snorted derisively.

      
      Once they arrived, the Aegis went through the sensor disruption field to demonstrate. Han and the others on the
         Falcon watched it disappear from the sensors like a ghost fading into the afterlife. The
         planet itself showed up on the imaging screen, but any attempt to bring up closer
         images of the terrain or look for energy trails just made the pictures dissolve into
         static, as if the planet were moving out of range.
      

      
      “See?” Terae said, bringing up a more detailed sensor view so they could watch the
         planet turn fuzzy. “And we can’t pick up the Aegis at all.”
      

      
      “Wow,” Sian commented softly, “this place lives up to its reputation.”

      
      Luke nodded. “Too bad no one can figure out how it works, or how to move it. We could
         sure use something like that.”
      

      
      Leia’s mouth twisted in wry appreciation of the irony. “It would make a great site
         for a base, except for the fact that every pirate in the sector knows about it.”
      

      
      Han could see how useful it could be, but the apparent emptiness between the planet’s
         surface and the two visible moons just gave him the creeps. The sensor blackout might
         mask anything, from orbital debris to an Imperial cruiser. “Yeah, I just hope nobody
         else got here first.”
      

      
      Chewbacca grumbled a comment about Han being a pessimist that Han stopped listening
         to halfway through.
      

      
      Leia leaned over the comm to call the Aegis. “Captain Kelvan, you’re right, I think this will work.”
      

      
      The idea was to draw Degoren’s ship, or whichever ship showed up, into the sensor
         disruption field so the Aegis could approach it for boarding without warning. This would hopefully prevent Degoren
         from using General Willard or any other Gamble crew members he might have aboard as hostages.
      

      
      They decided to use the Falcon to carry a distress beacon down to the planet to lure Degoren’s ship into position,
         while the Aegis waited in the shadow of the first small moon. That close to the field, the Aegis’s sensor capability would be somewhat erratic, but they would still be able to detect
         Degoren’s ship entering the system. Han just hoped it didn’t detect them.
      

      
      Once Degoren’s ship tried to contact the source of the distress signal, the Falcon could use its comm to help track the ship’s position inside the field and tell the
         Aegis where to strike.
      

      
      Han had intended to take the Falcon down to the planet himself, until Leia came into the cockpit to ask him to match
         locks with the Aegis so she, Sian, and Terae could go aboard.
      

      
      “Why?” Han asked her, though he had a bad feeling he knew exactly why.

      
      “We’re going with the boarding party,” Leia said as if it were obvious. “I need to
         be there to identify any prisoners from the Gamble, make certain that there isn’t another attempt by Degoren to masquerade as Alliance
         personnel. Sian is going along as backup in case something happens to me.”
      

      
      “You’ve been shot at enough on this trip. Why don’t you take a break?”

      
      Leia’s expression suggested that this was just nonsensical and she didn’t have time
         for it. She put on her pretending-to-be-patient-with-you face and said, “This isn’t
         the Aegis’s fight. They’re doing this as a favor to me, to honor Metara’s memory. I have to
         be there.”
      

      
      Han was angry, and he wasn’t even sure why. He wanted to accuse Leia of acting like
         a martyr; he wanted to accuse the Aegis’s crew of expecting her to somehow fix their problems when she had enough of her
         own to deal with. “You think you have to be there, but you don’t.”
      

      
      It wasn’t exactly a persuasive speech, and Leia was clearly unimpressed. “I think
         I have to be there because I do.”
      

      
      “Fine,” he said, “Chewie and I will come with you. You can get us killed, too. When
         we’re all in a bloody pile, that’ll teach the High Command a lesson.”
      

      
      Leia smiled, unperturbed. “I’m sure it will. And you’ll have the satisfaction of being
         right, which I know is very important to you.”
      

      
      Chewbacca, who was apparently amusing himself by siding against Han and with Leia
         in every argument lately, made a growl of approval. Han wanted to argue, but everything
         that came to mind sounded lame and inadequate. He blamed his head wound. He said,
         “Hey, as long as you admit I’m right.”
      

      
      Leia made a decidedly un-Princess-like noise of derision. Then Han went to the ship’s
         lounge to tell Luke the new plan, and that someone needed to fly the Falcon down to the planet, and Han had nominated him. Unfortunately, Itran was there, too.
      

      
      As Han finished explaining, Itran said, “I’ll take it down. I’ve flown plenty of small
         freighters.”
      

      
      Han stared at him. Sometimes he wondered if Itran was really serious, or if he just
         had a sense of irony so deadpan it was indiscernible by normal humans. “Hah, no.”
         Han turned to Luke. “Kid?”
      

      
      Luke looked resigned. He had clearly intended to be in the boarding party, too, but
         knew there was no other option, at least as far as Han was concerned. “I’ll do it.”
      

      
      “I’ll go with you,” Itran said.

      
      Han tightened his jaw but didn’t object. At least it would keep Itran out of the boarding
         party so he wouldn’t accidentally shoot anybody or surrender.
      

      
      “Glad to have you,” Luke said. He sounded sincere. Han supposed that was because Luke
         barely knew Itran.
      

      
      Luke waited until Itran had headed off before he clapped Han on the shoulder and said,
         “It’ll be okay. He can’t get into any trouble this way.”
      

      
      “He better not,” Han said, making it a threat. Luke just grinned.

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER FIFTEEN

      
      AS LUKE TOOK THE FALCON down, he watched the sensors slowly drop out, as if they were flying through a void,
         as if everything but the planet beneath them had slowly vanished. He found himself
         looking from the solid gray-brown landmass below to the blankness on the screens.
         After the earlier demonstration, he had expected the effect, but seeing it in action
         was somehow far creepier than he had thought it would be. “Weird, huh?” he commented
         to Kifar.
      

      
      “Yeah,” Kifar muttered back, most of his attention on the comm. “The terrain-following
         sensors are useless, too.”
      

      
      Leia had sent a garbled distress call to the Gamble on Arnot Station, then she, Han, Chewie, Sian, R2-D2, and Terae had all transferred
         to the Aegis, which had taken up its position near the closer moon. Luke was worried about them
         and would much rather have been there to worry in person. He suspected an indeterminate
         time’s worth of desultory conversation with Kifar Itran in the Falcon’s cockpit wouldn’t distract him much.
      

      
      As the ship dropped down through the atmosphere, they had a good view through the
         port. The ruins sat in the center of a gray, sandy plain, ringed by odd rock formations
         in twisted spirals. The wind that had formed them pushed and tugged at the Falcon, and Luke had to make careful corrections with the maneuvering jets. They crossed
         over a dry riverbed, lined by scrubby red vegetation, and then over the tumbled stone
         of the city. Outlines of curving streets wove circles through the shattered towers
         and plazas strewn with broken rock and choked with weeds. The environmental sensors,
         once they were in actual contact with the atmosphere, worked well enough to confirm
         Terae’s statement that the air was breathable.
      

      
      He spotted the place Terae had described, an enormous amphitheater with a curving,
         half-shell roof, still mostly intact, though cracks crawled across the surface. Luke
         banked around and brought the ship down toward the plaza in front of the theater’s
         pillar-framed entrance. He had to pass between two tall columns to make it, and Kifar
         asked, “You sure you can get this bucket through there?”
      

      
      The Falcon was light and responsive in a whole different way from an X-wing, but Luke was sure
         he could pull off the maneuver. He was also glad Han and Chewie weren’t here to hear
         the slight. He just said, “No problem.”
      

      
      He brought the ship down onto the plaza, setting off a swirling dust storm. “I’ll
         get the distress beacon ready,” Kifar said, and headed out of the cockpit.
      

      
      Since they would be taking off again in a short time, Luke set the boards on standby.
         The Falcon could go from cold start to ready to lift off within three minutes, but he wanted
         to be out of here a little faster than that. He tried to hail the Aegis on the comm to report that they were on the ground, and got a burst of static. He
         had to up the gain to punch through and get voice contact with the ship, though the
         confirmation came back clear enough. That’s weird. There hadn’t been any problem with the comms between the Aegis in the field and the Falcon outside it, and no problem calling in from the upper atmosphere. Luke filed it away
         as more Rethel Point strangeness. The distress beacon had a strong signal and should
         get through with no problem, so it shouldn’t affect the plan. He climbed out of the
         pilot’s seat and saw C-3PO peering in at him through the cockpit door. “Hey, you take
         care of the ship. I shouldn’t be gone long.”
      

      
      C-3PO said, “Do be careful, Master Luke.”

      
      When Luke got to the hatch, Kifar was already waiting there, holding the distress beacon’s canister. Taking in the fact that Luke had put on his weapons
         belt with his blaster and lightsaber, he said, a little self-consciously, “You coming
         along?”
      

      
      “Yeah, we don’t want to borrow trouble,” Luke said, when what he actually meant was
         “no reason to be stupid.” You didn’t walk around on a strange, supposedly uninhabited
         planet alone, unless you didn’t have a choice.
      

      
      Kifar watched him a moment, eyes narrowed, then nodded and hit the control to cycle
         and release the hatch.
      

      
      Luke didn’t know Kifar well, having encountered him only a few times in the Independence’s ready rooms after Kifar had transferred there from the transport group. His impression
         from this, and from comments made by some of the other pilots and techs, was that
         Kifar had a big ego for a transport tender whose job was to avoid ship-to-ship conflict
         rather than fly right into turbolaser barrages. Luke guessed that, after Kifar had
         broken down and spilled Leia’s identity to the pirate master, he probably felt he
         had something to prove. Well, he does have something to prove.
      

      
      The hatch slid open and the air that wafted in was cool, bone-dry, and thin, as if
         they were on top of a mountain brushing the upper atmosphere instead of close to the
         equivalent of sea level.
      

      
      Kifar started down the ramp. “Where do you want to put this thing? How about in that
         theater?”
      

      
      Luke had figured they would just bury it in the sand somewhere. “The Aegis is supposed to hit them before they land.”
      

      
      Kifar didn’t stop walking. “Sure, but if something goes wrong and they don’t, the
         Imperials’ll waste time looking for it.”
      

      
      “Yeah, good idea.” Distracted, Luke hit the key combination that set the code lock
         on the Falcon’s hatch. The area looked and felt empty, but considering it was a hideout and drop
         spot for smugglers and pirates, he had no intention of being incautious. And he knew
         what Han would do if something happened to the Falcon because Luke didn’t take obvious precautions.
      

      
      Luke followed Kifar across the plaza, their boots crunching in the crystalline sand,
         the fitful breeze tugging at their clothes and hair. Luke kept one hand on his blaster
         and a wary eye on the empty windows of the ruined towers. He felt a nervous prickle at the back of his neck, as if something
         watched them.
      

      
      The pillars supporting the theater’s half shell were carved into spirals, the ridges
         barely still visible after the years of wind and sand. The back half of the big space
         was taken up with rows of carved stone benches stretching up toward the far wall,
         piled with sand drifts. The benches were oddly shaped, rounded in places, with carved
         holes in others, clearly meant to accommodate an anatomy that wasn’t bipedal. If there
         had been a stage or anything else between the pillars, it was long gone.
      

      
      As they walked into the shadow of the heavy curved stone roof, the uneasy prickle
         got worse. Luke realized suddenly that he had drawn his blaster. He holstered it again,
         glad Kifar was a few steps ahead and hadn’t noticed. There was no reason to be jumpy.
         The place was hollow and empty, and felt like it. He didn’t know what was wrong with
         him, that he could be simultaneously convinced that there was no life here, not even
         insects, and still feel a sense of dread, like something was stalking him. Maybe it
         was coming from the Imperial ship they planned to decoy. Maybe it’s already entered the system. No, there hadn’t been time.
      

      
      It was one of those many times his erratic connection to the Force was more problematic
         than helpful.
      

      
      Kifar headed for the end of the tier of seats and an archway that led into a dark
         passage. “This looks good.”
      

      
      Luke caught up with him and flashed his handlight into the opening to make sure it
         was empty of anything except sand drifts. Kifar set the beacon down and Luke drew
         breath to suggest they take it farther into the passage, but Kifar pushed the pad
         to activate it. Luke released his breath in annoyance. There was no point in bringing
         the thing in here if they left it where it could be easily found. Now they had to
         head back to the ship and bug out for the far side of the planet, with no time to
         find a better hiding spot. He wished he could have done this with Han or Chewie or
         Sian or anyone else, but he knew why Han didn’t want Kifar in the boarding party.
         “Let’s bury it,” he said. “That might buy us some more time.” He leaned down to scoop
         sand over it.
      

      
      As soon as he took his hand off his blaster, the unease sharpened into a spike of alarm, and he actually turned toward Kifar in time to see the blaster pointed
         at him.
      

      
      The blast knocked him backward and he had a moment’s awareness of cold sand, then
         nothing.
      

      
      Tension made Leia want to pace, but there was no room. The Aegis had detected a contact entering the star system just a short time earlier, and the
         boarding party had assembled in the hatch corridor. Leia, Han, Chewbacca, Sian, and
         R2-D2 were joined by a number of well-armed Aegis crew.
      

      
      Kelvan had been keeping them apprised over the all-ship comm, and now he said, “We
         have a sensor image. It’s a converted freighter, half again our size, ID is Darsumae. Four guns. Could have as many as thirty to forty crew.”
      

      
      Han grimaced. He said to Chewbacca, “Unless they’ve packed it with stormtroopers.”
         Chewbacca combed fingers through his beard, an elaborate gesture of unconcern. Leia
         was plenty concerned; the Aegis crew seemed edgy but eager.
      

      
      Then from the bridge, another voice reported, “Target has just launched a shuttle.”

      
      “Oh, no,” Leia whispered, almost in chorus with Terae.

      
      “The shuttle is heading into the sensor disruption zone,” the bridge continued. They
         heard Kelvan tell the comm officer to warn the Falcon.
      

      
      “Should we abort the mission?” Fera asked, looking from Leia to Terae.

      
      Across the corridor, Han leaned forward to listen.

      
      “No,” Terae said. She flicked a glance at Leia and hesitated. “Are you—do you think
         we should?”
      

      
      “Not if I can help it,” Leia said. She lifted her comlink. “Kelvan, can we still initiate
         the boarding operation?” He was the captain: she had no authority over him, and she
         was desperately afraid he would change his mind. A converted freighter this large
         was sure to have space for prisoners, and it just increased her conviction that the
         crew of the Gamble was being held aboard.
      

      
      There was a moment of hesitation; then Kelvan replied, “Agreed. We’re going in.” Addressing the pilot, he said, “Make their position, then take us
         into the sensor disruption field. We’ll come at them from inside it. They’ll have
         us on sensors as we come out, but we can still take them by surprise.”
      

      
      Leia hoped so. But it was a good plan, if not as good as their former one. Degoren
         was expecting a damaged ship grounded on the planet, not a well-armed pirate.
      

      
      The deck thrummed as the engines engaged. Leia felt the gravity shift minutely under
         her feet as the compensators strained to keep up. Then she heard Kelvan give the order
         for weapons control to fire at will.
      

      
      Listening to what she could hear of the battle from the bridge comm, Leia watched
         Han shift uneasily and knew he wanted to be up on the bridge or in a gun turret or
         anywhere but here; so did she. Return fire rocked the ship, then from the bridge she
         heard Kelvan order the tractor beam to engage.
      

      
      Listening intently to the comm traffic from the bridge, Terae said, “It’s good. We
         took them by surprise.”
      

      
      The whole ship vibrated, then there was banging and a clank that reverberated through
         the hull. Kelvan’s voice came over the all-ship comm, “We’re locked on! Go! Now!”
      

      
      Terae hit the release, and as the hatch lifted Leia glimpsed the other ship’s lock.
         Fera stepped in, slapped a small explosive against the controls for the opposite hatch,
         and stepped back. Terae closed their lock and nodded to her. Fera triggered the device.
      

      
      The thump was barely audible through all the layers of metal. When Terae raised their
         hatch again, there was a smoking ruin in place of the other ship’s control pad. Fera
         hit the manual release, and the lock cycled open. Terae tossed in a stun grenade,
         and the crew members nearest the lock ducked back.
      

      
      This thump was much less muffled. Leia drew her blaster as the crew charged in. Leia
         followed Han and Chewbacca through the lock and heard the first spate of blasterfire.
      

      
      The lock opened into a corridor that ran lengthwise down the side of the ship, and
         the Aegis crew hurried to take guard positions up and down it. Four human men lay collapsed
         on the deck. From the blasters they carried, they must have been dispatched to guard
         the lock.
      

      
      With quick gestures, Terae sent five of her crew toward the stern and the engine compartment
         and signaled three to stay here and guard the lock itself. Leia sent Sian after the
         engineering group and R2-D2 rolled after her. The droid would help them get through
         any code-locked hatches.
      

      
      Then she used her boot to roll one of the stunned men over onto his back. She didn’t
         recognize him, and all were dressed as spacers, no uniforms. For an instant her stomach
         tightened in dread. What if we’re wrong? If this was some terrible mistake and this ship had somehow intercepted their distress
         transmission and innocently responded … Then she crouched and pulled the man’s comlink
         off his belt. It was standard Imperial issue. Han, leaning to look over her shoulder,
         muttered, “Good to know.”
      

      
      Terae had stopped, watching Leia. Leia lifted the comlink and showed her the Imperial
         seal stamped on it. Terae nodded sharply and motioned the rest of the crew forward
         toward the bridge. Han followed, Chewbacca with him, his big feet silent on the metal
         deck plates. Leia stood and went after them.
      

      
      They passed open blast doors to empty crew and system compartments, and Terae sent
         two crew members off to temporarily disable the connections to the comm array. As
         they reached a cross corridor that curved toward the bridge area, blasterfire erupted
         suddenly. It slagged the opposite wall of the corridor and dropped one of the Aegis crew. Terae, Fera, and the two remaining crew crouched to return fire.
      

      
      Han gestured to Chewbacca, an instruction that involved a lot of furious pointing,
         but Chewie evidently understood it. The Wookiee ducked back down the corridor and
         headed into the nearest cross passage. Then Leia’s breath caught as Han ducked, rolled,
         and made it across the corridor to the far wall. Still in a crouch, he put his back
         against the wall and fired around the corner. Leia used the covering fire to crawl
         forward, and stretched to grab the injured crew member’s jacket. It was Allian, she
         realized as she dragged him out of the firing zone. His shoulder and arm were badly
         burned, but he was still alive, sweat beading on his brown skin, eyes wide with shock.
         The air turned to ozone and smoke and she could hear shouts and blasterfire over her
         comlink now as the second group fought for control of engineering.
      

      
      Fera whispered, “Solo!” and held up a small metal ball. Another stun grenade. Han nodded, set his blaster aside, and made a throw-it gesture. Fera tossed
         it to him. Terae lunged dangerously close to the kill zone to cover him, but ducked
         back as more blasterfire splashed off the bulkhead just above her head. Then the barrage
         cut off abruptly with the distinctive sound of bowcaster fire and a triumphant Wookiee
         howl.
      

      
      Han armed the grenade, leaned around the corner, and tossed it down the corridor.

      
      Leia scrambled back with the others. The grenade went off and the thump shook the
         deck plates.
      

      
      Terae yelled, “Come on!” and surged into the corridor with the others behind her.
         Leia shoved to her feet and followed Han. Three groaning Imperials slumped in a heap
         near the blast door to the bridge. A curved blast shield lay nearby, the transparent
         surface still glowing from the blaster bolts it had deflected. Chewbacca stepped out
         of the doorway on the far end of the corridor and started toward them.
      

      
      Terae motioned Fera forward to deal with the sealed blast door controls and stood
         with Han in the center of the corridor. She listened to her comlink a moment, then
         reported, “They had to cut through the blast door into the last engine bay, but the
         astromech droid was able to shut off any control access from the bridge and they’re
         almost—”
      

      
      Leia spotted movement down the corridor, where an open blast door gave way to another
         passage. She snapped, “Down!”
      

      
      She fired just as the Imperial stepped out and lifted his blast rifle. Chewbacca,
         Fera, and the other two crew members dropped to the deck. Terae tried to turn and
         fire, but Han tackled her down and out of the way. The rifle’s energy bolt came so
         close that the light of it whited out Leia’s vision, but she squeezed off two more
         shots. She blinked away the dazzle in time to see the Imperial fall, the blast rifle
         clattering to the deck beside him.
      

      
      Terae shoved upright, and snapped, “Merith, get down there and clear that junction!”

      
      As the crew member hurried to comply, Terae said, a trace of shakiness in her voice,
         “Thank you, Your Highness.”
      

      
      “You’re welcome,” Leia said, and was glad her voice came out in the normal range.

      
      Han rolled to his feet, frowning suspiciously at her. “You okay?”

      
      “I’m fine,” Leia told him. Her left cheek felt hot. As Han stepped over to take up a position beside the blast door to the bridge, she moved a short way back
         down the corridor to stand beside Chewbacca. She put a hand on the braids wrapping
         the left side of her head. They felt just on the edge of crackly, singed by the blast.
         Chewie sniffed, obviously detecting the burned-hair odor, then looked down at her
         and growled in concern.
      

      
      “No, it’s fine,” Leia told him. Putting aside the image of herself lying in the corridor
         with her head blasted off, she lifted her blaster as Fera jimmied the door controls
         into the bridge.
      

      
      The door slid open and Terae shouted, “You’re pinned down, we have your ship—now surrender,
         or we’ll use a concussion grenade! We don’t need you alive.”
      

      
      When there was no answer, Terae said loudly, “Toss it in!”

      
      Someone inside called out, “Don’t! We surrender!” Han and the two other crew members
         slammed through the door.
      

      
      Leia stepped in to see three Imperials dragged out of their station chairs, disarmed,
         and forced to lie down on the floor. As the Aegis crew covered them, Han dropped into the pilot’s station and started bringing up schematics
         of the ship. Leia heard a triumphant yell over the comlink, and a moment later an
         Aegis crew member’s voice, “Captain Kelvan, Lieutenant Terae, we’ve secured engineering!”
      

      
      Leia stepped around the prisoners to look over Han’s shoulder. “We need to account
         for every member of the crew.” And find out what they did with General Willard and the others from the Gamble. Her worst fear was that the Imperials had killed them back on Arnot Station.
         Her grip on the shoulder of the station chair tightened. She didn’t want to start
         the interrogation until they had more information. Terae was slowly circling the prisoners,
         looking thoughtful and dangerous.
      

      
      Han brought up a roster on the console’s display and sent it to the Aegis comlink frequency so all the crew would receive it. “Yeah, they’ve got way more crew
         than a freighter like this needs. Imperial communication codes, too.”
      

      
      “Several of them must have gone off on the shuttle,” Leia said. From Terae’s comlink,
         she could hear reports coming in of sporadic fighting in the corridors and more surrenders.
      

      
      Han continued, “And the cargo space has been converted to weapons and a tractor … Huh,
         this ship has a brig.”
      

      
      Leia could see that the security controls were active in that section, the red outlines
         showing sealed doors. “I’ll check it out.”
      

      
      Chewbacca turned to follow her and Terae said, “Fera, go with them.”

      
      They made it down to the lower deck without much incident, Chewbacca flushing one
         lone Imperial out of a compartment so Leia could stun him. They reached the brig area,
         a secured junction with a containment field over the doorway and four sealed blast
         doors leading off it. Fera tried the control panel and grimaced. “It’s code-locked.
         Should I burn it?”
      

      
      Leia’s heart pounded in hope. She lifted her comlink. “Han, can you open the security
         field to the brig section from there?”
      

      
      The field fizzled and the hum died away. Leia stepped through to the first door, tapped
         the comm pad, and said, “Is anyone in there?”
      

      
      An incredulous voice answered, “What—Princess Leia?”

      
      Chewbacca stepped up beside her, lowing worriedly. Leia hit the release, and the door
         slid upward. She found herself staring at a small, crowded compartment filled with
         ragged Gamble crew members, their faces drawn with exhaustion, alight with startled hope.
      

      
      “It’s good to see you all again,” Leia said. “Is General Willard with you?”

      
      A woman struggled to her feet. “He’s here somewhere; we know they brought everyone.”

      
      Leia heard Fera reporting to Terae, saying, “We have an unknown number of survivors
         and may need medical assistance.” She sounded as if she had reverted to her Alderaanian
         gunship crew training.
      

      
      Leia stepped past her to hit the release on the next blast door, and Chewbacca turned
         to do the two against the far wall. As the third door went up, Leia heard Jerell call
         out, “Princess Leia!”
      

      
      Inside the little cell, General Willard was sitting up, leaning back against the wall,
         battered but alive. She stepped into the cell and crouched beside him, taking his
         hand. “Are you all right?”
      

      
      “I’m better now,” he told her, smiling. He looked up at Chewbacca, who leaned in the
         doorway. “I knew you’d find her.”
      

      
      Chewbacca grumbled a triumphant acknowledgment. Leia asked “What happened?”

      
      The general grimaced. “They had the right codes, and we let them on board. They killed
         the two crewmen on guard duty and took me hostage. It was not our finest moment. But Ilen managed to purge the comps just before they
         broke into auxiliary control, so they weren’t able to use any secure data in our systems.”
      

      
      Jerell shifted uncomfortably, his expression caught between guilt and humiliation.
         “It was my fault. I checked their codes and let them in. I thought they were from
         a transport crew, sent to evacuate us.”
      

      
      “We can go over it once we get back to the fleet,” Leia said, though the two additional
         casualties on the Gamble made her stomach twist. “For now, let’s get you out of here—”
      

      
      Her comlink beeped urgently, and Han’s voice said, “Princess, we got a problem. I
         tried to hail the Falcon and I’m not getting any response.”
      

      
      Luke became gradually aware that he was sitting up, slumped over in an acceleration
         seat, with sand all down the back of his shirt. His body felt heavy and numb, and
         his head ached, a tight pain right between his eyes. I was stunned, he thought, trying to remember how and why. Then things swam into focus and the
         numbness receded enough for him to realize he had binders locked around his wrists.
         He thought, Luke, you idiot.
      

      
      He opened his eyes to see Kifar Itran seated across from him. They were on a ship,
         probably a small shuttle. Narrow ports farther forward showed the darkness of space,
         and Luke could just glimpse a cockpit through the open hatch. There was another human
         seated against the far wall, and eight more in jumpseats closer to the cockpit. They
         were all dressed in ordinary dark spacer clothes and there was nothing about them
         that said they were Imperial, except that their hair was cropped tightly and there
         was just something about them that was at odds with the spacer look.
      

      
      Seated nearest Luke was a green Duros, casually holding a drawn blaster. A Duros whom
         Luke recognized. He groaned under his breath. It was the Duros who had tried to jump
         them at Arnot Station. He had been an Imperial agent, not a pirate.
      

      
      “Your droid is stubborn,” Kifar said. “It wouldn’t let me back into the ship. Said
         you’d ordered it not to open the hatch to anyone but you.”
      

      
      Good work, C-3PO, Luke thought. At least the Imperials hadn’t gotten the Falcon. “So you’re an Imperial agent,” he said. “The Princess thought you were just a coward
         who betrayed the mission the first time things got rough.” Leia hadn’t said anything
         of the kind, but there wasn’t much Luke could do at the moment except provoke Kifar.
      

      
      Kifar’s expression tightened. “I did my job, and your Princess didn’t suspect a thing.
         I didn’t break; I made a deal with Viest. I told her she had a rebel Senator she could
         sell to the Empire, and in return she let me use her comm to call my commander and
         tell him the Gamble was on Arnot Station.” He smiled. “Worked out pretty well, didn’t it?”
      

      
      “So far,” Luke admitted. He could see that the big-ego part of Kifar’s persona wasn’t
         an act put on for the Alliance personnel’s benefit. Kifar probably thought of himself
         as a hotshot agent, and here the Alliance had just shunted him off to transport duty
         all this time. “So you’re the one who told the Imperials where the Gamble would come out of hyperspace to receive the transmission.”
      

      
      Kifar’s expression wasn’t quite a smirk, but it was definitely in the vicinity. “I
         just had time for a quick call to my commander, but it did the job.”
      

      
      That was good to know. At least the Alliance could trust their communication chain
         again. If Luke could ever get this information to anybody. “So what’s the plan now?”
      

      
      Kifar’s face went hard, and he threw a tight glance at the Duros. The Duros laughed,
         a short, bitter exhalation, and said, “That’s a good question.”
      

      
      Kifar sneered. “Shut it, Trehar. If you hadn’t lost him and the Wookiee on the station—”

      
      Trehar cut him off. “If I hadn’t lost them, Degoren wouldn’t have had to rely on you,
         and we wouldn’t be in this mess.”
      

      
      Baffled, Luke looked from Trehar to Kifar. Then he got it. Han was right, Kifar is a screwup. “You never had a chance to warn them about the plan to take their ship with the
         Aegis, did you? Not till you stunned me. And then you couldn’t use the Falcon’s comm, and my comlink didn’t have the range to reach the ship, so you had to wait
         for the shuttle to land.”
      

      
      “I didn’t have a chance,” Kifar said. “If I’d taken control of the smugglers’ ship
         on the way down to the planet, they would have known something was wrong when the distress beacon didn’t go off, and they would have made
         a run for it.”
      

      
      It was Luke’s turn to snort derisively. He knew Leia and Han and the others wouldn’t
         have run, and if Kifar actually thought that it was likely, he was a lousy judge of
         character. He’s a lousy judge of a lot of things. But if the distress beacon hadn’t started broadcasting as planned, Leia would have
         gotten suspicious and might have sent one of the Aegis’s shuttles after them.
      

      
      But his gratification in Kifar’s lack of judgment faded as Trehar said, “You’re lucky
         our backup is almost here.”
      

      
      “Backup?” Luke said.

      
      Leia headed back to the bridge at a run, Chewbacca jogging behind her. “It might be
         the planet’s damping field,” she told him, “interfering with voice transmission.”
      

      
      Chewbacca’s skeptical-sounding snort implied that this was highly unlikely.

      
      Leia had to admit that she really didn’t think so, either.

      
      They reached the bridge, and she saw immediately from Han’s expression that it was
         worse. Terae stood at his shoulder, and stepped away to tell Leia, “The shuttle is
         on its way back and we’ve received a hail from that Commander Degoren.”
      

      
      Leia’s heart sank. It didn’t work—they’re back too soon. Degoren would have been able to get a sensor image of his ship as soon as he cleared
         the planet’s field, and seen the Aegis locked on. He should have been running, and he wasn’t. “Did he say anything about
         the Falcon?”
      

      
      Terae shook her head. “Not yet. Solo’s stalling him, trying to get him to talk, but
         it’s not working. I’ve got Captain Kelvan patched in on the frequency, but no one’s
         spoken to Degoren except Solo.”
      

      
      “Good.” Leia went to Han’s side. He had the headset on and was saying, “We were just
         cruising through the system and stumbled on it. If you didn’t want somebody to take
         it, you shouldn’t have left it lying around.”
      

      
      Leia picked up the other headset and held it to her ear. Chewbacca stepped up behind
         her, looming and breathing heavily, and leaned down to listen in. She recognized Degoren’s voice immediately. He said, “Let me speak
         to your commander. You’ve made a tactical error, but we can still negotiate.” His
         voice was smooth, and he sounded far too calm.
      

      
      Leia muted the comm and asked Han, “Did he admit to being an Imperial agent?”

      
      “No, he’s playing for time,” Han said, and she could tell his frustration was hiding
         deep worry. “I think he’s got help on the way.”
      

      
      Chewbacca lowed anxiously and Terae turned to the sensor suite, expanding the field
         of view. Leia said, “Then we need to move fast.” And she needed to find out if Degoren
         had discovered the Falcon.
      

      
      She took the mute off and made her voice hard. “We’ve taken your ship, Commander Degoren.
         Surrender your shuttle immediately, or we’ll blow you to pieces.”
      

      
      There was a slight pause. “You won’t do that, Organa.”

      
      He’s not surprised about this, Leia thought. He’s angry but not surprised. That was a very bad sign. “I will, actually.” She spoke to Terae, carefully not
         muting the comm frequency. “Are the concussion missiles ready to fire?”
      

      
      “Yes, Your Highness.” Terae gestured sharply and one of the crew members dropped into
         the weapons station chair, hesitated for a moment over the unfamiliar board, then
         started the charge sequence.
      

      
      “We have two of your people aboard,” Degoren said. “Kifar Itran and Luke Skywalker.
         But I’m perfectly willing to trade them for my ship. You can even take the other rebel
         prisoners on board; I won’t protest.”
      

      
      Leia grimaced, Chewbacca made a faint noise of dismay, and Han swore under his breath.
         She thought, Yes, that’s what I was afraid of. And Degoren was definitely stalling them. A prisoner transfer would take time, and
         that was what Degoren wanted. She made her voice hesitant. “Give us a moment to discuss
         it.”
      

      
      “Make it quick, I’m impatient,” Degoren said.

      
      Leia hit the mute on the comm. “He must have another ship en route. We can take that
         shuttle, but we need to move fast. Terae, we need the Aegis.”
      

      
      Terae hit the all-ship comm, speaking to all the crew still aboard. “We need to transfer
         command of this ship to the Alliance personnel. Get the rest of the Imperials to the brig and then get back to the Aegis. Transfer our casualties first. Move!”
      

      
      Han leaned over to the comm to add, “Ilen, Barani, if you’re still alive, get up here!
         Every Gamble crew member who can operate a station, find a station and operate it!”
      

      
      Leia held up a hand for quiet and opened the frequency again. She said, “Very well,
         Degoren. I’ll release your ship and crew in exchange for my people. Why don’t you
         dock with your ship and we’ll make the exchange.”
      

      
      Fera arrived, waving a comlink and making frantic motions at Leia. Leia muted the
         comm and Fera said, “I can transfer the connection here, to the Aegis’s comm system, and you can keep talking and he won’t realize you aren’t still on
         the bridge—”
      

      
      “Do it.” Leia opened the frequency again as Degoren was replying, “I don’t think I’m
         quite that foolish, Organa. You’ll have to come up with another arrangement.”
      

      
      Ilen and Barani appeared at the entrance to the bridge. Both looked bedraggled and
         exhausted. Ilen gasped, “Princess!”
      

      
      Leia motioned for him to be quiet. Han shoved out of the pilot’s station and signaled
         for them to take the stations. To Degoren, Leia said, “Perhaps we could both land
         on the planet.”
      

      
      Fera returned with the comlink and mouthed the word, “Ready.”

      
      Leia pointed urgently for her to go ahead. Any moment, Degoren was going to realize
         she was stalling, too.
      

      
      Fera worked over the comm board for a moment, then plucked the headset off Leia’s
         head, switched it off, and handed Leia the comlink. Leia heard Degoren, unconscious
         of the interruption, say, “That might be amenable. But how do I know it isn’t a trick?
         There is some sort of sensor-blocking field in effect on the surface.”
      

      
      Han was already off the bridge, and Chewbacca stood in the doorway, shaking his bowcaster
         for Leia to hurry. “Let me discuss it with my crew,” Leia said. “Perhaps we can find
         a way to reassure you.” She muted the comlink and ran, with Terae and Fera and the
         other Aegis crew members on her heels.
      

      
      She encountered General Willard and Jerell at the first junction, with engineer Sorel
         and the medic, Sarit. Han was there, explaining the situation briefly. The general nodded and said to Leia, “You’re going on the Aegis?”
      

      
      “Yes, and I want you to take this ship into hyperspace and head back to the fleet.”

      
      General Willard drew breath and Leia was certain he meant to argue with her. Conscious
         of their already small window of opportunity rapidly closing, she said, “Degoren has
         another ship en route and we have no idea what kind of firepower we’re facing. I’m
         going to retrieve Luke and Kifar and then we’ll be right behind you. You have to trust
         me to—”
      

      
      The general held up a hand to stop the rush of words. “I trust you. Now go get our
         people so you can get out of here. If I have to come back for you, you’ll never hear
         the end of it.”
      

      
      Leia hadn’t been aware that she needed to hear something like that until he said it.
         She nodded sharply. “I’ll see you on the Independence.”
      

      
      She and the others ran down the corridor. They passed other Gamble crew members, running or limping toward the bridge, to the weapons stations, or down
         toward engineering, and Aegis crew heading for the hatch connection. Everyone looked frantic and determined but
         not panicked. Leia felt she was panicking enough for everybody and wondered if all
         the others were just as good at hiding it as her. Luke. You have to get him back. If Degoren left the system with him, she would never be able to find him; he would
         be questioned, tortured. I can’t lose him.
      

      
      And it was her fault he had been captured. The more she thought about Degoren’s appearance
         on the scene, what he had seemed to anticipate and what he hadn’t, she suspected she
         had made a key and possibly devastating error in judgment.
      

      
      Terae took a report on another comlink frequency and told Leia, “The Imperial crew
         is accounted for as best we can and secured in the brig. We think they have ten crew
         members in that shuttle, plus Degoren.”
      

      
      A crewman stood at the Aegis’s hatch with a datapad, efficiently checking off the crew as they returned. Sian
         and R2-D2 waited beside him. Leia said, “You two, get to the bridge. The Gamble’s crew is going to need help up there.”
      

      
      R2 trundled off obediently, but Sian followed Leia through to the Aegis. Leia stopped her and said, “I meant you, too.”
      

      
      “I know,” Sian said, “but I’m sticking with you.” She jerked her head, indicating
         the Aegis and its failure so far to take advantage of the situation for profit. “You’ve been
         right so far.”
      

      
      Leia appreciated the vote of confidence, but she didn’t think she deserved it. “I
         think I’ve been very wrong about one thing,” she said, as she started after Terae.
      

      
      Han glanced back at her. “You think Itran talked again.”

      
      “I’m worried he did more than that.” She watched him as they hurried down the corridor.
         “You haven’t said anything about the Falcon yet.” There had been no sign of the ship on the sensors, and Leia hoped that meant
         the Imperials had left it down on the planet, undamaged.
      

      
      Chewbacca made a worried noise in his throat, and Han said grimly, “If anything’s
         happened to it, guess what you owe me?”
      

      
      Leia didn’t need to guess. “If anything’s happened to it, you can have the Darsumae.” And if anything’s happened to Luke, I’ll have Degoren’s head.
      

      
   
      
      
CHAPTER SIXTEEN

      
      WHEN THEY REACHED the junction that led to the bridge forward corridor, Leia held up a hand for quiet.
         She unmuted the comlink and said, “Commander Degoren, before we release your ship,
         we’d like some assurance that our people are still alive. Let me speak to Skywalker.”
      

      
      “You have no need to doubt my word. But I’ll let you speak to Itran.”

      
      Right, Leia thought. “Give me a moment, please.” She muted the comlink again and kept walking.
      

      
      As the blast door to the bridge opened, Kelvan turned toward her. He was listening
         to a comm headset and told her, “The last of the crew is aboard and we’ve started
         to disengage the hatches. The Darsumae has been redesignated Gamble Two, and the pilot reports that they are configuring their jump and will enter hyperspace
         per your orders on our signal.”
      

      
      Terae reached the sensor station and said, “Shuttle is still holding position.”

      
      “Good.” Leia lifted the comlink that connected her to Degoren, then hesitated. How sure are you, Leia? This sure, at least. She told Han, “Call General Willard on a secure frequency and tell him that if Kifar Itran shows up at
         the fleet without us, then he’s probably an Imperial agent.”
      

      
      Han’s expression went through several complicated changes, then he set his jaw. “Well,
         that explains a lot. He wanted the two of us to break open the slave pen, said he
         didn’t trust the Aegis’s crew. But he must have thought he could get rid of me and find a comm system somewhere.”
      

      
      Sian stared in shock. “But he … The whole time he was … Oh, no. That’s how they found
         the Gamble on Arnot Station.”
      

      
      Chewbacca drew his lips back in a grimace and made a comment that sounded remarkably
         accusing. Han glared at him. “It’s not my fault. How was I supposed to know?”
      

      
      Kelvan’s brow furrowed and he clearly thought he had been left out of a rather important
         loop. He demanded, “When did you know?”
      

      
      “Just now, actually,” Leia said. “He must have been a deep-cover agent, intended to
         report on our movements and possibly sabotage our missions while the Empire prepared
         a trap for the Alliance fleet.”
      

      
      Terae clapped a hand to her head. “That lousy piece of—He didn’t just tell Viest who
         you were, he made a deal with her.”
      

      
      “But after we rescued him, he couldn’t get to a comm to tell Degoren that we planned
         this ambush.” Leia eyed the sensors. The assistance that Degoren clearly expected
         might arrive at any moment.
      

      
      Kelvan touched his headset as he listened to an internal report. He nodded to Leia.
         “The hatches are sealed, and we’re ready to break off.”
      

      
      Leia pressed her lips together, then said, “We’ll have to move fast, or he’ll kill
         Luke.”
      

      
      Kelvan’s smile was wry. “Believe me, it will be fast. We’re good at this.”

      
      Terae added more grimly, “And we don’t want to lose Itran. He made a deal with Viest,
         and got Captain Metara killed.”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t certain there was a direct connection, but Itran certainly hadn’t helped.
         She clicked on the comlink and said, “Commander Degoren, we’re breaking off from your
         ship. We have your crew aboard, and we’ll land on the planet to release them. Follow
         us down, or we’ll space them and destroy your ship.”
      

      
      She cut the comm connection before Degoren could reply. “That’s not going to hold
         him long. Let’s go.”
      

      
      Kelvan signaled the pilot. Leia felt the deck sway underfoot as the Aegis powered away from the Gamble II so fast its gravity sensors couldn’t compensate quickly enough.
      

      
      Degoren wouldn’t buy her distraction; he might believe she was confused and out of
         her depth, but he wasn’t a fool. The Aegis dived toward the shuttle, which turned away immediately. Leia kept her eyes on the
         sensors as the newly named Gamble II began to accelerate in the opposite direction, readying itself for its hyperspace
         jump.
      

      
      “Sir, we’re almost in tractor beam range,” the copilot said.

      
      Kelvan touched his headset. “Tractor beam control, mark the target, ready—”

      
      Fera, at the sensor station, said, “Sir, new contact exiting hyperspace!”

      
      And we’ve run out of time, Leia thought. She stepped toward the sensor station as Fera enlarged the image of
         the incoming ship. It was an Imperial light corvette, likely the same one that had
         attacked the Gamble.
      

      
      Fera said, “Sir, it’s heading for Gamble Two.” The corvette’s course curved toward the fleeing ship. Degoren must have managed
         to contact the corvette and inform it of his situation just as it hit realspace. Or give orders, Leia thought. Degoren might be in charge of this whole operation.
      

      
      “Break off the shuttle, cover Gamble Two’s retreat.” Kelvan glanced at Leia for her reaction, and she nodded sharply. Every
         nerve screamed at the idea of letting the shuttle go, but they had to protect the
         Gamble II.
      

      
      Han watched the images from the sensor array fly across the displays. “That Degoren’s
         one lucky Imp.”
      

      
      “And the corvette knows General Willard is aboard the Gamble Two,” Terae said, her voice tense.
      

      
      She was right. Degoren would have informed them that he was holding the general prisoner
         aboard his ship. He might suspect that Willard had transferred to the Aegis, but with the Gamble II jumping to lightspeed, there was little doubt that the Alliance now controlled the
         ship.
      

      
      The corvette fired turbolasers. But the Aegis cut across its field of fire and deflected the blasts on its own shields.
      

      
      Leia looked at the sensors, just in time to see the Gamble II vanish. “Gamble Two is entering hyperspace,” Fera reported. “Repeat, Gamble Two is away and clear.”
      

      
      Leia let out a pent breath. But the shuttle had taken advantage of the few moments to put distance between it and the Aegis. Now the corvette turned back toward it, shielding it from the Aegis’s weapons and tractor beam. Leia started to order Kelvan to pursue it, then stopped
         the words in her throat.
      

      
      The light corvette was nearly twice the size of the gunship, though their weapons
         were equivalent, if the corvette hadn’t been modified. The light corvettes were customs
         ships and had practically been designed to take on pirates.
      

      
      She couldn’t risk the Aegis, not for one life, not even if that life was Luke’s. None of these people had signed
         on to the Alliance. She made herself say, “You’ll have to break off.”
      

      
      Chewbacca made a faint noise, an aborted protest, and she could feel Sian staring
         at her. She thought Han would be the one to blow up, but instead he just said, quietly,
         “That may be a pirate-killer, but this isn’t a modified freighter. The Aegis isn’t as outgunned as you think.”
      

      
      “He’s right.” Kelvan faced her. “Your Highness, we can do this.” There was nothing
         but complete conviction in his voice. “We couldn’t help Alderaan—let us help you.”
      

      
      Leia wasn’t sure what he was asking for, if it was absolution or atonement. She couldn’t
         give him either, and attacking the Imperial ship didn’t make tactical sense. “I’m
         not Alderaan.”
      

      
      “For us, you are. At least at this moment.” Kelvan said again, “Let us help you.”

      
      Leia realized her hands were knotted into fists. She couldn’t leave Luke to the Empire.
         She just hoped she wasn’t dooming all of them. “All right.”
      

      
      Kelvan nodded, and smiled gratefully. “You won’t regret it.”

      
      I hope you don’t regret it, Leia thought as Kelvan gave the orders and the Aegis accelerated in pursuit.
      

      
      Chewbacca wuffed in relief. Han just stepped around her, heading for the sensor console.
         “I got an idea. That light corvette has external docking bays.”
      

      
      “We can’t board it,” Leia told him, frustrated. “It has at least a squad of eight
         stormtroopers aboard and more than fifty crew members.”
      

      
      “We can’t board it if they know we’re there,” Han said. He leaned on the back of Fera’s
         chair, studying the sensor displays. “Can you get them into the sensor field disruption?”
      

      
      The Aegis drew into range of the corvette. The two ships seemed to dance as the corvette tried
         to protect the shuttle, but had to keep moving too fast for the shuttle to dock. Kelvan
         ordered, “Fire at will, keep their attention.” To Han, he said, “Yes, but even with
         their sensors partly disabled, they could tell we were locking on and they’d hardly
         hold still for it.”
      

      
      “Or they would hold still, and blast through our lock before we could board them,”
         Sian pointed out.
      

      
      “Not if we use an escape pod,” Han said.

      
      Leia stared at him. “You’re out of your mind. And that might just work.”

      
      Nobody liked the plan, but there was no time to argue about it.

      
      Leia, Han, Chewbacca, and Sian raced for the Aegis’s shuttle bay where the Gamble’s escape pod still sat in the cradle, ready to be used. They were trailed by a protesting
         Terae, who couldn’t seem to decide whether she wanted to talk them out of it or demand
         to go with them. Blast impacts made the deck shiver underfoot, though the shields
         still held. The Aegis darted back and forth to tease and lure the corvette farther into the sensor disruption
         area near the planet.
      

      
      “You might need an engineer,” Terae said desperately as Leia was about to climb into
         the pod. Han was already inside, starting its launch sequence, as Chewbacca adjusted
         the seat so he could fit into it.
      

      
      “I appreciate the offer,” Leia told her, “but with Han, Chewie, and Sian, I think
         we have it covered.” Terae had handed Sian a satchel at the last moment, still packed
         with the small hatch-busting explosives and a few stun grenades left over from the
         boarding action against the Darsumae. Leia hesitated. “Terae, if I don’t see you and Kelvan and the others again—”
      

      
      “Don’t say that!” Terae stopped, confused. “I just … After what happened to Captain
         Metara … I don’t know what I mean.”
      

      
      Leia knew what Terae meant. After the traumatic death of her friend and mentor, after
         confronting the reality of the crew’s life as pirates, Terae’s world was spinning
         around her and some of her basic convictions had been shattered. Even after two years
         of hatred for the Alliance, of blaming it for Alderaan’s destruction, Leia was still
         the only safe anchor in that world, and Terae didn’t want her to leave, at least not yet. You can’t be responsible for every survivor of Alderaan, Leia told herself. No one person could take that on and not go mad; it was worse
         than being the Alliance’s perfect shining symbol and figurehead. But walking away
         from Terae and the others tore at her. Maybe that was why she had been risking her
         neck so much lately. It was easier on her soul than the alternatives.
      

      
      Sian helped shove Chewbacca into his seat and plopped down beside him, and Leia had
         no time left for negotiation or persuasion. She just said, “Think about what I’ve
         said to you. The offer is still open. If not, take care of each other.”
      

      
      Leia dropped into her seat and hit the sequence to seal the hatch and pressurize the
         pod. Terae hesitated for a moment, as if she might still protest, then turned and
         jogged for the blast doors, signaling the techs to follow her. Leia strapped in, and
         Han said into the comm, “We’re ready when you are.”
      

      
      “We’ll get you as close as we can,” Kelvan’s grim voice answered.

      
      “Right.” Han signed off but left the frequency open so they could hear the bridge.
         He gave Leia one of his typically hard-to-read looks. “You didn’t have to come along,
         Your Worship.”
      

      
      “We’ve had this conversation before. My answer hasn’t changed.” This was Han’s idea
         and she knew he was fine with the thought of risking himself on it, just not with
         risking anyone else. But Luke being in this mess was her responsibility.
      

      
      Sian smiled tightly and Chewie grumbled low in his throat. Han had tried to order
         both of them to stay behind, too.
      

      
      Besides customs enforcement and pirate hunting, the Imperial light corvettes had been
         designed for search-and-rescue after battles. They were equipped with exterior docking
         bays designed to handle multiple sizes of standard escape pods. Even in the sensor
         disruption area, the corvette would be able to detect something the size of the Aegis trying to lock onto it, but an escape pod would go unnoticed.
      

      
      Hopefully.

      
      Over the comm they could hear quiet voices from the bridge, tense but cool and determined.
         The Aegis fired at the corvette and its turbolasers fired back, the ship’s hull vibrating at
         the impacts. Leia grimaced, imagining what would happen if the Aegis lost shielding. Then Kelvan’s voice said, “We’re coming in close. Get ready to launch
         on my mark.”
      

      
      The bay doors slid open and the pod’s cradle tilted. Leia tensed, automatically checking
         the small console’s sensor screen. They were deep in the sensor disruption area, so
         the screen displayed nothing but an error code, which was to be expected but still
         made her nerves jump.
      

      
      Kelvan said, “Mark!”

      
      As the pod dropped out of the cradle and spun out into space, the console’s screen
         lit with a static image sent from the bridge: a diagram of the best estimate of the
         Aegis’s position relative to the corvette. That would be all Han had to navigate.
      

      
      The stars wheeled outside as the pod tumbled away. Leia caught a confused view of
         the Aegis’s hull before a too-close blast impact dazzled her vision. She blinked hard to clear
         her eyes. Han bent over the console, and Chewbacca and Sian stretched forward to see.
         Leia leaned back as far as she could to get out of their way.
      

      
      Han made a quick adjustment and the pod swiveled, came out of the tumble, and Leia
         felt the press of acceleration. Han stretched to look out the port. “I make it three
         degrees.”
      

      
      Sian bit her lip. “I think it’s five.”

      
      Chewbacca barked an agreement.

      
      “Let’s split the difference and call it four,” Han said. He hit the thrusters, and
         the pod shot forward.
      

      
      Leia craned her neck to see. A metal wall rushed at them, a round docking port just
         off center. A blast somewhere above and forward blinded her for an instant, and she
         braced for an impact.
      

      
      The pod jerked, threw them back in their seats. Then it slid forward with a screech
         of metal and slotted in to dock as if it had been built for this ship. Han let out
         a breath and said, “Automatic docking sequence. It activated when we got close enough.”
      

      
      “That’s good flying, Solo,” Sian said, a little breathless. “With nobody running a
         docking tractor beam for us, if we’d been too far off—”
      

      
      “Get ready,” Leia said. She already knew what would have happened if they’d been too
         far off. “We’ll only have a few minutes before they realize we’re here.”
      

      
      The last lock rotated into place, and the pod’s hatch warning light went green. It slid open as Sian pressed the control, but the ship’s inner hatch didn’t
         open in response. That wasn’t a surprise: battle conditions should require all the
         ship’s outer hatches to lock from the inside. Leia lifted the satchel and handed Sian
         one of the small explosives designed for just this purpose. She slapped it into place,
         and they all huddled back as she triggered it.
      

      
      It made a faint thump, the small charge sending an energy bolt right through the hatch’s
         lock controls. The hatch switched itself to manual, but the safeties kept it from
         sliding open. Chewbacca surged forward as Sian ducked back, gripped the hatch, and
         forced it to one side.
      

      
      The Wookiee shoved through first, bowcaster ready, and Han, Sian, and Leia climbed
         out after him. The corridor was narrow and for the moment empty, lined on one side
         by outer hatches that led to more docking stations for pods and other small craft.
         “The shuttle should lock on at the main dock between the two stern modules,” Han said.
         “We’re about thirty meters forward from it.”
      

      
      Leia drew her blaster. “Let’s go.” Her skin prickled as they ran down the corridor.
         They passed a couple of closed blast doors, but both would connect to the heavily
         occupied forward section of the ship, where the crew would be running battle stations
         in weapons, engineering, and the bridge. They needed a way to the aft section and
         the docking station where the shuttle would be taken aboard.
      

      
      Han reached the open blast door at the end and flattened himself against the wall.
         He took a quick look around the corner beyond the door, and Chewbacca leaned around
         him to see. Leia got enough of a view past them to see it was a junction, one corridor
         leading away toward starboard, the other heading into the port module.
      

      
      Leia heard a whisper of sound behind her. She spun and lifted her blaster even before
         she identified it as the sound of a blast door opening.
      

      
      Two dark-uniformed Imperial techs stepped out of it. Surprise froze them for an instant.
         One clawed for his blaster and Leia’s first stun bolt hit him in the chest and dropped
         him. The other ducked back and hit the control to close the door. But Sian threw herself
         down onto the deck and fired under the closing door. Leia saw a body hit the deck
         just as the metal panel slid shut.
      

      
      “Got him,” Sian confirmed. “Should we—” Blasterfire from behind them cut her words off, and Leia spun to see Han and Chewbacca returning fire at crew
         members running at them from the starboard corridor. Chewie took one last shot and
         pulled back as Han fired into the blast door’s control mechanism, dropping and sealing
         the door.
      

      
      That left them one option. Leia stepped to the side of the second sealed blast door,
         as Sian pushed to her feet and moved to cover her. Leia hit the control, and as it
         slid open, she ducked down into a firing position. The corridor beyond was empty for
         the moment. They would have to skirt the engineering section, but if they moved fast
         they might make it to the port module without the crew pinpointing their location.
         “This way.” And it would help to give the crew something else to think about. “Sian,
         you have more of those explosive patches? Blow one of the escape pod hatches, please.”
      

      
      Chewie slipped past Leia and moved down the corridor to scout the way. Han waited
         with Leia, keeping a wary eye on the junction blast door. Someone on the other side
         was pounding on it and yelling for a fusioncutter. Sian moved a short distance down
         the corridor to attach the patch to the nearest escape pod hatch, then sprinted back
         toward Leia and Han at the blast door. Just as she she stepped through it, she triggered
         the explosive.
      

      
      Han hit the release to seal the door and they pelted down the corridor as the decompression
         alarms sounded.
      

      
      Luke watched Kifar start to sweat as the shuttle tried to match speed with the light
         corvette. The corvette was more worried about fighting off the Aegis, and the shuttle pilot was desperate to stay out of the line of fire and keep the
         corvette between it and the gunship. Luke was trying to decide if he would rather
         be blown up instantly or be an Imperial prisoner. On the whole, he was leaning toward
         the former.
      

      
      The shuttle jerked and bucked; then he caught a glimpse of the hull of a ship through
         the forward ports. Trehar shifted and swore in Durese. “He almost took us right up
         the starboard engine.”
      

      
      Kifar grimaced. Luke’s nerves itched. Much as being vaporized would probably be a
         preferable fate, the bad piloting made him twitchy.
      

      
      The shuttle stopped vibrating, and Luke knew they must have finally been caught in a tractor beam. It pulled them in slowly toward a docking port between
         the corvette’s two long stern modules. From what Luke could see, it wasn’t a docking
         bay, just a large hatch structure designed to fit many different sizes of small craft.
         The shuttle was gradually drawn inside it and secured, and there was a loud thunk on the outside of the hull as the docking clamps locked on.
      

      
      Luke heard the pilot doing final checks and talking to someone on the comm. An older
         man stepped out of the cockpit and came toward Luke. Kifar, Trehar, and the others
         unstrapped and stood, not quite at attention.
      

      
      The man had dark hair, very pale skin, and hard square features. Like the others,
         he was dressed as a spacer, though his clothes looked more expensive. “The Princess
         didn’t seem inclined to negotiate for your release,” he said.
      

      
      Luke was guessing this was Commander Degoren. He shrugged. “Why should she?” His instincts
         told him Leia and Han were up to something. He just didn’t have a clue what that something
         would be.
      

      
      Degoren smiled, a cold and skeptical expression. “Itran tells me that she’s very attached
         to you. That you’re a great confidant of hers, and perhaps something more …”
      

      
      Luke thought, Good old Kifar. He made his smile bitterly amused. “Yeah, I just found out that Itran’s not very
         reliable.”
      

      
      Kifar glared at him. Degoren’s disgruntled sideways glance at Kifar suggested that
         he agreed with Luke. It wasn’t a surprise; Kifar had failed to find an opportunity
         to warn Degoren that his ship was about to be boarded by Alderaanian pirates. That
         had to be a black mark on an Imperial agent’s record.
      

      
      And maybe Luke could convince Degoren that Kifar had done an even worse job than that.

      
      “It doesn’t matter,” Degoren said. “Itran’s told me who you are. You’re the one who
         blew up the Death Star. And he’s heard enough about your other exploits to know that
         we can have some very interesting conversations with you about rebel activities.”
      

      
      Luke gave Kifar a disgusted glance. “Is that what you’ve told them?” He looked up
         at Degoren and made himself radiate earnest sincerity. Han had told him it was as
         effective as it was annoying. “The Death Star …” He shook his head helplessly. “That
         was just an accident. One of the older pilots talked me through it. Ever since then, I’ve been mostly working
         on X-wing maintenance. They haven’t even sent me out on any other missions.”
      

      
      Degoren put on an expression of polite skepticism, but Luke thought he detected a
         trace of doubt. Kifar could have reacted in a lot of different ways, with amusement
         or exasperation, but instead he stiffened, his face darkening with anger. “You think
         this is going to work, Skywalker? You don’t think we can break you?”
      

      
      Luke let himself look scared and desperate. It wasn’t hard; if he didn’t pull something
         off and get out of here before the corvette jumped to lightspeed, he was in a lot
         of trouble. He said to Degoren, “Look, you’ve got me. I don’t have any reason to lie
         to you.” He glared at Kifar in angry reproach. “I know you’re jealous about me and … and
         the Princess, I know how you feel about her, but you can’t lie to them about me, they’ll
         find out—”
      

      
      Kifar snarled and swung at Luke. Luke ducked but still caught most of the blow on
         his left cheekbone. He awkwardly lifted his arms to block the next punch. Degoren
         snapped, “Enough.”
      

      
      Kifar reluctantly lowered his arm. His jaw worked and he said, “He’s lying. He’s in
         Red Squadron. And there’s rumors that he was trained by a Jedi Knight.” He turned
         to reach into the next seat compartment and held up Luke’s lightsaber. “You saw he
         had this!”
      

      
      Past the throbbing in his face, Luke gasped, baffled and incredulous. “You believe
         that? I bought it from a junk shop on Commenor.”
      

      
      Degoren pressed his lips together, aimed a death glare at Kifar, and said, “We’ll
         settle this soon. Command has a cruiser en route. We wanted Organa, but if we can’t
         get her, the pilot who destroyed the Death Star would be just enough of an acceptable
         substitute to keep us all alive. But you better hope he knows as much as you’ve said
         he does.”
      

      
      He turned away. The pilot had been waiting just outside the cockpit and now hit the
         opening sequence for the hatch. Trehar stepped forward and dragged Luke to his feet.
      

      
      The shuttle’s ramp lowered and Degoren stepped out, then the pilot and the other Imperials
         followed him. Kifar was next, and then Luke, then Trehar. As Kifar reached the hatch,
         a security alarm sounded out in the bay. And Luke thought, Now.
      

      
      With his bound hands he shoved Kifar in the back. Kifar stumbled forward into the man in front of him and then whipped around, furious. In that moment,
         with all his strength, Luke jerked his head back at Trehar behind him, and slammed
         the back of his skull into the Duros’ face.
      

      
      Luke was pretty certain he felt a crack—hopefully Trehar’s facial bone and not Luke’s
         skull—but Kifar was already throwing a punch. Luke fell backward and it caught him
         a glancing blow. He went down on top of Trehar, grabbed the blaster out of his hand,
         and shot Kifar in the leg, the first available target.
      

      
      Kifar dropped in front of the hatchway. Luke fired over him, out the hatchway, hitting
         the first man to try to lunge back inside and scattering the two men past him. Luke
         saw a stormtrooper helmet pop into view as he kept firing. Wedged between two injured
         but still moving bodies, another body half blocking the hatchway, his hands cuffed,
         Luke thought, I don’t think I’m getting out of this alive. But it was better than ending up an Imperial prisoner.
      

      
      That was when he heard the other shooting start.

      
      They moved fast, and managed to bypass the passages to the engineering section that
         would surely be fully staffed with crew. So far the corvette conformed to the schematics
         Leia had seen, and it must have for Han, too, since he’d led the way unerringly so
         far.
      

      
      Over the shipwide comm, a voice said, “Security to the main docking station.”

      
      “Is that for us?” Sian whispered.

      
      “Maybe. Or Luke might be dragging his feet,” Han said.

      
      Ahead was another set of blast doors leading into a junction that should connect to
         the port docking module. Leia breathed, “It should be right up here.”
      

      
      Han and Chewbacca reached it first, and Han slid to an abrupt halt. Leia almost plowed
         into him. The junction was extended with a large slanted port looking down on the
         docking station. The far wall was open to space, the chamber protected and pressurized
         by containment fields, meant to accommodate ships of many shapes and sizes. Degoren’s
         shuttle was in the center, locked into docking clamps, its ramp extended and hatch open. And a gun battle raged around the hatch, with someone inside
         the shuttle firing out and several men in spacers’ garb and a couple of stormtroopers
         firing in, trying to angle for better positions.
      

      
      Chewie hooted with delight and Leia exchanged a look with Han. Grimly, Han said, “Yeah,
         that’s the kid in there.”
      

      
      Leia looked around for a way down into the docking station. To the right a blast door
         opened into a large lift platform that dropped the short distance to the lower floor.
         Leia said, “Sian—”
      

      
      “Stun grenades?” Sian said, and pulled one out of her satchel.

      
      That was the moment when the blast door behind them slid open. Leia spun with the
         others to see four surprised stormtroopers. Han and Chewbacca fired blaster and bowcaster
         as the first stormtrooper jerked his blaster up to fire. Sian whipped back her arm
         to throw the grenade. A blaster bolt struck her in the shoulder and she staggered
         and fell. The stun grenade spun across the floor and Leia lunged, grabbed it, pressed
         the trigger, and flung it through the blast door.
      

      
      The concussion knocked her back, slammed her into the metal floor. Her ears ringing,
         she shoved herself up to see the four troopers strewn across the deck and down the
         corridor. Han staggered to the blast door, hit the release, and as it slid closed
         he stepped back and fired a bolt into the panel to slag the controls. “That wasn’t
         a stun grenade, Your Worship!”
      

      
      “I think that was a concussion grenade,” Leia agreed. She rolled to her feet and stumbled
         to Sian, who sat up, clutching her arm and grimacing in pain.
      

      
      Guilty, Sian gasped, “I just pulled the first one out of the bag, I didn’t look—”

      
      “But it worked.” Leia squinted at the burn in Sian’s shoulder. The skin was blistered
         and raw around the open wound, the cloth of her jacket and shirt burned away. There
         was nothing they could do about it now. Leia dug in the satchel and held up a stun
         grenade. There were only three left. Chewbacca scooped it out of her hand and stepped
         to the blast door that looked down on the dock. Han grabbed another grenade and moved
         to his side. “Ready?” he said.
      

      
      Leia pushed to her feet and saw that the Imperials below had scattered, some running toward a blast door in the lower part of the dock and others running
         for the lift tube. She said, “Chewie, throw long to port.”
      

      
      Han hit the door release and as it slid up he crouched and pitched his grenade. It
         landed among the men nearest the lift tube, who scattered back. As the door lifted
         out of the way, Chewbacca flung his grenade so hard and fast Leia couldn’t see it,
         but she heard the muted crack as it hit the port wall of the bay. The Imperials must
         have thought these were concussion grenades, too, because the scramble to get away
         was violent. Han and Chewie ducked back, and the double thud of the muted explosions
         bounced off the viewport. Han straightened up, took a cautious look, and snapped,
         “Come on.”
      

      
      Leia grabbed Sian’s uninjured arm and stood up with her. Han and Chewbacca dropped
         and climbed down the ladder next to the lift platform. They spread out, moved cautiously
         toward the shuttle past the unconscious or groaning bodies, watching the lower-level
         blast door in the far wall. With Chewbacca to cover him, Han shut it and shot the
         control panel. Helping Sian, Leia rode the lift platform down and staggered hurriedly
         toward the shuttle. The ship’s security alarm wailed, louder in the docking station
         than it had been in the corridor. “Luke,” she called out. “Is that you in there?”
      

      
      “Leia?” Luke poked his head out, then stepped onto the ramp. His hands were in binders
         and he had a developing black eye but he was holding a blaster. “Good to see you guys!”
      

      
      Dragging an Imperial out of the launch area, Han told him, “You better not have shot
         up the inside of that shuttle, junior, because that’s our only way out of here.”
      

      
      “No, it’s fine,” Luke assured him, “Help me get rid of these guys in here. We’ve got
         to hurry—Degoren said there was a cruiser on the way.”
      

      
      Leia waited with Sian while Han hauled out an unconscious Duros and dumped him onto
         the deck. He told Leia, “Itran’s in here, wounded. We’re spacing him, right?”
      

      
      Luke leaned out again. “You knew he was an Imperial agent?”

      
      Leia said, “We figured it out, a little late. And no, Han, though it’s a tempting
         thought.” Sian slumped more heavily against her, slowly losing her grip on consciousness.
         Leia half helped, half hauled her forward, and Han caught Sian around the waist and carried her up into the shuttle.
      

      
      Leia climbed in after him and saw Kifar Itran lying on the floor toward the back of
         the shuttle. He was wounded in the leg, and Han and Luke must have found a couple
         of spare sets of binders because both his hands and feet were cuffed. Luke was struggling
         with a code-lock key, trying to get his binders off. Leia helped Han settle Sian into
         a seat and then strapped her in as Han headed for the cockpit.
      

      
      Itran said, “Princess, it’s a mistake—”

      
      “Don’t be an idiot,” Leia told him. “You have until we reach the fleet to come up
         with a better story than that, and I recommend that you use the time wisely.” She
         forgot Itran as Chewbacca climbed into the shuttle and she smelled burned fur. “Chewie,
         are you hurt?” she demanded.
      

      
      He woofed a denial at her and hit the sequence to raise the ramp and seal the hatch.
         Then he dropped heavily into the first seat. There was blackened and singed fur all
         along his left arm, and the patches of skin she could now see looked raw and abraded.
         “You are hurt!”
      

      
      Chewie shook his head vigorously.

      
      Leia didn’t have time to argue with him. She heard a muted clank against the hull
         as the docking clamps released and stepped forward through the cockpit hatch. Han’s
         hands moved swiftly over the control board as the shuttle’s systems came to life.
         He said, “They’re gonna try to stop us. We need covering fire from the Aegis.”
      

      
      Leia dropped into the copilot’s seat, strapped in, and brought up the comm board.
         “Chewie took a near miss but won’t admit it.”
      

      
      “Yeah, but once we get out of here, he’ll admit it plenty. He just doesn’t like sympathy
         while he’s busy.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t comment. The only thing more dubious than Han’s catalog of Chewbacca’s
         odd habits and behaviors was Chewie’s catalog of Han’s odd habits and behaviors. She
         hailed the Aegis and said, “We’ve taken Degoren’s shuttle and we’re about to leave the corvette in
         it. Be advised there is an Imperial cruiser en route.” A crash out in the docking
         station interrupted her as the blast door Han had slagged blew open in a shower of
         sparks and smoke. Leia winced. “We need covering fire—”
      

      
      The comm crackled and Kelvan’s voice, desperate and urgent, said, “Your Highness, we have multiple comm ID contacts! We can’t see them on the sensors
         yet—we’re just at the edge of the sensor disruption zone—but at least a dozen ships
         must have come out of hyperspace!”
      

      
      Han didn’t glance away from the console but he grimaced. “Uh-oh.”

      
      “Imperial IDs?” Leia demanded.

      
      Voices in the background gave conflicting reports, then Leia heard Terae swear. “It’s
         the pirates!”
      

      
      It can’t be. Leia snapped, “Confirm that. These are ships from the clearinghouse?”
      

      
      “They couldn’t have followed us to this system. We didn’t even know we were coming
         here,” Han said, his jaw set in a grim line. “Unless somebody from the Aegis got to the comm and called them after we set our course here.”
      

      
      Leia shook her head. “No.” Over the comm, she told Kelvan, “They must have put a tracer
         on the Aegis when Viest paid for your repairs. She wanted to make sure you kept your end of her
         bargain. Whoever took over for her either suspects we killed her and wants revenge,
         or just wants the Aegis.”
      

      
      There was a moment of shocked chagrin that Leia could sense right through the comm.
         The corvette couldn’t see the pirate ships on its sensors from its position in the
         sensor disruption cloud, but it had to be picking up those ID contacts. The corvette’s
         captain would think it was an elaborate trap, and they might cut and run for hyperspace.
      

      
      Stormtroopers, the rest of the squad that they had met in the upper corridor, appeared
         out of the smoke. Most had only blasters, but one had something bigger. Han said,
         “We can’t wait, sweetheart.”
      

      
      “Kelvan, we’re launching now,” Leia said, ending on a strangled gasp as Han fired
         the bow thrusters and the sudden jolt shoved her forward in her seat.
      

      
      The shuttle fell back through the containment field and between the corvette’s modules,
         down and away. The starfield wheeled as Han brought the little ship around. “I’m heading
         deeper into the sensor disruption field. If we can land and get to the Falcon, we’ll have a chance.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t argue. The corvette wouldn’t be able to target them, and hopefully it
         would be too busy to turn back and try to pick them up on visual. The shuttle’s sensors
         were showing nothing but error codes and Leia doubted they could find the Aegis without being hit, either by the corvette or the pirates.
      

      
      Luke stepped into the cockpit hatch and said, “How’s it going?” He had managed to
         get the cuffs off and retrieved his lightsaber.
      

      
      “It’s been better,” Han said.

      
      “How is Sian—” Leia started to ask, then the port dimmed and a too-near blast impact
         shuddered through the hull.
      

      
      Han swore, sent the shuttle into an evasive flip that was better suited to a snubfighter,
         and made the metal hull groan. Leia got a confused view of the Aegis falling past their port. On the comm, Kelvan said calmly, “A pirate fired on you,
         Your Highness. We’re engaging now.”
      

      
      “Thank you, Captain,” Leia managed.

      
      Han sent the shuttle hurtling away from the battle. “You’re right, Your Worship, they
         got a tracer on the Aegis. That’s the only way they found it and us so fast.”
      

      
      “She’s breathing okay,” Luke told Leia, answering her question. “But we need to get
         her some help fast. I couldn’t find a medkit anywhere on board.”
      

      
      Leia could still hear the Aegis’s bridge. Someone reported that the corvette had engaged the other pirates, unintentionally
         teaming up with the Aegis and confusing the situation further. Listening, Luke said, “The Imperials must think
         the pirates are Alliance ships.”
      

      
      The shuttle fell toward the planet’s gravity well, shuddering as it hit the upper
         atmosphere. They were close enough to make out the gray plains and the ridges that
         marked the ruined city. Luke leaned forward to type a course into the shuttle’s nav
         screen. “This is where the Falcon is, if it’s still there.”
      

      
      “If?” Han managed to get a world of appalled recrimination into that one word.
      

      
      From the back, Chewbacca groaned.

      
      “Hey, I was stunned,” Luke protested. “I don’t know what happened. But I code-locked
         the hatch, and See-Threepio was in there, so Itran couldn’t get back inside.”
      

      
      “Why didn’t he call the Aegis?” Leia asked, over some expressive cursing from Han that they didn’t have time for.
      

      
      Luke shook his head. “I was having trouble with the comm after I landed. I think the field is stronger on the surface; he probably couldn’t get a signal
         through.”
      

      
      Following Luke’s directions, Han brought the shuttle down over the empty stone city,
         past shattered towers and circular streets covered by sand drifts and vegetation.
         As the Millennium Falcon came into sight, still parked on the plaza where Luke had left it, there was a collective
         sigh of relief. Leia felt her heart unclench for Han and Chewie’s sake, and for Sian.
         The Falcon had enough medical supplies on board to treat a blaster burn and stabilize her, at
         least until they could get her to the fleet.
      

      
      Han landed the shuttle nearby and they hurriedly disembarked. Sian was conscious but
         in pain, and Luke carried her into the Falcon while Han ran ahead to start prepping the ship for a fast launch. The hatch slid
         open as he reached the ramp, revealing the gold droid. C-3PO said, “Oh, you’re back!
         I was so worried! And I think Master Itran has been behaving very suspiciously.”
      

      
      Han shouldered past them and Leia said, “Thank you, See-Threepio. Please get the emergency
         medical station ready, we have wounded.”
      

      
      “At once, Your Highness. Oh, but where is Artoo?”

      
      “He’s fine. He’s with General Willard, heading back to the fleet,” Leia told him.
         Relieved, C-3PO hurried away as Chewbacca dragged Itran out of the shuttle. Once they
         were all safely inside the ship, Leia left Luke getting Sian settled on a bunk and
         went to the cockpit.
      

      
      Han could get the Falcon ready to launch in three minutes, and this time she thought he did it in two. As
         the ship lifted out of the plaza, Leia dropped into the comm station. Chewbacca stepped
         into the cockpit and sank into his oversized copilot’s chair.
      

      
      She tried to hail the Aegis immediately but Luke was right, the signal was weak until they lifted into the upper
         atmosphere. As the Aegis’s comm station acknowledged her she could hear Kelvan giving orders in the background
         and Terae’s urgent voice. “What’s your situation?” she demanded.
      

      
      The crewman monitoring the comm answered, “We’re out of the sensor disruption area.
         The corvette’s destroyed one ship and damaged two others. We’ve been engaged by three.”
         His voice was young and he sounded tense, at the edge of fear. It’s bad, Leia thought.
      

      
      Finally, Kelvan’s voice said, “Your Highness, are you safe?”

      
      “Yes, we’re on the Falcon.” Leia hesitated, and thought, You have to do this. They could be destroyed at any moment. She didn’t want to lose them. But she had to let them go. “Kelvan, get out of there.
         Take the Aegis into hyperspace.”
      

      
      There was a hesitation. “Princess, we can’t leave you—”

      
      “We’re about to enter hyperspace ourselves. You need to get out of here, and get rid
         of that tracer. If you—I gave Terae a list of message drop sites. If you change your
         mind about the Alliance, come to the first one on the list a month from now. I’ll
         meet you.”
      

      
      “Your Highness, I can’t promise you—I don’t know what the others will want—I don’t
         know what I want—” A blast that must have rocked the bridge interrupted him.
      

      
      “Kelvan, please, go!” Leia said, and cut the connection.

      
      The Falcon circled the planet and blasted into space.
      

      
      As they shot away from the disruption field, contacts sprang up all over the sensors.
         But Han had chosen their escape route well, and none of the incoming pirate ships
         was close enough to reach them. The corvette was drawing most of the fire, and Leia
         saw the Aegis disable a persistent opponent with a pair of concussion missiles and then power away
         from the battle.
      

      
      The coordinates for the nearest fleet rendezvous point were already programmed in,
         and Leia set the navicomputer to calculate the jump. Most of his attention on the
         console, Han said, “They’ll be all right.”
      

      
      Leia shook her head. She hoped … She just hoped. The Aegis’s ID vanished from the contact screen as it disappeared into hyperspace. A few moments
         later, the Falcon followed it.
      

      
   
      
      
EPILOGUE

      
      LEIA WAS ANXIOUS about the Aegis, though there were plenty of emergencies with the fleet to keep her occupied while
         she waited until it was time to go to the message drop point. Still, she found herself
         counting the days.
      

      
      By the end of the month, Sian had recovered from her wound, Luke had been sent off
         on another mission, and Itran had been questioned extensively by Madine. One of the
         things that had kept Leia busy had been tracing Itran’s progress through the Alliance,
         changing any codes or procedures or bolt-holes he might have had access to, checking
         heretofore unexplained mechanical failures and losses of supply sources that he might
         have engineered. Fortunately, Itran hadn’t wanted to do anything that would have caused
         suspicion or drawn attention; he had been biding his time, waiting until he was transferred
         to the Independence.
      

      
      Leia knew they had been lucky to uncover him when they did. He could have continued
         to lie low and collect information and perform small acts of sabotage until he learned
         the location of Echo Base. But he had decided to risk it all with an attempt to hand
         Leia and General Willard over to Commander Degoren. Leia knew that was why Itran had
         volunteered to go with her to the Aegis; it must have been a spur-of-the-moment decision, caused by fear of losing one of
         his prizes. “He could have done much more damage to us, if he hadn’t been so ambitious,”
         Madine had told Leia at one point.
      

      
      “Perhaps we should take that as a lesson,” Leia had said. They had just come out of
         a meeting with Mon Mothma and several members of the High Command and Leia felt like
         she would have rather gone another round with Viest’s mad mining droid. That she had
         dealt as much damage as she had taken wasn’t much of a consolation.
      

      
      “We should,” Madine had admitted. “But we won’t.”

      
      At least the whole episode of the clearinghouse hadn’t been for nothing. Not long
         before the month was up, Han had taken the opportunity to find Kearn-sa’Davit at the
         trading port he was operating out of and get an update on the situation for the merchant
         consortium. With Viest out of the picture, things had gotten drastically better for
         shipping around Arnot Station and its trading partners. Davit wasn’t certain, but
         he figured that many pirates had been frightened away from the clearinghouse permanently
         and wouldn’t be coming back to the sector. The word through the black markets was
         that at least one, maybe two, of Viest’s would-be successors had died at Rethel Point
         during the battle with the Aegis and the customs corvette.
      

      
      But there hadn’t been any noticeable gains for the Alliance out of the situation,
         no new supply source for Echo Base, and that had been made clear to Leia. So she was
         glad for more than one reason to slip away from the fleet on the Millennium Falcon, with no one but Mon Mothma and Madine’s knowledge, to spend the time in Han and
         Chewbacca’s occasionally irascible but undemanding company. She had brought C-3PO
         with her, and had more than enough work to keep her occupied while they waited for
         the Aegis to arrive.
      

      
      When they reached the message drop point, the Aegis wasn’t there, but Leia wasn’t too worried. Depending on where its travels had taken
         it, and what repairs it had needed, it might take a while for the gunship to make
         its way here.
      

      
      “Here” was a small trading port on a world at the edge of the Inner Rim, a long way
         from the clearinghouse and Arnot Station. The port was built out on raised platforms
         above a shallow freshwater sea, with docking pads, supply depots, cargo factors, shipwrights,
         and the usual clusters of drink and food service establishments. Everything was accessed by bridges,
         with small fishing boats sailing beneath, and several causeways connected the structures
         to the small city spread out across the nearest archipelago. It wasn’t a bad spot
         to bide some time, even with the humidity and the morning mists—though Chewie frequently
         ended up being the one to go out to get food, and he had made it clear that he didn’t
         take requests and they would eat what he brought back and like it. Leia settled in
         to wait, and to read the reports she had collected on her datapad.
      

      
      After the second day with no sign of the Aegis, she was too anxious to relax. Waiting was becoming nerve racking rather than a pleasure.
      

      
      The pointed absence of the Aegis was so painful to her that Chewbacca just watched her sympathetically, and even Han
         didn’t mention the ship’s failure to appear.
      

      
      But finally, after four days, he said reluctantly, “If we stay here any longer, we’re
         going to have to get jobs, or grow crops, or something.”
      

      
      “I know.” Leia rubbed her eyes. They were sitting in the cockpit, where they had a
         good view of the other landing pads. The Falcon’s platform was a little higher than the others, and they could see the other ships,
         mostly freighters and small local transports, in between the stretches of water and
         the tall, green fern-reeds that grew between the pilings. “I just hoped they would
         change their minds.”
      

      
      It hadn’t been just a hope—it had been almost a certainty. At the last, she had really
         thought Kelvan and even Terae had become open to the possibility of joining the Alliance.
         They had had every chance to betray Leia for profit, yet they hadn’t done it. They
         had been honest with her, and trusted her. They were honest with you, they wanted to help you, they trusted you. You, not the
            Alliance, she thought. And in the end, you failed them. “I pushed too hard. I should have tried to set up another meeting just to talk.
         There was an implied commitment in coming here—that was a mistake.”
      

      
      Han swung the pilot’s chair back and forth. “I don’t know what else you were supposed
         to say. They knew the situation. They needed to make a decision.”
      

      
      Leia looked away, at the busy crews and droids loading and unloading cargo. “And they
         must have made it.”
      

      
      “Hey,” Han said softly. She turned back to look at him. “Let’s give it one more day.”
      

      
      Leia got to her feet. She wanted to nurse her disappointment in private. “One more
         night,” she said. She appreciated Han’s generosity, but she knew there wasn’t any
         point to remaining longer. “We can leave tomorrow morning.”
      

      
      Han nodded. “If that’s what you want.”

      
      She woke at dawn the next morning to Han banging on her cabin door. Leia had already
         drawn her blaster, thinking the ship was being attacked, when she realized he was
         saying, “Get out here, sweetheart, there’s something you need to see.”
      

      
      She threw her clothes on hastily, and ran up to the cockpit just in time to watch
         something very like an Alderaanian gunship landing on the next platform over.
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      STAR WARS—The Expanded Universe

      
      You saw the movies. You watched the cartoon series, or maybe played some of the video
         games. But did you know …
      

      
      In The Empire Strikes Back, Princess Leia Organa said to Han Solo, “I love you.” Han said, “I know.” But did
         you know that they actually got married? And had three Jedi children: the twins, Jacen
         and Jaina, and a younger son, Anakin?
      

      
      Luke Skywalker was trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan Kenobi and Yoda. But did you know
         that, years later, he went on to revive the Jedi Order and its commitment to defending
         the galaxy from evil and injustice?
      

      
      Obi-Wan said to Luke, “For over a thousand generations, the Jedi Knights were the
         guardians of peace and justice in the Old Republic. Before the dark times. Before
         the Empire.” Did you know that over those millennia, legendary Jedi and infamous Sith
         Lords were adding their names to the annals of Republic history?
      

      
      Yoda explained that the dreaded Sith tend to come in twos: “Always two, there are.
         No more, no less. A Master, and an apprentice.” But did you know that the Sith didn’t
         always exist in pairs? That at one time in the ancient Republic there were as many
         Sith as Jedi, until a Sith Lord named Darth Bane was the lone survivor of a great
         Sith war and created the “Rule of Two”?
      

      
      All this and much, much more is brought to life in the many novels and comics of the
         Star Wars expanded universe. You’ve seen the movies and watched the cartoon. Now venture out
         into the wider worlds of Star Wars!
      

      
      Turn the page or jump to the timeline of Star Wars novels to learn more.
      

      
   
READ ON FOR AN EXCERPT FROM
STAR WARS: EMPIRE AND REBELLION: HONOR AMONG THIEVES
BY
JAMES S. A. COREY
PUBLISHED BY DEL REY BOOKS

      
      

ONE

      
      FROM THE IMPERIAL CORE to the out-flung stars of the Rim, the galaxy teemed with life. Planets, moons, asteroid
         bases, and space stations peopled with a thousand different species, all of them busy
         with the great ambitions of the powerful and also with the mundane problems of getting
         through their days, the ambitions of the Emperor all the way down to where to eat
         the next meal. Or whether there would be a next meal. Each city and town and station
         and ship had its own history and secrets, hopes and fears and half-articulated dreams.
      

      
      But for every circle of light—every star, every planet, every beacon and outpost—there
         was vastly more darkness. The space between stars was and always would be unimaginably
         huge, and the mysteries that it hid would never be wholly discovered. One bad jump
         was all it took for a ship to be lost. Unless there was a way to reach out for help,
         to say, Here I am. Come find me, an escape pod or a ship or a fleet could vanish into the places between places that
         even light took a lifetime to reach.
      

      
      And so a rendezvous point could be the size of a solar system, and the rebel fleet
         could still hide there like a flake in a snowstorm. Hundreds of ships from the cobbled-together,
         plasma-scorched cruisers and third-hand battleships to X- and Y-wings and everything
         in between. They flew through space together silently, drifting closer in or farther apart as
         the need arose. Repair droids crawled over the skins of the ships, welding back together
         the wounds of their last battles, sure in the knowledge that they were the needle
         in the Empire’s haystack.
      

      
      Their greatest danger wasn’t the enemy but inaction. And the ways a certain kind of
         man coped with it.
      

      
      “I wasn’t cheating,” Han Solo said as Chewbacca bent to pass through the door in the
         bulkhead. “I was playing better than they were.”
      

      
      The Wookiee growled.

      
      “That’s how I was playing better. It’s not against the rules. Besides, what are they
         going to buy with their money out here?”
      

      
      A dozen fighter pilots marching past in dirty orange-and-white uniforms saluted them.
         Han nodded to each one as he passed. They were an ugly bunch: middle-aged men who
         should have been back home on a planet somewhere spending too much time at the neighborhood
         bar and weedy boys still looking forward to their first wispy mustaches. Warriors
         for freedom, and terrible sabacc players.
      

      
      Chewbacca let out a long, low groan.

      
      “You wouldn’t,” Han said.

      
      Chewbacca’s blue eyes met his, and the Wookiee’s silence was more eloquent than anything
         he might have said aloud.
      

      
      “Fine,” Han retorted. “But it’s coming out of your cut. I don’t know when you went
         soft on me.”
      

      
      “Han!”

      
      Luke Skywalker came jogging down a side corridor, his helmet under his arm. Two droids
         followed him: the squat, cylindrical R2-D2 rolling along, chirping and squealing;
         the tall, golden C-3PO trotting along at the back, waving gold-chrome hands as if
         gesticulating in response to some unheard conversation. The kid’s face was flushed
         and his hair was dark with sweat, but he was grinning like he’d just won something.
      

      
      “Hey,” Han said. “Just get back from maneuvers?”

      
      “Yep. These guys are great. You should have seen the tight spin and recover they showed
         us. I could have stayed out there for hours, but Leia called me back in for some kind
         of emergency meeting.”
      

      
      “Her Worshipfulness called the meeting?” Han asked as they turned down the main access
         corridor together. The smell of welding torches and coolant hung in the air. Everything
         about the Rebel Alliance smelled like a repair bay. “I thought she was off to her big conference on Kiamurr.”
      

      
      “She was supposed to be. I guess she postponed leaving.”

      
      The little R2 droid squealed, and Han turned to it. “What’s that, Artoo?”

      
      C-3PO, catching up and giving a good impression of leaning forward to catch his breath
         even though he didn’t have lungs, translated: “He’s saying that she’s postponed her
         departure twice. It’s made a terrible shambles of the landing docks.”
      

      
      “Well, that’s not good,” Han said. “Anything that keeps her from sitting around a
         big table deciding the future of the galaxy … I mean, that’s her favorite thing to
         do.”
      

      
      “You know that’s not true!” Luke said, making room in the passageway for a bronze-colored
         droid that looked like it had barely crawled out of the trash heap. “I don’t know
         why you don’t like her more.”
      

      
      “I like her fine.”

      
      “You’re always cutting her down, though. The Alliance needs good politicians and organizers.”

      
      “You can’t have a government without a tax collector. Just because we’d both like
         it better if the Emperor wasn’t in charge, it doesn’t make me and her the same person.”
      

      
      Luke shook his head. The sweat was starting to dry, and his hair was getting some
         of its sandy color back.
      

      
      “I think you two are more alike than you pretend.”

      
      Han laughed despite himself. “You’re an optimist, kid.”

      
      When they reached the entrance to the command center, Luke sent the droids on, R2-D2
         whistling and squeaking and C-3PO acting annoyed. The command center had taken a direct
         hit in the fighting at Yavin, and the reconstruction efforts still showed. New panels,
         blinding in their whiteness, covered most of one wall where the old ones had been
         shattered by the blast. Where the replacements ended, the old panels seemed even darker
         by contrast. The head-high displays marked the positions of the ships in the fleet
         and the fleet in the emptiness of the rendezvous point, the status of repair crews,
         the signals from the sensor arrays, and half a dozen other streams of information.
         None of the stations were manned. The data spooled out into the air, ignored.
      

      
      Leia stood at the front of the room, the bright repair work and grimy original walls
         seeming to come together in her. Her dress was black with embroidery of gold and bronze,
         her hair a soft spill gathered at the nape of her neck in a style that made her seem
         both more mature and more powerful than the side buns she’d worn on the Death Star.
         From what Han had heard around the fleet, losing Alderaan had made her older and harder.
         And as much as he hated to admit it, she wore the tragedy well.
      

      
      The man she was talking to—Colonel Harcen—had his back to them, but his voice carried
         just fine. “With respect though, you have to see that not all allies are equal. Some
         of the factions that are going to be on Kiamurr, the Alliance would be better off
         without.”
      

      
      “I understand your concerns, Colonel,” Leia said in a tone that didn’t sound particularly
         understanding. “I think we can agree, though, that the Alliance isn’t in a position
         to turn away whatever help we can get. The Battle of Yavin was a victory, but—”
      

      
      Harcen raised a palm, interrupting her. He was an idiot, Han thought. “There are already
         some people who feel that we have become too lax in the sorts of people we’re allowing
         into our ranks. In order to gain respect, we must be free of undesirable elements.”
      

      
      “I agree,” Han said. Colonel Harcen jumped like a poked cat. “You’ve got to keep the
         scum out.”
      

      
      “Captain Solo,” Harcen said. “I didn’t see you there. I hope I gave no offense.”

      
      “No. Of course not,” Han said, smiling insincerely. “I mean, you weren’t talking about
         me, were you?”
      

      
      “Everyone is very aware of the service you’ve done for the Alliance.”

      
      “Exactly. So there’s no reason you’d have been talking about me.”

      
      Harcen flushed red and made a small, formal bow. “I was not talking about you, Captain
         Solo.”
      

      
      Han sat at one of the unmanned stations, stretching his arms out like he was in a
         cantina with a group of old friends. It might have been an illusion, but he thought
         he saw a flicker of a smile on Leia’s lips.
      

      
      “Then there’s no offense taken,” he said.

      
      Harcen left, his shoulders back and his head held high. Chewbacca took a fraction
         of a second longer than strictly needed to step out of the man’s way. Luke leaned
         against one of the displays, his weight warping the display enough that it sent little sprays of false color through the lines and
         curves.
      

      
      When Harcen was gone, Leia sighed. “Thank you all for coming on short notice. I’m
         sorry I had to pull you off the training exercises, Luke.”
      

      
      “It’s all right.”

      
      “I was in a sabacc game,” Han said.

      
      “I’m not sorry I pulled you out of that.”

      
      “I was winning.”

      
      Chewbacca chuffed and crossed his arms. Leia’s expression softened a degree. “I was
         supposed to leave ten hours ago,” she said, “and I can’t stay much longer. We’ve had
         some unexpected developments, and I need to get you up to speed.”
      

      
      “What’s going on?” Luke asked.

      
      “We aren’t going to be able to use the preliminary base in Targarth system,” she said.
         “We’ve had positive identification of Imperial probes.”
      

      
      The silence lasted only a breath, but it carried a full load of disappointment.

      
      “Not again,” Luke said.
      

      
      “Again.” Leia crossed her arms. “We’re looking at alternatives, but until we get something,
         construction and dry-dock plans are all being put on hold.”
      

      
      “Vader’s really going all out to find you people,” Han said. “What are your backup
         plans?”
      

      
      “We’re looking at Cerroban, Aestilan, and Hoth,” Leia told him.

      
      “That’s the bottom of the barrel,” Han said.

      
      For a second, he thought she was going to fight, but instead she only looked defeated.
         He knew as well as she did that the secret rebel base was going to be critical. Without
         a base, some kinds of repair, manufacturing, and training work just couldn’t be done,
         and the Empire knew that, too. But Cerroban was a waterless, airless lump of stone
         hardly better than the rendezvous point, and one that was pounded by asteroids on
         a regular basis. Aestilan had air and water, but rock worms had made the planetary
         mantle so fragile that there were jokes about digging tunnels just by jumping up and
         down. And Hoth was an ice ball with an equatorial zone that only barely stayed warm
         enough to sustain human life, and that only when the sun was up.
      

      
      Leia stepped to one of the displays, shifting the image with a flicker of her fingers.
         A map of the galaxy appeared, the immensity of a thousand million suns disguised by
         the fitting of it all onto the same screen.
      

      
      “There is another possibility,” she said. “The Seymarti system is near the major space
         lanes. There’s some evidence that there was sentient life there at some point, but
         our probes don’t show anything now. It may be the place we’re looking for.”
      

      
      “That’s a terrible idea,” Han said. “You don’t want to do that.”

      
      “Why not?” Luke asked.

      
      “Ships get lost in Seymarti,” Han said. “A lot of ships. They make the jump to hyperspace,
         and they don’t come back out.”
      

      
      “What happens to them?”

      
      “No one knows. Something that close to the lanes without an Imperial garrison on it
         can be mighty appealing to someone who needs a convenient place to not get found,
         but everyone I know still steers clear of that place. Nobody goes there.”
      

      
      Luke patted his helmet with one thoughtful hand. “But if nobody goes there, how can
         a lot of ships get lost?”
      

      
      Han scowled. “I’m just saying the place has a bad reputation.”

      
      “The science teams think there may be some kind of spatial anomaly that throws off
         sensor readings,” Leia said. “If that’s true, and we can find a way to navigate it
         ourselves, Seymarti may be our best hope for avoiding Imperial notice. As soon as
         Wedge Antilles is back from patrol, he’s going to put together an escort force for
         the survey ships.”
      

      
      “I’d like to go with him,” Luke said.

      
      “We talked about that,” Leia said. “Wedge thought it would be a good chance for you
         to get some practice. He’s requested you as his second in command.”
      

      
      Luke’s smile was so bright, Han could have read by it. “Absolutely,” the kid said.

      
      The communication panel beside Leia chimed. “Ma’am, we’ve kept the engines hot, but
         if we don’t leave soon, we’re going to have to recalibrate the jump. Do you want me
         to reschedule your meetings again?”
      

      
      “No. I’ll be right there,” she said, and turned the connection off with an audible
         click.
      

      
      Han leaned forward. “It’s all right. I see how I fit in here,” he said. “The weapons run from Minoth to Targarth is off. That’s not a big deal. I’ll just
         bring the guns here instead. Unless you want the Falcon to go along with the kid here.”
      

      
      “Actually, that’s not why I wanted to talk with you,” Leia said. “Something else happened.
         Two years ago, we placed an agent at the edge of Imperial space. The intelligence
         we’ve gotten since then has been some of the most valuable we’ve seen, but the reports
         stopped seven months ago. We assumed the worst. And then yesterday, we got a retrieval
         code. From the Saavin system. Cioran.”
      

      
      “That’s not the edge of Imperial space,” Han said. “That’s the middle of it.”
      

      
      Chewbacca growled and moaned.

      
      “It’s not what I would have picked either,” Leia said. “There was no information with
         it. No context, no report. We don’t know what happened between the last contact and
         now. We just got the signal that we should send a ship.”
      

      
      “Oh,” Han said with a slowly widening grin. “No, it’s all right. I get it. I absolutely
         understand. You’ve got this important guy trapped in enemy territory, and you need
         to get him out. Only with the Empire already swarming like a hive of Bacian blood
         hornets, you can’t risk using anyone but the best. That about right?”
      

      
      “I wouldn’t put it that way, but it’s in the neighborhood of right, yes,” Leia said.
         “The risks are high. I won’t order anyone to take the assignment. We can make it worth
         your time if you’re willing to do it.”
      

      
      “You don’t have to order us, does she, Chewie? All you have to do is ask, and we are
         on the job.”
      

      
      Leia’s gaze softened a little. “Will you do this, then? For the Alliance?”

      
      Han went on as if she hadn’t spoken. “Just say ‘please,’ and we’ll get the Millennium Falcon warmed up, skin out of here, grab your guy, and be back before you know it. Nothing
         to it.”
      

      
      Leia’s expression went stony. “Please.”

      
      Han scratched his eyebrow. “Can I have a little time to think about it?”

      
      The Wookiee made a low but rising howl and lifted his arms impatiently.

      
      “Thank you, Chewie,” Leia said. “There’s also a real possibility that the whole operation was compromised and the retrieval code is bait in a trap. When
         you make your approach, you’ll need to be very careful.”
      

      
      “Always am,” Han said, and Luke coughed. “What?” Han demanded.

      
      “You’re always careful?”

      
      “I’m always careful enough.”

      
      “Your first objective is to make the connection and complete the retrieval,” Leia
         said. “If you can’t do that, find out as much as you can about what happened and whether
         any of our people are in danger. But if you smell a trap, get out. If we’ve lost her,
         we’ve lost her. We don’t want to sacrifice anyone else.”
      

      
      “Her?”

      
      Leia touched the display controls again, and the image shifted. A green security warning
         flooded it, and she keyed in the override. A woman’s face filled the screen. High
         cheekbones, dark eyes and hair, V-shaped chin, and a mouth that seemed on the verge
         of smiling. If Han had seen her in a city, he’d have looked twice, but not because
         she was suspicious. The data field beside the picture listed a life history too complex
         to take in at a glance. The name field read: Scarlet Hark.
      

      
      “Don’t get in over your head,” Leia said.
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HOT MESS

      
      MAUL MOVED ACROSS THE PRISON MESS HALL like a predator recently released from its cage, passing sleekly through the mob,
         parting them with scarcely a glance. Some of the inmates took an uneasy step back
         to allow him to go by, while others simply froze in place. Heads swiveled to watch
         him pass. The continuous ambient drone of voices dropped to whispers and the whispers
         lapsed into watchful, estimating silence as he made his way among them.
      

      
      He walked to the last table and sat down.

      
      On the other side of the table, two inmates who had been in the middle of an argument—one
         a pallid, frightened-looking human with a four-day stubble, the other a Gotal who
         appeared to be missing an eye—stopped talking, picked up their trays, and made a hasty
         departure.
      

      
      Maul sat motionless, observing everything around him without giving any indication
         that he was doing so. Although his peripheral vision still hadn’t fully recovered
         from last night’s attack, he saw enough to realize that he had become the current
         object of everyone’s attention. Even the guards up on the catwalks overhead seemed
         to have gone on high alert, one hand on their blasters, the other resting on the small
         flat consoles that they wore on their belts. From both inmates and guards, Maul could smell
         a certain unmistakable commingling of fear, desperation, and the grinding monotony
         of paranoia that emerged when living things were penned up together in close quarters
         for indefinite spans of time.
      

      
      It disgusted him.

      
      Yet, for the time being at least, it was home.

      
      He had stepped aboard this floating sewer less than twenty-four standard hours earlier,
         and in that time he’d come to understand all that he needed to know about the place.
         The rest of his time inside, he knew, would simply be a question of patience, of accomplishing
         his mission here without being discovered for what he truly was.
      

      
      Neither of these things would be difficult for him.

      
      They were simply the mandates of his assignment, and as such, beyond all question.

      
      His arrival on Cog Hive Seven had come courtesy of the only transport of the day,
         a nameless prison barge with a stripped-down interior that reeked of high-carbon anthracite
         and unwashed flesh. The cargo hold was stocked with thirty-seven other inmates whose
         presence Maul barely registered after gauging none of them worth a moment of his time.
         They were a foul-smelling, nit-infested lot comprised of a dozen different species,
         some clearly deranged and muttering to themselves, others staring blankly through
         the vessel’s only viewport as if something in the depthless black void might give
         perspective to their pointless and insubstantial lives.
      

      
      Throughout it all, Maul had sat apart from his fellow inmates in absolute stillness.
         Some of them, apparently, couldn’t wait to start fighting. As the trip wore on, boredom
         became restlessness and scuffles had broken out as sidelong glances, petty grievances
         erupted into acts of seemingly unprovoked violence. Several hours into the journey,
         an over-muscled ectomorph with bulging crab-stalk eyes had leapt up and lunged at
         a Rodian who’d somehow managed to smuggle a whip-band that he’d sharpened and apparently
         planned to use as a makeshift vibroblade. The fight hadn’t lasted long, and only when the blade-bearer had accidentally bumped
         into him had Maul glanced up long enough to drive an elbow upward and shatter the
         Rodian’s lower spine. The guards onboard hadn’t even blinked as the Rodian pitched
         over sideways, wailing and paralyzed, to the deck where it lay whimpering for the
         duration of the trip, gazing up through moist and pleading eyes.
      

      
      It was the only time during the entire trip that Maul had moved.

      
      When they’d finally docked, a retinue of fatigued-looking corrections officers had
         met them in the hangar, herding them down the berthing port with static pikes and
         go-sticks, running the biometric scans as the new inmates had shambled forward, blinking
         into their new surroundings. Maul had seen more guards at this point in processing
         than anywhere else aboard the space station. At the end of the line, he stood motionless
         as a jumpy young CO whose ID badge read Smight swept a wand over him, scanning for infection and hidden weapons. There was no mistaking
         the tremor in the man’s hand as he passed the wand in front of Maul’s face.
      

      
      “You know why you’re here, maggot?” Smight had asked, struggling to hide the quaver
         in his voice behind a pitiful note of bravado.
      

      
      Maul had said nothing.

      
      “Twenty-two standard hours a day,” Smight told him, “you’re free to roam the gallery
         and mess hall. Twice a day, when you hear the clarion call go off, you return to your
         cell for matching.” The guard swallowed, the bump in his throat bulging up and down.
         “Any attempt to escape results in immediate termination. Failure to report back to
         your cell for matching will be treated as an escape attempt and will result in immediate
         termination. You got that?”
      

      
      Maul had just stared back at him, waiting for the guard to finish his business and
         back away. As he’d walked away, he heard the young CO find enough courage to snarl
         out one final declaration.
      

      
      “You’ll die in here, maggot. They all do.”

      
      Medbay had come next, an hour’s worth of decontamination and tox screens, neuro readouts
         and electroencephalograms administered by disinterested droids. After a long round
         of ultrasonic full-body scans, a refurbished GH-7 surgical unit had inserted a long
         syringe into Maul’s chest, withdrawn it, only to plunge it back in again at a slightly different angle.
         A final scan had confirmed whatever the droid had done to him, and the CO at the far
         end of the concourse had waved him forward.
      

      
      Afterward, two more officers armed with E-11 assault blasters had appeared and led
         him through a circuitous network of increasingly narrow concourses. The final walkway
         had led unceremoniously to his cell, a featureless, alloy-plated dome perhaps three
         meters in diameter. The carbon composite floor was the color of dirty slate. A single
         air vent whirred overhead. Stepping inside, Maul had sat hunched on the single, narrow
         bench, gazing at the only light source, an unremarkable panel of blinking yellow lights
         on the opposite wall.
      

      
      “This is where you’ll come for lockdown and matching,” one of the guards had told
         him. He was a grizzled older man, a veteran whose ID badge identified him as Voystock.
         “You hear the clarion, wherever you are, you have five standard minutes to get back
         here for lockdown before you’re terminated.”
      

      
      Maul looked at him coldly. “Terminated?”

      
      “Yeah, I guess nobody told you.” The guard nodded down at the flat gray control unit
         strapped to his hip. “We call this thing a dropbox. Wanna know why?”
      

      
      Maul just gazed at him.

      
      “Oh, you’re a hard-case, right?” Voystock snorted. “Yeah. They all start out that
         way. See, every inmate who comes through medbay gets a subatomic electrostatic detonator
         implanted in the walls of his heart. Both your hearts, since apparently you’ve got two of ’em. What that means is, I type in
         your prison number here, 11240—” He ran his fingers over the dropbox’s keypad. “—those
         charges go off. And that’s when you drop. Permanently.”
      

      
      Maul said nothing.

      
      “But hey,” Voystock said with a crooked grin, “a tough guy like you shouldn’t have
         any problems here.” He reached up and patted Maul’s cheek. “Have yourself a nice day,
         right?”
      

      
      They left the hatch open behind them, but Maul had stayed in his cell, crouched motionless,
         allowing his new surroundings to creep in around him in the slow accretion of physical
         detail.
      

      
      There were words scratched on the walls, graffiti in a dozen different languages,
         the usual cries of weakness—pleas for help, forgiveness, recognition, a quick death. The bench was equipped with handgrips, their surface worn smooth by
         hundreds of palms, as if the inmates who’d occupied this cell before him had all needed
         something to hold onto. Maul had dismissed this detail as irrelevant.
      

      
      Until the clarion had sounded.

      
      Then he had sat up, snapped into total alertness, as the panel of yellow lights in
         front of him stopped blinking and turned solid red. The signal keened for five minutes.
         From outside, Maul had heard voices along with the frantic scuffle and clang of footsteps
         on floorboards as inmates had hurried back to their cells. As the alarms cut off,
         he heard the sounds of cells around him sealing shut.
      

      
      The walls had started shaking. Complicated scraping noises came from somewhere deep
         inside the prison’s infrastructure itself, gnashing together in complicated arrangements
         of pneumatics. Reconfiguration. Maul looked down. The floor beneath him had already
         begun to bow downward into a bowl shape as the dome became a perfect sphere.
      

      
      And the cell had begun to turn.

      
      Only then had the well-worn handgrips on the bench made sense. He’d taken hold of
         them for support, hanging on as his cell rotated completely upside down and backward
         again, then barrel-rolled sideways like a flight simulator with a broken oscillation
         throttle. Throughout it all, the metallic clacking and clanging continued, as the
         various plates of his cell reshaped themselves around him.
      

      
      When the rotation stopped, a recessed hatchway had hissed open into what appeared
         to be another empty cell, thick with shadow and little else. At first Maul had simply
         stood gazing into it. Then he’d taken a step inside. By the time he’d picked up the
         presence of another lifeform behind him—the warrior with mismatched arms and the amphistaff—the
         first blow had already come.
      

      
      And now.

      
      Sitting in the midst of the mess hall, feeling the eyes of the other prisoners upon
         him, sensing the slow accumulation of tension gathering around him like an electrically
         charged flow of ionized particles, Maul realized that the inmates of Cog Hive Seven,
         both individually and collectively, were already planning his demise.
      

      
      Let them. It will only make your task easier.
      

      
      From everything he’d gleaned so far, the prison was an open sewer, its circular layout
         fostering an illusory sense of false-bottomed freedom among the incarcerated. In actuality,
         the prisoners’ ability to roam unimpeded between fights only heightened the steadily
         percolating sense of animosity among them, the willingness to rip one another to pieces
         at the slightest provocation.
      

      
      Maul allowed his thoughts to cycle back to the electrostatic detonators that the droid
         had implanted in the chambers of both his hearts, tiny seeds of death that the population
         of Cog Hive Seven carried around with them every day. In the end, for all of these
         pathetic creatures, freedom was nothing but the promise of oblivion. No matter what
         they’d done to land themselves here—whatever they were running from or dreamed of
         or hoped to achieve—those detonators, mere microns in diameter, represented the totality
         of their lives, and the ease with which they could be taken away.
      

      
      You are to locate Iram Radique, Sidious had told him, back on Coruscant, during their final moments together. And
         then, perhaps sensing the physical reaction that Maul himself had not quite been able
         to suppress, the Sith Lord had added, It will not be as easy as it sounds.
      

      
      According to Sidious, Radique was a highly reclusive arms dealer, legendary throughout
         the galaxy, a ghost whose base of operations was located somewhere within the Cog
         Hive Seven, although no one, even Sidious himself, could confirm this fact.
      

      
      Radique’s true identity was a closely guarded secret. As an alleged inmate in the
         prison, he operated exclusively behind a constantly shifting palimpsest of middlemen
         and fronts, guards and inmates and corrupt officials both inside and outside its shifting
         walls. Those who served him, directly or indirectly, might not know who they were
         working for, or if they did, they could never have identified his face.
      

      
      You will not leave Cog Hive Seven, Sidious told him, until you have identified Radique and met with him face to face to facilitate the
            business at hand. Is that understood?

      
      It was. Maul looked around the mess hall again at the hundreds of inmates who were
         now staring at him openly. At the next table, two human prisoners—they appeared to be father and son—were sitting close together as
         if for mutual protection. The older one, a powerfully built, scarred veteran of a
         thousand battles, was holding a piece of string with knots tied along carefully measured
         intervals, while the younger one looked on in mute fascination.
      

      
      Three tables down, a group of inmates hunched over their trays, groping with utensils.
         When one of them lifted his head, Maul realized that the man’s eyes were missing—as
         if they’d been gouged out of his skull. Had that happened in one of the matches? The
         man’s hand found his fork, and he began, tentatively, to scoop food into his mouth.
      

      
      Across the room, another inmate, a Twi’lek, was glaring directly at Maul. Beside him,
         a Weequay with a sunbaked face like a desert cliff and a half dozen topknot braids
         stood expressionless. Watchful. Any of them could have been Radique, Maul thought,
         or none of them.
      

      
      Maul scanned the rest of the mess hall, absorbing all of it in a swingle sweeping
         glance. There were a hundred alliances here, he sensed, gangs and crews and whole
         webs of social order whose complexity would require his close attention if he was
         going to find his way among them to complete the mission for which he’d been dispatched.
         And time was not something that he had in unlimited quantities.
      

      
      It was time to get to work.

      
      Picking up his tray, he dumped the remains of his meal in the nearest waste bin, and
         cut diagonally across the mess hall. There were groups of inmates clustered around
         the exit. He turned left, following the wall to a hatchway in the corner, from which
         the smell of cheap prison food came wafting out, mixed with the stench of cleaning
         solution.
      

      
      Exactly what he was looking for.

      
      He slipped inside.

      
   
      
      Introduction to the OLD REPUBLIC Era

      
      (5,000–33 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)

      
      Long—long—ago in a galaxy far, far away … some twenty-five thousand years before Luke Skywalker
         destroyed the first Death Star at the Battle of Yavin in Star Wars: A New Hope … a large number of star systems and species in the center of the galaxy came together
         to form the Galactic Republic, governed by a Chancellor and a Senate from the capital
         city-world of Coruscant. As the Republic expanded via the hyperspace lanes, it absorbed
         new member worlds from newly discovered star systems; it also expanded its military
         to deal with the hostile civilizations, slavers, pirates, and gangster-species such
         as the slug-like Hutts that were encountered in the outward exploration. But the most
         vital defenders of the Republic were the Jedi Knights. Originally a reclusive order
         dedicated to studying the mysteries of the life energy known as the Force, the Jedi
         became the Republic’s guardians, charged by the Senate with keeping the peace—with
         wise words if possible; with lightsabers if not.
      

      
      But the Jedi weren’t the only Force-users in the galaxy. An ancient civil war had
         pitted those Jedi who used the Force selflessly against those who allowed themselves
         to be ruled by their ambitions—which the Jedi warned led to the dark side of the Force.
         Defeated in that long-ago war, the dark siders fled beyond the galactic frontier,
         where they built a civilization of their own: the Sith Empire.
      

      
      The first great conflict between the Republic and the Sith Empire occurred when two
         hyperspace explorers stumbled on the Sith worlds, giving the Sith Lord Naga Sadow
         and his dark side warriors a direct invasion route into the Republic’s central worlds.
         This war resulted in the first destruction of the Sith Empire—but it was hardly the last.
         For the next four thousand years, skirmishes between the Republic and Sith grew into
         wars, with the scales always tilting toward one or the other, and peace never lasting.
         The galaxy was a place of almost constant strife: Sith armies against Republic armies;
         Force-using Sith Lords against Jedi Masters and Jedi Knights; and the dreaded nomadic
         mercenaries called Mandalorians bringing muscle and firepower wherever they stood
         to gain.
      

      
      Then, a thousand years before A New Hope and the Battle of Yavin, the Jedi defeated the Sith at the Battle of Ruusan, decimating
         the so-called Brotherhood of Darkness that was the heart of the Sith Empire—and most
         of its power.
      

      
      One Sith Lord survived—Darth Bane—and his vision for the Sith differed from that of
         his predecessors. He instituted a new doctrine: No longer would the followers of the
         dark side build empires or amass great armies of Force-users. There would be only
         two Sith at a time: a Master and an apprentice. From that time on, the Sith remained
         in hiding, biding their time and plotting their revenge, while the rest of the galaxy
         enjoyed an unprecedented era of peace, so long and strong that the Republic eventually
         dismantled its standing armies.
      

      
      But while the Republic seemed strong, its institutions had begun to rot. Greedy corporations
         sought profits above all else and a corrupt Senate did nothing to stop them, until
         the corporations reduced many planets to raw materials for factories and entire species
         became subjects for exploitation. Individual Jedi continued to defend the Republic’s
         citizens and obey the will of the Force, but the Jedi Order to which they answered
         grew increasingly out of touch. And a new Sith mastermind, Darth Sidious, at last
         saw a way to restore Sith domination over the galaxy and its inhabitants, and quietly
         worked to set in motion the revenge of the Sith …
      

      
      If you’re a reader new to the Old Republic era, here are three great starting points:

      
      
         
         • The Old Republic: Deceived, by Paul S. Kemp: Kemp tells the tale of the Republic’s betrayal by the Sith Empire,
            and features Darth Malgus, an intriguing, complicated villain.
         

         
         • Knight Errant, by John Jackson Miller: Alone in Sith territory, the headstrong Jedi Kerra Holt
            seeks to thwart the designs of an eccentric clan of fearsome, powerful, and bizarre
            Sith Lords.
         

         
         • Darth Bane: Path of Destruction, by Drew Karpyshyn: A portrait of one of the most famous Sith Lords, from his horrifying
            childhood to an adulthood spent in the implacable pursuit of vengeance.
         

         
      

      
      Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Old Republic era.
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         Even at the beginning of our journey I feel like a rock in the river of the Force.
               Lanoree is a fish carried by that river, feeding from it, living within it, relying
               on the waters for her well-being. But I am unmoving. An inconvenience to the water
               as long as I remain. And slowly, slowly, I am being eroded to nothing.
         

         
         —Dalien Brock, diaries, 10,661 TYA

         
      

      
      She is a little girl, the sky seems wide and endless, and Lanoree Brock breathes in
         the wonders of Tython as she runs to find her brother.
      

      
      Dalien is down by the estuary again. He likes being alone, away from all the other
         children at Bodhi, the Je’daii Temple of the Arts. Her parents have sent her to find
         him, and though they still have some teaching to do that afternoon, they’ve promised
         that they will walk up to the boundary of the Edge Forest that evening. Lanoree loves
         it up there. And it scares her a little, as well. Close to the temple, near the sea,
         she can feel the Force ebbing and flowing through everything—the air she breathes,
         the sights she sees, and all that makes up the beautiful scenery. Up at the Edge Forest, there’s a primal wildness to the Force that
         sets her blood pumping.
      

      
      Her mother will smile and say that she will learn about it all, given time. Her father
         will look silently into the forest, as if he silently yearns to explore that way.
         And her little brother, only nine years old, will start to cry.
      

      
      Always at the Edge Forest, he cries.

      
      “Dal!” She swishes through the long grasses close to the riverbank, hands held out
         by her sides so that the grass caresses her palms. She won’t tell him about the walk
         planned for that evening. If she does he’ll get moody, and he might not agree to come
         home with her. He can be like that sometimes, and their father says it’s the sign
         of someone finding his own way.
      

      
      Dal doesn’t seem to have heard her, and as she closes on him she slows from a run
         to a walk and thinks, If that was me I’d have sensed me approaching ages ago.
      

      
      Dal’s head remains dipped. By his side he has created a perfect circle using the stones
         of chewed mepples, his favorite fruit. He does that when he’s thinking.
      

      
      The river flows by, fast and full from the recent rains. There’s a power to it that
         is intimidating, and, closing her eyes, Lanoree feels the Force and senses the myriad
         life-forms that call the river home. Some are as small as her finger, others that
         swim upriver from the ocean almost half the size of a Cloud Chaser ship. She knows
         from her studies that many of them have teeth.
      

      
      She bites her lip, hesitant. Then she probes out with her mind and—

      
      “I told you to never do that to me!”

      
      “Dal …”

      
      He stands and turns around, and he looks furious. Just for a moment there’s a fire
         in his eyes that she doesn’t like. She has seen those flames before, and carries the
         knotted scar tissue in her lower lip to prove it. Then his anger slips and he smiles.
      

      
      “Sorry. You startled me, that’s all.”

      
      “You’re drawing?” she asks, seeing the sketchbook.

      
      Dal closes the book. “It’s rubbish.”

      
      “I don’t believe that,” Lanoree says. “You’re really good. Temple Master Fenn himself
         says so.”
      

      
      “Temple Master Fenn is a friend of Father’s.”

      
      Lanoree ignores the insinuation and walks closer to her brother. She can already see
         that he has chosen a fine place from which to draw the surroundings. The river curves
         here, and a smaller tributary joins from the hills of the Edge Forest, causing a confusion
         of currents. The undergrowth on the far bank is colorful and vibrant, and there’s
         a huge old ak tree whose hollowed trunk is home to a flight of weave birds. Their
         spun golden threads glisten in the afternoon sun. The birdsong complements the river’s
         roar.
      

      
      “Let me see,” Lanoree says.

      
      Dal does not look at her, but he opens the pad.

      
      “It’s beautiful,” she says. “The Force has guided your fingers, Dal.” But she’s not
         sure.
      

      
      Dal picks a heavy pencil from his pocket and strikes five thick lines through his
         drawing, left to right, tearing the paper and ruining it forever. His expression does
         not change, and neither does his breathing. It’s almost as if there is no anger at
         all.
      

      
      “There,” he says. “That’s better.”

      
      For a moment the lines look like claw marks, and as Lanoree takes a breath and blinks—

      
      A soft, insistent alarm pulled her up from sleep. Lanoree sighed and sat up, rubbing
         her eyes, massaging the dream away. Dear Dal. She dreamed of him often, but they were
         usually dreams of those later times when everything was turning bad. Not when they
         were still children for whom Tython was so full of potential.
      

      
      Perhaps it was because she was on her way home.

      
      She had not been back to Tython for more than four years. She was a Je’daii Ranger,
         and so ranging is what she did. Some Rangers found reasons to return to Tython regularly.
         Family connections, continuous training, face-to-face debriefs, it all amounted to
         the same thing—they hated being away from home. She also believed that there were
         those Je’daii who felt the need to immerse themselves in Tython’s Force-rich surroundings from time to time, as if uncertain that their affinity with the Force
         was strong enough.
      

      
      Lanoree had no such doubts. She was comfortable with her strength and balance in the
         Force. The short periods she had spent with others on retreats on Ashla and Bogan—a
         voluntary part of a Padawan’s training, should they desire to go—had made her even
         more confident in this.
      

      
      She stood from her cot and stretched. She reached for the ceiling and grabbed the
         bars she’d welded there herself, pulling up, breathing softly, then lifting her legs
         and stretching them out until she was horizontal to the floor. Her muscles quivered,
         and she breathed deeply as she felt the Force flowing through her, a vibrant, living
         thing. Mental exercise and meditation were fine, but sometimes she took the greatest
         pleasure in exerting herself physically. She believed that to be strong with the Force,
         one had to be strong in body.
      

      
      The alarm was still ringing.

      
      “I’m awake,” she said, easing herself slowly back to the floor, “in case you hadn’t
         noticed.”
      

      
      The alarm snapped off, and her Peacemaker ship’s grubby yellow maintenance droid ambled
         into the small living quarters on padded metal feet. It was one of many adaptations
         she’d made to the ship in her years out in the Tythan system. Most Peacemakers carried
         a very simple droid, but she’d updated hers to a Holgorian IM-220, capable of limited
         communication with a human master and other duties not necessarily exclusive to ship
         maintenance. She’d further customized it with some heavy armor, doubling its weight
         but making it much more useful to her in risky scenarios. She spoke to it, its replies
         were obtuse, and she supposed it was the equivalent of trying to communicate with
         a grass kapir back home. She had even named it.
      

      
      “Hey, Ironholgs. You better not have woken me early.”

      
      The droid beeped and scraped, and she wasn’t sure whether it was getting cranky in
         its old age.
      

      
      She looked around the small but comfortable living quarters. She had chosen a Peacemaker
         over a Hunter because of its size; even before she’d flown her first mission as a
         Je’daii Ranger, she knew that she would be eager to spend much of her time in space.
         A Hunter was fast and agile but too small to live in. The Peacemaker was a compromise
         on maneuverability, but she had spent long periods living alone on the ship. She preferred
         it that way.
      

      
      And like most Rangers, she had made many modifications and adaptations to her ship
         that stamped her own identity upon it. She’d stripped out the table and chairs and
         replaced them with a weights and tensions rack for working out. Now, she ate her food
         sitting on her narrow cot. She’d replaced the holonet entertainment system with an
         older flatscreen, which doubled as communications center and reduced the ship’s net
         weight. Beside the extensive engine compartment there had been a small room that housed
         a second cot for guests or companions, but because she had neither she had filled
         the space with extra laser charge pods, a water-recycling unit, and food stores. The
         ship’s four laser cannon turrets had also been upgraded, and it now also carried plasma
         missiles, and drone missiles for long-distance combat. At the hands of the Cathar
         master armorer Gan Corla, the cannons now packed three times more punch and were effective
         over twice the range as those standard to Peacemakers.
      

      
      She had also altered and adapted the function and position of many cockpit controls,
         making it so that only she could effectively fly the ship. It was hers, it was home,
         and that was how she liked it.
      

      
      “How long to Tython?” she asked.

      
      The droid let out a series of whines and clicks.

      
      “Right,” Lanoree said. “Suppose I’d better freshen up.” She brushed a touch pad and
         the darkened screens in the forward cockpit faded to clear, revealing the star-speckled
         view that never failed to make her heart ache. There was something so profoundly moving
         to the distance and scale of what she saw out there, and the Force never let her forget
         that she was a part of something incomprehensibly large. She supposed it was as close
         as she ever came to a religious epiphany.
      

      
      She touched the pad again and a red glow appeared, surrounding a speck in the distance.
         Tython. Three hours and she’d be there.
      

      
      The Je’daii Council ordering her back to Tython meant only one thing. They had a mission
         for her, and it was one that they needed to discuss face-to-face.
      

      
      * * *

      
      Washed, dressed, and fed, Lanoree sat in the ship’s cockpit and watched Tython drawing
         closer. Her ship had communicated with sentry drones orbiting at thirty thousand kilometers,
         and now the Peacemaker was performing a graceful parabola that would take it down
         into the atmosphere just above the equator.
      

      
      She was nervous about visiting Tython again, but part of her was excited as well.
         It would be good to see her mother and father, however briefly. She contacted them
         far too infrequently. With Dal dead, she was now their only child.
      

      
      A soft chime announced an incoming transmission. She swiveled her seat and faced the
         flatscreen, just as it snowed into an image.
      

      
      “Master Dam-Powl,” Lanoree said, surprised. “An honor.” And it was. She had expected
         the welcoming transmission to be from a Je’daii Ranger or perhaps even a Journeyer
         she did not know. Not the Cathar Je’daii Master.
      

      
      Dam-Powl bowed her head. “Lanoree, it’s good to see you again. We’ve been eagerly
         awaiting your arrival. Pressing matters beg discussion. Dark matters.”
      

      
      “I assumed that was the case,” Lanoree said. She shifted in her seat, unaccountably
         nervous.
      

      
      “I sense your discomfort,” Master Dam-Powl said.

      
      “Forgive me. It’s been some time since I spoke with a Je’daii Master.”

      
      “You feel unsettled even with me?” Dam-Powl asked, smiling. But the smile quickly
         slipped. “No matter. Prepare yourself, because today you speak with six Masters, including
         Stav Kesh’s Temple Master Lha-Mi. I’ve sent your ship the landing coordinates for
         our meeting place thirty kilometers south of Akar Kesh. We’ll expect you soon.”
      

      
      “Master, we’re not meeting at a temple?”

      
      But Dam-Powl had already broken the transmission, and Lanoree was left staring at
         a blank screen. She could see her image reflected there, and she quickly gathered
         herself, breathing away the shock. Six Je’daii Masters? And Lha-Mi as well?

      
      “Then it is something big.”
      

      
      She checked the transmitted coordinates and switched the flight computer to manual,
         eager to make the final approach herself. She had always loved flying and the freedom it gave her. Untethered. Almost a free agent.
      

      
      Lanoree closed her eyes briefly and breathed with the Force. It was strong this close
         to Tython, elemental, and it sparked her senses alive.
      

      
      By the time the Peacemaker sliced into Tython’s outer atmosphere, Lanoree’s excitement
         was growing. The landing zone was nestled in a small valley with giant standing stones
         on the surrounding hills. She could see several other ships, including Hunters and
         another Peacemaker. It was a strange place for such a meeting, but the Je’daii Council
         would have its reasons. She guided her ship in an elegant arc and landed almost without
         a jolt.
      

      
      “Solid ground,” she whispered. “Ironholgs, I don’t know how long we’ll be here, but
         take the opportunity to run a full systems check. Anything we need we can pick up
         from Akar Kesh before we leave.”
      

      
      The droid emitted a mechanical sigh.

      
      Lanoree probed gently outward, and when she sensed that the air pressures had equalized,
         she opened the lower hull hatch. The smells that flooded in—rash grass, running water,
         that curious charged smell that seemed to permeate the atmosphere around most temples—brought
         a rush of nostalgia for the planet she had left behind. But there was no time for
         personal musings.
      

      
      Three Journeyers were waiting for her, wide-eyed and excited.

      
      “Welcome, Ranger Brock!” the tallest of the three said.

      
      “I’m sure,” she said. “Where are they waiting for me?”

      
      “On Master Lha-Mi’s Peacemaker,” another Journeyer said. “We’re here to escort you.
         Please, follow us.”
      

      
      “I’m here representing the Council of Masters,” the Talid Temple Master Lha-Mi said.
         “Forgive us for not welcoming you back to Tython in more … salubrious surroundings.
         But by necessity this meeting must be covert.” His long white hair glowed in the room’s
         artificial light. He was old and wise, and Lanoree was pleased to see him again.
      

      
      “It’s so nice to be back,” Lanoree said. She bowed.

      
      “Please, please.” Lha-Mi pointed to a seat, and Lanoree sat facing him and the other
         five Je’daii Masters. This Peacemaker’s living quarters had been pared down to provide
         a circular table with eight seats around it, and little more. She nodded a silent
         greeting to Lha-Mi, Dam-Powl and the Cathar Master Tem Madog, but the other three
         she did not know. It seemed that things had moved swiftly while she had been away,
         especially when it came to promotions.
      

      
      “Ranger Brock,” Master Dam-Powl said, smiling. “It’s wonderful to see you again in
         the flesh.” She was a Master at Anil Kesh, the Je’daii Temple of Science, and during
         Lanoree’s training there, she and Dam-Powl had formed a close bond. It was she more
         than any other who had expressed the conviction that Lanoree would be a great Je’daii
         one day. It was also Dam-Powl who had revealed and encouraged the areas of Force use
         at which Lanoree was most skilled—metallurgy, elemental manipulation, alchemy.
      

      
      “Likewise, Master Dam-Powl,” Lanoree said.

      
      “How are your studies?”

      
      “Progressing,” Lanoree said. There was a hidden place in her Peacemaker ship, and
         a container holding a very personal experiment, and sometimes she spent long hours
         at work there. Her alchemical skills still seemed fledgling sometimes, but the sense
         of accomplishment and power she felt while using them were almost addictive.
      

      
      “You’re a talented Je’daii,” Master Tem Madog said. “I can sense your experience and
         strength growing with the years.” It was a durasteel sword forged by this master weapons
         smith that hung by Lanoree’s side. The blade had saved her life on many occasions,
         and on other occasions it had taken lives. It was her third arm, a part of her. In
         the four years since leaving Tython she had never been more than an arm’s reach from
         the weapon, and she felt it now, cool and solid, keen in the presence of its maker.
      

      
      “I honor the Force as well as I can,” Lanoree said. “ ‘I am the mystery of darkness,
         in balance with chaos and harmony.’ ” She smiled as she quoted from the Je’daii oath,
         and some of the Masters smiled back. Some of them. The three she did not know remained
         expressionless, and she probed gently, knowing that she risked punishment yet unable
         to break her old habit. She always liked knowing who she was talking to. And as they had not introduced themselves, she thought it only fair.
      

      
      They closed themselves to her, and one, a Wookiee, growled deep in his throat.

      
      “You have served the Je’daii and Tython well during your years as Ranger,” Lha-Mi
         said. “And sitting before us now, you must surely believe that we mean you no ill.
         I understand that this meeting might seem strange and that being faced with us might
         seem … daunting. Intimidating, perhaps? But there is no need to invade another’s privacy,
         Lanoree, especially a Master’s. No need at all.”
      

      
      “Apologies, Master Lha-Mi,” Lanoree said, wincing inwardly. You might have been out in the wilds, she berated herself, but be mindful of the Je’daii formality.
      

      
      The Wookiee laughed.

      
      “I am Xiang,” one of the strangers, a female of the Sith species, said. “Your father
         taught me, and now I teach under him at Bodhi Temple. A wise man. And good at magic
         tricks.”
      

      
      For an instant Lanoree felt a flood of emotion that surprised her. She remembered
         her father’s tricks from when she and Dal were children—how he would pull objects
         out of thin air, turn one thing into another. Back then, she’d believed he was using
         mastery of the Force, but he had told her that there were some things not even the
         Force could do. Tricks, he’d said. I’m merely fooling your senses, not touching them with my own.
      

      
      “And how is he?” Lanoree asked.

      
      “He’s fine,” Xiang said, her red skin creasing with a smile. “He and your mother send
         their best wishes. They’d hoped you could visit them, but given the circumstances,
         they understand why that would be difficult.”
      

      
      “Circumstances?”

      
      Xiang glanced sidelong at Lha-Mi and then back at Lanoree. When she spoke again, it
         was not to answer her query. “We have a mission for you. It’s … delicate. And extremely
         important.”
      

      
      Lanoree sensed a shift in the room’s atmosphere. For a few moments they sat in almost
         complete silence—Temple Master Lha-Mi, five other Je’daii Masters, and her. Air-conditioning
         hummed, and through the chair she could feel the deeper, more insistent vibration of the Peacemaker’s
         power sources. Her own breath was loud. Her heart beat the moments by. The Force flowed
         through and around her, and she felt history pivoting on this moment—her own history
         and story, and that of the Je’daii civilization as well.
      

      
      Something staggering was going to happen.

      
      “Why do you choose me?” she asked softly. “There are many other Rangers, all across
         the system. Some much closer than me. It’s taken me nineteen days to reach here from
         Obri.”
      

      
      “Two reasons,” Xiang said. “First, you’re particularly suited to the investigations
         required. Your time on Kalimahr brokering the Hang Layden deal displayed your sensitivity
         in dealing with inhabitants on the settled worlds. Your actions on Nox saved many
         lives. And your defusing of the Wookiee land wars on Ska Gora probably prevented a
         civil war.”
      

      
      “It was hardly a defusing,” Lanoree said.

      
      “The deaths were unfortunate,” Lha-Mi said, “but they prevented countless more.”

      
      Lanoree thought of the giant apex trees aflame, countless burning leaves drifting
         in the vicious winds that sometimes stirred the jungles there, the sound of millennia-old
         tree trunks splitting and rupturing in the intense firestorm, and the screams of dying
         Wookiees. And she thought of her finger on the triggers of her laser cannons, raised
         and yet more than ready to fire again. It was me or them, she thought whenever the dream haunted her, and she knew that to be true. She had
         tried everything else—everything—but in the end, diplomacy gave way to blood. Yet each time she dreamed, the Force
         was in turmoil within her, dark and light vying for supremacy. Light tortured her
         with those memories. Dark would let her settle easy.
      

      
      “You saved tens of thousands,” Xiang said. “Maybe more. The Wookiee warlord Gharcanna
         had to be stopped.”
      

      
      “I only wish he had not fought to the end.” Lanoree glanced at the Wookiee Master
         and he nodded slowly, never taking his eyes from hers. He had great pride, and carried
         his sadness well.
      

      
      “You said two reasons,” Lanoree said.

      
      “Yes.” Xiang seemed suddenly uncomfortable, shifting in her seat.

      
      “Perhaps I should relay the rest of the information,” Lha-Mi said. “The mission first. The threat that has risen against the Je’daii, and perhaps even
         Tython itself. And when you know that, you will understand why we have chosen you.”
      

      
      “Of course,” Lanoree said. “I’m honored to be here, and keen to hear. Any threat against
         Tython is a threat against everything I love.”
      

      
      “Everything we all love,” Lha-Mi said. “For ten thousand years we have studied the Force and developed
         our society around and within it. Wars and conflicts have come and gone. We strive
         to keep the dark and the light, Bogan and Ashla, forever in balance. But now … now
         there is something that might destroy us all.
      

      
      “One man. And his dreams. Dreams to leave the Tythan system and travel out into the
         galaxy. Many people desire to do so, and it’s something I understand. However settled
         we are in this system, any educated being knows that our history lies out there, beyond
         everything we now know and understand. But this man seeks another route.”
      

      
      “What other route?” Lanoree asked. Her skin prickled with fear.

      
      “A hypergate,” Lha-Mi said.

      
      “But there is no hypergate on Tython,” Lanoree said, “only tales of one deep in the
         Old City, but they’re just that. Tales.”
      

      
      “Tales,” Lha-Mi said, his eyes heavy, beard drooping as he lowered his head. “But
         some people will chase a tale as far and hard as they can, and seek to make it real.
         We have intelligence that this man is doing such a thing. He believes that there’s
         a hypergate deep beneath the ruins of the Old City on the continent of Talss. He seeks
         to activate it.”
      

      
      “How?” she asked.

      
      “A device,” Lha-Mi said. “We don’t know its nature or its design. But our source tells
         us it will be fueled by dark matter, harnessed through arcane means. Forbidden. Dreaded.
         The most dangerous element known to us, and which no Je’daii would ever dare attempt
         to capture or create.”
      

      
      “But if there’s no hypergate—”

      
      “Tales,” Lha-Mi said again. “He chases a legend. But whether it exists or not is irrelevant.
         The threat is the dark matter he intends using to try to initiate the supposed gateway.
         It could …” He trailed off and looked to his side.
      

      
      “It could destroy Tython,” Dam-Powl said. “Exposing dark matter to normal matter would
         be cataclysmic. It would create a black hole, swallowing Tython in a heartbeat. The
         rest of the system, too.”
      

      
      “And if there is a hypergate, and it does work?”
      

      
      Silence for a while. And then one of the three Masters she did not know spoke, her
         first and last words of the meeting. “Then the danger to the Je’daii would be very
         different but equally severe.”
      

      
      “So you see the dire threat we face,” Lha-Mi said.

      
      “Just one man? So arrest him.”

      
      “We don’t know where he is. We don’t even know which planet he’s on.”

      
      “The little intelligence you have is sound?” Lanoree asked, but she already knew the
         answer to that. Such a gathering of Je’daii Masters for this purpose would not have
         taken place otherwise.
      

      
      “We have no reason to doubt it,” Lha-Mi said, “and every reason to fear. If it does
         transpire that the threat is not as severe as it appears, then that’s a good thing.
         All we waste is time.”
      

      
      “But the hypergate,” Lanoree said. “Protect it. Guard it.”

      
      Lha-Mi leaned forward across the table. With a blink he closed off the cabin—air-conditioning
         ceased; the door slammed shut and locked. “The hypergate is a tale,” he said. “That
         is all.”
      

      
      Lanoree nodded. But she also knew that talking about a simple story would surely not
         require such care and such an arrangement as this. For later, she thought, guarding her thoughts.
      

      
      “And now to why it’s you we’ve chosen for the mission,” Xiang said. “The man is Dalien
         Brock, your brother.”
      

      
      Lanoree reeled. She never suffered from space sickness—the Force settled her, as it
         did all Je’daii—but she seemed to sway in her seat, though she did not move; dizziness
         swept through her, though the Peacemaker was as stable as the ground it rested upon.
      

      
      “No,” she said, frowning. “Dalien died nine years ago.”

      
      “You found no body,” Xiang said.

      
      “I found his clothing. Shredded. Bloodied.”

      
      “We have no reason to doubt our sources,” Lha-Mi said.

      
      “And I have no reason to believe them!” Lanoree said.

      
      Silence in the room. A loaded hush.

      
      “Your reason is that we order this,” Lha-Mi said. “Your reason is any small element of doubt that exists over your brother’s death. Your reason is that,
         if this is true, he might be a threat to Tython. Your brother might destroy everything
         you love.”
      

      
      He fled, I found his clothes, down, down deep in the—the Old City.
      

      
      “You see?” Lha-Mi asked as if reading her thoughts. For all Lanoree knew he had, and
         she did not question that. He was a Temple Master, after all, and she only a Ranger.
         Confused as she was, she could not help her thoughts betraying her.
      

      
      “He always looked to the stars,” Lanoree said softly.

      
      “We hear whispers of an organization, a loose collection of people, calling themselves
         Stargazers.”
      

      
      “Yes,” Lanoree said, remembering her little brother always looking outward to the
         depths of space as she looked inward.
      

      
      “Find your brother,” Lha-Mi said. “Bring him back to Tython. Stop his foolish schemes.”

      
      “He won’t come back,” Lanoree said. “If it really is him, he’ll never return after
         so long. So young when he died, but even then he was growing to …”
      

      
      “To hate the Je’daii,” Xiang said. “All the more reason to bring him back to us.”

      
      “And if he refuses?”

      
      “You are a Je’daii Ranger,” Lha-Mi said. And in a way, Lanoree knew that was answer
         enough.
      

      
      “I need everything you know.”

      
      “It’s already being downloaded to your ship’s computer.”

      
      Lanoree nodded, unsurprised at their forwardness. They’d known that she could not
         say no.
      

      
      “This is a covert operation,” Xiang said. “Rumors of the hypergate persist, but the
         knowledge that someone is trying to initiate it might cause panic. We could send a
         much larger force against Dalien, but that would be much more visible.”
      

      
      “And there’s a deeper truth,” Lha-Mi said.

      
      “You don’t want people supporting his cause,” Lanoree said. “If news of what he plans
         spreads, many more might attempt to initiate the gate. More devices. More dark matter.”
      

      
      Lha-Mi smiled and nodded. “You are perceptive and wise, Lanoree. The threat is severe.
         We are relying on you.”
      

      
      “Flattery, Master?” Lanoree said, her voice lighter. A ripple of laughter passed around
         the assembled Je’daii Masters.
      

      
      “Honesty,” Lha-Mi said. He grew serious once again, and that was a shame. A smile
         suited him.
      

      
      “As ever, I’ll give everything I have,” Lanoree said.

      
      “May the Force go with you,” Lha-Mi said.

      
      Lanoree stood, bowed, and as she approached the closed door Lha-Mi opened it with
         a wave of his hand. She paused once before leaving, turned back.
      

      
      “Master Xiang. Please relay my love to my mother and father. Tell them … I’ll see
         them soon.”
      

      
      Xiang nodded, smiled.

      
      As Lanoree left the room, she almost felt her little brother’s hand in her own.

      
      On her way back to her Peacemaker, a riot of emotions played across Lanoree’s mind.
         Beneath them all was a realization that was little surprise to her—she was glad that
         Dal was still alive. And this, she knew, was why she had been chosen for this mission.
         There were her past achievements, true, and though only in her midtwenties, she had
         already served the Je’daii well. Her affinity with the Force, and the Je’daii’s purpose
         and outlook, was pure. But her personal involvement might be her greatest asset.
      

      
      Because she had failed to save her brother’s life once, she would not let him go again.
         She would do everything she could to save Dal—from danger and from damnation—and that
         determination would serve her mission well.
      

      
      But she knew that it might also compromise her assignment.

      
      She breathed deeply and calmed herself, knowing that she would have to keep her emotions
         in check.
      

      
      Two young Je’daii apprentices passed her by. A boy and a girl, they might well have
         been brother and sister, and for a fleeting moment they reminded her of Dal and herself.
         They bowed respectfully and she nodded back, seeing the esteem in their eyes, and
         perhaps a touch of awe. Lanoree wore loose trousers and wrapped shirt, shimmersilk
         jacket, leather boots and equipment belt. Her flowing red scarves were from one of the finest clothing stores on Kalimahr. The silver bangles on her left
         wrist bore precious stones from the deep mines of Ska Gora, a gift from the Wookiee
         family she’d grown close to during her time there. Her sword was carried in a leather
         sheath fashioned from the bright green skin of a screech lizard from one of Obri’s
         three moons. Add these exotic adornments to her six-foot frame, startling gray eyes,
         and long, flowing auburn hair clasped in a dozen metal clips, and she knew she cut
         an imposing figure.
      

      
      “Ranger,” the young girl said. Lanoree paused and turned, and saw that the two children
         had also stopped. They were staring at her, but with a little more than fascination.
         They had purpose.
      

      
      “Children,” Lanoree said, raising an eyebrow.

      
      The girl came forward, one hand in the pocket of her woven trousers. Lanoree sensed
         the Force flowing strongly in them both, and there was an assuredness to their movements
         that made her sad. With her and Dal it had been so different. He had never understood
         the Force, and as they’d grown older together that confusion had turned into rejection,
         a growing hatred … and then something far worse.
      

      
      “Master Dam-Powl asked that I give you this,” the girl said. She held out a small
         message pod the size of her thumb. “She said it’s for your eyes only.”
      

      
      A private message from Master Dam-Powl, beyond the ears and eyes of the rest of the
         Je’daii. This was intriguing.
      

      
      Lanoree took the pod and pocketed it. “Thank you,” she said. “What’s your name?”

      
      But the girl and boy hurried away toward Lha-Mi’s Peacemaker, a gentle breeze ruffling
         their hair. The ship’s engines were already starting to cycle up.
      

      
      Ironholgs stood at the base of her ship’s ramp. It clicked and rattled as she approached.

      
      “All good?” she asked absently. The droid confirmed that, yes, all was good.

      
      Lanoree paused on the ramp and looked around. The Masters’ Peacemaker and several
         smaller escort ships were already lifting away, and further afield there were only
         the hillsides and the ancient standing stones, placed countless millennia ago to honor
         long-forgotten gods.
      

      
      The feeling of being watched came from elsewhere. The Je’daii Masters. They were waiting
         for her departure.
      

      
      “Okay, then,” Lanoree said, and she walked up the ramp into the comforting, familiar
         confines of her own ship.
      

      
      But she was distracted. This short time on Tython, and hearing of Dal’s mysterious
         survival, was waking those troubled memories once again.
      

      
   
      
      Introduction to the RISE OF THE EMPIRE Era
(33–0 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)

      
      This is the era of the Star Wars prequel films, in which Darth Sidious’s schemes lead to the devastating Clone Wars,
         the betrayal and destruction of the Jedi Order, and the Republic’s transformation
         into the Empire. It also begins the tragic story of Anakin Skywalker, the boy identified
         by the Jedi as the Chosen One of ancient prophecy, the one destined to bring balance
         to the Force. But, as seen in the movies, Anakin’s passions lead him to the dark side,
         and he becomes the legendary masked and helmeted villain Darth Vader.
      

      
      Before his fall, however, Anakin spends many years being trained as a Jedi by Obi-Wan
         Kenobi. When the Clone Wars break out, pitting the Republic against the secessionist
         Trade Federation, Anakin becomes a war hero and one of the galaxy’s greatest Jedi
         Knights. But his love for the Naboo Queen and Senator Padmé Amidala, and his friendship
         with Supreme Chancellor Palpatine—secretly known as the Sith Lord Darth Sidious—will
         be his undoing …
      

      
      If you’re a reader looking to jump into the Rise of the Empire era, here are five
         great starting points:
      

      
      
         
         • Labyrinth of Evil, by James Luceno: Luceno’s tale of the last days of the Clone Wars is equal parts
            compelling detective story and breakneck adventure, leading directly into the beginning
            of Star Wars: Episode III Revenge of the Sith.
         

         
         • Revenge of the Sith, by Matthew Stover: This masterfully written novelization fleshes out the on-screen
            action of Episode III, delving deeply into everything from Anakin’s internal struggle
            and the politics of the dying Republic to the intricacies of lightsaber combat.
         

         
         • Republic Commando: Hard Contact, by Karen Traviss: The first of the Republic Commando books introduces us to a band
            of clone soldiers, their trainers, and the Jedi generals who lead them, mixing incisive
            character studies with a deep understanding of the lives of soldiers at war.
         

         
         • Death Troopers, by Joe Schreiber: A story of horror aboard a Star Destroyer that you’ll need to
            read with the lights on. Supporting roles by Han Solo and his Wookiee sidekick, Chewbacca,
            are just icing on the cake.
         

         
         • The Han Solo Adventures, by Brian Daley: Han and Chewie come to glorious life in these three swashbuckling
            tales of smuggling, romance, and danger in the early days before they meet Luke and
            Leia.
         

         
      

      
      Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rise of the Empire era.
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The light freighter Bargain Hunter moved through space, silver-gray against the blackness, the light of the distant
         stars reflecting from its hull. Its running lights were muted, its navigational beacons
         quiet, its viewports for the most part as dark as the space around it.
      

      
      Its drive gunning for all it was worth.

      
      “Hang on!” Dubrak Qennto barked over the straining roar of the engines. “Here he comes
         again!”
      

      
      Clenching his teeth firmly together to keep them from chattering, Jorj Car’das got
         a grip on his seat’s armrest with one hand as he finished punching coordinates into
         the nav computer with the other. Just in time; the Bargain Hunter jinked hard to the left as a pair of brilliant green blaster bolts burned past the
         bridge canopy. “Car’das?” Qennto called. “Snap it up, kid.”
      

      
      “I’m snapping, I’m snapping,” Car’das called back, resisting the urge to point out
         that the outmoded nav equipment was Qennto’s property, not his. As was the lack of
         diplomacy and common sense that had gotten them into this mess in the first place.
         “Can’t we just talk to them?”
      

      
      “Terrific idea,” Qennto bit out. “Be sure to compliment Progga on his fairness and sound business sense. That always works on Hutts.”
      

      
      The last word was punctuated by another cluster of blaster shots, this group closer
         than the last. “Rak, the engines can’t hold this speed forever,” Maris Ferasi warned
         from the copilot’s seat, her dark hair flashing with green highlights every time a
         shot went past.
      

      
      “Doesn’t have to be forever,” Qennto said with a grunt. “Just till we have some numbers.
         Car’das?”
      

      
      On Car’das’s board a light winked on. “Ready,” he called, punching the numbers over
         to the pilot’s station. “It’s not a very long jump, though—”
      

      
      He was cut off by a screech from somewhere aft, and the flashing blaster bolts were
         replaced by flashing starlines as the Bargain Hunter shot into hyperspace.
      

      
      Car’das took a deep breath, let it out silently. “This is not what I signed up for,” he muttered to himself. Barely six standard months after signing
         on with Qennto and Maris, this was already the second time they’d had to run for their
         lives from someone.
      

      
      And this time it was a Hutt they’d frizzled. Qennto, he thought darkly, had a genuine talent for picking his
         fights.
      

      
      “You okay, Jorj?”

      
      Car’das looked up, blinking away a drop of sweat that had somehow found its way into
         his eye. Maris was swiveled around in her chair, looking back at him with concern.
         “I’m fine,” he said, wincing at the quavering in his voice.
      

      
      “Of course he is,” Qennto assured Maris as he also turned around to look at their
         junior crewer. “Those shots never even got close.”
      

      
      Car’das braced himself. “You know, Qennto, it may not be my place to say this—”

      
      “It isn’t; and don’t,” Qennto said gruffly, turning back to his board.

      
      “Progga the Hutt is not the sort of person you want mad at you,” Car’das said anyway. “I mean, first there was that Rodian—”
      

      
      “A word about shipboard etiquette, kid,” Qennto cut in, turning just far enough to
         send a single eye’s worth of glower at Car’das. “You don’t argue with your captain.
         Not ever. Not unless you want this to be your first and last tour with us.”
      

      
      “I’d settle for it not being the last tour of my life,” Car’das muttered.

      
      “What was that?”

      
      Car’das grimaced. “Nothing.”

      
      “Don’t let Progga worry you,” Maris soothed. “He has a rotten temper, but he’ll cool
         off.”
      

      
      “Before or after he racks the three of us and takes all the furs?” Car’das countered,
         eyeing the hyperdrive readings uneasily. That mauvine nullifier instability was definitely
         getting worse.
      

      
      “Oh, Progga wouldn’t have racked us,” Qennto scoffed. “He’d have left that to Drixo when we had to tell her he’d snatched her cargo. You do have that next jump ready, right?”
      

      
      “Working on it,” Car’das said, checking the computer. “But the hyperdrive—”

      
      “Heads up,” Qennto interrupted. “We’re coming out.”

      
      The starlines collapsed back into stars, and Car’das keyed for a full sensor scan.

      
      And jerked as a salvo of blaster shots sizzled past the canopy.

      
      Qennto barked a short expletive. “What the frizz?”
      

      
      “He followed us,” Maris said, sounding stunned.
      

      
      “And he’s got the range,” Qennto snarled as he threw the Bargain Hunter into another series of stomach-twisting evasive maneuvers. “Car’das, get us out of
         here!”
      

      
      “Trying,” Car’das called back, fighting to read the computer displays as they bounced
         and wobbled in front of his eyes. There was no way it was going to calculate the next jump before even Qennto’s luck ran out and the fuming Hutt back there finally
         connected.
      

      
      But if Car’das couldn’t find a place for them to go, maybe he could find all the places
         for them not to go …
      

      
      The sky directly ahead was full of stars, but there was plenty of empty black between
         them. Picking the biggest of the gaps, he punched the vector into the computer. “Try
         this one,” he called, keying it to Qennto.
      

      
      “What do you mean try?” Maris asked.
      

      
      The freighter rocked as a pair of shots caught it squarely on the aft deflector. “Never
         mind,” Qennto said before Car’das could answer. He punched the board, and once again
         the starlines lanced out and faded into the blotchy hyperspace sky.
      

      
      Maris exhaled in a huff. “That was too close.”
      

      
      “Okay, so maybe he is mad at us,” Qennto conceded. “Now. Like Maris said, kid, what do you mean, try this one?”
      

      
      “I didn’t have time to calculate a proper jump,” Car’das explained. “So I just aimed
         us into an empty spot with no stars.”
      

      
      Qennto swiveled around. “You mean an empty spot with no visible stars?” he asked ominously. “An empty spot with no collapsed stars, or pre-star dark
         masses, or something hidden behind dust clouds? That kind of empty spot?” He waved a hand toward the canopy. “And out toward the Unknown Regions on top of it?”
      

      
      “We don’t have enough data in that direction for him to have done a proper calculation
         anyway,” Maris said, coming unexpectedly to Car’das’s defense.
      

      
      “That’s not the point,” Qennto insisted.

      
      “No, the point is that he got us away from Progga,” Maris said. “I think that deserves
         at least a thank-you.”
      

      
      Qennto rolled his eyes. “Thank you,” he said. “Such thanks to be rescinded if and when we run through a star you
         didn’t see, of course.”
      

      
      “I think it’s more likely the hyperdrive will blow up first,” Car’das warned. “Remember
         that nullifier problem I told you about? I think it’s getting—”
      

      
      He was cut off by a wailing sound from beneath them, and with a lurch the Bargain Hunter leapt forward like a giffa on a scent.
      

      
      “Running hot!” Qennto shouted, spinning back to his board. “Maris, shut ’er down!”

      
      “Trying,” Maris called back over the wailing as her fingers danced across her board.
         “Control lines are looping—can’t get a signal through.”
      

      
      With a curse, Qennto popped his straps and heaved his bulk out of his seat. He sprinted
         down the narrow aisle, his elbow barely missing the back of Car’das’s head as he passed.
         Poking uselessly at his own controls, Car’das popped his own strap release and started
         to follow.
      

      
      “Car’das, get up here,” Maris called, gesturing him forward.

      
      “He might need me,” Car’das said as he nevertheless reversed direction and headed
         forward.
      

      
      “Sit,” she ordered, nodding sideways at Qennto’s vacated pilot’s seat. “Help me watch
         the tracker—if we veer off this vector before Rak figures out how to pull the plug,
         I need to know about it.”
      

      
      “But Qennto—”

      
      “Word of advice, friend,” she interrupted, her eyes still on her displays. “This is
         Rak’s ship. If there are any tricky repairs to be made, he’s the one who’ll make them.”
      

      
      “Even if I happen to know more about a particular system than he does?”

      
      “Especially if you happen to know more about it than he does,” she said drily. “But in this case,
         you don’t. Trust me.”
      

      
      “Fine,” Car’das said with a sigh. “Such trust to be rescinded if and when we blow
         up, of course.”
      

      
      “You’re learning,” she said approvingly. “Now run a systems check on the scanners and see if the instability’s bled over into them. Then
         do the same for the nav computer. Once we get through this, I want to make sure we
         can find our way home again.”
      

      
      It took Qennto over four hours to find a way to shut down the runaway hyperdrive without
         slagging it. During that time Car’das offered his help three times, and Maris offered
         hers twice. All the offers were summarily refused.
      

      
      Sometime during the first hour, as near as Car’das could figure from the readings
         tumbling across the displays, they left the relatively well-known territory of the
         Outer Rim, passing into a shallow section of the far less well-known territory known
         as Wild Space. Sometime early in the fourth hour, they left even that behind and crossed
         the hazy line into the Unknown Regions.
      

      
      At which point, where they were or what exactly they were flying into was anyone’s
         guess.
      

      
      But at last the wailing faded away, and a few minutes later the hyperspace sky collapsed
         into starlines and then into stars. “Maris?” Qennto’s voice called from the comm panel.
      

      
      “We’re out,” she confirmed. “Running a location check now.”

      
      “I’ll be right there,” Qennto said.

      
      “Wherever we are, we’re a long way from home,” Car’das murmured, gazing out at a small
         but brilliant globular star cluster in the distance. “I’ve never seen anything like
         that from any of the Outer Rim worlds I’ve been to.”
      

      
      “Me, neither,” Maris agreed soberly. “Hopefully, the computer can sort it out.”

      
      The computer was still sifting data when Qennto reappeared on the bridge. Car’das
         had made sure to be back at his own station by then. “Nice cluster,” the big man commented
         as he dropped into his seat. “Any systems nearby?”
      

      
      “Closest one’s about a quarter light-year directly ahead,” Maris said, pointing.
      

      
      Qennto grunted and punched at his board. “Let’s see if we can make it,” he said. “Backup
         hyperdrive should still have enough juice for a jump that short.”
      

      
      “Can’t we work on the ship just as well out here?” Car’das asked.

      
      “I don’t like interstellar space,” Qennto said distractedly as he set up the jump.
         “It’s dark and cold and lonely. Besides, that system up there might have a nice planet
         or two.”
      

      
      “Which means a possible source of supplies, in case we end up staying longer than
         we expect,” Maris explained.
      

      
      “Or a possible place to settle down away from the noise and fluster of the Republic
         for a while,” Qennto added.
      

      
      Car’das felt his throat tighten. “You don’t mean—?”

      
      “No, he doesn’t,” Maris assured him. “Rak always talks about getting away from it
         all whenever he’s in trouble with someone.”
      

      
      “He must talk that way a lot,” Car’das muttered.

      
      “What was that?” Qennto asked.

      
      “Nothing.”

      
      “Didn’t think so. Here we go.” There was a screech, more genteel than the sound from
         the Bargain Hunter’s main hyperdrive, and the stars stretched out into starlines.
      

      
      Silently, Car’das counted off the seconds to himself, fully expecting the backup hyperdrive
         to crash at any time. But it didn’t, and after a few tense minutes the starlines collapsed
         again to reveal a small yellow sun directly ahead.
      

      
      “There we go,” Qennto said approvingly. “All the comforts of home. You figure out
         yet where we are, Maris?”
      

      
      “Computer’s still working on it,” Maris said. “But it looks like we’re about two hundred
         fifty light-years into Unknown Space.” She lifted her eyebrows at him. “I’m thinking
         we’re going to have a stack of late-delivery penalties when we finally get to Comra.”
      

      
      “Oh, you worry too much,” Qennto chided. “It won’t take more than a day or two to
         fix the hyperdrive. If we push it a little, we shouldn’t be more than a week overdue.”
      

      
      Car’das suppressed a grimace. Pushing the hyperdrive, if he recalled correctly, was
         what had wrecked the thing to begin with.
      

      
      There was a twitter from the comm. “We’re being hailed,” he reported, frowning as
         he keyed it on. He threw a look at the visual displays, searching for their unknown
         caller—
      

      
      And felt his whole body go rigid. “Qennto!” he snapped. “It’s—”

      
      He was cut off by a deep rumbling chuckle from the comm. “So, Dubrak Qennto,” an all-too-familiar
         voice rumbled in Huttese. “You think to escape me so easily?”
      

      
      “You call that easy?” Qennto muttered as he keyed his transmitter. “Oh, hi, Progga,” he said. “Look,
         like I told you before, I can’t let you have these furs. I’ve already contracted with
         Drixo—”
      

      
      “Ignore the furs,” Progga cut in. “Show me your hidden treasure hoard.”

      
      Qennto frowned at Maris. “My what?”
      

      
      “Do not play the fool,” Progga warned, his voice going an octave deeper. “I know your
         sort. You do not simply run from something, but run rather to something else. This is the lone star system along this vector; and behold, you are
         here. What could you have run to but a secret base and treasure hoard?”
      

      
      Qennto muted the transmitter. “Car’das, where is he?”

      
      “A hundred kilometers off the starboard bow,” Car’das told him, his hands shaking
         as he ran a full scan on the distant Hutt ship. “And he’s coming up fast.”
      

      
      “Maris?”

      
      “Whatever you did to shut down the hyperdrive, you did a great job,” she said tightly.
         “It’s completely locked. We’ve still got the backup, but if we try to run and he tracks us again—”
      

      
      “And he will,” Qennto growled. Taking a deep breath, he switched the transmitter back
         on. “It wasn’t like that, Progga,” he said soothingly. “We were just trying to—”
      

      
      “Enough!” the Hutt bellowed. “Lead me to this base. Now.”

      
      “There isn’t any base,” Qennto insisted. “This is the Unknown Regions. Why would I
         set up a base out here?”
      

      
      A light flashed on Car’das’s proximity sensor. “Incoming!” he snapped, his eyes darting
         back and forth among the displays as he searched for the source of the attack.
      

      
      “Where?” Qennto snapped back.

      
      Car’das had it now, coming from directly beneath the Bargain Hunter: a long, dark missile arrowing straight toward them. “There,” he said, pointing a
         finger straight down as he stared at the display.
      

      
      It was only then that his brain caught up with the fact that this wasn’t the vector
         a missile would take from the approaching Hutt ship. He was opening his mouth to point
         that out when the missile burst open, its nose ejecting a wad of some kind of material.
         The wad began to expand as it cleared the shards of its container, opening like a
         fast-blooming flower into a filmy wall stretching over a kilometer across.
      

      
      “Power off!” Qennto snapped, lunging across his board to the row of master power switches.
         “Hurry!”
      

      
      “What is it?” Car’das asked, grabbing for his board’s own set of cutoffs.

      
      “A Connor net, or something like it,” Qennto gritted out.

      
      “What, that size?” Car’das asked in disbelief.
      

      
      “Just do it,” Qennto snarled. Status lights were winking red and going out now as the three
         of them raced against the incoming net.
      

      
      The net won. Car’das had made it through barely two-thirds of his switches when the rippling edges came into sight around the sides of the hull.
         They folded themselves inward, curling around toward the bridge—
      

      
      “Close your eyes,” Maris warned.

      
      Car’das squeezed his eyes shut. Even through the lids he saw a hint of the brilliant
         flash as the net dumped its high-voltage current into and through the ship, sending
         a brief coronal tingling across his skin.
      

      
      And when he carefully opened his eyes again, every light that had still been glowing
         across the bridge had gone dark.
      

      
      The Bargain Hunter was dead.
      

      
      Through the canopy came a flicker of light from the direction of the Hutt ship. “Looks
         like they got Progga, too,” he said, his voice sounding unnaturally loud in the sudden
         silence.
      

      
      “I doubt it,” Qennto rumbled. “His ship’s big enough to have cap drains and other
         stuff to protect him from tricks like this.”
      

      
      “Ten to one he’ll fight, too,” Maris murmured, her voice tight.

      
      “Oh, he’ll fight, all right,” Qennto said heavily. “He’s way too stupid to realize
         that anyone who can make a Connor net that big will have plenty of other tricks up
         his sleeve.”
      

      
      A multiple blaze of green blasterfire erupted from the direction of the Hutt ship.
         It was answered by brilliant blue flashes vectoring in from three different directions,
         fired from ships too small or too dark to see at the Bargain Hunter’s range. “You think whoever this is might get so busy with Progga that they’ll forget
         about us?” Maris asked hopefully.
      

      
      “I don’t think so,” Car’das said, gesturing out the canopy at the small gray spacecraft
         that had taken up position with its nose pointed at the freighter’s portside flank.
         It was about the size of a shuttle or heavy fighter, built in a curved, flowing design of a sort he’d never seen before. “They’ve left
         us a guard.”
      

      
      “Figures,” Qennto said, glancing once at the alien ship and then turning back to the
         green and blue flashes. “Fifty says Progga lasts at least fifteen minutes and takes
         one of his attackers with him.”
      

      
      Neither of the others took him up on the bet. Car’das watched the fight, wishing he
         had his sensors back. He’d read a little about space battle tactics in school, but
         the attackers’ methodology didn’t seem to fit with anything he could remember. He
         was still trying to figure it out when, with a final salvo of blue light, it was over.
      

      
      “Six minutes,” Qennto said, his voice grim. “Whoever these guys are, they’re good.”

      
      “You don’t recognize them, either?” Maris asked, looking out at their silent guard.

      
      “I don’t even recognize the design,” he grunted, popping his restraints and standing
         up. “Let’s go check on the damage, see if we can at least get her ready for company.
         Car’das, you stay here and mind the store.”
      

      
      “Me?” Car’das asked, feeling his stomach tighten. “But what if they—you know—signal
         us?”
      

      
      “What do you think?” Qennto grunted as he and Maris headed aft. “You answer them.”

      
   
      
      Introduction to the REBELLION Era
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CHAPTER
1

      
      Above a dead world, one habitable moon hung suspended like a cloud-veiled turquoise.
         The eternal hand that held the chain of its orbit had dusted its velvet backdrop with
         brilliant stars, and cosmic energies danced on the wrinkles of space-time, singing
         their timeless music, neither noticing nor caring for the Empire, the Rebel Alliance,
         or their brief, petty wars.
      

      
      But on that petty human scale of [perspective, a fleet of starships orbited the moon’s
         primary. Carbon streaks scored the sides of several ships. Droids swarmed around some,
         performing repairs. Metal shards that had been critical spaceship components, and
         human and alien bodies, orbited with the ships. The battle to destroy Emperor Palpatine’s
         second Death Star had cost the Rebel Alliance heavily.
      

      
      Luke Skywalker hustled across one cruiser’s landing bay, red-eyed but still suffused
         with victory after the Ewoks’ celebration. Passing a huddle of droids, he caught a
         whiff of coolants and lubricants. He ached, a dull gnawing in all his bones from the
         longest day of his life. Today—no, it was yesterday—he had met the Emperor. Yesterday, he had almost paid with his life for
         his faith in his father. Yet a passenger sharing his shuttle up to the cruiser from
         the Ewok village had already asked if Luke really killed the Emperor—and Darth Vader—single-handed.
      

      
      Luke wasn’t ready to announce the fact that “Darth Vader” had been Anakin Skywalker,
         his father. Still, he’d answered firmly: Vader killed Emperor Palpatine. Vader had flung him into the second Death Star’s core.
         Luke would be explaining that for weeks, he guessed. For now, he merely wanted to
         check on his X-wing fighter.
      

      
      To his surprise, it was overrun by service crew. Behind and above it, a magnacrane
         lowered Artoo-Detoo into the cylindrical droid socket behind his cockpit. “What’s
         up?” Luke asked, standing to catch his breath.
      

      
      “Oh. Sir,” answered a khaki-suited crewman, disengaging a collapsible fuel hose, “your
         relief pilot’s going out. Captain Antilles came back on the first shuttle and went
         on patrol immediately. He intercepted an Imperial drone ship—one of those antiques
         they used for carrying messages back before the Clone Wars. Incoming from deep space.”
      

      
      Incoming. Someone had sent a message to the Emperor. Luke smiled. “Guess they haven’t heard yet. Wedge wants company? I’m
         not that tired. I could go.”
      

      
      The crewman didn’t smile back. “Unfortunately, Captain Antilles touched off a self-destruct
         cycle while trying to release its message codes. He is manually blocking a critical
         gap—”
      

      
      “Cancel the relief pilot,” Luke exclaimed. Wedge Antilles had been his friend since
         the days of the first Death Star, where they’d flown in the final attack together.
         Without waiting to hear more, Luke spun toward the ready-room. A minute later, he
         was hopping back and pulling up one leg of an orange pressure suit.
      

      
      Crewers scattered. He sprang up the ladder and into his inclined, padded seat, yanked
         on his helmet, then touched on the ship’s fusion generator. A familiar high-energy
         whine built around him.
      

      
      The man who’d spoken climbed up behind him. “But, sir, I think Admiral Ackbar wanted
         to debrief you.”
      

      
      “I’ll be right back.” Luke closed his cockpit canopy and ran an Alliance-record speed
         check of his systems and instruments. Nothing flagged his attention.
      

      
      He switched on his comlink. “Rogue Leader, ready for takeoff.”

      
      “Opening hatch, sir.”

      
      He punched in the drive. An instant later, the dull ache in his body turned to ferocious
         pain. All the stars in his field of vision split into binaries and spun around each
         other. Crewers’ voices babbled in his ears. Dizzily, he reached down inside himself
         for the quiet center Master Yoda had taught him to touch …
      

      
      To touch …

      
      There.

      
      Exhaling one trembling breath, he measured his mastery of the pain. Stars shrank into
         singular gleams again. Whatever had caused that, he’d deal with it later. Through
         the Force, he quested outward and found Wedge’s presence. His hands moved on the X-wing’s
         controls almost effortlessly as he steered toward that end of the Fleet.
      

      
      On his way, he got his first good look at the battle damage, the swarming repair droids
         and tow vessels. Mon Calamari Star Cruisers were plated and shielded to withstand
         multiple direct hits, but he thought he remembered several more of the huge, lumpy
         crafts. Fighting for his life, his father, and his integrity m the Emperor’s throne
         room, he hadn’t even felt the gut-wrenching Force disturbances from all those deaths. He hoped he wasn’t getting used to them.
      

      
      “Wedge, do you copy?” Luke asked over the subspace radio. He vectored out among the
         big ships of the Fleet. Scanners indicated that the nearest heavy transport was cautiously
         moving away from something much smaller. Four A-wings swooped along behind Luke. “Wedge,
         are you out there?”
      

      
      “Sorry,” he heard faintly. “Almost out of range of my ship’s pickup. You see, I’ve
         got to …” Wedge trailed off, grunting. “I’ve got to keep these two crystals apart.
         It’s a self-destruct of some sort.”
      

      
      “Crystals?” Luke asked, to keep Wedge talking. There was pain under that voice.

      
      “Electrite crystal leads. Leftovers from the old ‘elegance’ days. The mechanism’s
         trying to push them together. Let ’em touch … poof. The whole fusion engine.”
      

      
      Tumbling slowly above the blue glimmer of Endor, Luke spotted Wedge’s X-wing. Alongside
         it drifted a nine-meter-long cylinder bearing Imperial markings, fully as long as
         the X-wing and almost all engine, a type of drone ship the Alliance still couldn’t
         afford. For some reason, the drone gave him an eerie foreboding. The Empire never
         used such antiques any more. Why hadn’t the sender been able to use standard Imperial
         channels?
      

      
      Luke whistled. “No, we don’t want to blow that big of an engine.” No wonder the transport
         was moving away.
      

      
      “Right.” Wedge clung to one end of the cylinder, wearing a pressure suit and connected
         to the X-wing by a life-support tether. He must have blown his cockpit air and dove
         for the cylinder’s master control the moment he realized he’d accidentally armed it
         to detonate. In a space pilot’s lightweight pressure suit and closed-face emergency
         helmet, he could survive vacuum for several minutes.
      

      
      “How long’ve you been out here, Wedge?”
      

      
      “I don’t know. Doesn’t matter. The view’s terrific.”

      
      Closing in, Luke reversed engines with care. Wedge held one hand inside a hinged panel.
         His head swiveled to follow Luke’s X-wing as Luke used short, delicate engine bursts
         to match his momentum with the cylinder.
      

      
      “Sure could use another hand.” Wedge’s words sounded cocky but the tone betrayed his
         strain. That hand must be half crushed. “What are you doing out here?”
      

      
      “Enjoying the view.” Luke considered his options. The A-wing pilots decelerated and
         hung back, probably assuming Luke knew what he was doing. “Artoo,” he called, “what’s
         the reach on your manipulator arm? If I got in close enough, could you help him?”
      

      
      No—2.76 meters short at optimum angle, appeared on his head-up display.
      

      
      Luke frowned. Sweat trickled on his forehead. Anything small, solid, and disposable
         would help. If he didn’t hurry, his friend was dead. Already Wedge’s sense in the
         Force wobbled dizzily.
      

      
      Luke glanced at his lightsaber. He wasn’t about to dispose of that.
      

      
      Not even to save Wedge’s life? Besides, he’d be able to get it back. Cautiously he slipped the saber into the flare
         ejection port’s feed tube. He launched it out, then extended a hand toward it across
         ten meters of vacuum. He sent it gliding toward Wedge. Once near the target, he twisted
         his wrist.
      

      
      The green-white blade appeared, silent in the vacuum of space. Wedge’s wide brown
         eyes blinked behind his faceplate.
      

      
      “On my signal,” Luke said, “jump free.”

      
      “Luke, I’ll lose fingers.”

      
      “Way free,” Luke repeated. “You’ll lose more than fingers if you stay there.”
      

      
      “What’s the chance you could Jedi me a little nerve blockage? This hurts like crazy.”
         Wedge’s voice sounded weaker. He pulled in his knees and braced to push off.
      

      
      At moments like these, moisture farming for Uncle Owen back on Tatooine didn’t sound
         too bad. “I’ll try,” said Luke. “Show me the crystals. Look at them closely.”
      

      
      “Ho-kay.” Wedge pulled around to stare into the hatchway. Letting the lightsaber drift,
         Luke felt for Wedge’s friendly presence. He trusted Wedge not to resist this, to let
         him …
      

      
      Through Wedge’s eyes, and fighting the excruciating pain in Wedge’s hand, Luke glimpsed
         a pair of round, multifaceted jewels—one inside his palm, the other crushing inward
         at the end of a spring mechanism from the back of his hand. Fist-sized, they reflected
         pale golden sparks of saber light out the hatch onto Wedge’s orange suit. Luke didn’t
         think the flight glove alone would keep them apart, or he’d’ve simply told Wedge to
         slip out of it. Brief depressurization didn’t damage extremities much.
      

      
      If Wedge jumped, Luke would have a second at most to slice one crystal free, and only
         a little longer before Wedge fainted. Wedge was tethered and he’d be able to keep
         breathing, but he could lose a lot of blood. The glimpse blurred at the edges.
      

      
      Luke tweaked Wedge’s pain perception.

      
      Too much to juggle. Luke’s own aches began to ooze up from under control. “Got it,”
         he grunted.
      

      
      “Got what?” Wedge asked dreamily.

      
      “The view,” Luke said. “Jump on the count of three. Jump hard. One.” Wedge didn’t object. Clenching his teeth, Luke eased into a closer accord
         with the saber. So long as he focused on the saber, he could maintain control. “Two.”
         Keeping up a steady count, he felt the saber, the crystals, and the critical gap,
         all as parts of the universe’s wholeness.
      

      
      “Three.” Nothing happened. “Jump, Wedge!” Luke cried.
      

      
      Weakly, Wedge launched himself. Luke swept in. One crystal soared free, reflecting
         a whirling green kaleidoscope onto the X-wing’s upper S-foil.
      

      
      “Ooh,” crooned Wedge’s voice in his ear. “Pretty.” He spun, clutching his right hand.

      
      “Wedge, reel in!”

      
      No response. Luke bit his lip. He stabilized the tumbling saber and deactivated its
         blade. Wedge’s tether stretched taut, high above the other X-wing. His limbs wobbled
         randomly.
      

      
      Luke slapped his distress beacon. “Rogue Leader to Home One. Explosives disarmed.
         Request medical pickup. Now!”
      

      
      From behind the A-wings, hanging back out of the danger zone, a med runner swooped
         into sight.
      

      
      Wedge’s body rose and sank with each breath as he floated upright in the Fleet’s clear
         tank of healing bacta fluid. Much to Luke’s relief, they’d saved all his fingers.
         Surgical droid Too-Onebee set the control board and then swiveled to face Luke. Slender,
         jointed limbs waved in front of his gleaming midsection. “Now you, sir. Please step
         behind the scanner.”
      

      
      “I’m all right.” Luke leaned his stool against the bulkhead. “Just tired.” Artoo-Detoo
         bleeped softly beside him, sounding concerned.
      

      
      “Please, sir. This will only take a moment.”

      
      Luke sighed and shuffled around a man-high rectangular panel. “Okay?” he called out
         through it. “May I go now?”
      

      
      “One moment more,” came the mechanical voice, then clicking sounds. “One moment,”
         the droid repeated. “Have you experienced double vision recently?”
      

      
      “Well …” Luke scratched his head. “Yes. But just for a minute.” Surely that little
         spell wasn’t significant.
      

      
      As the diagnostic panel retracted into the bulkhead, a medical flotation bed extended
         itself from the wall beside Too-Onebee. Luke backstepped. “What’s that for?”
      

      
      “You’re not well, sir.”

      
      “I’m just tired.”

      
      “Sir, my diagnosis is sudden and massive calcification of your skeletal structure,
         of the rare type brought on by severely conductive exposure to electrical and other
         energy fields.”
      

      
      Energy fields. Yesterday. Emperor Palpatine, leering as blue-white sparks leaped off
         his fingertips while Luke writhed on the deck. Luke broke a sweat, the memory was
         so fresh. He’d thought he was dying. He was dying.
      

      
      “The abrupt drop in blood minerals is causing muscular microseizures all over your
         body, sir.”
      

      
      So that was why he ached. Until an hour ago, he hadn’t had a chance to sit still and
         notice. Deflated, he stared up at Too-Onebee. “But it’s not permanent damage, is it?
         You don’t have to replace bones?” He shuddered at the thought.
      

      
      “The condition will become chronic unless you rest and allow me to treat you,” answered
         the mechanical voice. “The alternative is bacta immersion.”
      

      
      Luke glanced at the tank. Not that, again. He’d tasted bacta on his breath for a week afterward. Reluctantly he pulled off
         his boots and stretched out on the flotation bed.
      

      
      He awakened, squirming, some time later.

      
      Too-Onebee’s metal-grate face appeared at his bedside. “Painkiller, sir?”

      
      Luke had always read that humans had three bones in each ear. Now he believed it.
         He could count them. “I feel worse, not better,” he complained. “Didn’t you do anything?”
      

      
      “Treatment is complete, sir. Now you must rest. May I offer you a painkiller?” he
         repeated patiently.
      

      
      “No thanks,” Luke grunted. As a Jedi Knight, he must learn to control sensations,
         and better sooner than later. Pain was an occupational hazard.
      

      
      Artoo beeped a query.

      
      Guessing at a translation, Luke said, “All right, Artoo. You stand watch. I’ll take
         another nap.” He rolled over. Slowly, his weight pushed a new furrow into the bed’s
         flexible contour. This was the down side of being called a hero. It’d been worse when
         he lost his right hand.
      

      
      Come to think of it, the bionic hand didn’t ache.

      
      One bright spot.

      
      It was time to re-create the ancient Jedi art of self-healing. Yoda’s sketchy lessons
         left much to be imagined.
      

      
      “I’ll leave you, sir.” Too-Onebee swiveled away. “Please attempt to sleep. Call if
         you require assistance.”
      

      
      One last question brought Luke’s head up. “How’s Wedge?”

      
      “Healing well, sir. He should be ready for release within a day.”

      
      Luke shut his eyes and tried to remember Yoda’s lessons. Booted feet pounded rapidly
         past the open hatchway. Already focused deep into the Force, he felt an alarmed presence
         hurry up the hall. As carefully as he listened, he couldn’t recognize the individual.
         Yoda had said fine discernment—even of strangers—would come in time, as he learned
         the deep silence of self that let a Jedi distinguish others’ ripples in the Force.
      

      
      Luke rolled over, wanting to sleep. He was ordered to sleep.

      
      And he was still Luke Skywalker, and he had to know what had alarmed that trooper.
         Cautiously he sat up and gingerly slipped down onto his feet. With the ache localized
         at one end of his body, he could diminish it by willing his feet not to exist … or
         something like that. The Force wasn’t something you explained. It was something you used … when it let you. Not even
         Yoda had seen everything.
      

      
      Artoo whistled an alarm. Too-Onebee rolled toward him, limb-pipes flailing. “Sir,
         lie back down, please.”
      

      
      “In a minute.” He poked his head out into the long corridor and shouted, “Stop!”

      
      The Rebel trooper spun to a halt.

      
      “Did they decode that drone ship’s message yet?”

      
      “Still working on it, sir.”

      
      Then the war room was the place to be. Luke backed into Artoo and steadied himself
         with a hand on the little droid’s blue dome. “Sir,” insisted the medical droid, “please
         lie down. The condition will rapidly become chronic unless you rest.”
      

      
      Imagining himself pain-racked for the rest of his life, and the alternative—another
         spell in the sticky tank—Luke sat down on the squishy edge of the flotation bed and
         fidgeted.
      

      
      Then a thought struck him. “Too-Onebee, I bet you’ve got—”

      
      Large enough to hold a hundred, the flagship’s war room was almost empty. A service
         droid slid along the curve of an inner bench, passing between a light tube and glimmering
         while bulkheads. Down near the circular projection table that dominated the war room’s
         center, near a single tech on duty, Mon Mothma—the woman who’d founded and who now
         led the Rebel Alliance—stood with General Crix Madine. Mon Mothma’s presence gleamed
         visibly in her long white robes and invisibly through the Force, and the bearded Madine’s
         confidence had grown since the Battle of Endor.
      

      
      They both looked in Luke’s direction and frowned. Luke smiled halfheartedly and gripped
         the handrests of the repulsor chair he’d commandeered out of the medical suite, steering it down over the steps
         toward them.
      

      
      “You’ll never learn, will you?” General Madine’s frown got flatter. “You belong in
         sick bay. This time we’ll have Too-Onebee knock you out.”
      

      
      Luke’s cheek twitched. “What about that message? Some Imperial commander burned a
         quarter million credits on that antique drone.”
      

      
      Mon Mothma nodded, reprimanding Luke with her placid stare. A side console lit, this
         one a smaller light projection table. Above it appeared a miniature hologram of Admiral
         Ackbar, with huge eyes bulging at the sides of his high-domed, ruddy head. Although
         the Calamarian had commanded the Battle of Endor from a chair under the broad starry
         viewport on Luke’s left, Ackbar felt more comfortable on his own cruiser. Life support
         there was fine-tuned to Calamarian standards. “Commander Skywalker,” he wheezed. Whiskery
         tendrils wobbled under his jaw. “You need to consider the risks you take … more carefully.”
      

      
      “I will, Admiral. When I can.” Luke reclined the floating repulsor chair and steadied
         it against the main light table’s steel gray rim. An electronic whistle rang out from
         the hatchway behind him. Artoo-Detoo wasn’t letting him out of photoreceptor range
         for thirty seconds. The blue-domed droid had to take the long way around. Eclipsing
         tiny blinking instrument lights, he rolled along the upper computer bank to a drop
         platform. There he downloaded himself, then rolled close to Luke’s float chair before
         delivering a string of rebukes—probably from Too-Onebee. General Madine smirked behind
         his beard.
      

      
      Luke hadn’t understood a single whistle, but he could guess at this translation too.
         “All right, Artoo. Pull in your wheels. I’m sitting down. This should be interesting.”
      

      
      Young Lieutenant Matthews straightened up over the side console and turned his head. “Here it comes,” he announced.
      

      
      Madine and Mothma leaned toward the screen. Luke craned his neck for a better view.

      
      
         
         IMPERIAL GOVERNOR WILEK NEREUS OF THE BAKURA SYSTEM, TO HIS MOST EXCELLENT IMPERIAL
            MASTER PALPATINE: GREETINGS IN HASTE.
         

         
      

      
      They hadn’t heard. Months, maybe years, would pass before much of the galaxy realized
         that the Emperor’s reign had ended. Luke himself was having a hard time believing
         it.
      

      
      
         
         BAKURA IS UNDER ATTACK BY AN ALIEN INVASION FORCE FROM OUTSIDE YOUR DOMAIN. ESTIMATE
            FIVE CRUISERS, SEVERAL DOZEN SUPPORT SHIPS, OVER 1000 SMALL FIGHTERS. UNKNOWN TECHNOLOGY.
            WE HAVE LOST HALF OUR DEFENSE FORCE AND ALL OUTERSYSTEM OUTPOSTS. HOLONET TRANSMISSIONS
            TO IMPERIAL CENTER AND DEATH STAR TWO HAVE GONE UNANSWERED. URGENT, REPEAT URGENT,
            SEND STORMTROOPERS.
         

         
      

      
      Madine reached past Lieutenant Matthews and poked a touch panel. “More data,” he exclaimed.
         “We need more of this.”
      

      
      The voice of an intelligence droid filtered through the comlink. “There are corroborative
         visuals if you would care to see them, sir, as well as embedded data files coded for
         Imperial access.”
      

      
      “That’s more like it.” Madine touched the lieutenant’s shoulder. “Give me the visuals.”
      

      
      Over the central light table, a projection unit whirred upright. A scene appeared
         that brought up a fresh rush of pain-deadening adrenaline. Yoda would rap my knuckles, Luke observed soberly. Excitement … adventure … a Jedi craves not these things. He stretched toward Jedi calm. A terrified world needed help.
      

      
      At the center of the tableau hovered the image of an Imperial system-patrol craft
         of a sort Luke had studied but never fought, projected as a three-dimensional network
         of lines that gleamed reddish orange. He leaned closer to examine its laser emplacements,
         but before he could get a good look, it silently spewed out an explosion of yellow
         escape pods. A larger orange image swung ominously into the viewfield, dominating
         the scene by its bulk: far larger than the patrol craft, stubbier than the Rebels’
         sleek Mon Cal cruisers—roughly ovoid, but covered with blisterlike projections.
      

      
      “Run a check on that ship’s design,” ordered Madine.

      
      After approximately three seconds, the intelligence droid’s monotone answered, “This
         design is used neither by the Alliance nor the Empire.”
      

      
      Luke held his breath. The huge attack craft loomed larger over the table. Now he could
         make out half a hundred gun emplacements … or were they beam antennae? It held fire
         until six crimson TIE fighters vectored close, then the fighters lurched simultaneously
         and slowed. Fighters and escape pods began to accelerate steadily toward the alien
         ship, evidently caught in a tractor beam. The scene shrank. Whoever recorded those
         visuals had left in a hurry.
      

      
      “Taking prisoners,” Madine murmured, clearly concerned.

      
      Mon Mothma turned to a shoulder-high droid that had stood silently nearby. “Access the embedded data files. Apply our most current Imperial
         codes. Locate this world, Bakura.” Luke felt relieved that even the Alliance’s knowledgeable
         leader had to ask for the system’s location.
      

      
      The droid rotated toward the light table and reconnected its socket arm. The battle
         scene faded. Star sparks appeared in a conformation Luke recognized as this end of
         the Rim region. “Here, Madam,” the droid announced. One speck turned red. “According
         to this file, its economy is based on the export of repulsorlift components and an
         exotic fruit candy and liqueur. Settled by a speculative mining corporation during
         the final years of the Clone Wars, and taken over by the Empire approximately three
         years ago, to absorb and control its repulsorlift production capacity.”
      

      
      “Subjugated recently enough to remember independence well.” Mon Mothma rested her
         slender hand on the edge of the light table. “Now show Endor. Relative position.”
      

      
      Another speck gleamed blue. Forgotten at Luke’s shoulder, Artoo whistled softly. If
         Endor was a good bit out from the Core worlds, Bakura was still farther. “That’s virtually
         the edge of the Rim worlds,” Luke observed. “Even traveling in hyperspace, it would
         take days to get there. The Empire can’t help them.” It was strange to think of anyone
         turning to the Empire for help. Evidently the Rebels’ decisive victory at Endor doomed
         the Bakurans to an unknown fate, because the nearest Imperial battle group couldn’t
         help. Alliance forces had scattered it.
      

      
      From a speaker at his left, Leia’s voice projected clearly. “How large is the Imperial
         force at the system?”
      

      
      Leia was down on Endor’s surface, in the Ewok village. Luke hadn’t known she was listening
         in, but he should’ve assumed it. He reached out through the Force and brushed his
         sister’s warm presence, sensing justifiable tension. Leia was allegedly resting with
         Han Solo, recovering from that blaster burn on her upper arm, and helping the furry little Ewoks bury their
         dead—not watching for new trouble. Luke pursed his lips. He’d loved Leia all along,
         wishing …
      

      
      Well, that was behind him. The intelligence droid answered her over a subspace radio
         comlink relay, “Bakura is defended by an Imperial garrison. The sender of this message
         has added subtext reminding Emperor Palpatine that what forces they have are antiquated,
         due to the system’s remoteness.”
      

      
      “Evidently the Empire didn’t anticipate any competition for Bakura.” Leia’s voice
         sounded disdainful. “But now there’s no Imperial Fleet to help there. It will take
         the Imperials weeks to reassemble, and by then this Bakura could fall to the invasion
         force—or it could be part of the Alliance,” she added in a brighter tone. “If the
         Imperials can’t help the Bakurans, we must.”
      

      
      Admiral Ackbar’s image planted finny hands in the vicinity of its lower torso. “What
         do you mean, Your Highness?”
      

      
      Leia leaned against the wattle-and-daub wall of an Ewok tree house and rolled her
         eyes toward the dome of its high, thatched roof. Han sprawled casually beside her
         seat, leaning on an elbow and twirling a twig between his fingers.
      

      
      She raised a handheld comlink. “If we sent aid to Bakura,” she answered Admiral Ackbar,
         “it’s possible that Bakura would leave the Empire out of gratitude. We could help
         free its people.”
      

      
      “And get that repulsorlift technology,” Han mumbled to the twig.

      
      Leia had only paused. “That chance is worth investing a small task force. And you’ll
         need a high-ranking negotiator.”
      

      
      Han lay back, crossed his arms behind his head, and murmured, “You step off onto an
         Imperial world, and you’re an entry in somebody’s credit register. You’ve got a price on your head.”
      

      
      She frowned.

      
      “Can we afford to send troops, given the shape we’re in?” Ackbar’s voice wheezed out
         of the comlink. “We’ve lost twenty percent of our forces, battling only part of the
         Emperor’s fleet. Any Imperial battle group could do a better job at Bakura.”
      

      
      “But then the Empire would remain in control there. We need Bakura just like we need
         Endor. Every world we can draw into the Alliance.”
      

      
      Surprising her, Han closed his hand on the comlink and pulled it toward him. “Admiral,”
         he said, “I doubt we can afford not to go. An invasion force that big is trouble for
         this whole end of the galaxy. And she’s right—it’s us that ought to go. You’d just
         better send a ship that can make a fast getaway, in case the Imperials get ideas.”
      

      
      “What about the price on your head, laser brains?” Leia whispered.
      

      
      Han covered the squelch. “You’re not going without me, Highness-ness.”

      
      Luke studied Mon Mothma’s expression and her sense in the Force. “It Would have to
         be a small group,” she said quietly, “but one ship is not enough. Admiral Ackbar,
         you may select a few fighters to support General Solo and Princess Leia.”
      

      
      Luke spread a hand. “What are the aliens doing? Why are they taking so many prisoners?”

      
      “The message doesn’t say,” Madine pointed out.

      
      “Then you’d better send someone who can find out. It could be important.”

      
      “Not you, Commander, and it doesn’t look like we can wait until you’ve recovered.” Madine rapped a white handrail. “This team should leave
         within a standard day.”
      

      
      Luke didn’t want to be left behind … even though he had all faith that Han and Leia
         could take care of each other.
      

      
      On the other hand, before he could pitch in, he must heal himself, and General Madine
         had suddenly become twins. His optic nerves were telling him to get horizontal soon,
         or risk a doubly humiliating faint in the war room. He eyed the handrail over the
         double row of white benches, wondering if the repulsor chair would lift over it. He
         ached to push the thing’s envelope.
      

      
      Artoo chattered, sounding motherly.

      
      Luke fingered the float chair’s controls and said, “I’ll head back to my cabin. Keep
         me posted.”
      

      
      General Madine crossed his arms over the front of his khaki uniform.

      
      “I doubt we’ll be sending you to Bakura.” Mon Mothma’s robes rustled as she squared
         her shoulders. “Consider your importance to the Alliance.”
      

      
      “She’s right, Commander,” wheezed the small ruddy image of Admiral Ackbar.

      
      “I’m not helping anyone if I’m just lying down.” But he had to shake his reckless
         reputation, if he wanted the respect of the Rebel Fleet. Yoda had commissioned him
         to pass on what he had learned. To Luke’s mind, that meant rebuilding the Jedi Order … as
         soon as he got the chance. Anyone else could pilot a fightership. No one else could
         recruit and train new Jedi.
      

      
      Frowning, he steered to the lift platform, rotated his chair, and answered Mon Mothma
         and Admiral Ackbar as he rose. “I can at least help you put together the strike force.”
      

      
   
      
      Introduction to the NEW REPUBLIC Era
(5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)

      
      The destruction of the second Death Star and the death of Emperor Palpatine—the climactic
         conclusion of Return of the Jedi—has shaken the Empire to its core. While the remnant of the loyal Imperials settles
         in for a long, drawn-out last stand, the victorious Rebel Alliance and its supporters
         found a galactic governing authority they name the New Republic. Troops and warships
         are donated to the cause, as New Republic military leaders forge plans to seize Imperial
         fortress worlds, invade the Core Worlds, and retake Coruscant itself. Eventually,
         the Imperial Remnant is pushed back to a small part of the Outer Rim, and the New
         Republic is finally able to focus on restoring just and democratic government to the
         galaxy.
      

      
      At last the heroes of the Rebellion are free to pursue their own lives. Han and Leia
         marry … but before the birth of their twins, Jacen and Jaina, the galaxy is once again
         torn asunder by war, as the Imperial forces—under the control of military mastermind
         Grand Admiral Thrawn—step up their campaign of raids against the New Republic. Even
         after Thrawn is defeated, the Imperial forces forge on, harrying the New Republic
         and Luke’s nascent Jedi academy—the start of Luke’s dream to rebuild the Jedi Order
         from the ground up. Plagues, insurrections, and rogue warlords add to the chaos and
         push the New Republic back a step for every two steps it takes forward in its quest
         for peace and prosperity for all. Meanwhile, Leia becomes Chief of State of the New
         Republic, and the Solos’ third child, a boy they name Anakin, after his grandfather,
         is born; Luke has met Mara Jade, a secret dark side apprentice to the Emperor whom
         he helps bring into the light, and the two subsequently fall in love and marry.
      

      
      Finally, after a series of further setbacks and plots against the young galactic government
         and Luke’s Jedi, a peace treaty formally ends the long conflict between the New Republic
         and the remnants of the Empire. The events of these years are the answer to the question … “What
         happened after the movies?”
      

      
      If you’re a reader looking to dive into the New Republic era, here are three great
         starting points:
      

      
      
         
         • X-Wing: Rogue Squadron, by Michael A. Stackpole: A taste of life at the edge, Rogue Squadron and the subsequent X-Wing novels bring to life Wedge Antilles and his brave, sometimes
            rambunctious fellow pilots in fast-paced adventures that switch smoothly and easily
            between entertaining repartee and tense battlefield action.
         

         
         • Heir to the Empire, by Timothy Zahn: The book that reintroduced a generation of fans to Star Wars is full of the elements that made the movies great—space battles, intriguing villains,
            and derring-do.
         

         
         • Before the Storm, by Michael P. Kube-McDowell: With a harder sci-fi edge to Star Wars, this novel features the classic heroes Han, Luke, and Leia, and explores everything
            from military forensics to the nature of the Force.
         

         
      

      
      Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Republic era.
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CHAPTER
1

      
      “Captain Pellaeon?” a voice called down the portside crew pit through the hum of background
         conversation. “Message from the sentry line: the scoutships have just come out of
         lightspeed.”
      

      
      Pellaeon, leaning over the shoulder of the man at the Chimaera’s bridge engineering monitor, ignored the shout. “Trace this line for me,” he ordered,
         tapping a light pen at the schematic on the display.
      

      
      The engineer threw a questioning glance up at him. “Sir …?”

      
      “I heard him,” Pellaeon said. “You have an order, Lieutenant.”

      
      “Yes, sir,” the other said carefully, and keyed for the trace.

      
      “Captain Pellaeon?” the voice repeated, closer this time. Keeping his eyes on the
         engineering display, Pellaeon waited until he could hear the sound of the approaching
         footsteps. Then, with all the regal weight that fifty years spent in the Imperial
         Fleet gave to a man, he straightened up and turned.
      

      
      The young duty officer’s brisk walk faltered; came to an abrupt halt. “Uh, sir—” He
         looked into Pellaeon’s eyes and his voice faded away.
      

      
      Pellaeon let the silence hang in the air for a handful of heartbeats, long enough for those nearest to notice. “This is not a cattle market
         in Shaum Hii, Lieutenant Tschel,” he said at last, keeping his voice calm but icy
         cold. “This is the bridge of an Imperial Star Destroyer. Routine information is not—repeat,
         not—simply shouted in the general direction of its intended recipient. Is that clear?”
      

      
      Tschel swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

      
      Pellaeon held his eyes a few seconds longer, then lowered his head in a slight nod.
         “Now. Report.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Tschel swallowed again. “We’ve just received word from the sentry ships,
         sir: the scouts have returned from their scan raid on the Obroa-skai system.”
      

      
      “Very good,” Pellaeon nodded. “Did they have any trouble?”

      
      “Only a little, sir—the natives apparently took exception to them pulling a dump of
         their central library system. The wing commander said there was some attempt at pursuit,
         but that he lost them.”
      

      
      “I hope so,” Pellaeon said grimly. Obroa-skai held a strategic position in the borderland
         regions, and intelligence reports indicated that the New Republic was making a strong
         bid for its membership and support. If they’d had armed emissary ships there at the
         time of the raid.…
      

      
      Well, he’d know soon enough. “Have the wing commander report to the bridge ready room
         with his report as soon as the ships are aboard,” he told Tschel. “And have the sentry
         line go to yellow alert. Dismissed.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Spinning around with a reasonably good imitation of a proper military
         turn, the lieutenant headed back toward the communications console.
      

      
      The young lieutenant … which was, Pellaeon thought with a trace of old bitterness, where the
         problem really lay. In the old days—at the height of the Empire’s power—it would have
         been inconceivable for a man as young as Tschel to serve as a bridge officer aboard
         a ship like the Chimaera. Now—
      

      
      He looked down at the equally young man at the engineering monitor. Now, in contrast,
         the Chimaera had virtually no one aboard except young men and women.
      

      
      Slowly, Pellaeon let his eyes sweep across the bridge, feeling the echoes of old anger
         and hatred twist through his stomach. There had been many commanders in the Fleet,
         he knew, who had seen the Emperor’s original Death Star as a blatant attempt to bring
         the Empire’s vast military power more tightly under his direct control, just as he’d
         already done with the Empire’s political power. The fact that he’d ignored the battle
         station’s proven vulnerability and gone ahead with a second Death Star had merely
         reinforced that suspicion. There would have been few in the Fleet’s upper echelons
         who would have genuinely mourned its loss … if it hadn’t, in its death throes, taken
         the Super Star Destroyer Executor with it.
      

      
      Even after five years Pellaeon couldn’t help but wince at the memory of that image:
         the Executor, out of control, colliding with the unfinished Death Star and then disintegrating
         completely in the battle station’s massive explosion. The loss of the ship itself
         had been bad enough; but the fact that it was the Executor had made it far worse. That particular Super Star Destroyer had been Darth Vader’s
         personal ship, and despite the Dark Lord’s legendary—and often lethal—capaciousness,
         serving aboard it had long been perceived as the quick line to promotion.
      

      
      Which meant that when the Executor died, so also did a disproportionate fraction of the best young and midlevel officers
         and crewers.
      

      
      The Fleet had never recovered from that fiasco. With the Executors leadership gone, the battle had quickly turned into a confused rout, with several
         other Star Destroyers being lost before the order to withdraw had finally been given.
         Pellaeon himself, taking command when the Chimaera’s former captain was killed, had done what he could to hold things together; but
         despite his best efforts, they had never regained the initiative against the Rebels. Instead, they had been steadily pushed back … until
         they were here.
      

      
      Here, in what had once been the backwater of the Empire, with barely a quarter of
         its former systems still under nominal Imperial control. Here, aboard a Star Destroyer
         manned almost entirely by painstakingly trained but badly inexperienced young people,
         many of them conscripted from their home worlds by force or threat of force.
      

      
      Here, under the command of possibly the greatest military mind the Empire had ever
         seen.
      

      
      Pellaeon smiled—a tight, wolfish smile—as he again looked around his bridge. No, the
         end of the Empire was not yet. As the arrogantly self-proclaimed New Republic would
         soon discover.
      

      
      He glanced at his watch. Two-fifteen. Grand Admiral Thrawn would be meditating in
         his command room now … and if Imperial procedure frowned on shouting across the bridge,
         it frowned even harder on interrupting a Grand Admiral’s meditation by intercom. One
         spoke to him in person, or one did not speak to him at all. “Continue tracing those
         lines,” Pellaeon ordered the engineering lieutenant as he headed for the door. “I’ll
         be back shortly.”
      

      
      The Grand Admiral’s new command room was two levels below the bridge, in a space that
         had once housed the former commander’s luxury entertainment suite. When Pellaeon had
         found Thrawn—or rather, when the Grand Admiral had found him—one of his first acts
         had been to take over the suite and convert it into what was essentially a secondary
         bridge.
      

      
      A secondary bridge, meditation room … and perhaps more. It was no secret aboard the
         Chimaera that since the recent refitting had been completed the Grand Admiral had been spending
         a great deal of his time here. What was secret was what exactly he did during those long hours.
      

      
      Stepping to the door, Pellaeon straightened his tunic and braced himself. Perhaps
         he was about to find out. “Captain Pellaeon to see Grand Admiral Thrawn,” he announced. “I have informa—”
      

      
      The door slid open before he’d finished speaking. Mentally preparing himself, Pellaeon
         stepped into the dimly lit entry room. He glanced around, saw nothing of interest,
         and started for the door to the main chamber, five paces ahead.
      

      
      A touch of air on the back of his neck was his only warning. “Captain Pellaeon,” a
         deep, gravelly, catlike voice mewed into his ear.
      

      
      Pellaeon jumped and spun around, cursing both himself and the short, wiry creature
         standing less than half a meter away. “Blast it, Rukh,” he snarled. “What do you think
         you’re doing?”
      

      
      For a long moment Rukh just looked up at him, and Pellaeon felt a drop of sweat trickle
         down his back. With his large dark eyes, protruding jaw, and glistening needle teeth,
         Rukh was even more of a nightmare in the dimness than he was in normal lighting.
      

      
      Especially to someone like Pellaeon, who knew what Thrawn used Rukh and his fellow
         Noghri for.
      

      
      “I’m doing my job,” Rukh said at last. He stretched his thin arm almost casually out
         toward the inner door, and Pellaeon caught just a glimpse of the slender assassin’s
         knife before it vanished somehow into the Noghri’s sleeve. His hand closed, then opened
         again, steel-wire muscles moving visibly beneath his dark gray skin. “You may enter.”
      

      
      “Thank you,” Pellaeon growled. Straightening his tunic again, he turned back to the door.
         It opened at his approach, and he stepped through—
      

      
      Into a softly lit art museum.

      
      He stopped short, just inside the room, and looked around in astonishment. The walls
         and domed ceiling were covered with flat paintings and planics, a few of them vaguely
         human-looking but most of distinctly alien origin. Various sculptures were scattered
         around, some freestanding, others on pedestals. In the center of the room was a double
         circle of repeater displays, the outer ring slightly higher than the inner ring. Both sets of displays, at least
         from what little Pellaeon could see, also seemed to be devoted to pictures of artwork.
      

      
      And in the center of the double circle, seated in a duplicate of the Admiral’s Chair
         on the bridge, was Grand Admiral Thrawn.
      

      
      He sat motionlessly, his shimmery blue-black hair glinting in the dim light, his pale
         blue skin looking cool and subdued and very alien on his otherwise human frame. His
         eyes were nearly closed as he leaned back against the headrest, only a glint of red
         showing between the lids.
      

      
      Pellaeon licked his lips, suddenly unsure of the wisdom of having invaded Thrawn’s
         sanctum like this. If the Grand Admiral decided to be annoyed.…
      

      
      “Come in, Captain,” Thrawn said, his quietly modulated voice cutting through Pellaeon’s
         thoughts. Eyes still closed to slits, he waved a hand in a small and precisely measured
         motion. “What do you think?”
      

      
      “It’s … very interesting, sir,” was all Pellaeon could come up with as he walked over
         to the outer display circle.
      

      
      “All holographic, of course,” Thrawn said, and Pellaeon thought he could hear a note
         of regret in the other’s voice. “The sculptures and flats both. Some of them are lost;
         many of the others are on planets now occupied by the Rebellion.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir,” Pellaeon nodded. “I thought you’d want to know, Admiral, that the scouts
         have returned from the Obroa-skai system. The wing commander will be ready for debriefing
         in a few minutes.”
      

      
      Thrawn nodded. “Were they able to tap into the central library system?”

      
      “They got at least a partial dump,” Pellaeon told him. “I don’t know yet if they were
         able to complete it—apparently, there was some attempt at pursuit. The wing commander
         thinks he lost them, though.”
      

      
      For a moment Thrawn was silent. “No,” he said. “No, I don’t believe he has. Particularly
         not if the pursuers were from the Rebellion.” Taking a deep breath, he straightened in his chair and,
         for the first time since Pellaeon had entered, opened his glowing red eyes.
      

      
      Pellaeon returned the other’s gaze without flinching, feeling a small flicker of pride
         at the achievement. Many of the Emperors top commanders and courtiers had never learned
         to feel comfortable with those eyes. Or with Thrawn himself, for that matter. Which
         was probably why the Grand Admiral had spent so much of his career out in the Unknown
         Regions, working to bring those still-barbaric sections of the galaxy under Imperial
         control. His brilliant successes had won him the title of Warlord and the right to
         wear the white uniform of Grand Admiral—the only nonhuman ever granted that honor
         by the Emperor.
      

      
      Ironically, it had also made him all the more indispensable to the frontier campaigns.
         Pellaeon had often wondered how the Battle of Endor would have ended if Thrawn, not
         Vader, had been commanding the Executor. “Yes, sir,” he said. “I’ve ordered the sentry line onto yellow alert. Shall we go
         to red?”
      

      
      “Not yet,” Thrawn said. “We should still have a few minutes. Tell me, Captain, do
         you know anything about art?”
      

      
      “Ah … not very much,” Pellaeon managed, thrown a little by the sudden change of subject.
         “I’ve never really had much time to devote to it.”
      

      
      “You should make the time.” Thrawn gestured to a part of the inner display circle
         to his right. “Saffa paintings,” he identified them. “Circa 1550 to 2200, Pre-Empire
         Date. Note how the style changes—right here—at the first contact with the Thennqora.
         Over there—” he pointed to the left-hand wall “—are examples of Paonidd extrassa art.
         Note the similarities with the early Saffa work, and also the mid-eighteenth-century
         Pre-Em Vaathkree flatsculp.”
      

      
      “Yes, I see,” Pellaeon said, not entirely truthfully. “Admiral, shouldn’t we be—?”

      
      He broke off as a shrill whistle split the air. “Bridge to Grand Admiral Thrawn,” Lieutenant Tsehel’s taut voice called over the intercom.
         “Sir, we’re under attack!”
      

      
      Thrawn tapped the intercom switch. “This is Thrawn,” he said evenly. “Go to red alert,
         and tell me what we’ve got. Calmly, if possible.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” The muted alert lights began flashing, and Pellaeon could hear the sound
         of the klaxons baying faintly outside the room. “Sensors are picking up four New Republic
         Assault Frigates,” Tschel continued, his voice tense but under noticeably better control.
         “Plus at least three wings of X-wing fighters. Symmetric cloud-vee formation, coming
         in on our scoutships’ vector.”
      

      
      Pellaeon swore under his breath. A single Star Destroyer, with a largely inexperienced
         crew, against four Assault Frigates and their accompanying fighters … “Run engines
         to full power,” he called toward the intercom. “Prepare to make the jump to lightspeed.”
         He took a step toward the door—
      

      
      “Belay that jump order, Lieutenant,” Thrawn said, still glacially calm. “TIE fighter
         crews to their stations; activate deflector shields.”
      

      
      Pellaeon spun back to him. “Admiral—”

      
      Thrawn cut him off with an upraised hand. “Come here, Captain,” the Grand Admiral
         ordered. “Let’s take a look, shall we?”
      

      
      He touched a switch; and abruptly, the art show was gone. Instead, the room had become
         a miniature bridge monitor, with helm, engine, and weapons readouts on the walls and
         double display circle. The open space had become a holographic tactical display; in
         one corner a flashing sphere indicated the invaders. The wall display nearest to it
         gave an ETA estimate of twelve minutes.
      

      
      “Fortunately, the scoutships have enough of a lead not to be in danger themselves,”
         Thrawn commented. “So. Let’s see what exactly we’re dealing with. Bridge: order the
         three nearest sentry ships to attack.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      Across the room, three blue dots shifted out of the sentry line onto intercept vectors.
         From the corner of his eye Pellaeon saw Thrawn lean forward in his seat as the Assault
         Frigates and accompanying X-wings shifted in response. One of the blue dots winked
         out—
      

      
      “Excellent,” Thrawn said, leaning back in his seat. “That will do, Lieutenant. Pull
         the other two sentry ships back, and order the Sector Four line to scramble out of
         the invaders’ vector.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir,” Tschel said, sounding more than a little confused.

      
      A confusion Pellaeon could well understand. “Shouldn’t we at least signal the rest
         of the Fleet?” he suggested, hearing the tightness in his voice. “The Death’s Head could be here in twenty minutes, most of the others in less than an hour.”
      

      
      “The last thing we want to do right now is bring in more of our ships, Captain,” Thrawn
         said. He looked up at Pellaeon, and a faint smile touched his lips. “After all, there
         may be survivors, and we wouldn’t want the Rebellion learning about us. Would we.”
      

      
      He turned back to his displays. “Bridge: I want a twenty-degree port yaw rotation—bring
         us flat to the invaders’ vector, superstructure pointing at them. As soon as they’re
         within the outer perimeter, the Sector Four sentry line is to re-form behind them
         and jam all transmissions.”
      

      
      “Y-yes, sir. Sir—?”

      
      “You don’t have to understand, Lieutenant,” Thrawn said, his voice abruptly cold.
         “Just obey.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      Pellaeon took a careful breath as the displays showed the Chimaera rotating as per orders. “I’m afraid I don’t understand, either, Admiral,” he said.
         “Turning our superstructure toward them—”
      

      
      Again, Thrawn stopped him with an upraised hand. “Watch and learn, Captain. That’s
         fine, bridge: stop rotation and hold position here. Drop docking bay deflector shields,
         boost power to all others. TIE fighter squadrons: launch when ready. Head directly
         away from the Chimaera for two kilometers, then sweep around in open cluster formation. Backfire speed,
         zonal attack pattern.”
      

      
      He got an acknowledgment, then looked up at Pellaeon. “Do you understand now, Captain?”

      
      Pellaeon pursed his lips. “I’m afraid not,” he admitted. “I see now that the reason
         you turned the ship was to give the fighters some exit cover, but the rest is nothing
         but a classic Marg Sabl closure maneuver. They’re not going to fall for anything that
         simple.”
      

      
      “On the contrary,” Thrawn corrected coolly. “Not only will they fall for it, they’ll
         be utterly destroyed by it. Watch, Captain. And learn.”
      

      
      The TIE fighters launched, accelerating away from the Chimaera and then leaning hard into etheric rudders to sweep back around it like the spray
         of some exotic fountain. The invading ships spotted the attackers and shifted vectors—
      

      
      Pellaeon blinked. “What in the Empire are they doing?”
      

      
      “They’re trying the only defense they know of against a Marg Sabl,” Thrawn said, and
         there was no mistaking the satisfaction in his voice. “Or, to be more precise, the
         only defense they are psychologically capable of attempting.” He nodded toward the
         flashing sphere. “You see, Captain, there’s an Elom commanding that force … and Elomin
         simply cannot handle the unstructured attack profile of a properly executed Marg Sabl.”
      

      
      Pellaeon stared at the invaders, still shifting into their utterly useless defense
         stance … and slowly it dawned on him what Thrawn had just done. “That sentry ship
         attack a few minutes ago,” he said. “You were able to tell from that that those were Elomin ships?”
      

      
      “Learn about art, Captain,” Thrawn said, his voice almost dreamy. “When you understand
         a species’ art, you understand that species.”
      

      
      He straightened in his chair. “Bridge: bring us to flank speed. Prepare to join the
         attack.”
      

      
      An hour later, it was all over.

      
      * * *
      

      
      The ready room door slid shut behind the wing commander, and Pellaeon gazed back at
         the map still on the display. “Sounds like Obroa-skai is a dead end,” he said regretfully.
         “There’s no way well be able to spare the manpower that much pacification would cost.”
      

      
      “For now, perhaps,” Thrawn agreed. “But only for now.”

      
      Pellaeon frowned across the table at him. Thrawn was fiddling with a data card, rubbing
         it absently between finger and thumb, as he stared out the view port at the stars.
         A strange smile played about his lips. “Admiral?” he asked carefully.
      

      
      Thrawn turned his head, those glowing eyes coming to rest on Pellaeon. “It’s the second
         piece of the puzzle, Captain,” he said softly, holding up the data card. “The piece
         I’ve been searching for now for over a year.”
      

      
      Abruptly, he turned to the intercom, jabbed it on. “Bridge, this is Grand Admiral
         Thrawn. Signal the Death’s Head; inform Captain Harbid we’ll be temporarily leaving the Fleet. He’s to continue making
         tactical surveys of the local systems and pulling data dumps wherever possible. Then
         set course for a planet called Myrkr—the nav computer has its location.”
      

      
      The bridge acknowledged, and Thrawn turned back to Pellaeon. “You seem lost, Captain,”
         he suggested. “I take it you’ve never heard of Myrkr.”
      

      
      Pellaeon shook his head, trying without success to read the Grand Admiral’s expression.
         “Should I have?”
      

      
      “Probably not. Most of those who have been smugglers, malcontents, and otherwise useless
         dregs of the galaxy.”
      

      
      He paused, taking a measured sip from the mug at his elbow—a strong Forvish ale, from
         the smell of it—and Pellaeon forced himself to remain silent. Whatever the Grand Admiral
         was going to tell him, he was obviously going to tell it in his own way and time.
         “I ran across an offhand reference to it some seven years ago,” Thrawn continued, setting his mug back down. “What caught my attention was the
         fact that, although the planet had been populated for at least three hundred years,
         both the Old Republic and the Jedi of that time had always left it strictly alone.”
         He cocked one blue-black eyebrow slightly. “What would you infer from that, Captain?”
      

      
      Pellaeon shrugged. “That it’s a frontier planet, somewhere too far away for anyone
         to care about.”
      

      
      “Very good, Captain. That was my first assumption, too … except that it’s not. Myrkr
         is, in fact, no more than a hundred fifty light-years from here—close to our border
         with the Rebellion and well within the Old Republic’s boundaries.” Thrawn dropped
         his eyes to the data card still in his hand. “No, the actual explanation is far more
         interesting. And far more useful.”
      

      
      Pellaeon looked at the data card, too. “And that explanation became the first piece
         of this puzzle of yours?”
      

      
      Thrawn smiled at him. “Again, Captain, very good. Yes. Myrkr—or more precisely, one
         of its indigenous animals—was the first piece. The second is on a world called Wayland.”
         He waved the data card. “A world for which, thanks to the Obroans, I finally have
         a location.”
      

      
      “I congratulate you,” Pellaeon said, suddenly tired of this game. “May I ask just
         what exactly this puzzle is?”
      

      
      Thrawn smiled—a smile that sent a shiver up Pellaeon’s back. “Why, the only puzzle
         worth solving, of course,” the Grand Admiral said softly. “The complete, total, and
         utter destruction of the Rebellion.”
      

      
   
      
      Introduction to the NEW JEDI ORDER Era

      
      (25–40 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)

      
      A quarter century after A New Hope and the destruction of the Death Star, the galaxy is free of wide-scale conflicts—but
         the New Republic must contend with many regional brushfires. And Luke Skywalker’s
         Jedi Order faces its own growing pains: Some New Republic officials want to rein in
         the Jedi, leading Luke to wonder if the Jedi Council should be restored.
      

      
      On the planet Rhommamool, Leia Organa Solo, Mara Jade Skywalker, and Jaina Solo meet
         with a mysterious rabble-rouser named Nom Anor. Anor rejects Leia’s diplomatic entreaties,
         but she’s more disturbed by what she finds when she reaches out to him in the Force:
         nothing. It’s as if he isn’t there.
      

      
      Anor is a secret agent of the Yuuzhan Vong, powerful warriors from another galaxy
         who regard technology as blasphemous, relying on biological constructs to serve as
         their starships, weapons, and communicators. Long ago, a devastating war destroyed
         much of the Yuuzhan Vong’s galaxy and cut them off from the Force, sending their clans
         across the intergalactic void in search of a new home. Now they are at the edge of
         the Star Wars galaxy, ready to invade.
      

      
      As head of the New Jedi Order, Luke is central to the galaxy’s defense; Leia’s skills
         as a former Chief of State and respected political adviser are also called on. The
         five-year war shakes the galaxy to its foundations. Technologically advanced worlds
         within the Yuuzhan Vong invasion corridor are subjected to the newcomers’ biotechnology
         and altered into strange hybrids combining what they had been with the new Yuuzhan Vong ecosystem. Entire species are enslaved—or eradicated. The New Republic
         is ill prepared to meet the extragalactic threat, with regional rivalries, political
         dissension, and concern over the Imperial Remnant limiting the effectiveness of its
         military response. Wrangling in the Senate snarls the war plans, as do disagreements
         between planetary fleets and armies, while assassination and war thin the ranks of
         the New Republic’s leaders. Officers and pilots who battled for so long against the
         Empire, such as Admiral Ackbar and Wedge Antilles, work feverishly to figure out how
         to outmaneuver their new enemies.
      

      
      The invasion sorely challenges the Jedi, as well. Some take it upon themselves to
         meet the Yuuzhan Vong threat head-on, disdaining foot-dragging by politicians—and
         some of those skirt the dark side of the Force, giving in to their anger and fear
         as the Yuuzhan Vong ruin worlds and lives. The Yuuzhan Vong come to recognize the
         Jedi as the biggest threat to their plans, and begin hunting them down using New Republic
         traitors and bioengineered killers. At the forefront of the war against the Jedi are
         the Solo children—now teenagers and Jedi Knights in their own right. By the time the
         war is over, the Solo family will never be the same again.
      

      
      The other heroes of the Rebellion, too, face personal struggles and tragedies. Luke
         fears for the life of his wife, Mara—infected with a Yuuzhan Vong–engineered disease—and
         for that of his newborn son, Ben, hunted by the Jedi’s enemies. Han and Leia’s losses
         are even harder to bear, as their oldest friends and children risk everything to stop
         the Yuuzhan Vong.
      

      
      If you’re a reader looking to explore the epic tale of the Yuuzhan Vong war and the
         era of Luke’s New Jedi Order, the best place to start is with the first book in the
         series:
      

      
      
         
         • The New Jedi Order: Vector Prime, by R. A. Salvatore: The first novel in the series introduces the pitiless Yuuzhan
            Vong and immediately makes clear that the heroes of the Rebellion are in mortal danger.
         

         
      

      
      Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Jedi Order era.
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      ONE
Fraying Fabric

      
      It was too peaceful out here, surrounded by the vacuum of space and with only the
         continual hum of the twin ion drives breaking the silence. While she loved these moments
         of peace, Leia Organa Solo also viewed them as an emotional trap, for she had been
         around long enough to understand the turmoil she would find at the end of this ride.
      

      
      Like the end of every ride, lately.

      
      Leia paused a moment before she entered the bridge of the Jade Sabre, the new shuttle her brother, Luke, had built for his wife, Mara Jade. Before her,
         and apparently oblivious to her, Mara and Jaina sat comfortably, side by side at the
         controls, talking and smiling. Leia focused on her daughter, Jaina, sixteen years
         old, but with the mature and calm demeanor of a veteran pilot. Jaina looked a lot
         like Leia, with long dark hair and brown eyes contrasting sharply with her smooth
         and creamy skin. Indeed, Leia saw much of herself in the girl—no, not girl, Leia corrected
         her own thoughts, but young woman. That same sparkle behind the brown eyes, mischievous,
         adventurous, determined.
      

      
      That notion set Leia back a bit, for she recognized then that when she looked at Jaina,
         she was seeing not a reflection of herself but an image of the girl she had once been.
         A twinge of sadness caught her as she considered her own life now: a diplomat, a bureaucrat, a mediator, always trying to calm things down, always working
         for the peace and prosperity of the New Republic. Did she miss the days when the most
         common noise around her had been the sharp blare of a blaster or the hiss of a lightsaber?
         Was she sorry that those wild times had been replaced by the droning of the ion drives
         and the sharp bickering of one pride-wounded emissary after another?
      

      
      Perhaps, Leia had to admit, but in looking at Jaina and those simmering dark eyes,
         she could take vicarious pleasure.
      

      
      Another twinge—jealousy?—caught her by surprise, as Mara and Jaina erupted into laughter
         over some joke Leia had not overheard. But she pushed the absurd notion far from her
         mind as she considered her sister-in-law, Luke’s wife and Jaina’s tutor—at Jaina’s
         own request—in the ways of the Jedi. Mara was not a substitute mother for Jaina, but
         rather a big sister, and when Leia considered the fires that constantly burned in
         Mara’s green eyes, she understood that the woman could give to Jaina things that Leia
         could not, and that those lessons and that friendship would prove valuable indeed
         to her daughter. And so she forced aside her jealousy and was merely glad that Jaina
         had found such a friend.
      

      
      She started onto the bridge, but paused again, sensing movement behind her. She knew
         before looking that it was Bolpuhr, her Noghri bodyguard, and barely gave him a glance
         as he glided to the side, moving so easily and gracefully that he reminded her of
         a lace curtain drifting lazily in a gentle breeze. She had accepted young Bolpuhr
         as her shadow for just that reason, for he was as unobtrusive as any bodyguard could
         be. Leia marveled at the young Noghri, at how his grace and silence covered a perfectly
         deadly fighting ability.
      

      
      She held up her hand, indicating that Bolpuhr should remain out here, and though his
         usually emotionless face did flash Leia a quick expression of disappointment, she
         knew he would obey. Bolpuhr, and all the Noghri, would do anything Leia asked of them.
         He would jump off a cliff or dive into the hot end of an ion engine for her, and the only time she ever saw any sign of discontentment
         with her orders was when Bolpuhr thought she might be placing him in a difficult position
         to properly defend her.
      

      
      As he was thinking now, Leia understood, though why in the world Bolpuhr would fear
         for her safety on her sister-in-law’s private shuttle was beyond her. Sometimes dedication
         could be taken a bit too far.
      

      
      With a nod to Bolpuhr, she turned back to the bridge and crossed through the open
         doorway. “How much longer?” she asked, and was amused to see both Jaina and Mara jump
         in surprise at her sudden appearance.
      

      
      In answer, Jaina increased the magnification on the forward screen, and instead of
         the unremarkable dots of light, there appeared an image of two planets, one mostly
         blue and white, the other reddish in hue, seemingly so close together that Leia wondered
         how it was that the blue-and-white one, the larger of the pair, had not grasped the
         other in its gravity and turned it into a moon. Parked halfway between them, perhaps
         a half a million kilometers from either, deck lights glittering in the shadows of
         the blue-and-white planet, loomed a Mon Calamari battle cruiser, the Mediator, one of the newest ships in the New Republic fleet.
      

      
      “They’re at their closest,” Mara observed, referring to the planets.

      
      “I beg your indulgence,” came a melodic voice from the doorway, and the protocol droid
         C-3PO walked into the room. “But I do not believe that is correct.”
      

      
      “Close enough,” Mara said. She turned to Jaina. “Both Rhommamool and Osarian are ground
         based, technologically—”
      

      
      “Rhommamool almost exclusively so!” C-3PO quickly added, drawing a scowl from all
         three of the women. Oblivious, he rambled on. “Even Osarian’s fleet must be considered
         marginal, at best. Unless, of course, one is using the Pantang Scale of Aero-techno
         Advancement, which counts even a simple landspeeder as highly as it would a Star Destroyer. Perfectly ridiculous
         scale.”
      

      
      “Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, her tone indicating that she had heard more than
         enough.
      

      
      “They’ve both got missiles that can hit each other from this close distance, though,”
         Mara continued.
      

      
      “Oh, yes!” the droid exclaimed. “And given the proximity of their relative elliptical
         orbits—”
      

      
      “Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said.

      
      “—they will remain within striking distance for some time,” C-3PO continued without
         missing a beat. “Months, at least. In fact, they will be even closer in two standard
         weeks, the closest they will be to each other for a decade to come.”
      

      
      “Thank you, Threepio!” Mara and Leia said together.

      
      “And the closest they have been for a decade previous,” the droid had to slip in,
         as the women turned back to their conversation.
      

      
      Mara shook her head, trying to remember her original point to Jaina. “That’s why your
         mother chose to come out now.”
      

      
      “You’re expecting a fight?” Jaina asked, and neither Leia nor Mara missed the sparkle
         in her eye.
      

      
      “The Mediator will keep them behaving,” Leia said hopefully. Indeed, the battle cruiser was an
         impressive warship, an updated and more heavily armed and armored version of the Mon
         Calamari star cruiser.
      

      
      Mara looked back to the screen and shook her head, unconvinced. “It’ll take more than
         a show of force to stop this catastrophe,” she replied.
      

      
      “Indeed, it has been escalating, by all reports,” C-3PO piped up. “It started as a
         simple mining dispute over mineral rights, but now the rhetoric is more appropriate
         for some kind of a holy crusade.”
      

      
      “It’s the leader on Rhommamool,” Mara remarked. “Nom Anor. He’s reached down and grabbed
         his followers by their most basic instincts, weaving the dispute against Osarian into
         a more general matter of tyranny and oppression. Don’t underestimate him.”
      

      
      “I can’t begin to give you a full list of tyrants like Nom Anor that I’ve dealt with,”
         Leia said with a resigned shrug.
      

      
      “I have that very list available,” C-3PO blurted. “Tonkoss Rathba of—”

      
      “Thank you, Threepio,” Leia said, too politely.

      
      “Why, of course, Princess Leia,” the droid replied. “I do so like to be of service.
         Now where was I? Oh, yes. Tonkoss Rathba of—”
      

      
      “Not now, Threepio,” Leia insisted, then to Mara, she added, “I’ve seen his type often.”

      
      “Not like him,” Mara replied, somewhat softly, and the sudden weakness in her voice
         reminded Leia and Jaina that Mara, despite her nearly constant bravado and overabundance
         of energy, was seriously ill, with a strange and thankfully rare disease that had
         killed dozens of others and against which the best doctors in the New Republic had
         proven completely helpless. Of those who had contracted the molecular disorder, only
         Mara and one other remained alive, and that other person, being studied intently on
         Coruscant, was fast dying.
      

      
      “Daluba,” C-3PO went on. “And of course, there was Icknya—”

      
      Leia started to turn to the droid, hoping to politely but firmly shut him up, but
         Jaina’s cry stopped her abruptly and swung her back to face the screen.
      

      
      “Incoming ships!” Jaina announced, her voice full of surprise. The telltale blips
         had appeared on her sensor viewer as if from nowhere.
      

      
      “Four of them,” Mara confirmed. Even as she spoke, the warning buzzers began to go
         off. “From Osarian.” She turned her curious expression up to Leia. “They know who
         we are?”
      

      
      Leia nodded. “And they know why I’ve come.”

      
      “Then they should know to leave us alone,” Jaina reasoned.

      
      Leia nodded again, but understood better. She had come to the system not to meet with the Osarians—not at first, at least—but with their principal
         rival, Nom Anor, the cult figure stirring up trouble on Rhommamool. “Tell them to
         back off,” she instructed Mara.
      

      
      “Politely?” Mara asked, smiling, and with that dangerous twinkle in her eyes.

      
      “New Republic shuttle,” a halting voice crackled over the comm. “This is Captain Grappa
         of Osarian First-Force.”
      

      
      With a flick of a switch, Mara put an image of the captain on the viewscreen, and
         Leia sighed as the green skin, spiny head ridge, and tapirlike snout came into view.
      

      
      “Wonderful,” she remarked sarcastically.

      
      “The Osarians have hired Rodians?” Jaina asked.

      
      “Nothing like a few mercenaries to quiet things down,” Leia replied dryly.

      
      “Oh, dear me,” C-3PO remarked, and he shuffled aside nervously.

      
      “You come with us,” Grappa insisted, his multifaceted eyes sparkling eagerly. “To
         Osa-Prime.”
      

      
      “Seems the Osarians want to talk with you first,” Mara said.

      
      “They’re afraid that my meeting with Nom Anor will only heighten his stature, both
         among the Rhommamoolians and throughout the sector,” Leia reasoned, a notion not without
         credence, and one that she had debated endlessly before making the decision to come
         here.
      

      
      “Whatever the reason, they’re closing fast,” Mara replied. Both she and Jaina looked
         to Leia for instructions, for while the Jade Sabre was Mara’s ship, this was Leia’s mission.
      

      
      “Princess Leia?” an obviously alarmed C-3PO asked.

      
      Leia sat down in the chair behind Mara, intently studying the screen, which Jaina
         had switched back to a normal space view. The four approaching fighters were clearly
         visible.
      

      
      “Lose them,” she said determinedly, a request that neither of the pilots needed to
         hear twice. Indeed, Mara had been eager to put the shuttle, with its powerful twin
         engines and state-of-the-art maneuvering systems, through a real test.
      

      
      Green eyes sparkling, smile wide, Mara reached for the controls, but then retracted
         her hands and put them on her lap. “You heard her, Jaina,” she said.
      

      
      Jaina’s mouth dropped open; so did Leia’s.

      
      “You mean it?” Jaina asked.

      
      Mara’s only reply was an almost bored expression, along with a slight yawn, as if
         this whole thing was no big deal, and certainly nothing that Jaina couldn’t easily
         handle.
      

      
      “Yes!” Jaina whispered, clenching her fists, wearing a smile nearly wide enough to
         take in her ears. She rubbed her hands together, then reached out to the right, rolling
         her fingers over the floating-ball control of the inertial compensator. “Strap in,”
         she ordered, and she dialed it down to 95 percent, as fighter pilots often did so
         that they could gain a tactile feel to the movements of their ships. Reading the g’s, Jaina had heard it called, and she always preferred flying that way, where fast
         turns and mighty acceleration could push her back in her seat.
      

      
      “Not too much,” Leia said with concern.

      
      But her daughter was in her element now, Leia knew, and she’d push the shuttle to
         its limits. Leia felt the lean as Jaina veered right, angling away from the approaching
         ships.
      

      
      “If you run, we shoot you down!” came the uneven voice of Grappa.

      
      “Z-95 Headhunters,” Mara said derisively of the closing craft, an antiquated starfighter,
         and she flipped off the comm switch and looked back at Leia. “Can’t shoot what you
         can’t catch,” she explained. “Kick them in,” she added to Jaina, motioning to the
         primary thrusters, thinking that a burst of the powerful engines would shoot the Jade Sabre right past the befuddled Rodians and their outdated starfighters.
      

      
      Even as she spoke, though, two more blips appeared on the sensors, streaking out from
         the shadows around Rhommamool, angling right in line with the Jade Sabre.
      

      
      “Mara,” Leia said with concern. At that, Mara did reach for the controls. But only
         for a moment, and then she looked Jaina right in the eye and nodded for the young woman to proceed.
      

      
      Leia lurched forward in her seat, held back only by the belt, as Jaina reversed throttle
         and kicked the etheric rudder right. There came a metallic thump behind them—C-3PO
         hitting the wall, Leia guessed.
      

      
      Even as the Jade Sabre came to a sudden halt, nose turned starboard, Jaina pumped it out to full throttle
         and kicked the rudder back to the left, then hard right, fishtailing the ship about
         in a brutal one-eighty, then working the rudder hard and somewhat choppy in straightening
         out her direct retreat. As they turned, a laser cannon blast cut across their bow.
      

      
      “All right, the first four are on our tail,” Mara instructed calmly. The Jade Sabre jolted, hit aft, a blow the shields easily held back.
      

      
      “Try a—” Mara started to say, but she lost the words, and nearly her lunch, as Jaina
         pulled a snap roll right, and then another right behind it.
      

      
      “Oh, we’ll be killed!” came C-3PO’s cry from the doorway, and Leia managed to turn
         her head to see the droid leaning in against the metal jamb, and then to see him fly
         away, with a pitiful cry, as Jaina kicked the etheric rudder again, putting the ship
         into another sudden fishtail.
      

      
      A pair of Headhunters streaked past the viewscreen, but just for a split second, for
         Jaina vectored away at a different angle, and at single-engine full throttle, pressing
         Leia back in her seat. Leia wanted to say something to Jaina then, some words of encouragement
         or advice, but found her words stuck in her throat. And not for any g forces.
      

      
      It was the sight of Jaina, the fire in her brown eyes, the determined set of her jaw,
         the sheer concentration. At that moment, Leia knew.
      

      
      Her daughter was a woman now, and with all the grit of her father and mother combined.

      
      Mara glanced over her right shoulder, between Jaina and Leia, and both followed her
         lead long enough to see that two of the initial four had altered course accordingly and were fast closing, laser cannons
         blasting away.
      

      
      “Hold on,” a confident Jaina warned, and she pulled back the stick, lifting the Jade Sabre’s nose, then shoved it forward, dropping the shuttle into a sudden, inverted loop.
      

      
      “We’re doomed!” C-3PO cried from the hallway—the hallway ceiling, Leia knew.

      
      Halfway around, Jaina broke the loop with a snap roll, then kicked her into a fishtail
         and a barrel roll, bringing her about to nearly their original course, but with the
         initial four behind them. Now she did kick in both ion drives, as if to use sheer
         speed to split the gap between the two incoming fighters.
      

      
      Both angled out suddenly, then turned back in, widening that escape route but giving
         them a longer shooting angle at the shuttle, and an easier turn to pursue.
      

      
      “They’re good,” Mara warned, but, like Leia, she found her words lost in her throat,
         as Jaina, teeth gritted to fight back the g’s, reversed throttle.
      

      
      “Princess—” The plaintive cry from the corridor ended abruptly in a loud crash.

      
      “Coming in hot!” Mara cried, noting the fighter fast approaching to port.

      
      Jaina didn’t, couldn’t even hear her; she had turned inward now, was feeling the Force
         coursing through her, was registering every movement of her enemies and reacting instinctively,
         playing the game three moves ahead. Before Mara had even begun to speak, Jaina had
         hit the forward attitude adjustment jets, lifting the nose, then she pumped the throttle
         and kicked the rudder, lifting the Jade Sabre and bringing her nose about to starboard, to directly face the other incoming Headhunter.
      

      
      And that eager Rodian did come in at them, and hard, and the Jade Sabre’s defensive array screeched and lit up, warning of a lock-on.
      

      
      “Jaina!” Leia cried.

      
      “He’s got us!” Mara added.

      
      But then the closer ship, coming from port, passed right under the Jade Sabre, and Jaina fired the repulsorlifts, bouncing the Jade Sabre up and sending the poor Headhunter into a wild, spinning roll.
      

      
      The closing ship from starboard let fly its concussion missile, but it, and the Headhunter,
         zipped right underneath the elevated Jade Sabre.
      

      
      Before the three women could even begin to catch their breath, another ship streaked
         in, an X-wing, the new XJ version of the starfighter, its own laser cannons blasting
         away from its wingtips. Not at the Jade Sabre, though, but at the Headhunter that had just gone past.
      

      
      “Who is that?” Leia asked, and Jaina, equally curious, brought the Jade Sabre about hard.
      

      
      The Headhunter snap-rolled left and dived, but the far superior X-wing stayed on her,
         lasers scoring hit after hit, depleting her shields and then blasting her apart into
         a million pieces.
      

      
      “A Jedi,” Mara and Jaina said together, and Leia, when she paused to collect the Force
         sensations about her, concurred.
      

      
      “Fast to the Mediator,” Leia instructed her daughter, and Jaina swung the Jade Sabre about yet again.
      

      
      “I didn’t know there were any Jedi in the sector,” Leia said to Mara, who could only
         shrug, equally at a loss.
      

      
      “Another one’s out,” Jaina informed them, watching the blips on her sensor screen.
         “And two others are vectoring away.”
      

      
      “They want no part of a Jedi showing a willingness to shoot back,” Mara remarked.

      
      “Maybe Rodians are smarter than I thought,” Leia said dryly. “Smooth it out,” she
         instructed her daughter, unbuckling and climbing unsteadily to her feet.
      

      
      Jaina reluctantly dialed the inertial compensator back to full.

      
      “Only one pursuing,” Jaina informed them as Leia made her way to the door.

      
      “The X-wing,” Mara added, and Leia nodded.
      

      
      In the hallway outside the bridge, Leia found C-3PO inverted and against the wall,
         his feet sticking up in the air, his head crunched forward so that his chin was tight
         against his chest.
      

      
      “You have to learn to hold on,” Leia said to him, helping him upright. She glanced
         across the way to Bolpuhr as she spoke, to find the Noghri still standing calmly in
         the exact spot she had assigned him.
      

      
      Somehow, she wasn’t amazed.

      
      Jaina took the Jade Sabre at a swift but steady pace toward the distant Mediator. She checked often for pursuit, but it quickly became obvious that the Rodians in
         their outdated Headhunters wanted no part of this fight.
      

      
      Leia rejoined them a short while later, to find Jaina in complete control and Mara
         resting back in her seat, eyes closed. Even when Jaina asked her aunt a question about
         docking procedures, the woman didn’t respond, didn’t even open her eyes.
      

      
      “They’ll guide you in,” Leia interjected, and sure enough, a voice from the Mediator crackled over the opened comm, giving explicit directions for entry vector.
      

      
      Jaina took her in, and Jaina took her down, easily—and after the display of flying
         she had just given them out with the Headhunters, Leia wasn’t the least bit surprised
         by her ability to so smoothly tight-dock a ship as large as the Jade Sabre.
      

      
      That final shudder as Jaina eased off the repulsorlifts and settled the shuttle onto
         the docking bay floor stirred Mara from her rest. She opened her eyes and, seeing
         where they were, rose quickly.
      

      
      And then she swayed and seemed as if she would fall.

      
      Leia and Jaina were there in an instant, catching and steadying her.

      
      She regained her balance and took a deep breath. “Maybe next time you can dial down
         the inertial compensator to ninety-seven instead of ninety-five,” she said jokingly, straining a smile.
      

      
      Jaina laughed, but Leia’s face showed her deep concern. “Are you all right?” she asked.

      
      Mara eyed her directly.

      
      “Perhaps we should find a place where you can rest,” Leia said.

      
      “Where we all can rest,” Mara corrected, and her tone told Leia to back off, a reminder
         that Leia was intruding on a private place for Mara, a place she had explicitly instructed
         all of her friends, even her husband, not to go. This disease was Mara’s fight alone,
         to Mara’s thinking, a battle that had forced her to reconsider everything she thought
         about her life, past, present, and future, and everything she thought about death.
      

      
      Leia held her stare for a moment longer, but replaced her own concerned expression
         with one of acceptance. Mara did not want to be coddled or cuddled. She was determined
         to live on in an existence that did not name her disease as the most pressing and
         important facet of her entire life, to live on as she had before, with the illness
         being relegated to the position of nuisance, and nothing more.
      

      
      Of course, Leia understood it to be much more than that, an internal churning that
         required Mara to spend hours and tremendous Force energy merely holding it in check.
         But that was Mara’s business.
      

      
      “I hope to meet with Nom Anor tomorrow,” Leia explained, as the three, with C-3PO
         and Bolpuhr in tow, headed for the lower hatch, then moved down to the landing bay.
         A contingent of New Republic Honor Guard stood waiting there, along with Commander
         Ackdool, a Mon Calamarian with large, probing eyes, a fishlike face, and salmon-colored
         skin. “By all reports, we should all be rested before dealing with him.”
      

      
      “Believe those reports,” Mara said.

      
      “And first, it seems I get to meet with our savior Jedi,” Leia added dryly, looking back behind the Jade Sabre to see the X-wing gliding in to rest.
      

      
      “Wurth Skidder,” Jaina remarked, recognizing the markings under the canopy on the
         starfighter.
      

      
      “Why am I not surprised?” Leia asked, and she blew a sigh.

      
      Ackdool came over to them, then, and extended his formal greetings to the distinguished
         guests, but Leia’s reaction set him back on his heels—indeed, it raised more than
         a few eyebrows among the members of the Mediator’s Honor Guard.
      

      
      “Why did you send him out?” Leia snapped, motioning toward the docking X-wing.

      
      Commander Ackdool started to answer, but Leia continued. “If we had needed assistance,
         we would have called for it.”
      

      
      “Of course, Princess Leia,” Commander Ackdool said with a polite bow.

      
      “They why send him out?”

      
      “Why do you assume that Wurth Skidder flew out at my command?” the cool Commander
         Ackdool dared to respond. “Why would you assume that Wurth Skidder heeds any order
         I might give?”
      

      
      “Couple o’ ridge-head parachutes floating over Osarian, if those Rodians had any luck,”
         came the singsong voice of Wurth Skidder. The cocky young man was fast approaching,
         pulling off his helmet and giving his shock of blond hair a tousle as he walked.
      

      
      Leia stepped out to intercept him and took another quick step for no better reason
         than to make the Jedi stop short. “Wurth Skidder,” she said.
      

      
      “Princess,” the man replied with a bow.

      
      “Did you have a little fun out there?”

      
      “More than a little,” the Jedi said with a wide grin and a sniffle—and he always seemed
         to be sniffling, and his hair always looked as if he had just walked in from a Tatooine
         sandstorm. “Fun for me, I mean, and not for the Rodians.”
      

      
      “And the cost of your fun?” Leia asked.

      
      That took the smile from Wurth Skidder’s face, and he looked at Leia curiously, obviously
         not understanding.
      

      
      “The cost,” Leia explained. “What did your little excursion cost?”

      
      “A couple of proton torpedos,” Wurth replied with a shrug. “A little fuel.”

      
      “And a year of diplomatic missions to calm down the Osarians,” Leia retorted.

      
      “But they shot first,” Wurth protested.

      
      “Do you even understand that your stupidity likely escalated an already impossible
         situation?” Leia’s voice was as firm and cold as anyone present had ever heard it.
         So cold, in fact, that the always overprotective Bolpuhr, fearing trouble, glided
         closer to her, hanging back just behind her left shoulder, within fast striking distance
         of the Jedi.
      

      
      “They were attacking you,” Wurth Skidder retorted. “Six of them!”

      
      “They were trying to bring us down to Osarian,” Leia harshly explained. “A not-so-unexpected
         response, given my announced intentions here. And so we planned to avoid them. Avoid!
         Do you understand that word?”
      

      
      Wurth Skidder said nothing.

      
      “Avoid them and thus cause no further problems or hard feelings,” Leia went on. “And
         so we would have, and we would have asked for no explanations from Shunta Osarian
         Dharrg, all of us pretending that nothing had ever happened.”
      

      
      “But—”

      
      “And our graciousness in not mentioning this unfortunate incident would have bought
         me the bargaining capital I need to bring some kind of conciliation from Osarian toward
         Rhommamool,” Leia continued, anger creeping in thicker with each word. “But now we
         can’t do that, can we? Now, so that Wurth Skidder could paint another skull on the
         side of his X-wing, I’ll have to deal with an incident.”
      

      
      “They shot first,” Wurth Skidder reiterated when it became apparent that Leia was
         done.
      

      
      “And better that they had shot last,” Leia replied. “And if Shunta Osarian Dharrg
         demands reparations, we’ll agree, with all apologies, and any monies to be paid will
         come from Wurth Skidder’s private funds.”
      

      
      The Jedi squared his shoulders at the suggestion, but then Leia hit him with a sudden
         and devastating shot. “My brother will see to it.”
      

      
      Wurth Skidder bowed again, glared at Leia and all around, then turned on his heel
         and walked briskly away.
      

      
      “My apologies, Princess Leia,” Ackdool said. “But I have no real authority over Jedi
         Skidder. I had thought it a blessing when he arrived two weeks ago. His Jedi skills
         should certainly come in handy against any terrorist attempts—and we have heard rumors
         of many—against the Mediator.”
      

      
      “And you are indeed within striking distance of surface missiles,” C-3PO added, but
         he stopped short, this time catching on to the many disapproving looks that came his
         way.
      

      
      “I did not know that Jedi Skidder would prove so …” Ackdool paused, searching for
         the right word. “Intractable.”
      

      
      “Stubborn, you mean,” Leia said. As they all started away, Leia did manage a bit of
         a smile when she heard Mara behind her tell Jaina, “Maybe Nom Anor has met his match.”
      

      
      C-9PO, a protocol droid, its copper coloring tinged red from the constantly blowing
         dusts of Rhommamool, skittered down an alley to the side of the main avenue of Redhaven
         and peeked out cautiously at the tumult beyond. The fanatical followers of Nom Anor,
         the Red Knights of Life, had gone on the rampage again, riding throughout the city
         in an apparent purge of landspeeders on their tutakans, eight-legged lizards with
         enormous tusks that climbed right up past their black eyes and curled in like white
         eyebrows.
      

      
      “Ride the beasts given by Life!” one Red Knight screamed at a poor civilian as the
         wrinkled Dressellian merchant was dragged from the cockpit and punched and pushed
         to the ground.
      

      
      “Perversion!” several other Red Knights cried in unison. “Life-pretender!” And they
         set upon the landspeeder with their tubal-iron pummelstaves, smashing the windshield,
         bashing in the side moldings, crushing the steering wheel and other controls, even
         knocking one of the rear drive’s cylindrical engines from its mounts.
      

      
      Satisfied that the craft was wrecked beyond repair, they pulled the Dressellian to
         his feet and shoved him to and fro, warning him to ride creatures, not machines—or,
         better still, to use the legs that nature had provided and walk. Then they beat him
         back down to the ground and moved on, some climbing back atop the tutakans, others
         running beside.
      

      
      The landspeeder continued to hover, though it had only a couple of repulsors still
         firing. It looked more like a twisted lump of beaten metal than a vehicle, tilting
         to one side because of the unequal weight distribution and the weakened lift capacity.
      

      
      “Oh, dear me,” the protocol droid said, ducking low as the contingent stormed past.

      
      Tap, tap, tap came the ringing of metal on metal against the top of the droid’s head. C-9PO slowly
         turned about and saw the fringe of the telltale black capes, and the red-dyed hides.
      

      
      With a screech, the droid stood up and tried to run away, but a pummelstave smashed
         in the side of his leg and he went facedown in the red dust. He lifted his head, but
         rising up on his arms only gave the two Red Knights a better handhold as they walked
         past, each scooping the droid under one shoulder and dragging him along.
      

      
      “Got a Ninepio,” one of the pair called out to his lizard-riding buddies, and a cheer
         went up.
      

      
      The doomed droid knew the destination: the Square of Hopeful Redemption.

      
      C-9PO was glad that he wasn’t programmed to experience pain.

      
      * * *

      
      “It was a stupid thing to do,” Leia said firmly.
      

      
      “Wurth thought he was helping us,” Jaina reminded, but Leia wasn’t buying that argument.

      
      “Wurth was trying to find his own thrills,” she corrected.

      
      “And that hotshot attitude of his will reinforce the ring of truth to Nom Anor’s diatribes
         against the Jedi,” Mara said. “He’s not without followers on Osarian.” As she finished,
         she looked down at the table, at the pile of leaflets Commander Ackdool had given
         them, colorful propaganda railing against the New Republic, against the Jedi, and
         against anything mechanical and technological, and somehow tying all of these supposed
         ills to the cultural disease that engulfed the society of the planet Osarian.
      

      
      “Why does Nom Anor hate the Jedi?” Jaina asked. “What do we have to do with the struggle
         between Osarian and Rhommamool? I never even heard of these planets until you mentioned
         that we’d be coming here.”
      

      
      “The Jedi have nothing to do with this struggle,” Leia replied. “Or at least, they
         didn’t until Wurth Skidder’s antics.”
      

      
      “Nom Anor hates the New Republic,” Mara added. “And he hates the Jedi as symbols of
         the New Republic.”
      

      
      “Is there anything Nom Anor doesn’t hate?” Leia asked dryly.

      
      “Don’t take him lightly,” Mara warned yet again. “His religious cry to abandon technology
         and machines, to look for truth in the natural elements and life of the universe,
         and to resist the joining of planets in false confederations resonates deeply in many
         people, particularly those who have been the victims of such planetary alliances,
         like the miners of Rhommamool.”
      

      
      Leia didn’t disagree. She had spent many hours before and during the journey here
         reading the history of the two planets, and she knew that the situation on Rhommamool
         was much more complicated than that. While many of the miners had traveled to the
         inhospitable red planet voluntarily, there were quite a number who were the descendants
         of the original “colonists”—involuntary immigrants sent there to work the mines because of high crimes
         they had committed.
      

      
      Whatever the truth of the situation, though, Leia couldn’t deny that Rhommamool was
         the perfect breeding ground for zealots like Nom Anor. Life there was tough—even basics
         like water could be hard to come by—while the prosperous Osarians lived in comfort
         on white sandy beaches and crystal-clear lakes.
      

      
      “I still don’t understand how any of that concerns the Jedi,” Jaina remarked.

      
      “Nom Anor was stirring up anger against the Jedi long before he ever came to Rhommamool,”
         Mara explained. “Here, he’s just found a convenient receptacle for his wrath.”
      

      
      “And with the Jedi Knights scattered throughout the galaxy, and so many of them following
         their own agendas, Nom Anor might just find plenty of ammunition to add to his arguments,”
         Leia added grimly. “I’m glad that my brother is thinking of reestablishing the Jedi
         Council.”
      

      
      Mara nodded, but Jaina seemed less convinced. “Jacen doesn’t think that’s such a good
         idea,” she reminded her mother.
      

      
      Leia shrugged. Her oldest son, Jaina’s twin, had indeed expressed serious doubts about
         the course of the Jedi Knights.
      

      
      “If we can’t bring some sense of order to the galaxy, particularly to isolated planets
         like Osarian and Rhommamool, then we’re no better than the Empire,” Mara remarked.
      

      
      “We’re better than the Empire,” Leia insisted.

      
      “Not in Nom Anor’s eyes,” Jaina said.

      
      And Mara reiterated her warning to Leia not to take the man lightly. “He’s the strangest
         man I ever met,” she explained, and given her past exploits with notorious sorts like
         Jabba the Hutt and Talon Karrde, that was quite a statement. “Even when I tried to
         use the Force to gain a better perspective on him, I drew …” Mara paused, as if looking
         for some way to properly express the feeling. “A blank,” she decided. “As if the Force
         had nothing to do with him.”
      

      
      Leia and Jaina looked at her curiously.
      

      
      “No,” Mara corrected. “More like he had nothing to do with the Force.”

      
      The perfect disconnected ideologue, Leia thought, and she expressed her feelings with
         a single sarcastic word: “Wonderful.”
      

      
      He stood on the platform surrounded by his fanatical Red Knights. Before him, ten
         thousand Rhommamoolians crowded into every open space of the great public square of
         Redhaven, once the primary trading spaceport of the planet. But those facilities had
         been leveled in the early days of the uprising, with the Rhommamoolians declaring
         their independence from Osarian. And more recently, since the coming of Nom Anor as
         spearhead of the revolution, the place had been renamed the Square of Hopeful Redemption.
      

      
      Here, the citizens came to declare freedom from Osarian.

      
      Here, the followers came to renounce the New Republic.

      
      Here, the believers came to renounce the Jedi.

      
      And here, the fanatics came to discredit progress and technology, to cry out for a
         simpler time, when the strength of a being’s legs, and not the weight of his purse,
         determined how far he could travel, and the strength of his hands, and not the weight
         of his purse, allowed him to harvest the gifts of nature.
      

      
      Nom Anor loved it all, the adulation and the fanatical, bordering on suicidal, devotion.
         He cared nothing for Rhommamool or its inhabitants, cared nothing for the foolish
         cries for some ridiculous “simpler time.”
      

      
      But how he loved the chaos his words and followers inflicted upon the order of the
         galaxy. How he loved the brooding undercurrent of resentment toward the New Republic,
         and the simmering anger aimed at the Jedi Knights, these supercreatures of the galaxy.
      

      
      Wouldn’t his superiors be pleased?

      
      Nom Anor flipped his shiny black cape back from his shoulder and held his fist upraised
         into the air, drawing shrieks of appreciation. In the center of the square, where once had stood the Portmaster’s
         Pavilion, now was a huge pit, thirty meters in diameter and ten deep. Whistles and
         whines emanated from that pit, along with cries for mercy and pitifully polite words
         of protest—the voices of droids collected by the folk of Rhommamool and dropped into
         the hole.
      

      
      Great cheers erupted from all corners of the square as a pair of the Red Knights entered
         from one avenue, dragging a 9PO protocol droid between them. They went to the edge
         of the pit, took up the poor 9PO by the arms and the legs, and on a three-count, launched
         him onto the pile of metal consisting of the astromech and mine-sniffer droids, the
         Redhaven street-cleaner droids, and the personal butler droids of the wealthier Rhommamoolian
         citizens.
      

      
      When the hooting and cheering died down, Nom Anor opened his hands, revealing a single
         small stone. Then he clenched his fist again, squeezing with tremendous power, crushing
         the stone in his grasp so that dust and flecks of rock splinters slipped out the sides.
      

      
      The signal to begin.

      
      As one the crowd surged forward, lifting great chunks of stone, the debris from the
         wreckage of the pavilion. They came to the edge of the pit one after another and hurled
         their heavy missiles at the pile of droids.
      

      
      The stoning went on for the rest of the afternoon, until the red glare of the sun
         thinned to a brilliant crimson line along the horizon, until the dozens and dozens
         of droids were no more than scrap metal and sparking wires.
      

      
      And Nom Anor, silent and dignified, watched it all somberly, accepting this great
         tribute his followers had paid to him, this public execution of the hated droids.
      

      
   
      
      Introduction to the LEGACY Era
(40+ YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)

      
      The Yuuzhan Vong have been defeated, but the galaxy has been slow to recover from
         their depredations, with powerful worlds chafing at the economic burdens and military
         restrictions put upon them by the nascent Galactic Alliance, once-powerful species
         seeking to rise again, newly prosperous worlds testing their influence, and long-buried
         secrets coming to light. The result of all this instability is civil war. Faced with
         a Galactic Alliance that has fallen away from its values, Luke and the Jedi Order
         must decide where their loyalties lie—and so, too, must the heroes of the Rebellion.
      

      
      While hostilities spread across the Core Worlds, lurking in the shadows is a Sith
         adept who wastes no time in taking advantage of the galactic chaos to wage a very
         personal war against the Skywalkers and the Solos. Luke will face terrible loss, Han
         and Leia will be tested as never before, and their daughter, Jaina, will learn just
         what it means to fulfill her destiny as “the Sword of the Jedi.” And even as the Galactic
         Alliance pulls the galaxy back from the brink of total disaster, the Skywalker-Solo
         clan will never be the same again.
      

      
      The mop-up is difficult. Luke Skywalker is exiled from Coruscant, and while he and
         his son, Jedi Knight Ben Skywalker, set out on a quest to discover what caused such
         darkness to befall the galaxy and their family, Han and Leia are left to raise their
         granddaughter, Allana, and help shepherd the government back into some semblance of
         order. But little do any of them know that a long-lost tribe of Sith is making its
         way toward the Core, determined to fulfill their destiny of dominance over the galaxy … and
         that both Sith and Jedi are about to run headlong into a terrifying creature of untold
         Force abilities and an insatiable appetite for power …
      

      
      If you’re a reader new to the Legacy era, here are four great starting points:

      
      
         
         • Legacy of the Force: Betrayal, by Aaron Allston: The first in the nine-book Legacy of the Force series, setting
            the stage for galactic civil war and a fall to darkness.
         

         
         • Millennium Falcon, by James Luceno: Han Solo’s famous freighter becomes a character in her own right
            as Han, Leia, their granddaughter Allana, and the droid C-3PO set out on an adventure
            that brings to light the ship’s colorful, mysterious past.
         

         
         • Crosscurrent, by Paul S. Kemp: A remnant of the Old Republic comes into Luke Skywalker’s time
            in a tale of insane clones and time-traveling Jedi and Sith.
         

         
         • Fate of the Jedi: Outcast by Aaron Allston: The nine-book Fate of the Jedi series blasts off with the new adventures of Luke and Ben Skywalker—Jedi Master and
            apprentice, father and son—in search of answers to a terrifying question.
         

         
      

      
      Read on for excerpts from Star Wars novels set in the Legacy era.
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chapter one

      
      CORUSCANT

      
      “He doesn’t exist.” With those words, spoken without any conscious thought or effort
         on his part, Luke Skywalker sat upright in bed and looked around at the dimly illuminated
         chamber.
      

      
      There wasn’t much to see. Members of the Jedi order, even Masters such as Luke, didn’t
         accumulate much personal property. Within view were chairs situated in front of unlit
         computer screens; a wall rack holding plasteel staves and other practice weapons;
         a table littered with personal effects such as datapads, notes scrawled on scraps
         of flimsi, datachips holding reports from various Jedi Masters, and a crude and not
         at all accurate sandglass statuette in Luke’s image sent to him by a child from Tatooine.
         Inset into the stone-veneer walls were drawers holding his and Mara’s limited selection
         of clothes. Their lightsabers were behind Luke, resting on a shelf on the headboard
         of their bed.
      

      
      His wife, Mara Jade Skywalker, had more personal items and equipment, of course. Disguises,
         weapons, communications gear, falsified documents. A former spy, she had never given
         up the trappings of that trade, but those items weren’t here. Luke wasn’t sure where
         she kept them. She didn’t bother him with such details.
      

      
      Beside him, she stirred, and he glanced down at her. Her red hair, kept a medium length this season, was an unruly mess, but there was no sleepiness
         in her eyes when they opened. In brighter light, he knew, those eyes were an amazing
         green. “Who doesn’t exist?” she asked.
      

      
      “I don’t know. An enemy.”

      
      “You dreamed about him?”

      
      He nodded. “I’ve had the dream a couple of times before. It’s not just a dream. It’s
         coming to me through currents in the Force. He’s all wrapped up in shadows—a dark
         hooded cloak, but more than that, shadows of light and …” Luke shook his head, struggling
         for the correct word. “And ignorance. And denial. And he brings great pain to the
         galaxy … and to me.”
      

      
      “Well, if he brings pain to the galaxy, you’re obviously going to feel it.”

      
      “No, to me personally, in addition to his other evil.” Luke sighed and lay down again.
         “It’s too vague. And when I’m awake, when I try to peer into the future to find him,
         I can’t.”
      

      
      “Because he doesn’t exist.”

      
      “That’s what the dream tells me.” Luke hissed in aggravation.

      
      “Could it be Raynar?”

      
      Luke considered. Raynar Thul, former Jedi Knight, presumed dead during the Yuuzhan
         Vong war, had been discovered a few years earlier—horribly burned during the war,
         mentally transformed in the years since through his involvement with the insectoid
         Killik race. That transformation had been a malevolent one, and the Jedi order had
         had to deal with him. Now he languished in a well-protected cell deep within the Jedi
         Temple, undergoing treatment for his mental and physical afflictions.
      

      
      Treatment. Treatment meant change; perhaps, in changing, Raynar was becoming something
         new, and Luke’s presentment pointed toward the being Raynar would someday become.
      

      
      Luke shook his head and pushed the possibility away. “In this vision, I don’t sense
         Raynar’s alienness. Mentally, emotionally, whoever it is remains human, or near human. There’s even the possiblity that it’s
         my father.”
      

      
      “Darth Vader.”

      
      “No. Before he was Darth Vader. Or just when he was becoming Vader.” Luke’s gaze lost
         focus as he tried to recapture the dream. “What little of his face I can see reminds
         me of the features of Anakin Skywalker as a Jedi. But his eyes … as I watch, they
         turn a molten gold or orange, transforming from Force-use and anger …”
      

      
      “I have an idea.”

      
      “Tell me.”

      
      “Let’s wait until he shows up, then crush him.”

      
      Luke smiled. “All right.” He closed his eyes and his breathing slowed, an effort to
         return to sleep.
      

      
      Within a minute the rhythm of his breathing became that of natural sleep.

      
      But Mara lay awake, her attention on the ceiling—beyond it, through dozens of floor
         levels of the Jedi enclave to the skies of Coruscant above—and searched for any hint,
         any flicker of what it was that was causing her husband worry.
      

      
      She found no sign of it. And she, too, slept.

      
      ADUMAR

      
      The gleaming pearl-gray turbolift doors slid open sideways, and warm air bearing an
         aroma that advertised death and destruction washed over Jacen Solo, his cousin Ben
         Skywalker, and their guide.
      

      
      Jacen took a deep breath and held it. The odors of this subterranean factory were
         not the smells of corrupted flesh or gangrenous wounds—smells Jacen was familiar with—but
         those of labor and industry. The great chamber before them had been a missile manufacturing
         center for decades, and no amount of rigorous cleaning would ever be quite able to
         eliminate the odors of sweat, machine lubricant, newly fabricated composite materials,
         solid fuel propellants, and high explosives that filled the air.
      

      
      Jacen expelled the breath and stepped out of the turbolift, then walked the handful
         of steps up to the rail overlooking the chamber. He walked rapidly so that his Jedi
         cloak would billow a little as he strode, so that his boot heels would ring on the
         metal flooring of this observation catwalk, and so his apprentice and guide would
         be left behind for a moment. This was a performance for his guide and all the other
         representatives of the Dammant Killers company. Jacen knew he was carrying off his
         role quite well; the company officials he’d been dealing with remained properly intimidated.
         But he didn’t know whether to attribute his success to his bearing and manner, his
         lean, brooding, and handsome looks, or his name—for on this world of Adumar, with
         its history of fascination with pilots, the name of Jacen’s father, Han Solo, went
         a very long way.
      

      
      His guide, a slender, balding man named Testan ke Harran, moved up to the rail to
         Jacen’s right. Contrasting with the dull grays and blues that were common on this
         factory’s walls and its workers’ uniforms, Testan was a riot of color—his tunic, with
         its nearly knee-length hem and its flowing sleeves, was the precise orange of X-wing
         fighter pilot uniforms, though decorated with purple crisscross lines breaking it
         down into a flickering expanse of small diamond shapes, and his trousers, belt, and
         scarf were a gleaming gold.
      

      
      Testan stroked his lustrous black beard, the gesture a failed attempt to conceal the
         man’s nervousness. Jacen felt, rather than saw, Ben move up on the other side of Testan.
      

      
      “You can see,” Testan said, “ar workars enjoy very fan conditions.”

      
      Ben cleared his throat. “He says their workers enjoy very fine conditions.”

      
      Jacen nodded absently. He understood Testan’s words, and it had taken him little time
         to learn and understand the Adumari accent, but this was another act, a ploy to keep
         the Adumari off-balance. He leaned forward to give the manufacturing floor below his
         full attention.
      

      
      The room was large enough to act as a hangar and maintenance bay for four full squadrons
         of X-wing snubfighters. Tall duracrete partitions divided the space into eight lanes,
         each of which enclosed an assembly line; materials entered through small portals in
         the wall to the left, rolled along on luminous white conveyor belts, and eventually
         exited through portals on the far right. Laborers in gray jumpsuits flanked the belts
         and worked on the materials as they passed.
      

      
      On the nearest belt, immediately below Jacen, the materials being worked on appeared
         to be compact visual sensor assemblies. The conveyor belt brought in eight such units
         and stopped. Moving quickly, the laborers plugged small cables into the units and
         turned to look into monitors, which showed black-and-white images of jumpsuited waists
         and worker hands. The workers turned the units this way and that, confirming that
         the sensors were properly calibrated.
      

      
      One monitor never lit up with a view from the sensor. The worker on that unit unplugged
         it and set it on a table running parallel to the conveyor belt. A moment later, the
         other workers on this section unplugged their sensor units and the conveyor belt jerked
         into motion again, carrying the remaining seven units to the next station.
      

      
      One lane over, the conveyor belt remained in constant motion, carrying sensor unit
         housings along. The workers on that belt, fewer in number than the sensor testers,
         reached out occasionally to turn a housing, to look inside, to examine the exterior
         for cracks or warping. Some workers, distributed at intervals along the line, rapped
         each housing with a small rubber-headed hammer. Jacen assumed they were listening
         for a musical tone he could not possibly hear at this distance over the roar of noise
         from the floor.
      

      
      Another lane away from him, the workers were clad not in jumpsuits but in full-coverage
         hazardous materials suits of a lighter and more reflective gray than the usual worker
         outfit. Their conveyor belt carried white plates bearing irregular balls the size
         of a human head but a nearly luminous green. The belt stopped as each set of eight such balls entered the lane, giving the
         workers time to plunge needlelike sensors into each ball. They, too, checked monitors
         for a few seconds before withdrawing the needles to allow the balls to continue on.
         Jacen knew that poisonous green—it was the color of the high explosive Adumari manufacturers
         used to fabricate the concussion missiles they exported.
      

      
      While Jacen made his initial survey, Ben kept their guide occupied. “Do you wax your
         beard?” he asked.
      

      
      “I do not.”

      
      “It just seems very shiny. Do you oil it?”

      
      Testan’s voice was a little more irritated in tone. “I do not oil it. I condition
         it. And I brush it.”
      

      
      “Do you brush it with butter?”

      
      Jacen finally looked to the right, past Testan and at his cousin. Ben was thirteen
         standard years of age, not tall but well muscled, with a fine-featured freckled face
         under a mass of flame-red hair. Ben turned, his face impassive, to look at Jacen,
         then said, “The Jedi Knight acknowledges that this factory seems to meet the minimum,
         the absolute minimum, required safety and comfort standards of a Galactic Alliance
         military contractor.”
      

      
      Jacen nodded. The nod meant Good improvisation. He was exerting no Force skill to communicate words to Ben; Ben’s role was to pretend
         to act as his mentor’s translator, when his actual function was to convince the locals
         that adult Jedi were even more aloof and mysterious than they had thought.
      

      
      “No, no, no.” Testan drew a sleeve over his brow, dabbing away a little perspiration.
         “We are wall above mini-mam standards. Those duracrete barriars? They will vent any
         explosive farce upward, saving the majority of workars in case of calamity. Workar
         shifts are only two-fifths the day in length, unlike the old days.”
      

      
      Ben repeated Testan’s words, and Jacen shrugged.

      
      Ben imitated his motion. The gesture caused his own Jedi robe to gape open, revealing
         the lightsaber hanging from his belt.
      

      
      Testan glanced at it, then looked back at Jacen, clearly worried. “Your apprentice—”
         Unsure, he looked to Ben again. “You are very young, are you not, to be wearing such
         a weapon?”
      

      
      Ben gave him a blank look. “It’s a practice lightsaber.”

      
      “Ah.” Testan nodded as though he understood.

      
      And there it was. Perhaps it was just the thought of a thirteen-year-old with a deadly
         cutting implement at hand, but Testan’s defenses slipped enough that the worry began
         to pour through.
      

      
      It was like the game in which children are told, “For the next hour, do not think about banthas.” Try as they might, they would, within minutes or even seconds, think about a bantha.
      

      
      Testan’s control finally gave way and he thought about the banthas—or, rather, a place
         he wasn’t supposed to go, even to think about. Jacen could feel Testan try to clamp
         down on the thought. Something in the increased potency of that worry told Jacen that
         they must be nearer to the source of his concern than during previous parts of their
         factory tour.
      

      
      When Testan turned back, Jacen looked directly at him and said, “There is something
         here. Something wrong.” They were the first words he’d spoken in Testan’s presence.
      

      
      Testan shook his head. “No. Evrything is fan.”

      
      Jacen looked past him, toward the wall to the far right of the chamber. It was gray
         and regular, a series of metal panels each the height of a man and twice as wide stacked
         like bricks. He began a slow, deliberate scrutiny, traversing right to left. His gaze
         swept the walls, the assembly lines, the elevated observation chamber directly opposite
         the turbolifts by which they had entered, and continued along the wall to the left.
      

      
      As his attention reached the middle of the left wall, along the observation balcony,
         he felt another pulse of worry from Testan. Ben cleared his throat, a signal; the
         boy, though nowhere near as sensitive in the Force as Jacen, had gotten the same feeling.
      

      
      Jacen set off along the balcony in that direction. This time the ringing of his boots
         and billowing of his cloak were a side effect of his speed rather than an act.
      

      
      “You wish to see the observation chambar?” Testan hurried to keep up. His anxiety
         was growing, and there was something within it, like a shiny stone at the bottom of
         a murky pond.
      

      
      Jacen reached into that pond to draw out the prize within.

      
      It was a memory of a door. It was broad and gray, closing from above as men and women—in
         dark blue jumpsuits, the outfits of supervisors in this facility—scurried out ahead
         of its closing. When it settled in place, it was identical to the wall panels Jacen
         saw ahead of him in the here and now.
      

      
      Jacen glanced over his shoulder at Testan. “Your thoughts betray you.”

      
      Testan paled. “No, there is nothing to betray.”

      
      Jacen rounded the observation balcony corner, took a few more steps, and skidded to
         a halt in front of one of the wall sections.
      

      
      It was here. He knew because he could feel something beyond.

      
      Conflict. He himself was there, fighting. So was Ben. It was a faint glimpse of the
         future, and he and his apprentice would be in peril beyond.
      

      
      He jerked his head toward the wall.

      
      Ben brought out his lightsaber and switched it on. With a snap-hiss sound, its blue blade of coherent energy extended to full length.
      

      
      Ben plunged the blade into the wall panel and began to drag it around in a large circle.

      
      Testan, his voice pained, said, “He told us it was a practice weapon.”

      
      Jacen gave him an innocent look. “It’s true from a certain point of view. He does
         practice with it.” In his nervousness, Testan didn’t seem to notice that Jacen was
         understanding him clearly now.
      

      
      Ben completed his circle and gave the meter-and-a-half-high section he’d outlined
         a little kick. It fell away into a well-lit chamber, clanging on the floor beyond;
         the edges still glowed with the heat the lightsaber had poured into them.
      

      
      Ben stepped through. Jacen ducked to follow. He heard Testan muttering—doubtless an
         alert into a comlink. Jacen didn’t bother to interfere. They’d just been within clear
         sight of hundreds of workers and the observation chamber. Dealing with Testan wouldn’t
         keep the alarm from being broadcast.
      

      
      The room beyond Ben’s improvised doorway was actually a corridor, four meters wide
         and eight high, every surface made up of the same dull gray metal rectangles found
         in the outer chamber, greenish white light pouring from the luminous ceiling. To the
         left, the corridor ended after a few meters, and that end was heavily packed with
         tall plasteel transport containers. They were marked DANGER, DO NOT DROP, and DAMMANT KILLER MODEL 16, QUANTITY 24.
      

      
      To the right, the corridor extended another forty meters and then opened up; the rail
         and drop-off at the end suggested that it opened onto another observation balcony
         above another fabrication chamber.
      

      
      Now making the turn from the balcony into the corridor and running toward them were
         half a dozen troops armed with blaster rifles. Their orange jumpsuits were reminiscent
         of X-wing pilot uniforms, but the green carapace armor over their lower legs, torsos,
         lower arms, and heads was more like stormtrooper speeder bike armor painted the wrong
         color.
      

      
      And then behind the first six troops came another six, and then another eight …

      
      Jacen brought his lightsaber out and snapped it into life; the incandescent green
         of his blade was reflected as highlights against the walls and the armor of the oncoming
         troops. “Stay behind me,” he said.
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Ben’s sigh was audible, and Jacen grinned.

      
      The foremost trooper, who bore gold bars on his helmet and wrists, shouted, his voice
         mechanically amplified: “Stop whar you are! This saction is restricted!”
      

      
      Jacen moved forward at a walk. He rotated his wrist, moving his lightsaber blade around
         in front of him in a pattern vaguely reminiscent of butterfly wings. He shouted back,
         “Could you speak up? I’m a little deaf.”
      

      
      Ben snickered. “Good one.”

      
      “You may not entar this saction!”

      
      They were now twenty meters from the ranks of troopers ahead.

      
      Jacen continued twirling his blade in a practice form. “Fewer people will be hurt
         if you just get out of my way.” It was a sort of ritual thing to say. Massed enemy
         forces almost never backed down, despite the reputation of the Jedi—a reputation that
         became more widespread, more supernatural, with each year the Jedi prospered under
         Luke Skywalker’s leadership.
      

      
      The phrase was ritual in another way, too. Once upon a time, Jacen would have felt
         tragedy surround him when his actions resulted in the deaths of common soldiers, common
         guards. But over time he’d lost that sense. There was a wearying inevitability to
         leaders sending their troops to die against more powerful enemies. It had been happening
         as long as there were violent leaders and obedient followers. In death, these people
         became one with the Force, and when Jacen had accepted that fact, his sense of tragedy
         had largely evaporated.
      

      
      He took another two steps and the trooper commander called, “Fire!”

      
      The troopers began firing. Jacen gave himself over to the Force, to his awareness
         of his surroundings, to his sudden oneness with the men and women trying to kill him.
      

      
      He simply ignored most of the blaster bolts. When he felt them angling in toward him,
         he twirled his lightsaber blade in line and batted them away, usually back toward
         the crowd of troopers. In the first few seconds of their assault, four troopers fell to blasts launched by their friends. The smell of burned flesh
         began to fill the corridor.
      

      
      Jacen felt danger from behind; felt Ben react to it. Jacen didn’t shift his attention;
         he continued his march forward. He’d prefer to be able to protect the inexperienced
         youth, but the boy was good at blaster defense practice. Hard as it was to trust a
         Jedi whose skills were just developing, he had to. To teach, to learn, he had to trust.
      

      
      Jacen intercepted the next blaster shot that came his way and batted it toward the
         trooper commander. It struck the man in the helmet and caromed off, burning out against
         the ceiling; a portion four meters square of the ceiling’s illumination winked out,
         darkening the corridor. The commander fell. The shot was probably not fatal—protected
         by his helmet, the man would have forehead and scalp burns, probably a concussion,
         but he was unlikely to die.
      

      
      The strategy had its desired effect. The troopers saw their commander fall. They continued
         firing but also exchanged looks. Jacen never broke pace, and a trooper with silver
         stripes on his helmet called “Back, back.” In good order, the troopers began a withdrawal.
      

      
      Behind him, Jacen heard more blasterfire and the distinctive zap of a lightsaber blade intercepting it, deflecting it. Within the flow of the Force,
         Jacen felt a shot coming in toward his back, felt it being slapped aside, saw and
         felt it as it hit the wall to his right. The heat from the shot warmed his right shoulder.
      

      
      But the defenders continued their retreat, and soon the last of them was around the
         corner. Jacen’s path to the railing was clear. He strode up to it.
      

      
      Over the rail, a dozen meters down, was another assembly-line pit, where line after
         line of munitions components was being assembled—though at the moment all the lines
         were stopped, their anonymous jumpsuited workers staring up at Jacen.
      

      
      Jacen’s movement out of the corridor brought him within sight of the orange-and-green
         defenders, who were now arrayed in disciplined rows along the walkway to Jacen’s left. As soon as he reached
         the railing they opened fire again. Their tighter formation allowed them to concentrate
         their fire, and Jacen found himself deflecting more shots than before.
      

      
      He felt rather than saw Ben scoot into position behind him, but no blaster bolts came
         at him from that direction. “What now?” Ben asked.
      

      
      “Finish the mission.” Jacen caught a too-close bolt on his blade near the hilt; unable
         to aim the deflection, he saw the bolt flash down into the assembly area. It hit a
         monitor screen. The men and women near the screen dived for cover. Jacen winced; a
         fraction of a degree of arc difference and that bolt could have hit an explosives
         package. As inured as he was to causing death, he didn’t want to cause it by accident.
      

      
      “But you’re in charge—”

      
      “I’m busy.” Jacen took a step forward to give himself more maneuvering and swinging
         space and concentrated on his attackers. He needed to protect himself and Ben now,
         to defend a broader area. He focused on batting bolt after bolt back into the ranks
         of the attackers, saw one, two, three of the soldiers fall.
      

      
      There was a lull in the barrage of fire. Jacen took a moment to glance over his shoulder.
         Ben stood at the railing, staring down into the manufacturing line, and to his eye
         he held a small but expensive holocam unit—the sort carried by wealthy vacationers
         and holocam hobbyists all over the galaxy.
      

      
      As Jacen returned his attention to the soldiers, Ben began talking: “Um, this is Ben
         Skywalker. Jedi Knight Jacen Solo and I are in a, I don’t know, secret part of the
         Dammant Killers plant under the city of Cartann on the planet Adumar. You’re looking
         at a missile manufacturing line. It’s making missiles that are not being reported
         to the GA. They’re selling to planets that aren’t supposed to be getting them. Dammant
         is breaking the rules. Oh, and the noise you’re hearing? Their guys are trying to
         kill us.”
      

      
      Jacen felt Ben’s motion as the boy swung to record the blaster-versus-lightsaber conflict.
      

      
      “Is that enough?” Ben asked.

      
      Jacen shook his head. “Get the whole chamber. And while you’re doing it, figure out
         what we’re supposed to do next.”
      

      
      “I was kind of thinking we ought to get out of here.”

      
      With the tip of his lightsaber blade, Jacen caught a blast that was crackling in toward
         his right shin. He popped the blast back toward its firer. It hit the woman’s blaster
         rifle, searing it into an unrecognizable lump, causing her green shoulder armor momentarily
         to catch fire. She retreated, one of her fellow soldiers patting out her flames. Now
         there were fewer than fifteen soldiers standing against the Jedi, and their temporary
         commander was obviously rethinking his make-a-stand orders.
      

      
      “Good. How?”

      
      “Well, the way we came in—no. They’d be waiting for us.”

      
      “Correct.”

      
      “And you never want to fight the enemy on ground he’s chosen if you can avoid it.”

      
      Jacen grinned. Ben’s words, so adult, were a quote from Han Solo, a man whose wisdom
         was often questionable—except on matters of personal survival. “Also correct.”
      

      
      “So … the ends of those assembly lines?”

      
      “Good. So go.”

      
      Jacen heard the scrape of a heel as Ben vaulted over the rail. Not waiting, Jacen
         leapt laterally, clearing the rail by half a meter, and spun as he fell. Ahead of
         and below him, Ben was just landing in a crouch on the nearest assembly line, which
         was loaded with opalescent shell casings. As Jacen landed, bent knees and a little
         upward push from the Force easing the impact, Ben raced forward, reflexively swatting
         aside the grasping hand of a too-bold line worker, and crouched as he lunged through
         the diminutive portal at the end of the line.
      

      
      Jacen followed. He heard and felt the heat of blaster bolts hitting the assembly line
         behind him. He swung his lightsaber back over his shoulder, intercepting one bolt, taking the full force of
         the impact rather than deflecting the bolt into a neighboring line.
      

      
      No line workers tried to grab him, and in seconds he was squeezing through the portal.
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      GALACTIC ALLIANCE DIPLOMATIC SHUTTLE, HIGH CORUSCANT ORBIT

      
      ONE BY ONE, THE STARS OVERHEAD BEGAN TO DISAPPEAR, swallowed by some enormous darkness interposing itself from above and behind the
         shuttle. Sharply pointed at its most forward position, broadening behind, the flood
         of blackness advanced, blotting out more and more of the unblinking starfield, until
         darkness was all there was to see.
      

      
      Then, all across the length and breadth of the ominous shape, lights came on—blue
         and white running lights, tiny red hatch and security lights, sudden glows from within
         transparisteel viewports, one large rectangular whiteness limned by atmosphere shields.
         The lights showed the vast triangle to be the underside of an Imperial Star Destroyer,
         painted black, forbidding a moment ago, now comparatively cheerful in its proper running
         configuration. It was the Gilad Pellaeon, newly arrived from the Imperial Remnant, and its officers clearly knew how to put
         on a show.
      

      
      Jaina Solo, sitting with the others in the dimly lit passenger compartment of the
         government VIP shuttle, watched the entire display through the overhead transparisteel
         canopy and laughed out loud.
      

      
      The Bothan in the sumptuously padded chair next to hers gave her a curious look. His mottled red and tan fur twitched, either from suppressed
         irritation or embarrassment at Jaina’s outburst. “What do you find so amusing?”
      

      
      “Oh, both the obviousness of it and the skill with which it was performed. It’s so
         very, You used to think of us as dark and scary, but now we’re just your stylish allies.” Jaina lowered her voice so that her next comment would not carry to the passengers
         in the seats behind. “The press will love it. That image will play on the holonews
         broadcasts constantly. Mark my words.”
      

      
      “Was that little show a Jagged Fel detail?”

      
      Jaina tilted her head, considering. “I don’t know. He could have come up with it,
         but he usually doesn’t spend his time planning displays or events. When he does, though,
         they’re usually pretty … effective.”
      

      
      The shuttle rose toward the Gilad Pellaeon’s main landing bay. In moments, it was through the square atmosphere barrier shield
         and drifting sideways to land on the deck nearby. The landing place was clearly marked—hundreds
         of beings, most wearing gray Imperial uniforms or the distinctive white armor of the
         Imperial stormtrooper, waited in the bay, and the one circular spot where none stood
         was just the right size for the Galactic Alliance shuttle.
      

      
      The passengers rose as the shuttle settled into place. The Bothan smoothed his tunic,
         a cheerful blue decorated with a golden sliver pattern suggesting claws. “Time to
         go to work. You won’t let me get killed, will you?”
      

      
      Jaina let her eyes widen. “Is that what I was supposed to be doing here?” she asked
         in droll tones. “I should have brought my lightsaber.”
      

      
      The Bothan offered a long-suffering sigh and turned toward the exit.

      
      They descended the shuttle’s boarding ramp. With no duties required of her other than to keep alert and be the Jedi face at this preliminary
         meeting, Jaina was able to stand back and observe. She was struck with the unreality
         of it all. The niece and daughter of three of the most famous enemies of the Empire
         during the First Galactic Civil War of a few decades earlier, she was now witness
         to events that might bring the Galactic Empire—or Imperial Remnant, as it was called
         everywhere outside its own borders—into the Galactic Alliance on a lasting basis.
      

      
      And at the center of the plan was the man, flanked by Imperial officers, who now approached
         the Bothan. Slightly under average size, though towering well above Jaina’s diminutive
         height, he was dark-haired, with a trim beard and mustache that gave him a rakish
         look, and was handsome in a way that became more pronounced when he glowered. A scar
         on his forehead ran up into his hairline and seemed to continue as a lock of white
         hair from that point. He wore expensive but subdued black civilian garments, neck-to-toe,
         that would be inconspicuous anywhere on Coruscant but stood out in sharp relief to
         the gray and white uniforms, white armor, and colorful Alliance clothes surrounding
         him.
      

      
      He had one moment to glance at Jaina. The look probably appeared neutral to onlookers,
         but for her it carried just a twinkle of humor, a touch of exasperation that the two
         of them had to put up with all these delays. Then an Alliance functionary, notable
         for his blandness, made introductions: “Imperial Head of State the most honorable
         Jagged Fel, may I present Senator Tiurrg Drey’lye of Bothawui, head of the Senate
         Unification Preparations Committee.”
      

      
      Jagged Fel took the Senator’s hand. “I’m pleased to be working with you.”

      
      “And delighted to meet you. Chief of State Daala sends her compliments and looks forward to meeting you when you make planetfall.”
      

      
      Jag nodded. “And now, I believe, protocol insists that we open a bottle or a dozen
         of wine and make some preliminary discussion of security, introduction protocols,
         and so on.”
      

      
      “Fortunately about the wine, and regrettably about everything else, you are correct.”

      
      At the end of two full standard hours—Jaina knew from regular, surreptitious consultations
         of her chrono—Jag was able to convince the Senator and his retinue to accept a tour
         of the Gilad Pellaeon. He was also able to request a private consultation with the sole representative
         of the Jedi Order present. Moments later, the gray-walled conference room was empty
         of everyone but Jag and Jaina.
      

      
      Jag glanced toward the door. “Security seal, access limited to Jagged Fel and Jedi
         Jaina Solo, voice identification, activate.” The door hissed in response as it sealed.
         Then Jag returned his attention to Jaina.
      

      
      She let an expression of anger and accusation cross her face. “You’re not fooling
         anyone, Fel. You’re planning for an Imperial invasion of Alliance space.”
      

      
      Jag nodded. “I’ve been planning it for quite a while. Come here.”

      
      She moved to him, settled into his lap, and was suddenly but not unexpectedly caught
         in his embrace. They kissed urgently, hungrily.
      

      
      Finally Jaina drew back and smiled at him. “This isn’t going to be a routine part
         of your consultations with every Jedi.”
      

      
      “Uh, no. That would cause some trouble here and at home. But I actually do have business with the Jedi that does not involve the Galactic Alliance, at least
         not initially.”
      

      
      “What sort of business?”
      

      
      “Whether or not the Galactic Empire joins with the Galactic Alliance, I think there
         ought to be an official Jedi presence in the Empire. A second Temple, a branch, an
         offshoot, whatever. Providing advice and insight to the Head of State.”
      

      
      “And protection?”

      
      He shrugged. “Less of an issue. I’m doing all right. Two years in this position and
         not dead yet.”
      

      
      “Emperor Palpatine went nearly twenty-five years.”

      
      “I guess that makes him my hero.”

      
      Jaina snorted. “Don’t even say that in jest … Jag, if the Remnant doesn’t join the
         Alliance, I’m not sure the Jedi can have a presence without Alliance approval.”
      

      
      “The Order still keeps its training facility for youngsters in Hapan space. And the
         Hapans haven’t rejoined.”
      

      
      “You sound annoyed. The Hapans still giving you trouble?”

      
      “Let’s not talk about that.”
      

      
      “Besides, moving the school back to Alliance space is just a matter of time, logistics,
         and finances; there’s no question that it will happen. On the other hand, it’s very
         likely that the government would withhold approval for a Jedi branch in the Remnant,
         just out of spite, if the Remnant doesn’t join.”
      

      
      “Well, there’s such a thing as an unofficial presence. And there’s such a thing as rival schools, schismatic branches, and places
         for former Jedi to go when they can’t be at the Temple.”
      

      
      Jaina smiled again, but now there was suspicion in her expression. “You just want
         to have this so I’ll be assigned to come to the Remnant and set it up.”
      

      
      “That’s a motive, but not the only one. Remember, to the Moffs and to a lot of the
         Imperial population, the Jedi have been bogeymen since Palpatine died. At the very least, I don’t want them to be inappropriately afraid of the woman I’m in love
         with.”
      

      
      Jaina was silent for a moment. “Have we talked enough politics?”

      
      “I think so.”

      
      “Good.”

      
      HORN FAMILY QUARTERS, KALLAD’S DREAM VACATION HOSTEL, CORUSCANT

      
      Yawning, hair tousled, clad in a blue dressing robe, Valin Horn knew that he did not
         look anything like an experienced Jedi Knight. He looked like an unshaven, unkempt
         bachelor, which he also was. But here, in these rented quarters, there would be only
         family to see him—at least until he had breakfast, shaved, and dressed.
      

      
      The Horns did not live here, of course. His mother, Mirax, was the anchor for the
         immediate family. Manager of a variety of interlinked businesses—trading, interplanetary
         finances, gambling and recreation, and, if rumors were true, still a little smuggling
         here and there—she maintained her home and business address on Corellia. Corran, her
         husband and Valin’s father, was a Jedi Master, much of his life spent on missions
         away from the family, but his true home was where his heart resided, wherever Mirax
         lived. Valin and his sister, Jysella, also Jedi, lived wherever their missions sent
         them, and also counted Mirax as the center of the family.
      

      
      Now Mirax had rented temporary quarters on Coruscant so the family could collect on
         one of its rare occasions, this time for the Unification Summit, where she and Corran
         would separately give depositions on the relationships among the Confederation states,
         the Imperial Remnant, and the Galactic Alliance as they related to trade and Jedi activities. Mirax had insisted that Valin and Jysella leave their
         Temple quarters and stay with their parents while these events were taking place,
         and few forces in the galaxy could stand before her decision—Luke Skywalker certainly
         knew better than to try.
      

      
      Moving from the refresher toward the kitchen and dining nook, Valin brushed a lock
         of brown hair out of his eyes and grinned. Much as he might put up a public show of
         protest—the independent young man who did not need parents to direct his actions or
         tell him where to sleep—he hardly minded. It was good to see family. And both Corran
         and Mirax were better cooks than the ones at the Jedi Temple.
      

      
      There was no sound of conversation from the kitchen, but there was some clattering
         of pans, so at least one of his parents must still be on hand. As he stepped from
         the hallway into the dining nook, Valin saw that it was his mother, her back to him
         as she worked at the stove. He pulled a chair from the table and sat. “Good morning.”
      

      
      “A joke, so early?” Mirax did not turn to face him, but her tone was cheerful. “No
         morning is good. I come light-years from Corellia to be with my family, and what happens?
         I have to keep Jedi hours to see them. Don’t you know that I’m an executive? And a
         lazy one?”
      

      
      “I forgot.” Valin took a deep breath, sampling the smells of breakfast. His mother
         was making hotcakes Corellian-style, nerf sausage links on the side, and caf was brewing.
         For a moment, Valin was transported back to his childhood, to the family breakfasts
         that had been somewhat more common before the Yuuzhan Vong came, before Valin and
         Jysella had started down the Jedi path. “Where are Dad and Sella?”
      

      
      “Your father is out getting some back-door information from other Jedi Masters for
         his deposition.” Mirax pulled a plate from a cabinet and began sliding hotcakes and
         links onto it. “Your sister left early and wouldn’t say what she was doing, which I assume either means it’s Jedi business I can’t know
         about or that she’s seeing some man she doesn’t want me to know about.”
      

      
      “Or both.”

      
      “Or both.” Mirax turned and moved over to put the plate down before him. She set utensils
         beside it.
      

      
      The plate was heaped high with food, and Valin recoiled from it in mock horror. “Stang,
         Mom, you’re feeding your son, not a squadron of Gamorreans.” Then he caught sight
         of his mother’s face and he was suddenly no longer in a joking mood.
      

      
      This wasn’t his mother.

      
      Oh, the woman had Mirax’s features. She had the round face that admirers had called
         “cute” far more often than “beautiful,” much to Mirax’s chagrin. She had Mirax’s generous,
         curving lips that smiled so readily and expressively, and Mirax’s bright, lively brown
         eyes. She had Mirax’s hair, a glossy black with flecks of gray, worn shoulder-length
         to fit readily under a pilot’s helmet, even though she piloted far less often these
         days. She was Mirax to every freckle and dimple.
      

      
      But she was not Mirax.

      
      The woman, whoever she was, caught sight of Valin’s confusion. “Something wrong?”

      
      “Uh, no.” Stunned, Valin looked down at his plate.

      
      He had to think—logically, correctly, and fast. He might be in grave danger right now, though the Force currently gave him no indication
         of imminent attack. The true Mirax, wherever she was, might be in serious trouble
         or worse. Valin tried in vain to slow his heart rate and speed up his thinking processes.
      

      
      Fact: Mirax had been here but had been replaced by an imposter. Presumably the real
         Mirax was gone; Valin could not sense anyone but himself and the imposter in the immediate
         vicinity. The imposter had remained behind for some reason that had to relate to Valin,
         Jysella, or Corran. It couldn’t have been to capture Valin, as she could have done that with
         drugs or other methods while he slept, so the food was probably not drugged.
      

      
      Under Not-Mirax’s concerned gaze, he took a tentative bite of sausage and turned a
         reassuring smile he didn’t feel toward her.
      

      
      Fact: Creating an imposter this perfect must have taken a fortune in money, an incredible
         amount of research, and a volunteer willing to let her features be permanently carved
         into the likeness of another’s. Or perhaps this was a clone, raised and trained for
         the purpose of simulating Mirax. Or maybe she was a droid, one of the very expensive,
         very rare human replica droids. Or maybe a shape-shifter. Whichever, the simulation
         was nearly perfect. Valin hadn’t recognized the deception until …
      

      
      Until what? What had tipped him off? He took another bite, not registering the sausage’s taste
         or temperature, and maintained the face-hurting smile as he tried to recall the detail
         that had alerted him that this wasn’t his mother.
      

      
      He couldn’t figure it out. It was just an instant realization, too fleeting to remember,
         too overwhelming to reject.
      

      
      Would Corran be able to see through the deception? Would Jysella? Surely, they had
         to be able to. But what if they couldn’t? Valin would accuse this woman and be thought
         insane.
      

      
      Were Corran and Jysella even still at liberty? Still alive? At this moment, the Not-Mirax’s colleagues could be spiriting the two of them away
         with the true Mirax. Or Corran and Jysella could be lying, bleeding, at the bottom
         of an access shaft, their lives draining away.
      

      
      Valin couldn’t think straight. The situation was too overwhelming, the mystery too
         deep, and the only person here who knew the answers was the one who wore the face of his mother.
      

      
      He stood, sending his chair clattering backward, and fixed the false Mirax with a
         hard look. “Just a moment.” He dashed to his room.
      

      
      His lightsaber was still where he’d left it, on the night-stand beside his bed. He
         snatched it up and gave it a near-instantaneous examination. Battery power was still
         optimal; there was no sign that it had been tampered with.
      

      
      He returned to the dining room with the weapon in his hand. Not-Mirax, clearly confused
         and beginning to look a little alarmed, stood by the stove, staring at him.
      

      
      Valin ignited the lightsaber, its snap-hiss of activation startlingly loud, and held the point of the gleaming energy blade against
         the food on his plate. Hotcakes shriveled and blackened from contact with the weapon’s
         plasma. Valin gave Not-Mirax an approving nod. “Flesh does the same thing under the
         same conditions, you know.”
      

      
      “Valin, what’s wrong?”
      

      
      “You may address me as Jedi Horn. You don’t have the right to use my personal name.”
         Valin swung the lightsaber around in a practice form, allowing the blade to come within
         a few centimeters of the glow rod fixture overhead, the wall, the dining table, and
         the woman with his mother’s face. “You probably know from your research that the Jedi
         don’t worry much about amputations.”
      

      
      Not-Mirax shrank back away from him, both hands on the stove edge behind her. “What?”

      
      “We know that a severed limb can readily be replaced by a prosthetic that looks identical
         to the real thing. Prosthetics offer sensation and do everything flesh can. They’re
         ideal substitutes in every way, except for requiring maintenance. So we don’t feel
         too badly when we have to cut the arm or leg off a very bad person. But I assure you, that very bad
         person remembers the pain forever.”
      

      
      “Valin, I’m going to call your father now.” Not-Mirax sidled toward the blue bantha-hide
         carrybag she had left on a side table.
      

      
      Valin positioned the tip of his lightsaber directly beneath her chin. At the distance
         of half a centimeter, its containing force field kept her from feeling any heat from
         the blade, but a slight twitch on Valin’s part could maim or kill her instantly. She
         froze.
      

      
      “No, you’re not. You know what you’re going to do instead?”

      
      Not-Mirax’s voice wavered. “What?”

      
      “You’re going to tell me what you’ve done with my mother!” The last several words emerged as a bellow, driven by fear and anger. Valin knew
         that he looked as angry as he sounded; he could feel blood reddening his face, could
         even see redness begin to suffuse everything in his vision.
      

      
      “Boy, put the blade down.” Those were not the woman’s words. They came from behind.
         Valin spun, bringing his blade up into a defensive position.
      

      
      In the doorway stood a man, middle-aged, clean-shaven, his hair graying from brown.
         He was of below-average height, his eyes a startling green. He wore the brown robes
         of a Jedi. His hands were on his belt, his own lightsaber still dangling from it.
      

      
      He was Valin’s father, Jedi Master Corran Horn. But he wasn’t, any more than the woman
         behind Valin was Mirax Horn.
      

      
      Valin felt a wave of despair wash over him. Both parents replaced. Odds were growing that the real Corran and Mirax were already dead.
      

      
      Yet Valin’s voice was soft when he spoke. “They may have made you a virtual double for my father. But they can’t have given you his expertise
         with the lightsaber.”
      

      
      “You don’t want to do what you’re thinking about, son.”

      
      “When I cut you in half, that’s all the proof anyone will ever need that you’re not
         the real Corran Horn.”
      

      
      Valin lunged.
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