COLLISION!
At the upper edge of the viewport, Boba Fett saw one of the visible stars shimmer momentarily, vanish, and then reappear in the same location. Without conscious thought, but only pure reaction, his hand flew from the engine controls to the reverse thrusters. His palm hammered flat the thruster controls, giving them maximum power.
A split second later, Slave I hit the invisible object whose presence Fett had barely managed to detect.
The impact tore him from the pilot’s chair, sending him tumbling across the curved bank of the cockpit controls. His spine struck the clear transparisteel of the viewport, a blow hard enough to send a shock of pain into the center of his skull, blinding him.…
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NOW …
(DURING THE EVENTS OF STAR WARS: RETURN OF THE JEDI)
Fear is a useful thing.
That was one of the best lessons that a bounty hunter could learn. And Bossk was learning it now.
Through the cockpit viewport of the Hound’s Tooth, he saw the explosion that ripped the other ship, Boba Fett’s Slave I, into flame and shards of blackened durasteel. A burst of wide-band comlink static, like an electromagnetic death cry, had simultaneously deafened Bossk. The searing, multi-octave noise had poured through the speakers in the Hound’s cockpit for several minutes, until the last of the circuitry aboard Fett’s ship had finally been consumed and silenced in the fiery apocalypse.
When he could finally hear himself think again, Bossk looked out at the empty space where Slave I had been. Now, against the cold backdrop of stars, a few scraps of heated metal slowly dwindled from white-hot to dull red as their molten heat ebbed away in vacuum. He’s dead, thought Bossk with immense satisfaction. At last. Whatever atoms had constituted the late Boba Fett, they were also drifting disconnected and harmless in space. Before transferring back here to his own ship, Bossk had wired up enough thermal explosives in Slave I to reduce any living thing aboard it to mere ash and bad memories.
So if he still felt afraid, if his gut still knotted when Boba Fett’s dark-visored image rose in his thoughts, Bossk knew that was an irrational response. He’s dead, he’s gone …
The silence of the Hound’s cockpit was broken by a barely audible pinging signal from the control panel. Bossk glanced down and saw that the Hound’s telesponder had picked up the presence of another ship in the immediate vicinity; according to the coordinates that appeared in the readout screen, it was almost on top of the Hound’s Tooth.
And—it was the ship known as Slave I. The ID profile was an exact match.
That’s impossible, thought Bossk, bewildered. His heart shuddered to a halt inside his chest, then staggered on. Before the explosion, he had picked up the same ID profile from the other side of his own ship; he had turned the Hound’s Tooth around just in time to see the huge, churning ball of flame fill his viewscreen.
But, he realized now, he hadn’t seen Slave I itself. Which meant …
Bossk heard another sound, even softer, coming from somewhere else in his own ship. There was someone else aboard it; his keen Trandoshan senses registered the molecules of another creature’s spoor in the ship’s recycled atmosphere. And Bossk knew who it was.
He’s here. The cold blood in Bossk’s veins chilled to ice. Boba Fett …
Somehow, Bossk knew, he had been tricked. The explosion hadn’t consumed Slave I and its occupants at all. He didn’t know how Boba Fett had managed it, but it had been done nevertheless. And the deafening electronic noise that had filled the cockpit had also been enough to cover Boba Fett’s unauthorized entry of the Hound’s Tooth; the shrieking din had gone on long enough for Fett to have penetrated an access hatch and resealed it behind himself.
A voice came from the cockpit’s overhead speaker, a voice that was neither his own nor Boba Fett’s.
“Twenty seconds to detonation.” It was the calm, unexcited voice of an autonomic bomb. Only the most powerful ones contained warning circuits like that.
Fear thawed the ice in Bossk’s veins. He jumped up from the pilot’s chair and dived for the hatchway behind himself.
In the emergency equipment bay of the Hound’s Tooth, his clawed hands tore through the contents of one of the storage lockers. The Hound wasn’t going to be a ship much longer; in a few seconds—and counting down—it was going to be glowing bits of shrapnel and rubbish surrounded by a haze of rapidly dissipating atmospheric gases, just like whatever it had been that he had mistakenly identified, as Boba Fett’s ship Slave I. That the Hound would no longer be capable of maintaining its life-support systems wasn’t Bossk’s main concern at this moment, as the reptilian Trandoshan hastily shoved a few more essential items through the self-sealing gasket of a battered, much-used pressure duffel. There wouldn’t even be any life for the systems to support: a small portion of the debris floating in the cold vacuum would be blood and bone and scorched scraps of body tissue, the rapidly chilling remains of the ship’s captain. I’m outta here, thought Bossk; he slung the duffel’s strap across his broad shoulder and dived for the equipment bay’s hatch.
“Fifteen seconds to detonation.” A calm and friendly voice spoke in the Hound’s central corridor as Bossk ran for the escape pod. He knew that Boba Fett had toggled the bomb’s autonomic vocal circuits just to rattle him. “Fourteen …” There was nothing like a disembodied announcement of impending doom, to get a sentient creature motivated. “Thirteen; have you considered evacuation?”
“Shut up,” growled Bossk. There was no point in talking to a pile of thermal explosives and flash circuits, but he couldn’t stop himself. Under the death-fear that accelerated his pulse was sheer murderous rage and annoyance, the inevitable-seeming result of every encounter he’d ever had with Boba Fett. That stinking, underhanded scum …
The scraps and shards left by the other explosion clattered against the Hound’s shielded exterior like a swarm of tiny, molten-edged meteorites. If there was any justice in the universe, Boba Fett should have been dead by now. Not just dead; atomized. The fury and panic in Bossk’s pounding heart shifted again to bewilderment as he ran with the pressure duffel jostling against his scale-covered spine. Why did Boba Fett keep coming back? Was there no way to kill him so that he would just stay dead?
“Twelve …”
It wasn’t fair. He hadn’t even had the chance to lean back in the pilot’s chair and feel the warm glow spread through his body, the sweet tranquility that came with annihilating one’s enemies. And Boba Fett had been his number-one antagonist; Bossk had lost track of the humiliations he had suffered at the other bounty hunter’s hands. There had even been times when he had teamed up with Fett, and had still wound up the loser, gazing into the narrow visor of Fett’s helmet and sensing a sneer of triumph on the face concealed by the Mandalorian armor. Granted, on one of those occasions when he’d gone in league with Boba Fett, Bossk’s own secret agenda had been to kill him—but that he’d failed only went to show what a cruel, uncaring place the universe was. It was just as old Cradossk, his father, had instructed him in those long-ago days before being murdered by Bossk: Nobody ever helps kill himself, even when he should …
“Eleven,” the bomb’s voice said.
No time for self-pity. Bossk wiped all thoughts other than self-preservation from his mind. His pulse raced at the welcome sight of the escape-pod hatch directly in front of him. With one hand, Bossk pulled the pressure duffel higher up on his back as his other hand reached desperately for the entry controls at the side of the hatch, still a couple of meters away. There were no cross-passages in this section of the Hound’s Tooth, no angle from which Boba Fett could leap out or take a blaster shot at him. He still had a chance to get away.
“Ten …”
The point of Bossk’s claw hit the big red button for which he had been aiming. With a sharp hiss, the escape pod’s hatch slid open, revealing the cramped, spherical space within; he’d have to be folded up, his knees in his face, the whole time he’d be in there. Which beats dying, Bossk quickly reminded himself. He threw the pressure duffel inside, then scrambled in after it.
“Ni—” The hatch zipping back into place cut off the bomb’s relentlessly placid voice.
Bossk reached around the duffel and hit the pod’s disengage and release buttons. His shoulders pressed hard against the curve of the hermetically sealed shell. The inadequate space was a humiliating reminder of another time when he had fled from Boba Fett in an emergency escape pod; the memory still rankled inside him.
Outside this pod, he could hear muffled clanking and creaking sounds, as the Hound’s machinery rotated the pod into eject position. “Come on …” Bossk’s voice grated in his throat. The devices clicked through their programming with a sickening lack of haste. The noises changed to grinding and scraping, the pod shuddering as though it were about to come to a halt without even leaving the Hound’s Tooth behind. He had never used this escape pod before, and had even considered yanking it out of the ship as useless deadweight; his basic Trandoshan nature had always made it an instinctual response, to stand and fight rather than turn and run. Factoring Boba Fett into the equation, though, yielded a different result.
This pod at least had a viewport. Through the tiny aperture, barely the size of his hand, Bossk suddenly saw an expanse of stars; the launchport on the exterior of the Hound’s hull must have finally irised open. His guess was confirmed when his spine was suddenly jammed back against the hatch behind him as an intense burst of thruster fire shot the pod out into space and away from the ship.
The stars shifted disorientingly in the viewport as the pod rolled to one side. Bossk wrapped his bare arms around the pressure duffel and ground his fangs together, fighting off the nausea evoked by the combination of random movements and the knot of fear at the base of his gut. Squeezing his eyes shut, he wondered what number the bomb’s countdown had reached. Depending upon the amount and kind of explosives that Boba Fett had brought aboard the Hound’s Tooth, and how fast this escape pod was hurtling through space, he still might not be in the clear; the bomb’s explosion might wash over the pod like a planetary tidal wave, only of fire, not seawater. Bossk’s claws curled into fists as he pictured himself being cooked inside the escape pod, like an unhatched egg being poached.
Wait a second. Another thought came to him. Boba Fett wasn’t self-destructive; the other bounty hunter had undoubtedly gotten off the Hound’s Tooth as soon as he had set the bomb ticking down to detonation. So his ship Slave I—the real Slave I, not the decoy that had given off the same ID profile—must still be in this immediate sector. And in range of an overlarge explosion. Bossk relaxed, letting his chest ease against the pressure duffel that he had wrapped himself around. That simple calculation dissipated some of the fear that had coiled around his spine. He wouldn’t set off something, thought Bossk, that would kill him as well.
Another voice spoke aloud, in the confines of the escape pod. “Five …”
Bossk’s eyes snapped open. His grip on the duffel tightened as his gaze darted from one side of the escape pod to the other.
“Four,” said the calm, familiar voice of the bomb.
Terror made the voice inside Bossk’s head nearly as expressionless. It’s in here. Boba Fett had planted the bomb inside the escape pod.
“Three …”
A surge of adrenaline coursed through the Trandoshan’s body. He shoved the pressure duffel away from himself, cramming it against the concave side of the sphere. His claws raked across the pod’s interior, scrabbling to find the explosive device. Something smaller than his own fist would be enough to reduce him and the surrounding metal to dissociated atoms. It’s got to be here, he thought furiously, somewhere …
Hot sparks stung his face as he yanked handfuls of circuitry loose from the escape pod’s minimal control banks. An air hose, jerked free from one of its sockets, hissed and wavered in front of Bossk like an expiring snake. The stubby cylinders and curved module panels of the pod’s auxiliary equipment battered against his forearms and chest as he swore and pulled at everything he could get his claws upon.
“Two …”
The unhurried voice came from a small blue cube that Bossk held between his hands. He knew that it was the bomb; it had been stuck to an atmosphere-scrubber grid with a spot of utility adhesive, not yet dry. Frantically, he looked about for some way to eject the box from the escape pod.
There wasn’t any.
“One.”
Inside the pod, the space was so tight that Bossk couldn’t stretch his arms to full length. He shoved himself back against the ripped-apart junk, turned his face away—for all the good that would do—and thrust the bomb against the opposite side of the pod, near the tiny viewport.
Nothing happened.
He was still alive. Slowly, Bossk brought his gaze back around to the blue cube, held by his hands against the pod’s curved wall. The device was silent, as though the last of its words had been drained from it. Clutching it in one hand, he drew it closer to himself and examined it.
One corner of the cube had popped open. Bossk cautiously inserted the point of one claw and pried it open.
Nothing inside—at least nothing that looked like an explosive charge. He peered into the empty space. The only contents were a miniaturized speaker and a few preprogrammed vocal circuits.
Bossk tossed the cube away from himself in disgust. It hadn’t been a bomb at all. And he hadn’t felt the impact of a bomb, in the distance outside the escape pod, so there probably hadn’t been one placed aboard the Hound’s Tooth either, of any size or destructive capability. If he hadn’t given in to panic and hadn’t abandoned the Hound—if he had stayed there and had gone toe-to-toe with Boba Fett, he might have settled his accounts with his enemy once and for all, and still have been in possession of his own ship. Now where was he? Bossk’s elbows rubbed uncomfortably against the cramped confines of the escape pod, made even more so by the bits and pieces jumbled around him now. At least he hadn’t damaged anything essential, as far as he could tell; there was still air to breathe, and the pod’s navigational circuits appeared to be in operative condition. They had already locked on to Tatooine, the nearest habitable destination; the planet’s familiar image now filled the viewport. It wouldn’t be too long before the pod would descend through the atmosphere and land somewhere on the surface. Probably, brooded Bossk, in some wasteland. That was how his luck seemed to be going. Then again, there wasn’t much besides wasteland on Tatooine, so the chances of anything else weren’t good.
As he shifted position inside the pod, the contents of the pressure duffel poked him in the ribs. At least he had managed to get some things off the Hound’s Tooth; valuable things. It was comforting to know that fear hadn’t wiped out every other instinct inside his head. His natural Trandoshan greed had remained functioning. Whether he would be able to profit from what he’d salvaged—that remained to be seen.
He reached over and picked up the blue cube, the fake bomb that was mercifully silent now. Other emotions welled up inside Bossk as he gazed at the object resting in the palm of his clawed hand. A perpetual anger, which he always felt when he thought about Boba Fett, was once again renewed in the dark reaches of his heart.
It had been one thing to scare Bossk off his own ship; that was a strategic gambit, worthy of the master that all the rest of the universe conceded Fett to be. But to stick this prankster module, this talking dud, inside the escape pod, just to rattle an opponent’s head …
That was just plain sadistic.
Bossk crushed the empty blue cube into the center of his fist, then tossed it aside again. He wrapped his scaly arms around his legs and rested his chin against his knees. As the surface details of Tatooine grew larger in the viewport, Bossk’s thought turned ever darker and more murderous.
Next time, he vowed. And there will be one …
On the great list of grievances that he kept next to his heart, every one with Boba Fett’s name attached, another entry had been made.
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“You let him get away.”
Neelah turned from the viewport of Slave I’s cockpit. In the distance beyond, the escape pod with the bounty hunter Bossk aboard had been a point of light dwindling among the stars, then lost beyond the curve of the planet to which it was headed.
“You state the obvious,” replied Boba Fett. His gloved hands moved across the controls in front of the pilot’s chair.
“Yeah, well, I don’t get it, either.” That comment came from Dengar, standing in the cockpit’s hatchway. His face was still shiny with sweat from his recent exertions. There had been a lot of stuff to move, and in a hurry, from this ship into the cargo module that had been launched from it. “That thug was trying to kill us.”
“Not ‘us,’ ” corrected Fett. “Me. In all likelihood, Bossk didn’t even know you two were aboard.”
That didn’t make Neelah feel any better. Things had been happening fast—too fast, for her taste—even before Boba Fett’s personal ship had lifted off from Tatooine’s Dune Sea. Slave I’s swift, functional mass had come flaring down from the night sky like a magnified emblem of potentiated lethality, just in time to crush beneath its hot rocket nozzles one of the two men who had pinned her, Dengar, and Fett down with their blaster-rifle fire. Irritatingly, Boba Fett had kept his cool during all the shooting. Easy for him, Neelah grumped to herself. He was the one who had transmitted the signal to Slave I, up in orbit above their heads. So he had known it was coming. He just hadn’t felt like letting his partners know.
If that’s what we still are, thought Neelah. With her arms folded, she studied each of the two bounty hunters in turn. Dengar wasn’t too hard to figure out; she could probably make a deal with him, and he’d stick to it. Especially if there was some chance of realizing a profit out of it. She even knew what he needed the money for; Dengar had told her about his bride-to-be, a woman named Manaroo, and his desire to make a big enough score to get out of the bounty hunter trade once and for all. Smart man, Neelah had decided. Or at least smart enough to realize that keeping company with someone like Boba Fett was a dangerous proposition. From what she had already picked up, Neelah knew that Fett’s business associates tended to have lives as short as those of his enemies.
Whereas Fett might as well be immortal, for all that she could see. He had already survived falling down the gullet of the Sarlacc beast, at the gaping bottom of the Great Pit of Carkoon. The condition in which Neelah had found him, with his skin virtually dissolved from his flesh by the Sarlacc’s gastric secretions, would have spelled out death for any other creature. It hadn’t destroyed Boba Fett, though, but only seemed to have made him even tougher and more fearsome.
Just my luck. Neelah kept her own face expressionless as she watched Fett maneuvering the ship. Her own fate had become bound up with one of the hardest creatures in the universe, the least likely to be swayed by threats or violence … or seduction. In some ways, she had been better off when she had still been in Jabba’s palace, as one of the late Hutt’s troupe of dancing girls. At least then she had known that her youth and beauty, and Jabba’s taste for those enticing and precious qualities, would keep her alive. For a while, or until Jabba had grown either jaded with her dark-eyed looks or stimulated by the thought of tossing her to his pet rancor, the way he had done with that poor little Twi’lek Oola. She closed her eyes, barely able to suppress the shudder evoked by the memory of the girl’s screams, the rancor’s grunting snarl, and Jabba’s slobbering delight at what had happened in the bone-littered pit in front of his throne. Whoever the ones that had finally bested Jabba the Hutt were—Dengar had told her names, Luke Skywalker and a Princess Leia Organa, that meant nothing to her—they had done a good job in ridding the universe of that massive, loathsome slug. Neelah supposed it would be asking a lot to have expected them or anyone else to have also restored her past to her, the darkly shadowed memories of who she had been and all that had happened to her before she had found herself in Jabba’s palace.
It would be a lot to expect from Boba Fett as well. The bounty hunter trade was concerned with only one thing, delivering their precious bits of hard merchandise to the highest bidder. If that merchandise had thoughts and fears and hopes, or whether all that went to make up the merchandise’s spirit had been scoured away by a deep-level memory wipe—that didn’t matter. If Boba Fett was keeping her alive—he had in fact pulled Neelah out of their attackers’ line of fire and aboard Slave I just seconds before it had taken off—then she had to assume it was being done on a bounty hunter’s agenda, and not out of any concern for her welfare. That’s what I’ve got to figure out, Neelah reminded herself. What’s in it for him. Before anything else; more than her own survival depended upon the answer to that question. She knew that it was undoubtedly the key to unlocking all the other mysteries, all the way back to her own true name.
Another voice broke into her brooding thoughts.
“You still didn’t tell us,” said Dengar, “why you let that Bossk creature get away.”
Boba Fett glanced over his shoulder at the bounty hunter standing in the cockpit’s hatchway. “You know his name?”
“Of course.” Dengar pointed to one of the data-screens beneath Slave I’s forward viewport. “I recognized the ID profile that came up when we were approaching his ship. Last I heard, the Hound’s Tooth is still Bossk’s ship.”
“Correction,” said Fett. “It was his ship.”
“You’re going to blow it up?” Dengar grimaced and slowly shook his head. “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea. I’ve had a few run-ins with Bossk before, and he can be a pretty ugly customer.”
“That goes without saying.” Neelah had stayed aboard Slave I, watching as Dengar had operated the transfer-port controls between the two ships. From the port’s remote view-cam, she had caught a glimpse of Bossk as he had sprinted away from the apparition of his supposedly dead enemy, suddenly materialized aboard the Hound. She had even gotten a measure of grim amusement from witnessing the Trandoshan’s panic. But she had also recognized his scaly, fang-mouthed image from her time at Jabba’s palace. Bossk had been one of the many lowlifes and dealers in profitable violence that had drifted in and out of the late Hutt’s employ. Every time Neelah had spotted him, a sick chill had set into her gut; the reptilian gaze that he directed toward her and the other dancing girls spoke silently of appetites that would leave welters of blood and splintered bones as signs of their fulfillment.
“I’ve had much more experience with Bossk than you have.” Boba Fett’s voice remained level and unperturbed. “He and I go back a long way. And believe me, I’m not concerned about any retribution at his hands.”
“Fine for you,” grumbled Dengar. “Maybe you can take care of him. I’m just worried about what happens when he comes after me. That guy isn’t exactly known for being able to forgive and forget. He wakes up ready to bite other creatures’ heads off.”
“I can take care of him; I’ve done so in the past.” A note of amusement sounded in Boba Fett’s voice. “So as long as you stick with me—as long as we keep going with this partnership that we’ve agreed upon—then you don’t really have anything to worry about at all, do you?”
The expression on Dengar’s face indicated to Neelah that the end of the bounty hunter’s worries was still far away.
She had to admit, though, that Boba Fett’s claims seemed factual and not just boasting. He had been way ahead of Bossk, even as soon as they had all climbed aboard Slave I and sealed the entry hatch. “This ship is going to blow,” Fett had announced. “Somebody’s shoved a load of explosives aboard it.”
“What?” Standing in the cargo hold, Dengar had gaped at the other bounty hunter. “How do you know that?”
Boba Fett had tapped the side of his helmet as he explained. “I’ve got an alarm relay, straight from the security systems I wired into the ship’s perimeter web. Nobody gets in and out of Slave I, even when it’s on autonomic standby, without my getting the details. The ship’s computer has already done a spectrum read on the trade molecules in the air; there’s some sloppy—but effective—high-thermal explosives somewhere around us, with a remote trigger charge attached.”
It hadn’t taken long to find the explosives: Slave I’s detector circuits had already done a preliminary search through the entire ship, narrowing the possible site of an unauthorized mass to somewhere behind the main holding cage. Boba Fett had quickly located the explosives, extracted them, and stuffed them aboard a cargo module. Neelah held a worklight up above her head, directing its beam into the space between the bulkhead’s durasteel ribs, as Boba Fett and Dengar had unwedged the bulky object and dragged it out to the center of the compartment’s floor.
Before jettisoning the module, Boba Fett had wired into its power circuits a small device that he had brought down from the cockpit area.
“What’s that?” Neelah had pointed to the device.
“An ID overlay transmitter,” Fett had replied as he’d closed the cargo module’s hatch and stood up. “Programmed with Slave I’s identification codes. Strictly short range, and without the hard-encryption levels that would get it past a real ID inquiry. But it should be enough to fool—for just long enough—the uninvited guest who left this little package here.”
The rest had been easy. Once the cargo module had shot out from Slave I, its navigation circuits had sent it homing toward the other ship lying in wait. Boba Fett had cut his own ship’s thruster engines, holding back and keeping directly behind the cargo module, still traveling forward. The explosion, when Bossk had pushed the button, had given enough cover for Boba Fett to hit the thrusters with full power and come swooping up alongside the Hound’s Tooth. He had been inside the other bounty hunter’s ship, with his own surprises ready to go, before Bossk knew what was happening.
All of that fast strategizing had been easy enough for Neelah to follow. That was then, though; this was now. “I still don’t understand,” she said aloud, “why you didn’t kill that Bossk or whatever his name is, instead of just throwing a scare into him like that.”
“It’s simple.” Boba Fett didn’t look over at her, but continued making adjustments to Slave I’s navigation coordinates. “Right now, the whole universe believes I’m dead. Or at least those parts of it that concern themselves with the fate of bounty hunters.”
“That’s true,” said Dengar. “When I went into Mos Eisley, the story about you falling down the Sarlacc’s throat was all over the spaceport.”
“I anticipated that would be the case.” Fett punched in a few more numbers. “Sometimes it can be a productive situation to be dead. Or at least to have creatures think you are.”
“So you let Bossk get away? After he saw that you’re still alive?” Neelah couldn’t fathom what she was hearing. “Doesn’t that defeat the whole purpose of this little charade? Once he makes his way into Mos Eisley, he’ll blab the truth to everyone who’ll listen to him.”
“No, he won’t.” Boba Fett gave a single shake of his helmeted head. “You are not experienced with basic Trandoshan psychology. They are an egotistical species; the only creature worse in that regard is a Hutt. But then Hutts have more reason to be; they’re considerably smarter than Trandoshans. Bossk is at least intelligent enough to realize that he benefits from a universe-wide belief in my death. With my absence from the scene, many will regard him as being the number-one bounty hunter still working the trade. Merchandise to be located and secured will come his way, and there are the benefits to the ego as well; those have always been a bigger motivation to him. If it’s not credits in my pocket, I’m not interested in it.”
Obviously, thought Neelah. She decided to keep her mouth shut, at least this time.
“For Bossk, it is a matter of pride,” continued Fett. “He enjoys being fawned on and flattered; much of the animosity he bears me is due to his conviction that I somehow cheated him out of inheriting the leadership of the old Bounty Hunters Guild. That’s a hard thing for him to forgive. He may hate my guts, but he’s not going to relate any stories about my still being alive that make him look like a fool. When he gets to Mos Eisley, he’s going to have a hard enough time telling the cantina habitués why he no longer has the Hound’s Tooth; it’s been his ship for a long time. He’s not about to tell anyone that he got frightened out of it like a Biituian fen-hare.”
“Okay …” Dengar nodded slowly as he mulled it over, leaning his shoulder against the side of the cockpit hatchway. “So you don’t lose anything by letting Bossk go. But what do you gain out of it? That’s worth having an enemy like that still aiming for you?”
“Simple—I gain an effective mouthpiece for the story of my death. There may be isolated sectors of the universe that haven’t yet heard of that unfortunate event; some creatures may be very interested to find out about it. At the same time, some of the things in my immediate plans might inadvertently give rise to speculation that I am still alive. Better that we should have Bossk in a gossip den such as Mos Eisley, with every scoundrel on the inhabited worlds passing through and listening in as he does his best to convince everyone of just how dead I am.”
Neelah was impressed, in spite of herself. He thinks of everything, she grudgingly admitted. It was no wonder that he had clawed his way to the top of the bounty hunter trade. The amount of bloodied corpses he had left behind himself must be equally impressive.
“You forgot about one thing.” A smug expression showed on Dengar’s face. “We’re sitting, right now, aboard something that gives the whole game away. Slave I is known throughout the galaxy as being Boba Fett’s ship; soon as other creatures spot it cruising into their systems, they’re going to suspect—or they’ll know—that you’re alive. And up to your old trade again.”
“I’m glad to see that I don’t have a fool for a partner.” Any trace of sarcasm was filtered out of Boba Fett’s voice.
“So what are you going to do about it?” Neelah felt sure that the bounty hunter had already figured out the answer.
“That is a simple matter as well.” Boba Fett raised one of his gloved hands from the cockpit controls and gestured at the bulkheads surrounding them. “Dengar is correct in his assessment that this ship reveals me to be still alive—but only if I’m actually in it. An abandoned Slave I reads out a considerably different message. If it’s found drifting and empty, then most sentient creatures will make the logical assumption that I am in fact dead; the ship will confirm the stories they’ve already heard. For something as valuable to me as Slave I, the only way that it would fall from my grasp would be if I were no longer among the living. Or so most creatures will believe.”
Neelah gave a nod; it made sense to her. “But you’ll still need a ship,” she pointed out. “You can hardly walk from here to where you’ll want to go.”
“How fortunate then that we have another ship available to us.” With a simple gesture, Boba Fett indicated the cockpit’s forward viewport. In the distance outside, framed by stars and the blackness of space, the Hound’s Tooth floated. “Granted, it does not have the capabilities of this one—no ship does—but it’ll suffice. Bossk was not such a failure at the bounty hunter trade that he didn’t have the funds available to him to put together a decent enough system.” Fett gave a slight shrug. “With a few minor modifications, it should serve our own purposes well enough. Once its ID profile is broken out and overridden, with a new ID programmed in, the ship won’t even be recognizable as Bossk’s—so no one will catch the discrepancy that the Hound’s original owner is somewhere back on Tatooine, while his ship is light-years away from there. That should provide us all the anonymity we require.”
“I suppose that explains why you didn’t just blow up Bossk’s ship, with him still aboard.” One thing still puzzled Neelah, in addition to all the other mysteries that still existed. “But why such a big need for secrecy?”
“Yeah,” chimed in Dengar. “Your reputation is the biggest thing you’ve got going for you. There’s a lot of creatures who’ll just roll over and give up if they hear you’re involved in something close to them. If you give all that up—if you give up your identity, your name—then you’re starting from zero. Everything will have to be done the hard way, every time.”
Boba Fett swiveled the pilot’s chair around from the controls; his helmeted gaze, hidden behind the dark, narrow visor, took in each of them in turn. “You should consider yourselves unusually privileged,” he said slowly, “that I’ve explained as much as I have already. I’m not in the habit of justifying my methods to anyone. But now I have a partner, so that requires a certain forbearance on my part. And as for you”—he pointed to Neelah, then nodded, as though in deep contemplation—“I have no objection to your listening in to what passes between Dengar and myself. But harbor no illusions: I saved you, and brought you along with us, for a reason.”
Neelah glared back at him, feeling the anger inside her going up another notch. “Which is?”
“You’ll find out soon enough. But for right now, you have value to me. Take comfort in that.”
Sure, she thought to herself. Right up until I don’t have any value for you. Then what?
That time might come at any moment. Neelah had already decided she would be ready for it, when it did arrive. Boba Fett might be the most dangerous bounty hunter in the galaxy—whether creatures believed he was dead or knew he was still alive—but if he thought she was just going to wait around for him to dispose of her in whatever way suited his plans …
Then he had made a fatal mistake. Neelah kept her face a mask as expressionless as the one into which she gazed. She didn’t know how she was going to bring about that little surprise for Boba Feet, but the hidden workings of her brain were already in motion.
“And as for the need for secrecy …”
For a moment she thought he had somehow peered into her mind and read out some part of what he had found in there. Then Neelah realized that he was still answering the question that Dengar had raised.
“Some things are best accomplished in the dark.” Boba Fett’s voice had gone low and brooding as he turned back toward the cockpit’s controls. In the forward viewport, the silent image of the Hound’s Tooth loomed closer. “There are many who wished me dead, and who tried their best to bring that about.”
That was true. The memory was still fresh in Neelah’s mind, of how the Dune Sea on Tatooine had been pounded by the bombing raid, the fury of unknown forces—unknown to her—who sought to destroy Boba Fett, no matter what it took. Those forces were still out there, somewhere amid the stars.
“Let’s see how they like it …” Boba Fett’s voice was a dark whisper now. “When the dead return …”
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The news had come a long way. From one side of the galaxy to the other; from the cold vacuum of space, just above one of the remotest backwater planets known to any sentient creature, to one of the Empire’s brightest centers of power and wealth. And where power and wealth existed, there was also the irreducible, unavoidable elements of intrigue, conspiracy, and deceit.
“We live in a universe of lies,” said Kuat of Kuat. One of his hands stroked the silken fur of the felinx cradled against his chest. The animal closed its eyes, content in its ignorance. Its master’s words held no meaning for it. Lucky thing, thought Kuat. “We breathe in lies and exhale treachery, as though they were an essential part of the atmosphere.”
“Sir?” Fenald, Kuat’s head of security, stood next to him, close to the private reception area’s great segmented viewscreens. From here, the construction docks and engineering facilities of Kuat Drive Yards could be seen, stretching out toward the range of stars spiraling in the limitless distance. Generations of the Kuat bloodline had first created, then transformed the corporation into the apotheosis of industrial production; at the fringes of Kuat Drive Yards, immense freighters disgorged the raw materials stripped from other star systems, all to be forged into the ships and weaponry of the Imperial Navy. Even as the multi-leveled disc of the corporation’s physical plant slowly revolved on its axis, battle cruisers and destroyers bristled with yet-unfired armaments, the reinforced plates of the hulls welded onto the structural frames by articulated laser torches, the glare brighter than the depleted sun at the center of the former planet’s orbit.
He was aware of the security head’s puzzlement; the remark had come after a long brooding silence. All of Kuat Drive Yards’ high-level employees, the innermost circle of trusted—and well-paid—associates, knew better than to interrupt these deep meditations. But sometimes, it helped to speak one’s thoughts aloud. To a trusted listener; the head of security’s instinctive loyalty was reinforced with a munificent salary. Nothing spoken would go beyond this sanctum’s walls, carefully screened and swept as they were for hidden listening devices.
“What little genius that I have,” Kuat of Kuat said at last, “is inherited from my father and from all my ancestors before him.”
Fenald gave a slight smile; he had heard similar words before. “The Technician is too modest.”
“Better that than too vainglorious.” Overweening pride would, he knew, be the eventual downfall of his enemies. There had been a certain Falleen prince, with ambitions and ego nearly equal to that of Emperor Palpatine, whose fiery arc across the stars had ended in a fatal crash. “But as I was saying—there is more to that hereditary genius than the mere design and crafting of warships. If that were all I had to do,” mused Kuat of Kuat, “then life would be an unending pleasure. But life for me, as it was for my progenitors, is not so simple.”
“Sir?”
“Even under the old Republic, there had been political intrigues with which to contend.” Kuat rubbed behind the felinx’s pointed ears as he gazed out the curved bank of viewscreens. “And rival engineering firms that wished to supplant Kuat Drive Yards’ position as the preeminent military contractor in the galaxy. It’s always been that way.” He nodded slowly. “But now, under the rule of Emperor Palpatine, the stakes involved in these intricate, unending games has reached a zenith of deadly seriousness. Our every move, on this board that spans the inhabited worlds, could have fatal consequences—not just for one man, but for even the mightiest corporations. I have little regard for my own fate, but the thought of the Emperor grasping all of Kuat Drive Yards in his fist, as has been done with so many other worlds and entities in the galaxy …” He fell silent for a moment as that thought evoked the renewal of a cold vow inside him.
That will never happen, swore Kuat of Kuat. “I would rather see Kuat Drive Yards, my heritage and the work of generations of Kuats before me, utterly destroyed and in ruins before letting it fall into the control of the Empire.” He glanced over at his security head. “That’s not an empty promise, either.”
“As I am well aware, Technician.” Fenald gave a single nod of acknowledgment. “I have personally supervised the necessary arrangements, to ensure another outcome. If that time should ever come, there will be no Kuat Drive Yards for the Emperor to take hold of.”
There was a certain bleak comfort in Fenald’s statement. What can be built up, thought Kuat, can be leveled. The same engineering and design skills that went into the construction of the Empire’s warships had been turned to the means of annihilating the docks in which they were built. A vision came to Kuat of Kuat, not of the series-programmed, high-thermal explosions that would render all of Kuat Drive Yards into smoldering scrap, but the aftermath, when the twisted durasteel, the remnants of the cranes and immense grappling rigs, would be as cold as the stray atoms in the vacuum surrounding them. The KDY life-support systems, which kept the vacuum and the power-supply reactors’ hard radiation at bay, would be shattered as well; no living creatures would be left among the rubble. The apocalypse would come upon them, the workers and servants of Kuat Drive Yards and their hereditary lord as well, in swift fury; they would all die at their stations, the lowliest machinist at a turret lathe’s controls, Kuat himself reduced to an ashen corpse behind the torn-apart grid of the viewscreens that had looked out upon his domain. That would then be his monument, and the memorial to his ancestors, those who had also borne the title of Kuat of Kuat. Living observers on the nearest worlds would turn their gaze to the nighttime skies and see the shadow of the wreckage passing in front of the stars, writing a black glyph toward the horizon, an emblem of past glories that would need no translation to an alien tongue.
“I thank you for your faithful service,” said Kuat of Kuat. “It means a great deal to me.”
“If it eases the Technician’s mind, then it’s worth it.” The Kuat Drive Yards security head stood with his hands clasped behind his back. The glow of true belief, as inherited as his superior’s title, was evident in his eyes. “But the time of its use will never come; that is what I believe. Our enemies conspire in vain; Kuat Drive Yards will yet endure.”
“Your confidence is also appreciated.” Kuat wished he could be as sure. For there was more than just the Emperor and his endless machinations to worry about. The Rebellion had complicated everything, as though the gameboard had been transformed from two dimensions to three. Kuat Drive Yards owed no allegiance to anything but itself, harbored no great ideals other than its own survival and independence, a state within whatever larger state prevailed beyond the corporation. If that other, encompassing state were the old Republic, the Empire that had overthrown it, or whatever vision of universal freedom that the Rebel Alliance wished to bring about—that meant nothing to Kuat of Kuat. Eventually, one side or the other would win out; if it was Emperor Palpatine, or Leia Organa and Luke Skywalker and the forces for which they had become both symbols and leaders, all that Kuat wished to make sure of was that Kuat Drive Yards was on a friendly—or at least neutral—basis with the victors. Whoever won, there would be a need afterward for cruisers and destroyers, and all the other fearsome equipage of interplanetary warfare.
“The Rebellion …” Kuat of Kuat mused aloud once more, voicing the deep currents of his thoughts. “Even if the Rebel Alliance is able to establish a new Republic—one with greater justice and harmony among the galaxy’s sentient creatures than had prevailed before—certain aspects of human and nonhuman nature still would not change.”
“Such is wisdom, Technician.”
He and his head of security had discussed these things in the past. Mere greed and all the cascading layers of misunderstanding would be enough to dictate the presence of some kind of order-keeping force. And that meant armaments, and the ability to deliver their firepower across vast distances. The much-vaunted Death Star hadn’t been a Kuat Drive Yards project—Kuat of Kuat himself had forbade the organization even making a bid on any of its subsystems—but the reasoning behind it had been understandable.
“Not just wisdom,” said Kuat. “But cunning.” He repeated one of the lessons he had received from his own father, the Kuat of Kuat before him: “Force and terror accomplish what reason and understanding cannot.”
The Kuat family had been in that business a long time, supplying the instruments of force and terror. His reluctance to get involved with any aspect of the Death Star’s construction hadn’t been based on a moral objection, but purely practical. Kuat Drive Yards’ wealth and power came from building warships, and the Death Star, if it had succeeded in the Imperial admirals’ purposes, would have wiped out much of the need for such expensive—and profitable—craft. A stupid creature fouls its own nest; only a suicidal one helps destroy it. With relief, and a measure of vindication, Kuat of Kuat had heard of the Death Star’s own destruction at the Battle of Yavin. For the Empire to begin constructing an even bigger Death Star only meant that the admirals hadn’t learned their lesson. Speed was not so important as maneuverability; the Death Star’s hyperspace capabilities had not been enough to outweigh other elements of military force, such as numerical superiority. No Death Star could be made so powerful and impervious to attack as to outweigh the loss of those factors.
The security head displayed a thin, knowing smile. “Cunning prevails, Technician, where wisdom is powerless.”
“Exactly so.” That age-old principle was what kept him from placing the services of Kuat Drive Yards at the Rebel Alliance’s disposal. True cunning required cold blood, beyond anything that ran in the veins of any of the galaxy’s reptilian species. Kuat had seen ample evidence of that ruthlessness in the Emperor—but what of the Rebels? He had gone over the reports provided by Kuat Drive Yards’ own intelligence teams, the compilations of details, facts, rumors, myths, anything that could be found out about the Alliance’s leaders, particularly this Luke Skywalker that both the Emperor and his top lieutenant Lord Vader seemed so obsessed with. But Kuat had yet to be able to make a determination about their innermost nature. All that idealism dismayed him; it was precisely that which had brought down the old Republic and allowed Palpatine to come to power. And now, with this talk of Luke Skywalker being a Jedi Knight—what could be more foolish? Kuat’s ancestors had seen all that bright parade of honor and dedication, of belief in things greater than that which could be grasped by mortal hands, gradually fade away while the Emperor’s power had grown, an eclipse swallowing whole the suns it put into shadow. The mysterious Force that had shaped the Jedi beliefs did not seem able to prevail against those such as Vader, who could turn it to darker use, use that consumed one’s spirit even while one’s grasp upon the galaxy’s fate tightened. Better to trust in machines, Kuat mused, and in the powers that can be seen and felt and measured. That simple cunning had ensured the survival of Kuat Drive Yards. So far …
“And yet,” murmured Kuat of Kuat. “And yet, I would believe. If I could.”
“Technician?”
He was aware of the other man peering at him, trying to decipher the meaning of the barely audible words. “Pay me no heed.” The felinx shifted in the cradle of Kuat’s arms, its lustrous green eyes shut, its wordless dreams of satiated appetite and endless warmth safe for the time being. That was all that mattered, to this small creature at least. It’s got things soft, Kuat thought ruefully. If he had only his own desires, his own hopes and fears, to consider, then making the necessary decisions would be considerably easier. But with all of Kuat Drive Yards weighing upon his shoulders, with its fate weighing upon his shoulders, the lives of so many depending upon the moves he made in this game, the alliances he forged between himself and unproven allies, the annihilating hatred of enemies whose powers, revealed or in the shadows, spanned the galaxy …
The sleeping felinx stirred in Kuat’s arms, as though sensing some wordless measure of his troubles. He stroked its head, soothing the creature back into the unworried sector of its slumbers. I’ll take care of you, Kuat promised it. One way or another. Win or lose.
Beside him, Fenald turned away for a moment. The security head pressed his fingertips to his ear, listening intently to the buried whisper of his cochlear implant.
“The report has been decrypted and analyzed, Technician.” Fenald dropped his hand from the side of his jaw. “Perimeter intelligence stations have confirmation from their sources, with a reliability factor in the high nineties percentile range.”
“Very good.” Kuat of Kuat had expected as much. He had issued continuing orders that he wasn’t to be bothered with rumors and baseless speculation. At this point, only cold, hard facts—the accurate reporting of the moves made by the other players in the game—would help him formulate his own strategies and gambits. “And the details?”
“The ship known as Slave I, registered to the bounty hunter Boba Fett, was found drifting in orbit above the planet Tatooine—”
“Found by whom?” That was the important part. Kuat was aware that there had recently been a large Imperial Fleet in orbit above the atmosphere of Tatooine; it had apparently been lying in wait for an expected rescue operation from the Rebel Alliance. The Imperial Fleet was no longer in the sector—if it had been, Kuat’s own bombing raid on Tatooine’s Dune Sea would have had to have been aborted. There was still a possibility, though, that the Imperial Navy might have left a few reconnaissance ships behind.
“Slave I was found by a routine security patrol of the Rebel Alliance.” The Kuat Drive Yards security head’s memory was enhanced by a loop-recall data-organizing module, controlled by the barely noticeable tensing of his facial muscles. “For some time now, the Empire has ceded control of that sector to the Alliance, inasmuch as it has little apparent strategic value. That may change, of course, when we deliver the new additions to the Imperial Fleet.”
That was Kuat’s own analysis of the situation. Tatooine was at the edge of the galaxy, far from the important and highly developed sectors that formed the core of the Empire. Palpatine could write off the entire zone and it would result in little real loss, either economically or militarily. At least in the short run—but leaving the sector in the hands of the Alliance would certainly give Palpatine’s foes a development and staging area for the rest of their campaign against the Empire. Sooner or later, Imperial ships and troops would have to sweep through the sector and reestablish control; the Empire couldn’t tolerate this festering—and rapidly expanding—wound in its side.
More than that, Kuat knew, would dictate the eventual offensive, the deadly tools for which were even now being constructed in the Kuat Drive Yards docks. There was also the Emperor’s own personality, if that term could be applied to something that had been so utterly consumed by unchecked egomania and the dark powers that he commanded. In some ways, it could be argued—and Kuat had certainly done so, in late-night conversations with his security head—that Emperor Palpatine, as such, had already ceased to exist. Kuat had heard the stories of Palpatine’s dedication to what he termed the dark side of the Force; whether such a mysterious energy field, underlying the very fabric of the universe, actually existed or not was of no concern to an engineer and scientist such as himself. But to the self-schooled psychologist that Kuat was, and the political intriguer that he had been forced to become, it mattered a great deal. The Force might only exist in the minds of the Emperor and a few other die-hard believers in the old religion, such as Darth Vader; that made it real enough to demand Kuat’s attention. He had had a few face-to-face encounters with the Emperor and the Dark Lord of the Sith, representing his inherited corporation in the business negotiations upon which Kuat Drive Yards depended. At the last such meeting, Kuat of Kuat had received the unsettling impression that the physical body of the Emperor, that hooded and wrinkled form, was no more than a shell, hollowed from the inside by the Force in which Palpatine had placed so much of his own psychic energy. The small eyes buried in their sockets of crepelike tissue had seemed to Kuat like holes poked through a mask worn by a no-longer human entity, something from which all life had been drained, leaving only ravenous hunger and the desire for control over those creatures that still breathed and moved of their own volition. Something still called itself Emperor Palpatine, and spoke with the same wily, mocking tongue—but the words were those of an entity not only dead but embodying Death itself, a Force that consumed the energies of Life as its food.
Kuat remembered something else from his last encounter with the Emperor: a deep sense of being offended, not so much as a living creature but as a businessman, the guiding intelligence of one of the galaxy’s largest and most powerful corporations. Where are the customers going to come from? The problem with Palpatine’s vision of the future, an Empire where his word and his will were the only ones that mattered, was that it was just not a commercially viable environment. What would be the point of Kuat Drive Yards, or any other of the galaxy’s great manufacturing concerns, designing and creating products to be sold on one planet or a thousand, if there was no one on those worlds to buy them? More than anyone, Kuat of Kuat was aware of the destructive capability of the warships that his firm was constructing for the Imperial Navy. For the Emperor to succeed in his ambitions, his mania for universal control—and for him to turn back the threat of the Rebel Alliance—all that would mean the destruction of any number of inoffensive and otherwise prosperous worlds. Potential clients, mused Kuat—if not directly for his corporation’s products, then for other companies with whom he had already done business. The Emperor had already shown his disregard for maintaining the galaxy’s customer base, by sanctioning the late Governor Tarkin’s destruction of the planet Alderaan with the massive firepower of the original Death Star. That had personally rankled Kuat; there had been an outstanding contract with the local government on Alderaan for a utility fleet of perimeter observation scouts and orbital customs stations, all to be furnished at a considerable profit by Kuat Drive Yards. The units had just been about ready to leave the KDY construction docks and head off in a delivery flotilla to Alderaan when the word of their destination being reduced to a few charred ashes drifting in navigable space had reached Kuat of Kuat. A near-total write-down for the corporation, salvageable only in part by breaking up the undelivered vessels and recycling some of their components into the next order for Imperial battle cruisers. For a while, he had considered presenting a bill to Emperor Palpatine, for the losses sustained by Kuat Drive Yards, but had at last decided not to push the issue. Better to leave the red ink on the books, Kuat had figured, than make an enemy out of one’s biggest remaining customer. Even with Prince Xizor gone, things were still dangerous enough at Palpatine’s court, with all the various levels of intrigue constantly going on, without handing another weapon to the corporation’s enemies.
“So the Rebel Alliance has Boba Fett’s ship.” Kuat brought himself back to the situation at hand. The deeper concerns over which he mulled would have to wait a while longer for their final resolution. “And it has been confirmed that this is in fact Slave I?”
It was a good question. Boba Fett’s personal history was studded with occasions in which the bounty hunter had passed off a ringer vehicle as his distinctive ship. For someone whose skills consisted largely of handing out other creatures’ deaths, Fett had an unusual talent for faking his own demise. Or perhaps that talent was to be expected—Kuat wasn’t sure which. Life and death were the same for a bounty hunter; it was all merchandise, with different values attached, depending upon the marketplace. Boba Fett or any of his colleagues—they were all just as happy to deliver a corpse as well as a living hostage, if the same payoff could be gotten for it. With that kind of attitude, it was no wonder that one’s own death became just a matter of strategy and negotiation.
The head of security gave a single nod. “Our sources in the Alliance have concluded that there is no deception involved—as least as far as the identity of the intercepted ship is concerned. The subcode numbers on the engines’ shield regulator devices have been read out—” He tapped the side of his head, where the cochlear implants were hidden. “Those were in the message that was received just now. I forwarded them to our records department; the numbers match up with the original construction manifest for Slave I.”
“That settles the issue, then.” Kuat of Kuat had personally supervised the design and assembly of Boba Fett’s ship; there had been some custom features that still distinguished Slave I as a state-of-the-art job. An ID profile, the signal that was transmitted from one ship to another with the critical name and affiliation data, could be faked—not easily, but with enough determination and technical expertise, it could be done. Unbeknownst to the Empire or any other Kuat Drive Yards customer, every ship that left the construction docks had a trapdoor access routine hardwired into its onboard computers, for just that purpose. For Boba Fett to have overridden Slave I’s regulator subcodes, though, would have meant risking a catastrophic core meltdown; there wouldn’t be a ship left floating around to be misidentified. Ergo, this ship was Fett’s and no other. “Did our sources have any other information about the ship? The contents, perhaps?”
A shake of the head. “Other than it being unoccupied—nothing. The Rebel Alliance forces that found the ship are still examining it.”
“They won’t find anything,” said Kuat of Kuat.
“What makes you so sure, Technician? Boba Fett was involved in a great many activities that depended upon maintaining secrecy.” The security head clasped his hands behind the small of his back. “I would have thought it stood to reason that there might be some … intriguing traces of Fett’s past aboard his ship.”
“Oh, there very well might be.” Kuat gave a shrug as he stroked the animal nestled in his arms. “And if you knew where to look, and if you had at least some idea of what you were looking for—and you were sufficiently motivated to begin with—you might be able to find them. But there’s nobody associated with the Rebel Alliance who’s capable of that kind of investigation. The Rebels are at a critical stage in their campaign against the Empire, and the crisis isn’t likely to end anytime soon. They’re not going to waste their precious time going over the ship of a dead bounty hunter—as they’re likely to believe Boba Fett to be—with a fine-tooth comb. It’ll be a moral issue with them.” Kuat shook his head, pityingly. “As much disdain as the Imperial Navy has for bounty hunters and other semicriminal types, it’s even worse with the Rebels. When you think you’re finer and truer and more virtuous than your opponents, it’s all too easy to fall into a blinding self-righteousness.” That had never been a problem for Kuat himself; he was comfortable at any moral level, from the stars to the gutters, as long as it helped ensure the survival of Kuat Drive Yards. He could deal with anybody; doing business with Emperor Palpatine and his admirals proved as much. “The Rebel Alliance will give Fett’s ship a cursory going-over,” said Kuat, “and then they’ll try to dispose of it as quickly as possible.”
“Of course.” The security head nodded slowly, digesting the other’s superior wisdom. “I imagine they’ll be able to get a pretty good price for Slave I. Considering what an expensive piece of goods it was to begin with—salvage value should be high. Any number of other bounty hunters would want it for their own personal vessel.”
“Possibly,” agreed Kuat. His head of security knew what he was talking about. When Boba Fett had ordered the construction and outfitting of the vessel, the bounty hunter had stipulated some expensive custom details. Kuat Drive Yards’ accountants had demanded full payment up-front even before the ship’s basic hull had been welded together. The design parameters that Fett had stipulated took the science—and the art—of small-craft development to a new level, one that Kuat himself had been only idly dreaming of, setting out a few concept sketches in his off-hours, before the actual job had manifested itself into reality. The advance payment had been for two reasons that had outweighed Kuat’s innate desire to build such a ship: given the amount of time and resources that would be required to prototype, test, and finalize some of the unit’s engine and maneuverability components, all the way from scratch to end product, and given the hazardous nature of the customer’s line of work, said customer might well have been dead by the time Slave I had been ready to leave the docks. That would have been reason enough to demand the payment at the start of the process; the other reason lay in the nature of the ship itself, when it was completed. Anything that extreme in design was fully capable of killing the pilot on its first shakedown run, if the overpowered engines got away from him and tore apart the durasteel frame like a collection of wooden twigs. Better to collect the money well before the customer succeeded in annihilating himself.
That hadn’t happened. The combination of Boba Fett’s pilot skills and Kuat of Kuat’s design genius had resulted in Slave I being recognized—and feared—across the galaxy. A ship didn’t have to be as big and overwhelming as an Imperial battle cruiser—or a Death Star—to have the necessary psychological effect.
Standing next to Kuat, the head of security raised an eyebrow. “I would have thought it a certainty,” he said, “that the bidding for such a desirable item would be rather fierce.”
“It would be—if the prospective purchasers thought there was nothing wrong with the ship.” Kuat displayed a thin smile. “Of course, sentient creatures often get interesting ideas planted into their heads. Especially when someone such as Boba Fett is concerned—perhaps even more so now that he’s thought of as the late Boba Fett. Bounty hunters and similar entities have their little superstitions, their fears and suspicions—not all of which are groundless, either. It’s well known that Boba Fett had a considerable degree of security systems wired into Slave I; only a fool would assume that those had been deactivated by the original owner’s demise. It’s one thing to buy a used ship; it’s another to buy a death trap.”
“Ah.” The security head nodded. “And if rumors, little hints about the unpleasant surprises that might be encountered by the new owner of Slave I, were to begin circulating in the appropriate territories …”
“Then the price might go down considerably.” The felinx in Kuat’s arms purred, as if it too were pleased by this notion. “And if the price goes down, so does the attention paid to the eventual sale—that’s how psychology works for all sentient creatures. If they’re no longer interested in a certain item, then they don’t much care who is.”
“Which would mean,” said Fenald, “that when the Rebel Alliance finally puts Slave I up for sale, when they’ve finished their superficial examination of it, then the ship could not only be purchased for a bargain price, but also with a considerable amount of discretion.”
“Exactly.” Kuat of Kuat continued watching the launch preparations at the main construction dock. “Have one of our subsidiary corporations look into it—a components supplier, perhaps, but make sure that there isn’t an obvious ownership trail back to Kuat Drive Yards. Transfer enough funds from one of my personal operating accounts, so that they’ll be able to make the purchase when it happens. Instruct their chief negotiator to contact the Rebel Alliance as soon as possible, and see if they’ll accept a preemptory bid; that way, the ship won’t even come up on the open market and we won’t have to deal with any other interested parties.”
“And the rumor campaign? Concerning the dangers of purchasing Boba Fett’s ship?”
“That should go into immediate high-speed propagation, to all points of the galaxy, radiating outward from Tatooine—that was where Slave I was last spotted. Make sure that the rumors penetrate all sectors controlled by the Rebel Alliance. The sooner they’re convinced that Slave I is devalued merchandise, the more likely they’ll be ready to listen to the preemptory purchase agreement. We’ve already got some listening-post agents planted in Mos Eisley, don’t we?”
The security head gave a quick, affirming nod. “We just rotated a fresh crew into the spaceport.”
“Fine,” said Kuat. “They can start spreading the word. Have the covert operations department in our public relations wing come up with some negative-impact details about Slave I’s onboard security systems; perhaps some story about one of the Rebel Alliance investigating teams getting blown away as soon as they opened the main hatch. That way, when and if the Rebel Alliance indicates that the ship is going to be put up for sale, most sentient creatures’ suspicions about it will be confirmed, whether they’re true or not.”
“By the time the rumor campaign is finished, Technician, the Alliance will be ready to give the ship to the first person that comes along.”
“I’m not concerned about the nature of the bargain.” Beyond the overarching curve of the segmented viewscreens, the last of the preparations for launching were nearly complete. Kuat could see the final checkout and clearance team departing from the battle cruiser, still shrouded beneath its net lines and pressurized construction canopies. “The only thing that’s important in this regard is that we acquire Slave I—and its contents—as discreetly as possible. When our subsidiary corporation has gained title to the ship, it is to be brought here to Kuat Drive Yards in a shielded cargo transport, and no one outside of the KDY security operations is to know about it.”
“That may be difficult to pull off, Technician.” Fenald inhaled through clenched teeth. “The Imperial Navy has stepped up contraband-interception patrols in most of the navigable sectors between here and Tatooine. They’ve even been going over our regular supply shipments with a fine-tooth comb. Getting an entire transport past them, with its contents concealed, will take some doing.”
The security head’s statement didn’t come as a surprise to Kuat of Kuat. He was already aware of slowdowns in the construction docks, due to the Imperial Navy’s interference with the on-time delivery of necessary materials. Kuat Drive Yards had had to push back the delivery date on a number of the Empire’s own orders. Since it was the fault of Palpatine’s overzealous admirals, Kuat had been able to avoid any penalty rebates—for the time being, at least. But there had been no change in the ongoing situation, which indicated that the time-wasting searches must, at some level, have the Emperor’s approval. Another psychological ploy: the Emperor was fully aware that Kuat Drive Yards wasn’t doing any business with the Rebel Alliance, but ordering the searches to continue would indicate to Palpatine’s underlings, and anyone outside the court on Coruscant, that the corporation was under suspicion.
Hard to tell what Emperor Palpatine was trying to achieve with a ploy like that, especially at a cost to himself of delaying these much-needed additions to his navy. With every time unit that passed, the Rebel Alliance was increasing in numbers and strength. Was tarnishing Kuat Drive Yards’ reputation, and impugning its loyalty to the Empire, worth such a disadvantage? Kuat answered his own question: It is, if Palpatine wishes to destroy—or take over—the corporation. That was entirely consistent with the Emperor’s lust for power and control. It wasn’t enough to be a faithful ally to a madman like that; perhaps the time had finally arrived in the Emperor’s carefully calculated plans, when he’d find it satisfying to consume those closest to him. The Emperor didn’t want allies; he wanted slaves.
Perhaps I should go over to the Rebel Alliance. And take Kuat Drive Yards with him; the thought—and the temptation—had struck Kuat before. Was there any other option? Even if Kuat Drive Yards remained as the Empire’s chief military contractor and was instrumental in achieving Palpatine’s ambitions, what reward would there be for such service? The same as there would very likely be for all of the Emperor’s stormtroopers and admirals: annihilation, absorption, reduction into a will-less instrument of Palpatine’s ego. Death, without the consolation of nonexistence; life, where every atom of one’s being was part of the prison into which the universe had been transformed.
Only one thing prevented Kuat of Kuat from following through on that notion, of taking Kuat Drive Yards over to the Empire’s sworn enemies. What stopped him was the suspicion that that was exactly what Emperor Palpatine wanted him to do. All of the Emperor’s actions regarding the corporation might be designed to push Kuat into the Rebel Alliance’s arms. There were still forces in Palpatine’s court that sought the destruction of Kuat Drive Yards as an independent entity. While Prince Xizor had been alive, he had whispered lies into the ear of the Emperor; perhaps Palpatine had finally been convinced by them. If Kuat made any move at all toward the Rebel Alliance, that could be justification enough for the Emperor to launch a full-scale assault against Kuat, placing the corporation’s vast technical resources and construction docks under direct military control. There wouldn’t be a Kuat Drive Yards after that; generations of engineering skill, the blood in Kuat’s veins, would finally have come to an end, hissing into red steam under a stormtrooper’s white-hot bolt of blaster fire.
“You might be correct about that …”
“Technician?”
“About bringing Slave I here to Kuat Drive Yards, once our subsidiary has acquired it from the Alliance.” Kuat’s deep musing about the dangers involved in his dealings with the Empire had connected with more immediate concerns. As delicate and ringed with hazard as the situation was, it might be a fatal mistake to be caught with such concrete evidence of being in touch with the Rebels; the enemies of Kuat Drive Yards would be sure to put the worst possible spin on it. “Perhaps it would be better if we secured some remote locale to which Slave I could be taken, and an inspection team could go there and examine the ship. We’d have to make sure, though, that they couldn’t be identified as Kuat Drive Yards employees.”
The security head nodded. “That could be arranged, Technician.”
“See to it.” Kuat stroked beneath the felinx’s chin, perceiving in his fingertips the animal’s contented murmur. “That will be all for now.”
In the executive offices of Kuat Drive Yards, there was no need for the elaborate and obsequious rituals found at Palpatine’s court. Fenald turned and strode away, bootsteps echoing on the matte-surfaced metal flooring.
Kuat remained gazing out the segmented viewscreens. Voicing his thoughts had helped sort them out, like examining a set of blueprints scrolling across a high-resolution CAD screen. Kuat Drive Yards’ head of security was an unimaginative but thorough personality—Kuat had chosen and promoted him for precisely those reasons, plus an unflagging loyalty to the corporation that had nurtured him. There had been no need to remind Fenald of the importance of acquiring Boba Fett’s ship—reacquiring it, actually, since the ship had been built here at KDY. Not because of any intrinsic value to the ship, but because of what it might still contain. It didn’t matter whether Boba Fett was alive or not—and Kuat had the same gut feeling he’d experienced after the bombing raid on Tatooine’s Dune Sea that Fett had eluded every force that would have brought about a lesser creature’s destruction. Even if the unlikeliest event had occurred, and Boba Fett really was dead, there were very likely traces aboard Slave I, evidence of some of the deeper and more dangerous conspiracies with which the bounty hunter had become involved. Evidence that led back to Kuat Drive Yards; that was the real danger that had to be averted at all costs.
If Fett destroyed the cargo droid, brooded Kuat. Or got rid of it somehow … then we might be safe. For all his cunning, Boba Fett had almost certainly been aware of the value of the material that had fallen into his hands; he might have disposed of it before leaving Slave I in orbit above Tatooine. But if the big, awkward droid still existed, with its boxlike innards full of spy equipment and incriminating data waiting to be deciphered and analyzed—then a whole new level of trouble would begin for Kuat Drive Yards. All because of a holo-video of an Imperial stormtrooper raid on an isolated moisture farm on Tatooine, and the pheromone scent of the galaxy’s most powerful criminal, the leader of the Black Sun organization …
Into Kuat’s meditations came the image of Prince Xizor’s face, with its violet eyes and cold, sneering smile. Even more than Emperor Palpatine, that had been the enemy all of Kuat Drive Yards had to fear. Xizor’s death had not eliminated the dangers the corporation had to confront.
A signal flare, a quick streak of white light soaring up from the construction docks, cut short Kuat’s musing.
He briefly took one hand away from the felinx and touched a miniaturized keypad on his opposite wrist. The circuitry controlling the viewscreens’ time-aperture filtering went into activated status, synchronizing with the close-range signal from the micro-shutters implanted in his corneas. For a split second, the viewscreens flickered opaque, then became transparent again as the two optical systems locked in tight with each other.
No sound would travel through the vacuum between the docks and the arching viewscreens of Kuat’s offices. But the glare of fiery light, if left unblocked, would be enough to startle the sleeping felinx awake. The creature was easily frightened; Kuat had no wish to have it clawing its panicky way out of his arms. There was still a white, threadlike scar under his own chin, from the last time that had happened.
The final signal flare, red this time, coursed across the field of stars above Kuat Drive Yards. That meant all KDY personnel had been cleared from the dock where the completed Imperial battle cruiser lay waiting, still shrouded in service lines and access canopies.
There was no need for a signal from him; everything happened automatically from this point. A simple imbedded fuse catalyzed the pyrogenic compounds interlaced in the shrouding material; the oxygen still captured inside the canopies’ folds was sufficient for the christening of fire, the purging of everything that wasn’t hardened durasteel.
In seconds, the battle cruiser had been wrapped in flames, churning in upon themselves, absent the rising convection effects that would have been caused by a surrounding atmosphere. The surrounding canopies had already blackened and been torn into great, ragged-edged sheets of ash, dissolving into nothingness as the last fiery glow dissipated. From the construction dock, the battle cruiser rose slightly, a perfect weapon, cleansed and tempered.
A few bits of ash, compelled outward by the force of the vanished flame, drifted against the thick glass of the segmented viewscreens. Kuat of Kuat stood with the still-sleeping felinx cradled in his arms, the afterimage of fire shifting its spectrum behind the filters of his eyes.
4
“You know how to pilot this thing?”
Boba Fett glanced over his shoulder at the other bounty hunter standing in the hatchway of the Hound’s Tooth’s cockpit. “There are certain difficulties,” he said evenly, with no apparent emotion. “But they can be overcome.” He raised his own gloved hands from the control panel’s distinctive forearm grooves. “Trandoshan operating interfaces are on the crude and awkward side, but the ship’s configuration is otherwise standard. Anything of which those big claws are capable, I assure you is equally within my grasp.”
I bet, thought Dengar. He leaned against the side of the hatchway, watching Boba Fett make some final navigation adjustments. He’d had his own encounters with Trandoshans, including the former owner of this ship, and they had all been unpleasant. Bossk had had a reputation for a hot temper even back in the days of the old Bounty Hunters Guild, when he’d had presumably less to gripe about. Cross him, and you were likely to get your head unscrewed from your shoulders like the lid of an emergency rations canister. That was what those claws were suitable for, not high-speed, pinpoint starhopping. Whereas someone like Boba Fett could work over an enemy with equal finality and handle intimidatingly complex gear, from any kind of interplanetary vessel to that Mandalorian battle armor that Fett wore.
Dengar pointed to the cockpit’s comm equipment. “What happens when somebody recognizes this ship, and they want to talk to Bossk? We might run into some old friend of his, somebody who can tell that this is the Hound.”
“True,” said Fett. He had turned his gaze back to the ship’s controls. “But where we’re going, we’re not likely to encounter many acquaintances of Bossk’s. He confined himself to a relatively restricted number of sectors, the worlds and systems where he was well known enough to command a certain measure of respect. That’s what he liked. Bossk never showed much initiative about expanding his operations into new territories.”
“If you say so.” Dengar shrugged. “I guess that was his loss, huh?”
“Perhaps.” Boba Fett punched another set of coordinates into the navicomputer. “Or it might be why he’s still alive at all. Sometimes—for creatures like him—it’s better to play it safe.”
Yeah? And what about creatures like us? He found himself gazing at the back of Boba Fett’s helmet, wondering what was going on inside it, what schemes and hidden agendas might be ticking away in the other bounty hunter’s skull. It was no help to have seen Fett without the distinctive Mandalorian helmet—he supposed he was one of the few, along with the former dancing girl Neelah, who could make that claim. All that time down on Tatooine, when the two of them had been nursing Boba Fett back to health, keeping him from dying after he’d managed to explode his way out of the Sarlacc’s gut—and Dengar was still no closer to figuring out the creature whose life he’d saved. And that was bad news, considering he was now supposedly partners with the deadliest and most feared bounty hunter in the galaxy; a partnership that Boba Fett had proposed and that Dengar had accepted, perhaps a little too quickly, now that he’d had a chance to think it over. Why did I agree to that? The ostensible reason was that the arrangement had seemed the quickest way to make a lot of money, pay off the huge debtload he’d been dragging around for years, and marry his beloved Manaroo—if she were still waiting for him, and if he returned to her as something other than a blaster-fried corpse.
Being out of touch with her was pure torment for Dengar; the depth of his love for Manaroo had not been completely apparent to him until just before he had left Tatooine in Boba Fett’s Slave I. Dengar had contacted Manaroo and had instructed her to take his ship The Punishing One and go into hiding. She had done that job well; right now, he had no idea where in this galaxy Manaroo was, and no way of communicating with her. They had agreed together that as long as Dengar was partners with the notorious bounty hunter Boba Fett, it would be too dangerous for them to remain in contact with each other. There were too many creatures with well-nursed grievances against Boba Fett, or who would see some way of profiting by his death; if those creatures discovered that Fett’s partner had committed his heart and spirit and fortunes to a female on her own, she would then be seen as the weak point in Fett’s armor, the way of getting at him through his business associate. Manaroo would become the target of every low-life scum in the galaxy; she was smart and tough enough to evade and fight them off, but not forever—and Dengar wouldn’t be there to protect her. That factor had tormented his mind and influenced his decision more than anything else.
But even that small measure of safety for his beloved had come with a price. Someday they would be together again—but only if they both survived, and if they found one another once more.
Those were big ifs, and getting increasingly bigger in Dengar’s mind, the more time he spent hooked up with Boba Fett. Life as a bounty hunter had been hazardous enough, before now—which had been one of the main reasons he’d wanted to get out of this line of work. And now, he thought gloomily, I’ve gone from the edges of all that danger right to the center. If his luck—and his skills—had been nothing to boast of before, he had at least managed to keep himself alive. But there hadn’t been mysterious, unidentified forces bringing a full-scale bombing raid down on his head, as had happened back on Tatooine. The raid obviously hadn’t been meant to kill him; his death wouldn’t even have been noticed by whoever was gunning for Boba Fett. That was the problem with hooking up with someone like that. Fett had whatever it took to survive under the most murderous conditions—even the Sarlacc hadn’t been able to kill him. Too bad, thought Dengar, for anybody else. If you weren’t at that level, you were dead meat.
And for what?
“So—” He tried again to get some useful information. “If we’re not heading anywhere that Bossk used to hang out … where exactly is it we’re going?”
Boba Fett didn’t look around at him. “I prefer keeping that on a need-to-know basis. And right now, you don’t need it.”
A spark of resentment flared inside Dengar. “I thought we were supposed to be partners.”
“So we are.” Fett’s gloved hands moved across the cockpit controls. “I consider myself bound by the agreement into which we both entered.”
“Doesn’t seem like much of a partnership, if you’re making all the decisions.” Dengar’s voice tightened inside his throat. “I had the impression that somehow we were going to be on an equal footing. I guess I got that wrong, huh?”
This time, Boba Fett did swivel the pilot’s chair around. The cold, blank gaze of his helmet’s narrow visor fastened on Dengar. The rock that had formed in Dengar’s throat now turned into a leaden weight, falling past his heart and into the pit of his stomach.
“You might have had some misapprehension along that line.” The flatness of Boba Fett’s words was scarier than any show of emotion would have been. “But if you continue to believe that we could somehow be equals, then I’m forced to disagree with my partner. There’s no way that you and I could be thought of as equals. Not as far as being bounty hunters is concerned.”
“Well …” The weight in his gut had gone cold, draining all the warmth from Dengar’s blood. Boba Fett’s hidden gaze seemed to press him downward, like a bug beneath the other’s boot. “I didn’t mean it exactly like that …”
“Good. I’d hate to think I had wrongly estimated my partner’s value to me.” Boba Fett’s voice continued, as mild and threatening as before. “We do have some value to each other, Dengar. Even beyond your having saved my life, when you found me back there in the Dune Sea. But don’t think that you’re here, and my partner, simply because of gratitude. I assure you—I don’t feel that kind of emotion.”
Or any, thought Dengar. He could feel himself sweating inside his own gear. Already, he had gone beyond wishing that he had ever broached this subject with the other bounty hunter.
“We can,” said Boba Fett, “be very useful to each other. That’s the only basis I know for a partnership. Of course, if you consider something else to be the case …”
Dengar stared back at the helmet’s visor, as though hypnotized by the eyes concealed behind it. All words and thoughts had fled from his own skull.
“Then perhaps we should think about dissolving the partnership. Is that what you want?”
It took a while for Dengar to force a reply past his tongue. “No …” He shook his head. “That’s not what I meant at all …”
“I’d advise you to think about what it is you want, then.” Boba Fett leaned slightly forward in the pilot’s chair, bringing the pressure of his visored gaze closer to Dengar. “Because if we’re not going to be partners—our business relationship will be a lot different.”
He’s playing with me, thought Dengar. It didn’t come as a relief to discover that Boba Fett was capable of emotion, or at least of cruelty. He raised his hands, palm outward, as if in surrender. “No,” said Dengar hastily, “that’s okay. I’m perfectly … satisfied with the way things are. You run the operations however you want, and that’s fine by me.”
Boba Fett was silent for a moment, then his helmet tilted in the barest nod of acknowledgment. “Very well,” he said quietly. “There’s no confusion now.”
“Not in the slightest,” agreed Dengar. He found he could breathe once more.
Boba Fett swiveled the pilot’s chair back toward the cockpit controls. “I’ll make the decisions—and you carry them out.”
The last remark puzzled Dengar. “Just what is it … you want me to do?”
“When the time comes, there’ll be plenty. Don’t worry about keeping up your end of the partnership. But in the meantime, why don’t you just take it easy? Just relax.”
Sure, thought Dengar to himself. As if that’s going to happen anytime soon.
“Enjoy the peace and quiet,” said Boba Fett as he continued his navigational adjustments, “while you can. It might be in short supply where we’re heading.”
“All right.” Dengar stepped back from the cockpit’s hatchway. “You’re the boss.”
“Close enough,” said Boba Fett. “Go below and tell Neelah to strap herself in—you too, for that matter. We’ll be making a jump into hyperspace in a few minutes.”
He knew better than to ask the destination. Whatever coordinates Boba Fett had punched into the navicomputer, they didn’t seem to be open for discussion. That’s a real partnership, all right—Dengar turned away from the cockpit and grasped the ladder leading down to the minimal passenger space of the Hound’s Tooth. It wouldn’t be long before the ship would emerge into some sector of the galaxy, so uninviting that a Trandoshan such as Bossk had never frequented it. That made him feel about as comfortable as what being partners with Boba Fett had turned into.
He turned his head as he started down the metal treads of the ladder, looking back toward the cockpit. The other bounty hunter went about his self-appointed tasks, as though he’d already forgotten Dengar’s presence.
Right, thought Dengar. If he’d had any doubts before about the exact nature of the partnership between himself and Boba Fett, they were cleared up now. One way or another—
His boot soles rang on the metal treads of the ladder all the way down.
She could barely believe what she had just heard. Overheard, actually—Neelah had tapped into the Hound’s Tooth’s internal communications system through an access panel in the main personnel quarters aboard ship. The cramped space was furnished in Trandoshan taste, all dark tapestries over the bulkheads and a jumble of thinly padded sleeping pallets. The tapestries were fastened down at their corners, to keep them from drifting and tangling in case the ship’s artificial gravity failed; they depicted various great moments in Trandoshan history and legend, all of them violent. Even while she had been fiddling with the comm equipment, with the specific intent of eavesdropping on Dengar and Boba Fett, she had been thanking fate that the Hound’s original pilot wasn’t still aboard.
Her gratitude faded a bit when she finally managed to listen in on the conversation up in the cockpit area. She was dismayed at the manner in which Boba Fett walked all over Dengar, for no more reason than a simple inquiry as to where they were all heading. He’s one, Neelah thought disgustedly, that’s not going to be much use to me. If things came down to a split between herself and Boba Fett—and she could already see how that was becoming increasingly likely—then having the other bounty hunter Dengar on her side wouldn’t make much difference. Fett could eliminate them both, without any inconvenience at all.
If it hadn’t been clear to her before, it was now obvious why Dengar wanted to get out of the bounty hunter trade so badly. He just doesn’t have the guts for it, she thought with a rueful shake of her head. The kind of guts, and the conspicuous lack of nerves, that Boba Fett possessed. Better that Dengar should hang up his weapons and jettison his dwindling reserve of ambition, and settle down on some safe backwater world with his intended bride Manaroo, before he got himself killed or completely imploded from panic.
Neelah had her own conviction, reinforced now that she had listened in on Dengar and Boba Fett, about how matters would wind up going. I’ll have to do everything myself. Wherever the Hound’s Tooth was headed, and whatever was waiting for them there. She’d have to do it all, including saving her own and Dengar’s lives—the cold lack of emotion in Boba Fett’s voice assured her that he had no great regard for their survival. Dengar might have fallen for that partnership scam, but she hadn’t. Neelah hadn’t agreed to it, either; as far as she was concerned, she was an independent operator, with no one’s skin but her own to watch out for.
The only problem with that was she still didn’t know whose skin that really was. I don’t even know my real name, mused Neelah bitterly. Her name, and everything that went with it: history, friends, enemies; who she might be able to ask for help, and receive; who would cut her throat at a moment’s notice, if they knew she was alive and off the surface of the planet Tatooine. She had her suspicions, pieced together from logic rather than actual information. Whoever dumped me off at Jabba’s palace—whoever it had been, that was the creature for whom she had to watch out. Or creatures in the plural; it might have been a whole conspiracy, any number of the galaxy’s sinister forces leagued against her. They must have had their reasons for wiping her memory clean, all her past erased from inside her skull, disguising her as a simple dancing girl, and sticking her inside the fortressed headquarters of one of the most powerful criminal overlords to be found on any world. Perhaps Jabba the Hutt had known the whole story behind her being in his palace—but that didn’t do her any good now. Jabba was dead, and all the secrets that the loathsome slug had kept to himself were gone as well.
Almost the only thing that remained from her past, a scrap of memory that had been left behind by the wipe process, was an image. No voice, no words, no other data, however fragmentary. Whoever had done it to her had been meticulously thorough. Perhaps it would have been better for her, though, if they had eradicated that last little bit as well. The image left in Neelah’s obliterated memory was that of a face. Or rather a nonface; a mask. The image of Boba Fett’s narrow-visored helmet, concealing the living face beneath its hard, inhuman gaze …
She had seen that masked face at Jabba’s palace, and it had filled her with fear and anger then. Neelah had sensed that the bounty hunter hadn’t been just guarding the Hutt as he’d been hired to do—Jabba had been one of the few creatures in the galaxy wealthy enough to have engaged Boba Fett’s services like that—but she had also been sure that Fett had been following his own private agenda as well. He came and went from Jabba’s court on mysterious errands, though he’d displayed a sure instinct for always being on hand in a moment of crisis, such as when Princess Leia Organa, disguised as an Ubese bounty hunter demanding the reward for a captured Wookiee, had brandished an activated thermal detonator right in front of Jabba. Boba Fett had snapped his blaster rifle up into firing position in less than a heartbeat, as most of Jabba’s other guards had dived for cover.
Nobody had died that time, but it hadn’t been for any lack of readiness on Boba Fett’s part. Jabba had paid the bounty and the disguised princess had deactivated the explosive device—otherwise there wouldn’t even have been ruins left of Jabba’s palace. Neelah was sure, though, that Boba Fett would have survived somehow; he always did, no matter how many other creatures died around him.
And—strangely—she also knew that she would have still been alive, no matter what happened. Let the fire fall, thought Neelah; she would have emerged unscathed, carried to safety by … Boba Fett. Who else?
That was the meaning, she had little doubt, of the interest Fett had shown in her welfare, back at Jabba’s palace. It hadn’t taken her long to pick up on it, that every time the bounty hunter had returned from one of his mysterious errands, his helmeted gaze had turned in her direction, making certain that she was still there, alive and unharmed.
Which took some doing in a den of violence like Jabba’s palace, where all the thugs and scoundrels took their cues from their master’s own tastes in the suffering of other creatures. A Hutt like Jabba didn’t count his wealth just in how many credits he kept heaped up in his treasure vaults, but also in how much pain and death he could inflict … and savor, like one of the squirming little delicacies that his tiny hands had stuffed into the lipless chasm of his mouth. A good number of Jabba’s hirelings had worked for cheap—his favorite salary arrangement—with the understanding that they could indulge their cruel appetites as well.
Poor Oola had been one of the prettiest of the palace’s dancing girls, and thus reserved for Jabba’s pleasure; that had been symbolized by the fine-linked chain he’d kept her on. Not for me, thought Neelah. She touched her face with one hand, her fingertips tracing the healed scar of the wound she’d received from the pikestaff of one of the Gamorrean palace guards when she’d made her own escape. Even before the honed metal had slashed across her jaw and cheek, she hadn’t been of quite the same fragile loveliness as Oola had been. Given Jabba’s sadistic tastes, the pleasure he had taken in seeing beauty viciously ripped to bleeding pieces, to be not quite so beautiful was a blessing; during her time in the palace, Neelah had seen prettier females than herself tossed to Jabba’s pet rancor, and had heard their brief screams from the depths of the pit while Jabba’s sniggering thugs had clustered around the edge, enjoying the sight nearly as much as their master had.
But there had been another reason for Neelah’s longer life span within the thick stone walls of Jabba’s palace. The first glimmerings of her suspicions had grown into absolute certainty. It was him, thought Neelah. It was Boba Fett. She glanced up again toward the cockpit area of the Hound’s Tooth. An invisible connection stretched between herself and the helmeted bounty hunter piloting the ship. The same mysterious connection that had existed between them back in Jabba’s palace. Without a word ever having passed between a mere dancing girl and the galaxy’s most feared bounty hunter—at least, no word that her ravaged memory could recall—she had known even then that Boba Fett had been keeping watch on her. So that no harm would come to her—that is, none of a fatal kind. Life in the palace had had its numerous and imaginative unpleasantries, most of which had caused Neelah and the other dancing girls to wonder if a quick exit via the rancor pit wouldn’t have been preferable. But Neelah had realized at some point that choice wasn’t open to her. She’d had a guardian, of a sort; Boba Fett’s careful and silent observation hadn’t been trained just on his Huttese employer.
What would’ve happened, Neelah wondered idly, if Jabba had gotten around to throwing me to the rancor? A good question, even if it had been rendered moot by Jabba’s death. The answer depended, she supposed, upon the exact nature of her importance to the bounty hunter. Was it great enough that Boba Fett would have interfered with Jabba’s pleasures? Enough that, if the need had arisen, Fett would have swung his blaster rifle up and pointed it at Jabba’s massive, jowly face, and the deep sepulchral voice from inside the helmet would have ordered the Hutt to let her go?
She wasn’t sure, even now; Boba Fett played a complicated game, with the value of the pieces on the board shifting as rapidly as his stratagems. Whatever concern he’d shown for her welfare in Jabba’s palace hadn’t been based on any great love for her. Fett had already assured her—and I believe it, she thought grimly—that concern for other creatures’ lives was a notion foreign to his mind. Even when he was ferrying a piece of hard merchandise, as hostages with prices on their heads were called in the bounty hunter trade, the only consideration that kept breath in their lungs was that live prey was usually worth more than dead ones to those who forked over the credits for their capture.
And what am I worth? That question still haunted her thoughts. As any kind of merchandise. Her worth, her value to Boba Fett; the reasons why he had been so intent upon her surviving her time in Jabba’s palace—those were things that she still hadn’t been able to figure out. If he had an interest in keeping her alive, then he undoubtedly had his reasons for it—and those reasons might not be any that were to her advantage.
There was one more question that was even more disturbing. What happens, wondered Neelah, when those reasons come to an end? When her life had no more value for Boba Fett, she could hardly expect a creature like him to keep her around out of mere sentiment. She had been no more than a dancing girl to Jabba; she was sure of that, having seen the slit pupils of the Hutt’s eyes narrow upon sight of her, with the same malignant, destructive lusts that all things of beauty had evoked in his blubber-swaddled heart. Boba Fett wouldn’t dispose of her just for the sake of whatever sick pleasure could be found in another creature’s suffering, but for cold, hard credits. Neelah didn’t find that to be any better arrangement. I wind up dead, she mused bitterly, either way.
Though there was another outcome possible. A long shot, but better than no chance at all. And much more to her liking. Somebody winds up dead, all right. She nodded slowly to herself. But it won’t be me …
All she would have to do—if and when that final confrontation came—would be to take on the galaxy’s number-one bounty hunter, a killing machine that other killers dreaded encountering. Take him on, thought Neelah, and take him out.
It wouldn’t be easy.
But oddly, as slim as her chances might be—she found herself almost looking forward to that final encounter.
The course of Neelah’s thoughts was interrupted by the clang of boot soles upon the treads of the ladder that stretched up from the cargo area to the cockpit of the appropriated Hound’s Tooth. Neelah quickly started to close the access panel to the comm circuits, then relaxed when she saw that it was only Dengar climbing down the ladder.
“Nice job,” said Neelah. She folded her arms across her chest and regarded him. “You pretty much let him wrap you up into a neat little package, didn’t you?”
Dengar stepped off the bottom of the ladder. “What’re you talking about?”
“Come on.” She didn’t care if Dengar knew that she had been listening in on the cockpit conversations. With her thumb, she pointed to the exposed wiring and the small listening device she had found in the ship’s spare-parts locker and had spliced in. “I heard everything you said. And everything Boba Fett said back to you.” Neelah slowly shook her head. “I can’t say I was very impressed. At least, not with you.”
With a sigh of pent-up breath, Dengar lowered himself onto a bare metal bench at the side of the cargo area. “He’s a tough customer.” The bounty hunter’s shoulders slumped forward, in a full kinetic display of defeat. “That hunter might as well be made out of durasteel, from his skin into his heart. If he’s got one.”
“What were you expecting?”
Dengar shrugged. “Pretty much what I got from him.”
“You idiot,” said Neelah. “I mean, what were you trying to achieve? What were your plans when you started talking to Fett?”
“ ‘Plans’?” A blank look crossed Dengar’s face. “Right now, I couldn’t tell you.”
“Great.” Neelah’s voice soured with disgust. “We’re both possibly riding to our deaths—right at this moment—and the only ally I might have is completely brain-dead.”
“Hey—” The bounty hunter straightened up from his slump. “That’s not fair. You think it’s so easy getting something out of Boba Fett, then you try it. I’ll wait right here for you to come crawling back down that ladder.”
“Take it easy. I’m sorry, okay?” As if her problems weren’t bad enough, now she had to be concerned about this stressed-out creature’s tender feelings. She’d just been reminding herself that Boba Fett didn’t have any fragile sensibilities like that; why couldn’t Dengar be the same? “Look,” said Neelah, “you and I are going to have to stick together—”
“Why?” Dengar peered suspiciously at her. “What’s in it for me? Hooking up with you, that is. I’ve already got a partnership going with Boba Fett. That’s worth a lot more than being partner with someone like you.”
“Really?” She couldn’t keep an expression of wry amusement from showing on her face. “And that’s why you were up there in the cockpit right now, talking things over with Fett—just like partners.” Neelah gave another shake of her head. “I guess it just goes to show: there are partners, and then there are partners. And you’re definitely one of the latter sort.”
“Yeah? And what sort’s that?”
“The disposable sort,” said Neelah. “Just as disposable as I am, except I don’t have any illusions about it.” With one hand, she gestured at the various pieces of equipment festooning the bulkheads of the ship’s cargo area. “See all this stuff? It used to belong to somebody else. That other bounty hunter—”
“Bossk. That’s his name.” Dengar nodded. “And you’re right; this was his ship.”
All of the equipment’s controls and handles were sized for a creature with claws rather than humanoid digits; Neelah could have wrapped both her hands around some of the pieces that would probably have been swallowed up by a single one of Bossk’s fists.
“And look what happened to him.” Neelah indicated the cockpit above with a tilt of her head. “What Boba Fett did to him. It was easy, too; at least for Fett. And this Bossk, from all I’ve heard about him, was one tough customer as well.” The Trandoshan bounty hunter had made a few appearances in Jabba the Hutt’s palace during her stint as a dancing girl there, and she had listened in on some of the stories whispered about him. The tales might have indicated that Bossk was no genius, but his sheer viciousness and tenacity made up for any failings in the brain department. “And Fett still managed to turn him around and inside out, and send him on his way, minus this ship.”
“That took some doing, all right.” Dengar rested the palm of his hand against the cold durasteel of the bulkhead behind him. “The Hound’s Tooth was Bossk’s pride and joy. More than that: his weapons, his way of making a living. You couldn’t have bought this ship from him, for any amount of money.”
“Obviously, Boba Fett has another way of doing business.” One corner of Neelah’s mouth lifted in a humorless smile. “Too bad for the creature on the other end of the deal. And too bad for you.”
“What do you mean by that?”
“Come on,” said Neelah. “Don’t be any more of a fool than you absolutely have to be. Isn’t it plain to see? Your little conference just now in the cockpit should have made it clear to you just what your relationship is with Boba Fett. If you’ve fallen for that partners nonsense, you’re even more of an idiot than you appear to be.”
A scowl darkened Dengar’s face. “That’s hard talk, coming from somebody without a friend in the whole galaxy.”
That remains to be seen, thought Neelah. For all she knew, with the ravaged state her memory was in, she might have friends—powerful ones, that would do anything for her—numbering in the legions. They could be looking for her right now. If they think I’m still alive. It all depended on just what circumstances had led to her being stuck in an out-of-the-way hole like the planet Tatooine.
It was a notion that continually resurfaced in her thoughts. But not one that she could spend any time dwelling on, right now. She had other, more pressing business to take care of.
“You’re not an idiot; my apologies.” Saying even that much grated against some deeply imbedded fiber in Neelah’s character, a personality trait that had survived the memory wipe that had been performed on her. Other creatures were supposed to apologize to her, whether they were in the wrong or not; she felt certain that was the proper state of affairs. But for now, in this situation in which she’d found herself, she’d have to act otherwise. “But there’s something you’ve got to understand.” Neelah sat down next to Dengar on the narrow ledge of the cargo area’s bench. There was barely room for the two of them on the shelflike space; her shoulder and thigh were pressed close to his, with an exchange of body warmth passing through their coarse, functional garb. “It’s important,” said Neelah as she brought her gaze down to meet his. “You and I—we have to stick together. If we’re going to survive.”
Dengar drew back, regarding her with suspicion. “I’ll survive,” he said after a moment’s silence. “I can take care of myself—I have so far, at least.”
“It’s different now,” said Neelah, her voice quiet and urgent. “Different from anything you’ve been involved with before.”
“Maybe.” The bounty hunter shrugged. “But if you’ve got doubts about what’s going to happen to you—that’s your problem. I’ve got enough of my own.”
The urge to hit the thick-headed brute, to land her fist or some heavy piece of scrap metal against the side of his head, welled up in Neelah’s breast. Muscles tensed, she fought the impulse back down.
“Look,” she said. Leaning closer, she laid a hand on Dengar’s knee. “It’s not just your survival that’s at stake. Right? If all you were concerned about was keeping your hide intact, you’d find a way to get yourself out of here, and as far away from Boba Fett—and me—as possible. That’d be the smart thing to do.”
The suspicion in Dengar’s gaze hadn’t ebbed. But he hadn’t pulled away from her touch, either; progress of some kind was being made. Or so Neelah hoped.
“Smart enough,” conceded Dengar.
“But there’s things you’re trying to accomplish. All that you want to make possible for yourself and Manaroo.” There had been time enough—back on Tatooine, while she and Dengar had been keeping their vigil over the unconscious Boba Fett, slowly healing from the near-fatal wounds he had received from the Sarlacc beast’s gut—for Neelah to have heard all about Dengar’s hopes and dreams for the future. A future that would include marriage to his beloved Manaroo, and the abandonment of this dangerous bounty hunter trade—but only if he could pull off the kind of financial score that would wipe out his debt burden and set him and Manaroo up in a new life. The only way to do that was to set himself right in the path of the greatest danger, to remain not only a bounty hunter but one allied with the most fearsome—and treacherous—bounty hunter in the galaxy. Neelah had seen at once the quandary in which Dengar was trapped: Boba Fett might indeed be his way out of the bounty hunter trade and into that bright, shining future that he wished to put together for himself and Manaroo. But Fett could also be the trap with no exit, a web of plotting and intrigue that could only be escaped through death. Dengar’s death; he might not return to his beloved except as a corpse. “You can’t trust Boba Fett,” said Neelah, bringing her face even closer to Dengar’s. “He’s not concerned with yours and Manaroo’s happiness.”
“I don’t expect him to be.” Dengar spoke stiffly and guardedly. “He’s a businessman.”
“If that’s all he were, we’d be safe. But he’s a little bit more than that.” Neelah tapped a forefinger against Dengar’s knee. “With real businessmen, on any planet, partnerships are formed all the time; that’s how business is done—”
“Oh?” Dengar seemed amused by her words. “You seem to know an awful lot about these things. For someone who has no memory other than that of being a dancing girl in Jabba the Hutt’s palace.”
“You don’t need a memory,” said Neelah, “to be able to figure out how things work.” In Dengar’s case, it seemed like an unimpaired memory was just so much excess baggage. “You just need to be smart enough to watch and listen. Come on, let’s face it: if Boba Fett was interested in having a partner, he would have hooked himself up with some bounty hunter other than you.”
“Such as?”
“Practically anybody.” Neelah shrugged. “He could’ve made an offer to Bossk. They could’ve worked out their differences, if it meant good business for them. You’ve said yourself that’s all Boba Fett is interested in. And Bossk is supposedly the toughest and hardest bounty hunter in the galaxy, after Boba Fett himself. Those two would have made an unstoppable partnership.” Neelah’s eyes narrowed to slits as she saw Dengar’s reaction to her words. “What are you laughing about?”
“Sorry—” A derisive smile remained on Dengar’s face. “But I find your ignorance amusing. You might not find your nonexistent memory a handicap, but others might. There are plenty of sentient creatures—especially in the bounty hunter trade—who are just a little more knowledgeable about Boba Fett’s personal history than you seem to be.”
An anger that had become all too familiar burst into flame around Neelah’s heart. As smart as she might be—definitely smarter than this Dengar, possibly so in regard to Boba Fett—she still found herself at a disadvantage. I have to figure out things that they already know. It was a big galaxy surrounding them, in this little bubble of a stolen ship; Neelah had a lot of blanks to fill in before she would be on an equal footing with even the most ignorant back-worlder.
They didn’t just steal my memory, Neelah mused bitterly. They stole my ability—my chances—to survive.
That was all the more reason for her to get Dengar on her side, at least for the time being. She could use him, both as an ally and as a source of information, until she had been able to find and fit enough missing pieces together, like assembling a primitive two-dimensional jigsaw puzzle inside her skull.
It would have been easier, she knew—something else you didn’t need to be a genius to figure out—if Dengar hadn’t already been involved with his intended bride Manaroo. That complicated things, especially any strategy Neelah might otherwise have had for getting him on her side. Must be a real love match, Neelah had decided; the more she had heard of Dengar’s plans for his and Manaroo’s future life together, when he had somehow found his way out of both debt and the bounty hunter trade, had convinced her of it. Dengar’s obvious devotion to the woman—he had purposely sent her away, to keep her out of danger—aroused sparks of both envy and frustration inside Neelah.
But at Jabba’s palace, she had found ways—she’d been forced to—of making life more endurable, ways that had depended upon her physical attributes. Not every male creature in that cesspit of depravity had responded to feminine beauty with the urge to destroy it in as bloody a manner as possible. Some of Jabba’s underlings had been almost pathetic in their eagerness to be rewarded with a mere smile from her or any of the other dancing girls, evoked by the gift of some edible morsels filched from the palace’s underground kitchens. An even better gift had been protection from the attentions of the more predatory sorts of scum that had found employment with the late Jabba. As much as Neelah had come to realize that she was under the watchful gaze of Boba Fett while she had been in the palace, she had still been grateful for any extra security that she and the other dancing girls had been able to wile out of the multispecies household staff.
None of that was possible now, when she needed it more than ever. That was the frustrating part. Neelah had already realized that there was no hope of her replacing the absent Manaroo in Dengar’s affections. If anything, he was more in love with his betrothed now than when Boba Fett’s Slave I ship had ascended from the surface of Tatooine’s Dune Sea. And more dedicated to his mission of putting together a future life for the two of them, in some peaceful corner of the galaxy, far from the criminal dens and watering holes to which he’d previously been accustomed. Manaroo had already changed his life, one way or another; Neelah could see that. Without even being here aboard the Hound’s Tooth, Manaroo was a critical element in all of Neelah’s calculations. Worst of all, despite Dengar’s vow to quit the bounty hunter trade, he still had just enough of a bounty hunter’s mercenary toughness to complicate matters. He’d get rid of me in a second, thought Neelah, if he figured that was best for him and Manaroo.
The trick would be to convince Dengar that the road to that future life he envisioned with his bride was the one that led through Neelah’s plans. She already had her notions of now to plant that idea in his head. The anger that had risen inside her, like a spark thrown on dry kindling, was carefully held in check for the time being.
“You’ve got me there,” said Neelah, her voice carefully modulated. “Of course, there’s things you know about that I don’t. Even before—before they did this to me—” She laid her fingertips against the side of her head. “There were probably all sorts of things you knew about Boba Fett that I would never have heard of. That’s the universe you’ve lived in. His universe.”
“That’s right.” Dengar nodded in agreement. “It’s his more than anyone else’s. Boba Fett made it that way, bit by bit. If he’d wanted to—if it had suited his personal agenda—he could have taken over the entire bounty hunter trade instead of just the most profitable parts of it, the jobs that put the most credits in his pockets. There’s still a remnant or two of the old Bounty Hunters Guild out there, but it’s nothing compared to what it once was. Before he all but destroyed it, took it apart like a cheap astrogator device. Boba Fett could have set himself up at the top of the Guild, if he’d wanted to bother with it.”
“You told me something before, about the Bounty Hunters Guild. Just a little while ago, right after Fett got rid of Bossk.” Neelah searched her recent memory; it had been only a passing reference to the Guild, something hardly worth the effort to remember—at least, until now. “You said … something about Bossk. And the Guild. That the trouble between him and Fett went back a long way.”
“Sure,” said Dengar, leaning back against the bulkhead. He seemed amused by her efforts at assembling the past. “But it’s no big secret. Everybody knows about it—or at least everybody who has any reason to be interested in the welfare of bounty hunters.” Dengar’s smile widened. “Not everybody is, you know. Bounty hunters aren’t the most popular creatures in the galaxy. That’s just another good reason for getting out of the business. Makes it hard to build up a lot of goodwill, when everybody else has this fervent wish that your whole category was lasered out of existence.”
You don’t have to tell me, thought Neelah. She had been hanging out with bounty hunters for only a little while now, and she already had serious grievances with them.
“So there is some kind of history—between Boba Fett and Bossk.” Neelah intently regarded Dengar sitting next to her, as though she could read some additional clues from his face. “Something personal.”
Dengar laughed. “You could say that. You could say a lot about the two of them, and it would all be true. At least, the more violent parts would be. Bossk has got a grudge against Boba Fett a parsec wide—and this latest embarrassment, getting booted out of his own ship, isn’t going to make it any better. If Bossk hated Fett before, he’s really going to be gunning for him now.” Dengar shook his head. “Just goes to show what a tough hunter Boba Fett is. That’s a dangerous game to play, letting an enemy as hard and determined as Bossk get away. You have to have some real confidence in your own abilities not to get a little nervous about a killer like that still floating around the galaxy, with your name at the top of his to-do list.”
“Well, that’s his problem, not ours.” Neelah’s brow furrowed as she tried to link up one tantalizing fragment of information with another. It was impossible; there were still too many pieces missing. Pieces that her own plans—and her life—might depend upon. “Look, you’ve got to tell me—”
One of Dengar’s eyebrows raised as he looked back at her. “Tell you what?”
“Tell me everything.” Neelah couldn’t keep a pleading tone from her voice. “Everything that I don’t know.”
“That could take a while.”
“All right; just about Bossk and Boba Fett, then.” She was desperately clutching at anything, any key to the past. If her own life, all that had happened to her before Jabba’s palace, was a mystery, she could at least dig out the true histories of those surrounding her. A key that would unlock all the dark secrets, or even a few, that Boba Fett kept behind the cold, hard gaze of his helmet—that could be worth a lot to her. Maybe everything, thought Neelah.
“Some of it you know already.” Dengar made a one-handed gesture, vague enough to indicate a point in time rather than space. “Back when we were still on Tatooine.”
That was true. There had been empty hours enough, while they had waited for Boba Fett’s resurrection, for some of the blanks to have been filled in. Or at least those that pertained to the history of Boba Fett and the Bounty Hunters Guild. Boba Fett was still the same, as though he were some deathless, immutable construct, but the Guild had gone through changes. What existed now was only that which remained after the various interlocking conspiracies and schemes had finished with it. Conspiracies, all of which had had Boba Fett at their center. An entire war had broken out among the bounty hunters, and not all of them had survived. And if any could be said to have won that war, it would be Boba Fett himself.
Dengar had enjoyed telling those war stories; she had sensed the admiration in his voice. Admiration for Boba Fett, for the sheer ruthless efficiency of his plans and actions. An efficiency and a ruthlessness that Dengar certainly knew he could never achieve; he could only partake of it vicariously. No wonder, thought Neelah, he fell for that partnership gambit. Even close to death, lying half-digested by the Sarlacc on the barren rocks of Tatooine’s Dune Sea, Boba Fett had been able to size up his target’s basic psychology. Size it up, and then use it all to his own advantage.
That was a little tougher for her. At least, so far. But Neelah knew that whatever Dengar told her about Fett, about the past maneuvers in that war among and between the bounty hunters, the details would tell her as much about Dengar as anyone else. Which would suit her just fine. That way, she thought, I’ll find out about both of them. Somewhere in there, she’d find something she could use …
“You’re right,” Neelah said aloud. “I know some of it. Thanks to you. Now how about the rest?”
Dengar regarded her in silence for a moment, then slowly nodded. “Okay.” He leaned back against the bulkhead. “I guess we’ve got time. Though that all depends on where we’re going, doesn’t it?”
“Boba Fett didn’t tell either one of us that.” Neelah settled back, arms crossed over her breast. “So you might as well start, and we’ll see how far we get.”
A half smile formed on Dengar’s face. “Maybe we’ll just get to the good parts.”
They’re all good, thought Neelah. As long as I get what I want.
She listened as the figure beside her started talking …
5
AND THEN …
(JUST AFTER THE EVENTS OF STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
“I’ve never been here before,” said the emissary from the Bounty Hunters Guild. “Though, of course, it’s been described to me many times.”
“How flattering it is to me to be the auditory recipient of such notice.” Kud’ar Mub’at folded another pair of his chitinous, spike-haired legs around himself. “To be spoken of in the corridors and nooks of the galaxy’s intrigues and powers—such a pleasure! Always!”
The compound lenses of the arachnoid assembler’s eyes watched in amusement as the Guild’s emissary tried to keep from actually touching any of the web’s fibrous—and living—structure. Silly creature, thought Kud’ar Mub’at; the amusement it felt was easily concealed behind its own narrow, triangular face. That was one of the advantages the assembler had over the members of nearly all the galaxy’s sentient species: it could read them as easily as a primitive ink-and-paper datasheet, while its own emotions and calculations remained a masked enigma to them.
Kud’ar Mub’at supposed that was why he’d always enjoyed dealing with the bounty hunter Boba Fett. With that visored mask on, the helmet of the Mandalorian armor he bore, Fett was a constant challenge to decipher and manipulate. A worthy opponent, mused the assembler. Even if he was already fated to lose, enmeshed in a larger, invisible, and inescapable web …
“You’ll have to excuse me, if I seem a little … uncomfortable.” The emissary’s name was Gleed Otondon; his host couldn’t tell from what miserably harsh outlying world he had originated, but it was obviously one that produced impressively bulky and well-equipped residents at the top of its food chain—the emissary was all leather-encased muscles with a horn-spiked skull and proboscis atop. His clawed hands twitched against his knees as he overwhelmed the guest’s chair near Kud’ar Mub’at’s thronelike nest. He glanced again at the densely intertwined fibers arching over his head. “Are you sure this place is airtight?”
“My dear and most precious Gleed—allay your fears.” If outright laughter had been in the repertoire of the assembler’s emotional responses, Kud’ar Mub’at might not have been able to restrain itself. “Reasonable as those apprehensions might be, I assure you that they are most unnecessary.” Perhaps even a little insulting, though the assembler kept that reaction to itself. It signaled to one of its corporeal-maintenance subnodes, a miniature version of its own spidery form. The wave of an upraised leg-tip was actually unnecessary; the little node was tethered to the assembler’s own central nervous system—as were all the living bits and pieces of the web, the partially differentiated inhabitants that Kud’ar Mub’at had spun from his own inmost being. “But I’ll check, just to be sure for my most esteemed visitor.”
Gleed Otondon shrank back, as though trying to hide inside his own body armor, as the summoned node scuttled past his shoulders, trailing a whitely glistening filament of neural connector tissue behind itself. The node perched alertly on the angle of Kud’ar Mub’at’s outstretched leg.
“Yes yes?” The node was all eagerness; it had been one of the assembler’s favorite creations, though the bouncy mannerisms were starting to wear thin now. “What can I do do do for you you?” And the echoing whole-word stutter in its vocal circuits was definitely annoying. Kud’ar Mub’at made a personal mental note, in the unshared segment of its own cerebral cortex, to eliminate that flaw with the subnode’s successor, after this one had been reingested. “Anything at all all?”
The curved walls of the web’s central chamber seemed to move and shift, all of the gathered subnodes turning the varying levels of their communal consciousness toward the discussion taking place in their midst. A general alert had gone out over the web’s neural fibers as to just how important these meetings were. Underneath a few dangling nodes, Gleed Otondon cringed at the sight of the bustling, enveloping activity.
“A status report, please.” Kud’ar Mub’at made a show of giving orders to the subnode clinging to its extended leg. That was all for their visitor’s benefit as well; there was no real need for courtesies being extended to things that were as much a part of the assembler as its own segmented abdomen and thorax. “Regarding our dear little home’s atmospheric pressure—is all as it should be, pray tell?”
The subnode was silent for a few seconds as it shifted its minimal nervous system into communication with the rest of the web’s bioengineering and homeostasis-maintenance nodes. Their wordless back-and-forth conference evoked a tingling sensation inside the tactile processors of Kud’ar Mub’at’s central cortex. For a moment, it could feel the interlaced network of the web’s outer sheath, as though its soft-abdomened body had expanded to the limits of its sensory perceptions.
Drifting amid the stars’ cold points of light, the web’s ropelike strands were studded with functioning scraps of various machines and spacecraft. Those bits and pieces were the only ones that the assembler hadn’t spun itself but had incorporated into its extended being, usually as the final payments due from one extortionate scheme or another. The foreclosed-upon debtors were usually expelled through one of the web’s annular exit ports, to deal with the vacuum as best they could. Kud’ar Mub’at’s interest in them ceased at that point; the assembler thought it morbidly uncouth to collect scraps of corpses as trophies, the way those reptilian Trandoshans did.
“Normal pressure loss experienced—” At Kud’ar Mub’at’s direction, one of the skittering voice-box subnodes took over from its exterior-maintenance webcousin, still sitting on their parents’ spider-jointed leg. The stutterless voice box dangled within inches of Gleed Otondon’s head; the emissary regarded it with evident dismay. “During reception of visitors and transfer from docking vessels, atmospheric generation stepped up two levels over subsequent time period, per standing orders for perimeter breach procedures.” The voice-box node fell silent for a few seconds as it received more data from the exterior sensors. The voice-box nodes were little more than articulating mouths and imbedded vocal cords; they didn’t possess enough separate memory to hold more than a few sentences at a time. “Internal web pressure currently at ninety-five percent of optimum volume; one hundred percent optimum within next hour.”
“There. You see?” Kud’ar Mub’at gestured with its extended leg. The assembler spoke rapidly, to keep its visitor from thinking about and commenting upon the one word—“vessels,” in the plural—that the voice-box node had let slip. That’s the problem, thought Kud’ar Mub’at, when you don’t give your underlings enough brains to think with. “Nothing at all to worry about.”
“If you say so.” The emissary from the Bounty Hunters Guild looked only slightly reassured.
The real worries, as always, belonged to Kud’ar Mub’at. Life itself, mused the assembler, is a burden. It was a constant temptation to design and create the web’s subnodes with enough cortical matter to render them capable of independent thought and action; that would have taken a great deal of the load off the assembler’s multiple shoulders. It might also, Kud’ar Mub’at reminded himself, take my head off those shoulders. The web had come to Kud’ar Mub’at as its inheritance, upon the death—murder, actually—of the arachnoid assembler that had spawned it. That might have been right and proper—Kud’ar Mub’at had never felt any guilt over the matter—but at the same time, it had no intention of making the same mistake itself, as its creator had.
“Ah, but I do say so.” Kud’ar Mub’at enacted a semblance of a gracious humanoid bow, spreading wide two of its jointed legs and bending forward, eye-studded head lowered. The shifting of the assembler’s weight momentarily lifted its pallid, wobbling abdomen from the living nest beneath; the concave subnode sighed and put its minimal intelligence to the task of reinflating its cushionlike bladder parts. “I make every effort for the comfort of my so highly esteemed guests. Such as yourself. Even if it did not facilitate the flowing conduct of business, I would still feel it incumbent upon me to do so, honored as I am by your presence.”
“Don’t bother.” The emissary’s unease shifted to annoyance. With a visible display of will, Gleed Otondon regained control of himself. “I’ve been informed about all your flattering language.” His eyes narrowed into a focus of distrust. “It won’t work on me.”
Ah, thought Kud’ar Mub’at to himself, keeping his satisfaction hidden. But it already has. One way or another …
“I’m sure,” soothed Kud’ar Mub’at, “that you don’t mean that in a hostile way. But of course, if you wanted to, that would be fine with me as well. I try to be accommodating, as I hope you’ve seen.” The assembler settled himself back down into the nest sub-node’s soft embrace. “May I prevail upon you for a very small, inconsequential kindness? If you’ll excuse me for a moment, I must confer with a few of my tiny minions. Trifles, mere details; such an annoyance.”
None of Kud’ar Mub’at’s multiple eyes had lids, but a slight opacity filmed over their bright beadlike surfaces as the assembler relaxed their focus. It tucked its legs around itself as a further indication of having withdrawn its attention. One of its tiniest creations, an optical subnode barely bigger than a humanoid thumb, peered out from behind a tangle of the web’s structural fibers. An unsheathed neural strand, white as spidersilk, conveyed a sharp image of the Guild emissary to the parent assembler’s cortex. Gleed Otondon looked grumpy and uncomfortable, obviously irritated by even the slightest delay in taking care of business.
Let him stew awhile, decided Kud’ar Mub’at. The assembler’s full consciousness had already siphoned along the connecting neural fibers to another part of the web.
And to another visitor.
“You look different,” said the Trandoshan bounty hunter. “From the last time I was here at the web.”
“Ah, my dear and most esteemed Bossk.” The web’s owner and creator, the arachnoid assembler Kud’ar Mub’at, traced a gesture with one upraised leg, signifying a galaxy’s worth of hard-won wisdom and regret. “You are still in the prime of a vigorous youthfulness. Is that not so? Whereas I myself …” The points of the tiny claws at the end of the leg tapped against a chitinous segment of exoskeletal carapace, just beneath the assembler’s triangular face, and where a heart would have been if its anatomy were closer to humanoid or reptilian. “I grow old and tired. Just as your beloved father Cradossk did, may his memory be enshrined among the stars.”
“Yeah, well, the old lizard isn’t going to get any older now. That’s for sure.” A glow of satisfaction kindled in Bossk’s own scale-covered breast. His father’s bones, gnawed and picked clean, rested in Bossk’s trophy chamber, where he could gloat and meditate over them, anytime he wished. Served him right, thought Bossk, grinding his fangs together as though retasting the memories of his predecessor. With Trandoshans, death was the penalty, not just for getting old and tired, but for getting in the way of the next generation—Bossk, specifically. If his father Cradossk hadn’t tried to hold on so tightly to the leadership of the Bounty Hunters Guild, things might not have gone so gruesomely for him. Or perhaps they might have; recycling the protein and other constituents of one’s elders was such a time-honored tradition among their species, it would have seemed a shame not to have carried it on, even if Cradossk had graciously surrendered the Guild’s leadership to his heir Bossk. “He was a tough old lizard,” mused Bossk aloud. His tongue traced the broken point of one of his own fangs. “In a lot of ways …”
“Deep is the measure of my own reminiscing,” said the assembler, “when I recall your father Cradossk. Many were the dealings I had with him; much business did we do together. And most of it was highly and mutually profitable, I assure you.”
“Believe me—I know all about that.” Bossk folded his arms across his chest; his elbow nudged one of his holstered blaster pistols. “I was in on a lot of that business. The profitable stuff—and the unprofitable.”
“Ah. What can I say?” Two of Kud’ar Mub’at’s legs lifted in an approximation of a shrug. “It’s a dangerous galaxy in which we live. Poor, struggling creatures that we are. Not everything works out as planned, does it?”
That’s the truth, brooded Bossk. He had long harbored the notion—more than that, a cherished dream—that when he took over the Bounty Hunters Guild from his father’s faltering claws, he would inherit a powerful and united organization, one that he would be able to rebuild into the dominant semilegal force among all the inhabited worlds. It could have been bigger than the great criminal syndicate Black Sun, inasmuch as the Guild had the ability to operate on both sides of the Empire’s laws. Criminal overlords such as Jabba the Hutt hired bounty hunters, as did Emperor Palpatine, by way of his various underlings. In that sense, bounty hunters had always operated as sanctioned lawbreakers, to the degree that their clients either didn’t care about or turned a blind eye to whatever methods were used to bring in the merchandise. Just as long as the job gets done, thought Bossk. It was a sweet arrangement … or had been.
The Trandoshan’s musings turned bitter. Real sweet … Bossk nodded slowly. Until Boba Fett screwed it up. Not for himself—but for the Bounty Hunters Guild. And worst of all: for Bossk.
“You seem pensive,” commented Kud’ar Mub’at, nesting across from where Bossk sat. “And so unfortunately melancholy. How that grieves me! Perhaps it would be better if we let the past be the past. And let go of those thorny memories that impinge upon the tender flesh of our bosoms.”
“Easy for you to say,” growled Bossk. As far as he could tell, nothing was poking at the assembler’s globular abdomen hard enough to draw blood. Whereas he could just about taste his own, filling his mouth. It was in Kud’ar Mub’at’s nature to have profited from the debacle that had befallen the Bounty Hunters Guild; Bossk wasn’t exactly sure how the assembler might have gained from it, but he was sure that it had happened. No wonder the spidery creature could be so gracious; it was doing all right, as it always had. But for himself and the Guild …
Properly speaking, it wasn’t even “the” Bounty Hunters Guild; not anymore, at least. That was more of Boba Fett’s doing, the tragic result of having let him into the Guild in the first place—a perfect example of how senile old Cradossk had gotten, for him to have fallen for that gambit. Bossk had been suspicious of Boba Fett’s intentions from the beginning. And his suspicions had turned out to be accurate: the outcome of Fett’s joining the Bounty Hunters Guild had been to split the organization into two, neither one of them as powerful as the original, and both factions locked in combat with each other. One faction—the True Guild, as it called itself—was led by the elders that had been the original Guild’s governing council behind Bossk’s father Cradossk. The other faction was primarily made up of the younger Guild members, who had chafed for so long underneath the increasingly slow and inept leadership of the bold bounty hunters, and who had seized upon the internecine turmoil created by Boba Fett as their chance to break away and form a new organization.
Bossk had thrown his lot in with the latter group, the Guild Reform Committee. It was a committee in name only; group leadership had ceased upon the Trandoshan’s assumption of its chairman position—now it was more of an efficient and brutal one-creature dictatorship, the exact image of what he had always intended the original Bounty Hunters Guild would become when his father Cradossk died. And it will be, Bossk had vowed. There was no room in the galaxy for two rival bounty hunter organizations; one of them would have to be exterminated. When that was taken care of—and Bossk had already set into motion his plans for accomplishing that particular task—then the Committee would resume the name of Bounty Hunters Guild. The one and only …
He had already removed a few personal obstacles to his control of the committee; if the bodies of some of the younger bounty hunters turned up in deliberately conspicuous places, it only served to illustrate the consequences of objecting to Bossk’s one-creature, top-of-the-food-chain management style. And if some—quite a number, actually—of the Guild Reform Committee’s rank-and-file decided that it was safer to go over to the old, stodgy True Guild, then Bossk considered it no great loss to his organization. Or to his plans. Who needs them? Bossk had long ago decided that it would be better to have fewer bounty hunters on his side, as long as they were also the tougher and more bloodthirsty and credits-hungry ones.
That had been the problem with the old Bounty Hunters Guild, one that he wasn’t going to repeat when he had finished his campaign to take over and install himself as the head of what should have been his rightful inheritance all along. There had been just too many bounty hunters in the original Guild; sheer numbers had kept individual profits down, as well as making the whole organization slow and inefficient. It was small wonder that a private, non-Guild operator such as Boba Fett had been able to steal all their action. And even less of a wonder that when Fett had applied for membership in the Bounty Hunters Guild—and had been accepted by that fool Cradossk and his council of advisers—he had been able to split the organization into fragments in hardly any time at all. Those other Guild members, brooded Bossk, they just weren’t up to Boba Fett’s speed. They had fallen for Boba Fett’s smooth line of talk—all that business about what the future was going to be like, and how they all had to work together—and they had suffered the consequences. The old Bounty Hunters Guild had been the only place where some—or even most—of those types had been able to survive … and without it, they were dead meat.
There weren’t many, out of the number that had gone over to the True Guild faction, that Bossk wasn’t going to let back into the reconstituted Bounty Hunters Guild. He had other plans for them, and their names on a list that he kept securely locked inside his head. Before it was all done, there would be quite a few corpses showing up in places where the right creatures would find out about them. Some might get dumped in the unlit doorway of the Mos Eisley cantina, back on that hole of a planet Tatooine. The silent bodies of onetime bounty hunters would serve as an effective message to all concerned: that Bossk was in business, and in charge of that business. All the galaxy’s creatures—whether they were underlings of Emperor Palpatine or criminals in league with Black Sun, Huttese independent operators or members of the Rebel Alliance—if they wanted to do business with the Bounty Hunters Guild, they would have to deal with Bossk, and on his terms. And those terms would be rough for them—all of them—and sweet, and profitable, for Bossk. He had already decided that.
But right now, he had other business to take care of. With an internal push of will, Bossk ended his idle—but pleasant—imaginings. Time enough later, he thought, for all that. After his own plans and schemes had come to glorious fulfillment. There would be a lot of bones added to Bossk’s memory chamber—including those of his archrival Boba Fett. That severed skull would be a particularly fine trophy, encased in its dark-visored helmet of a Mandalorian armor. But right now, if all those plans were to bear fruit, Bossk had to attend to his present business, no matter how unpleasant the surroundings. And repellent the creature to whom he had to speak.
Kud’ar Mub’at’s high-pitched voice cut through the last fragments of the Trandoshan’s reverie. “Please,” spoke the assembler, “consider yourself under no unseemly obligation to hurry. At least, do not do so for my benefit. As your humble servant, I wait upon your convenience.”
“Yeah, right.” Bossk focused his slit-pupiled gaze on the arachnoid squatting across from him, its spidery legs tucked around the pale globe of its abdomen. He was already wondering if there was some way to include Kud’ar Mub’at in his plans, so that the assembler’s hollowed-out exoskeleton wound up among his other trophies.
Kud’ar Mub’at watched … and approved.
The assembler’s most trusted creation, the accountant subnode named Balancesheet, was doing a good job of handling the Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk. Balancesheet took care of so many things now; the subnode’s responsibilities had expanded far beyond those for which Kud’ar Mub’at had designed it. Simple number-crunching and tracking the ebb and flow of credits in the web’s coffers—Kud’ar Mub’at should have known from the beginning, when he had just spun Balancesheet’s essential brain matter from the assembler’s own neurocortex, that the subnode would eventually turn out this way. It’s just like me, thought Kud’ar Mub’at with an unavoidable trace of parental pride. Cold and calculating, and so nicely devious.
Deviousness was called for, when one had twice as many visitors to the web—and twice as much business to conduct—as a single entity could take care of. Even as versatile and multitasking a creature as the arachnoid assembler had its limits. Plus there were additional difficulties with this particular pair of visitors: much trouble would ensue if either one found out that Kud’ar Mub’at was engaged in talks with the other. Gleed Otondon was here representing the interests of the True Guild, the loyalist faction of the now-splintered Bounty Hunters Guild, and Bossk …
Bossk represents himself, thought Kud’ar Mub’at with an inward, appreciative smile. Any other claim was a useful fiction, both for the Trandoshan and any other creature doing business with him. The Guild Reform Committee’s members might have been fooled, but Kud’ar Mub’at wasn’t. Bossk was an ambitious and ruthless individual, much as his father Cradossk had been before advancing age had rendered the elder Trandoshan slow and gullible—and dead, at the claws of his own offspring.
Using the neural feed from the optical subnode perched in one of the web’s smaller chambers, Kud’ar Mub’at viewed Bossk—and itself. The latter was also a useful fiction, though Bossk certainly wasn’t aware of it. Some time ago, years or even decades of Standard Time Units, the assembler had shed its external carapace but hadn’t discarded the hollow replica of itself. Kud’ar Mub’at had decided there might be other uses for the empty exoskeleton, and had even spun out from itself enough neurofiber and simple muscular tissue to turn its former shell into a controllable likeness of its own physical form. The masquerade was completed when the clever accountant subnode Balancesheet proved itself capable of crawling inside the shell, linking up to the neurofibers’ synaptic receptor points, and performing a passable imitation of its creator, the original Kud’ar Mub’at. Right down to my ornate language, Kud’ar Mub’at had judged. Such an apt pupil! The assembler’s own calculating nature was tinged for a moment with a warming emotional glow, a phenomenon otherwise unknown to him.
The simulated Kud’ar Mub’at, the carapace with the subnode Balancesheet inside, made its excuses to the grumbling Trandoshan. A moment later, the real Kud’ar Mub’at felt the tickle of the subnode’s consciousness, like a tug on the neurofiber connecting them.
Well done. Kud’ar Mub’at directed its own thoughts toward the subnode. You have this bounty hunter completely deceived.
Balancesheet responded with appropriate and becoming modesty. Your praise is unearned. It was easy. He wishes to believe the things he hears. My speaking is but your words in another mouth.
But nevertheless—performed with meritorious acuity. Kud’ar Mub’at had never lavished such words or thoughts on any of his other subnodes; that would have been like praising one of the compound eyes in the inverted triangle of its head or one of his multi-jointed legs, or any other mere part of itself. For that was all that the subnodes were, mere created extensions of the assembler’s self. To make such statements about the little accountant subnode only indicated how different Balancesheet was from the others in the web, and how much Kud’ar Mub’at had come to depend upon it.
Another emotion, that of anticipated regret, welled up inside Kud’ar Mub’at’s chitin-mantled breast. I’ll miss it when it’s gone. That thought was carefully kept from the subnode. Kud’ar Mub’at had no intention of letting Balancesheet discover the fate planned for it. The assembler had already decided that the accountant subnode’s days were numbered, no matter how useful and important it had become. The mere fact that Balancesheet had evolved and taken on such importance, becoming Kud’ar Mub’at’s most valuable creation, sealed its doom. Balancesheet already had developed more intelligence and independent volition than all of the web’s other subnodes combined—that was why it could handle such a task as imitating Kud’ar Mub’at, from inside the otherwise empty carapace.
In the far reaches of Kud’ar Mub’at’s memory, before it had become the galaxy’s leading fixer, arranger, and go-between for the various worlds’ criminal and semicriminal elements, it could remember having become just as valuable for the affairs of its predecessor, the arachnoid assembler that had spawned it as a mere subnode. That predecessor had wound up making the mistake that Kud’ar Mub’at had sworn not to repeat, that of letting one of its creations become too intelligent and independent. However valuable and convenient such a node’s services might be, they weren’t worth the price of eventual rebellion, mutiny, and murder. Patricide might be in the natural order of things for some species, an inevitable segment of the passage from one generation to the next—that was the way it was for Trandoshans like Bossk, from all reports. Whether it was the same for assemblers such as itself, Kud’ar Mub’at had no idea. The only other member of its species that Kud’ar Mub’at had known had been the one that had created it and that it had murdered and consumed in turn.
Those acts had seemed natural enough—or at least easy and satisfying—when Kud’ar Mub’at had done them. Sometimes though, in the web’s dark and silent drifting between stars, in those brief intervals when there was no business to be conducted, the assembler allowed itself to wonder if it might be the exception, an aberration from the natural order. Perhaps its millennia-old predecessor had grown old and tired, and had created and groomed its chosen successor with an innate capacity to rebel, kill, consume, and usurp. Perhaps it hadn’t been rebellion so much as fulfillment. The notion didn’t bother Kud’ar Mub’at; in fact, it gave the assembler a little glimmer of hope, deep inside itself. Perhaps Kud’ar Mub’at could trust the little accountant subnode named Balancesheet, no matter how smart and independent it had evolved to be; perhaps Kud’ar Mub’at wouldn’t have to destroy this most precious and worthy of all his creations, ingest its matter and spin out a new bookkeeping subnode, but one that could never replace dear little Balancesheet …
Kud’ar Mub’at pushed those thoughts away, as it had done so many times before. I can’t allow it. Thoughts such as those were not the cold and precise calculations by which it had reached its present position of real if hidden power and influence. Kud’ar Mub’at knew that any emotions, even those directed toward its most faithful subnodes, constituted a trap. A trap with Kud’ar Mub’at’s own death loaded into the catch of its spring.
Better it than me, Kud’ar Mub’at had already decided. Even though the assembler was connected by neural strands to all the web’s subnodes, it didn’t consider the whole lot of them to be identical with its own precious self. With the viewpoint from the dangling optical node, Kud’ar Mub’at regarded its own shed exoskeleton; the smaller form of Balancesheet, like a miniature version of its creator, was just barely visible, if one knew to look, behind the glossy transparency of the carapace’s compound eyes. How sad, thought Kud’ar Mub’at. With intelligence came deceit. It was ever thus, Kud’ar Mub’at supposed, inside the web and throughout that larger galaxy beyond it.
Nevertheless, the resolve to eliminate the accountant subnode had to be delayed, at least for a little while. Necessarily so, and not out of mere weakening sentiment; at this stage in the complicated plans regarding Boba Fett and the remnants of the former Bounty Hunters Guild, the assistance of little Balancesheet was still required. Kud’ar Mub’at knew the dangers of the game it was playing. When the pawns on the gameboard were like the Trandoshan Bossk, the results of one’s deceptive maneuvers being found out were inevitably fatal, and in the most unpleasant manner possible. Bossk didn’t yet know—and Kud’ar Mub’at was determined that he never would—that Boba Fett wasn’t the only creature involved in the breakup of the old Bounty Hunters Guild. The scheme hadn’t originated with Kud’ar Mub’at either, but had been brought to the assembler by that veritable eminence among plotters and double-dealers, Prince Xizor.
The Falleen noble was an altogether different type of creature from the so-easily hoodwinked Bossk. Both Falleens and Trandoshans were reptilian species, and equally cold-blooded. But a hot-tempered streak diluted the chill of Trandoshan blood; given the choice between successful scheming and disastrous violence, a creature such as Bossk would always go for the latter option. With Prince Xizor, as with all Falleens, nothing raised the temperature of his moods—the emotions that ran hot in other creatures, whether lust or other violence, were merely tools of Xizor’s precise and merciless mind. That was what Kud’ar Mub’at appreciated the most about doing business with him. When Xizor had been here at the web, laying out the scheme against the Bounty Hunters Guild, Kud’ar Mub’at had perceived more than a mere business associate in the Falleen. Xizor at least was a worthy opponent on the other side of the gameboard.
This one, however—
Another thought leaked into Kud’ar Mub’at’s central cortex. A moment passed before the assembler realized the thought wasn’t its own.
This one, came Balancesheet’s unspoken words, is too easy.
Another moment, as Kud’ar Mub’at recovered from its surprise. The accountant subnode’s thoughts had broken into Kud’ar Mub’at’s own, entirely unbidden. That had never happened before. And it had been in response to Kud’ar Mub’at’s interior musing about the differences between Trandoshans and Falleens. Those thoughts, the contrast between Bossk and Prince Xizor, had not been directed out along the web’s neural pathways, toward the subnode hidden inside Kud’ar Mub’at’s discarded exoskeleton.
It was listening, thought Kud’ar Mub’at. To me. And then Kud’ar Mub’at was unable to keep from wondering if the subnode had heard that thought as well.
Kud’ar Mub’at stilled all its thoughts, creating a perfect silence inside itself. For a few moments, all it did was wait and watch, letting the image from the optical node fill the momentary vacuum of its consciousness.
What would you have me do now?
Balancesheet had spoken again, the words forming inside Kud’ar Mub’at’s cortex, as real as the assembler’s own thoughts. Across from the sheltering carapace, the bounty hunter Bossk sat in the web chamber, unaware of the silent conversation taking place.
Only a few seconds had passed since the accountant subnode, pretending to be Kud’ar Mub’at, had made its excuses to the bounty hunter Bossk. Given the impatient nature of all Trandoshans, it was probably not a good idea to make him wait much longer. Kud’ar Mub’at regained enough of his internal composure to address the waiting Balancesheet.
Proceed with the negotiations, spoke Kud’ar Mub’at along the neurofibers connecting him to the subnode. The Trandoshan’s confidence has obviously been gained, due to the excellence of your masquerade performance. Kud’ar Mub’at kept the tone of its thoughts carefully unemotional and controlled, suppressing any sign of anxiety or suspicion on its part. If that is easy for you, so much the better.
The subnode’s response held the same apparent lack of emotion. As you wish, thought Balancesheet, and as you so wisely instructed me.
For a few seconds longer, Kud’ar Mub’at watched via the optical node in the smaller chamber as the disguised Balancesheet resumed its cajoling flattery of the Trandoshan Bossk. The assembler kept its own thoughts hidden, disconnected from the strands that might have conveyed them to the accountant subnode or any other that Kud’ar Mub’at had created. Its resolve, that it had already made regarding the fate of Balancesheet, was even stronger now.
As soon as this business with the Bounty Hunters Guild is over, Kud’ar Mub’at assured itself. Definitely. The assembler allowed its consciousness to flow back from the extended neural fibers of its web and recondense in its own body. Kud’ar Mub’at was once again aware of the main web chamber surrounding itself, where it had left Gleed Otondon, the True Guild’s emissary, waiting. Better safe than sorry …
“It’s about time,” Gleed Otondon grumbled as the assembler raised its head and blinked its multiple eyes. “I don’t have endless Standard Time Units to waste on this matter.”
“An infinity of apologies. My most profound regrets.” Kud’ar Mub’at rearranged itself into the gently sighing, accommodating nest. The assembler performed another imitation of a humanoid bow, lowering the narrow triangle of its head before the visitor. “Farthest from my mind is any wish to seem other than entirely honored by your presence; believe me.”
“Let’s just try to wrap this up.” The assembler’s flowery language produced a sour expression on Otondon’s sharply angled muzzle. “There’s really only one basic issue that needs to be settled. And it’s a simple one. Are you with us or not?”
“Pardon?” Kud’ar Mub’at spread wide two of its front legs. “What is the precise meaning of—‘with’? I don’t mean to imply that your words are not of pristine clarity, but—”
“Stow it.’ Gleed Otondon’s irritation was obvious. “You know what the score is. There are two factions that came out of the Bounty Hunters Guild, and there’s only going to be one left, eventually. And the True Guild plans on making sure it’s the one that survives.”
“But of course,” said Kud’ar Mub’at with a semblance of a smile on its triangular face. “Survival is such a lovely virtue. I’ve practiced it throughout the course of my existence.”
“Then you’ll want to go on practicing it, I bet.” Gleed Otondon leaned forward, his hard glare reflected in the assembler’s multiple eyes. “And the best way to do that is to make sure you’re on our side. The True Guild isn’t going to feel very friendly toward anyone who didn’t help it put the Bounty Hunters Guild back together again. Those renegades in that so-called Guild Reform Committee—they’re dead meat. And that’s what will happen to anybody else who gets too cozy with them.” Otondon turned his head to one side, peering more closely at the assembler across from him. “Just how cozy are you with Bossk and that bunch of his?”
“My dear Gleed.” With its upraised forelegs, Kud’ar Mub’at made a fluttering gesture. “I understand the appropriate nature of your inquiry, but I am a trifle shocked by it, nevertheless. Suspicion is all very fine—in your trade, it’s certainly a necessity—but I’ve never before been suspected of being an idiot. I do know how things work in this galaxy.”
“I thought you might.” Otondon’s smile was made even uglier with its suggestion of brotherly conspiracy. “You really aren’t an idiot, are you?”
But you might very well be. Kud’ar Mub’at kept his response unspoken. “I have not reached the advanced age and influential position that I possess by making poor choices as to friends and alliances.” The assembler tapped the claws at the ends of his forelegs together. “So you and the others in the True Guild—and of course I regret not having the opportunity and the pleasure to address each and every one of them directly—may rest in the utmost assurance that I am, as you say, ‘with’ them in this regard. And while the bonds of friendship and the great admiration I have for such eminent and respected bounty hunters as the members of the True Guild would naturally dictate such a response on my part, I would like to ease and reassure your mind even further. It’s good business as well, my dear Gleed.” The assembler refolded its legs around its cushion-cradled abdomen. “Business that I wish to continue carrying out in the future, as mutually profitable as it has been in the past.”
“I don’t know about ‘mutual,’ ” grumbled the True Guild’s emissary. “It always seemed to put more credits in your coffers than ours.”
“How grievously wounded I am to hear you say such a thing.” Kud’ar Mub’at let himself sink down into the soft embrace of its nest, the better to indicate its mortification. “Perhaps, at that happy time to come, when the upstarts have been so righteously and inevitably vanquished and the original Bounty Hunters Guild has been restored in all its glory, then we can go over our account books together and come to a financial reconciliation.” The assembler’s voice became even more soothing. “If you yourself were to feel that you had suffered some personal hardship, you and I could talk about it … privately. Yes?”
Otondon scratched his elongated chin. “Are you talking bribery?”
“Oh! That’s such a crude word, don’t you think?” Kud’ar Mub’at shook its head. “I prefer to regard such practices as merely a matter of making our friendship—the one between just you and me—even more satisfying than it has been already. And of course, as a matter of friendship, if you were to return to the other members of the True Guild, whose interests you so ably represent, and you were to assure them of the avidity with which I wish to maintain business interests with them …”
“Yeah, yeah; I understand what you’re getting at.” Otondon gave a slow nod. “But I’m not going to do anything like that if it isn’t true. The bit about you wanting to stay hooked up with the True Guild, and not having anything to do with Bossk and that Guild Reform Committee bunch.”
“But, my dear Gleed, that is the truth.” The assembler lifted one of its forelegs into the air with a dramatic flourish. “I swear it. Absolutely and unconditionally.” Kud’ar Mub’at tucked the leg back with the others around itself. “That’s not the sort of thing about which I’d even be capable of prevaricating.”
“It’d better be true,” said Otondon grimly. “Because it wouldn’t be worth my life to tell the other True Guild members that you’re with us, and then have them find out that you had handed us a line. Our kind of bounty hunters doesn’t reward stupidity.”
Too bad for you, thought Kud’ar Mub’at wryly. The assembler’s visitor would have done well for himself, if that had been the case. “Rest assured, my most precious Gleed, that the relationship between myself and the True Guild—and the Bounty Hunters Guild, when it has once again come into existence—will be one of exclusivity and mutual profitability. You have my word on it.”
“Good.” Otondon gave a satisfied nod. “You know … I kinda felt all along that we’d be able to do business together.”
Fool. This was the easiest sort of negotiation: telling someone exactly what they wanted to hear. Part of Kud’ar Mub’at wished that they could all be this easy; and in fact, most of them were. It was only when the arachnoid assembler was matching wits with creatures such as Prince Xizor or Boba Fett that the game became both dangerous and interesting. That was what the other part of Kud’ar Mub’at appreciated, what made its own existence worthwhile. The assembler had lived for a long time in the drifting web that it had inherited from its murdered predecessor. Kud’ar Mub’at had been putting together complicated deals and intricate, self-serving schemes before any of the creatures it now encountered had been born. When that much time passes, the search for a worthy opponent becomes an obsession.
That was why it had been inevitable that Kud’ar Mub’at would have let itself become involved in the scheme to break up the Bounty Hunters Guild. Not so much for the profits that would accrue to the assembler’s coffers—though the credits would in fact be substantial—but for the thrill of the game. And the quality of the opponents. Kud’ar Mub’at had been able to see past Prince Xizor, who had brought the scheme here to the web and laid it out before the assembler’s multiple eyes, all the way to Emperor Palpatine, so far away on the planet Coruscant. Strings as delicate and intricately connected as any in the web were being pulled, and not all of them were in Xizor’s hands. The Falleen noble enjoyed playing dangerous games as well—Xizor hadn’t risen to the top of the galaxy-spanning crime syndicate Black Sun without having a taste for risk, and the skills to pull off those kinds of gambits. Kud’ar Mub’at was well aware of how deeply Lord Vader, the Emperor’s black-robed fist, loathed and distrusted Xizor; the Falleen only had to make one wrong move, and every suspicion that Vader had planted in Palpatine’s thoughts would be confirmed—fatally so, for Xizor. When you play those kinds of games, mused Kud’ar Mub’at, for those kinds of stakes … you can’t complain about what happens when you lose.
In the minuscule heart inside its carapace, Kud’ar Mub’at felt sorry for the little accountant subnode Balancesheet. It had never played at that level, never developed those kinds of sharp, hard gaming skills. If Balancesheet had some notion of mutiny against its creator, as Kud’ar Mub’at had rebelled against its predecessor, it also had little idea of what it was risking. It might never know; the game, and its existence, would be over before it realized.
Such thoughts were pleasing, but there was business to be concluded. Kud’ar Mub’at turned its attention back to the True Guild emissary sitting before it.
“I’m sure your time is valuable, my dear Gleed.” The assembler swept two of its legs out before itself. “Much more so than mine, which is only well spent when it is given to wait upon visitors such as yourself. With that in mind, are we at last in perfect agreement and harmony? The interests of you and the other True Guild members are identical to my own, as far as I’m concerned.”
“They may not be identical,” said Gleed Otondon, “but I guess they’re close enough. For now.”
“Ah. So wisely put. I trust you’ll have no problem with going back to your fellow True Guild bounty hunters and assuring them that their friend and business associate Kud’ar Mub’at is indeed, as you say, ‘with’ them?”
“Maybe.” Otondon shrugged. “There’d be even less problem if we settled that other business as well. You know, the bit about the bribe.”
“That unpleasant word again.” From deep inside the feathery mandibles of its exhalation apertures, Kud’ar Mub’at sighed. “But I do know what you’re referring to. After all, I brought the matter up. A little more delicately, though.”
Avarice showed in Gleed Otondon’s smile. “If we could work it out right now, so that there were some tangible evidence along those lines … then I think we’d really be rolling. Got it?”
“Oh, yes. But of course.” With one claw tip, Kud’ar Mub’at scratched the lowest point of its triangular face. The emissary’s request for a transfer of credits, from the web’s coffers into his pocket, actually raised some difficulties for the assembler. Its accountant subnode Balancesheet usually handled all those kinds of financial details—but right now, Balancesheet was busy impersonating Kud’ar Mub’at from inside the assembler’s discarded exoskeleton. The Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk was unaware that the actual Kud’ar Mub’at had been in simultaneous negotiations all along, with one of Bossk’s enemies from the True Guild. And Kud’ar Mub’at had no intention of ending the masquerade; to do so would send both Bossk and Gleed Otondon into murderous rages, not directed at each other, but first at Kud’ar Mub’at. “Actually,” said the assembler after a moment of silence, “I’m very embarrassed, inasmuch as I cannot presently fulfill your eminently reasonable request.”
“What?” Gleed Otondon barked a harsh, skeptical laugh. “You gotta be joking. Everybody knows you’re stuffed with credits out here. After all the business you’ve done, you must be sitting on piles of them.”
“Sadly—that is not the case.” Kud’ar Mub’at gave a slow shake of his head. Around him, the assembler’s various subnodes gathered closer, like piteous orphans seeking shelter from cold stormwinds. Their various eyes turned toward Otondon’s face. “Not all of my business ventures turn out so well, as do those where I have joined my feeble abilities with those of your profession. That is why I am so eager to renew the bonds of mutually profitable loyalty between myself and the true heirs of the Bounty Hunters Guild’s mantle. There are so many untrustworthy and devious creatures in the galaxy, and I am but a humble go-between, a mere arranger of business between various parties … and I am so easily cheated out of what is rightfully due to me.” The assembler dabbed at a few of its beadlike eyes with a claw tip, though moist displays of emotion were physiologically impossible for it. “And I have so many expenses.” The tip of the claw pointed to the clustering subnodes. “Really … the upkeep on a place like this … it’s practically more a medical than a business expense …”
“Spare me.” The True Guild emissary gazed at the arachnoid creature with disgust. “You want to plead poverty, take up somebody else’s time.” Otondon began fastening the brass hooks of his outer cloak. “I don’t want to hear it. But don’t forget”—he stood up from where he had been sitting, then menacingly leaned over the assembler—“you owe me.”
“A debt of honor,” squeaked Kud’ar Mub’at, drawing back from Otondon’s jabbing forefinger. “Every Standard Time Unit will begin with my recall of exactly this matter.”
“Yeah, I bet.” With his massive shoulders almost scraping the chamber’s curved, fibrous walls, Otondon looked around himself. “How do I get out of here? I’ve got to get back to the Guild. They’ll be waiting for me.”
Kud’ar Mub’at let one of the internal guidance subnodes scurry away and lead Otondon to the web’s main docking area. There was another, smaller dock on the other side of the web; that was where the Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk’s ship Hound’s Tooth was moored, safely out of Gleed Otondon’s view. When Bossk had contacted Kud’ar Mub’at about coming out to the web, to have their business discussions together, the assembler had convinced him that there was a need for secrecy—powerful forces, hinted at but not named, were watching the web and keeping track of its visitors’ comings and goings. That had been enough to convince Bossk to go along with the approach and docking arrangements that had kept him unaware of the True Guild’s emissary entering the web at the same time. Gleed Otondon had been similarly hoodwinked, and just as easily.
Without leaving its nest in the web’s main chamber, Kud’ar Mub’at reconnected with the neural input from the optical node he’d used just a little while before. The deeply suspicious face of the Trandoshan Bossk immediately came into view, just as clear as if the assembler had been in the other chamber with him, instead of the disguised accountant subnode Balancesheet.
“What’s that?” Bossk turned his head, listening to some distant sound.
Over the elongated strand of silken neurofiber that connected them, Kud’ar Mub’at directed the optical node to refocus, so that the assembler’s discarded exoskeleton could be seen as well.
“Pardon?” A voice identical to Kud’ar Mub’at’s spoke from inside the carapace. The accountant subnode Balancesheet spread two of the exoskeleton’s forelegs apart in a gesture of bafflement. “To what do you refer?”
“What I heard … just now.” The nostrils on Bossk’s scale-covered snout flared wider, as though he could breathe in some telltale molecules from the web’s recycled atmosphere. “Sounded like a ship taking off.”
In the vacuum of space outside the drifting web, the rush of the low-power docking engines from Gleed Otondon’s ship would have been inaudible. But enough vibrations, from the disengagement of the docking subnodes, had traveled through the structural fibers of the web’s exterior for Bossk’s sensitive hearing to have picked up.
A smaller tremor, one of apprehension, moved inside Kud’ar Mub’at’s chitinous body. If Balancesheet, inside the assembler’s shed carapace, bobbled its response, then Bossk might very well leap to the conclusion—accurate enough—that the web had had another visitor while he had been here.
“Yes, it did sound like that, didn’t it?”
All of Kud’ar Mub’at’s spidery legs clenched around its nest, as it heard the distant subnode’s words.
“But,” continued Balancesheet’s voice, “of course it wasn’t. How could it be?”
In the view from the optical node, dangling from the ceiling of the smaller chamber, Bossk’s slit-eyed glance turned toward the carapace with Balancesheet inside. “You tell me,” said Bossk, “just why it wasn’t a ship leaving here.”
“It’s simple enough,” said Balancesheet mildly. “My dear Bossk, the only reason any sentient creature comes to my humble web is to conduct business with me. And very grateful I am for their visits. But you see me before you right now, don’t you? And for all this time that we’ve been together, and that I have enjoyed to such a degree—is that not so? I couldn’t very well have been discussing business affairs with any other creature, as you’ve had my undivided attention all the while.” A set of the exoskeleton’s shoulders lifted in a parody of a humanoid shrug. “So why would anyone else have been here? Really—I don’t delude myself that my home has charm sufficient to attract guests for any other reason.”
Bossk’s eyes squinted even narrower, signaling deep distrust. The scales of his brow tightened as the brain behind them scrabbled at the problem. “So what was it, then?”
“Merely the waste disposal function here aboard my web.” The Balancesheet-steered carapace slowly shook its head. “How embarrassing to talk of such things, rude plumbing and all! But I have the same housekeeping dilemmas as any other vessel that moves through such empty space as that surrounding us. Some certain waste products must be jettisoned, and for hygiene’s sake, it’s best to expel them with sufficient velocity to leave the navigational zone around oneself free of—shall we say?—distasteful impediments.” The carapace’s triangular face, a replica of Kud’ar Mub’at’s own, displayed a slight smile. “Really, my dear Bossk, even the ships of Palpatine’s Imperial Navy do very much the same thing.”
“Oh. Yeah …” Bossk slowly nodded. “I guess you’re right.”
Not really, thought Kud’ar Mub’at to itself. Though the assembler admired the fabrication it had just heard the accountant subnode deliver, the truth was that the web completely recycled its constituent matter. Kud’ar Mub’at had an instinctive aversion to letting go of any particle, no matter how small or insignificant, that had ever entered the web’s living construct. To do so would have been like losing a piece of the assembler’s own body. But, it admitted, as long as this Trandoshan is fooled, the truth hardly matters …
When Bossk had finally departed the web, the Hound’s Tooth released from the docking subnodes a safe interval of time after the other ship’s disembarking, Kud’ar Mub’at complimented its creation on the quick and sure handling of the bounty hunter’s suspicions.
“Well done,” said Kud’ar Mub’at. Secure in the embrace of its pneumatic nest, the assembler let the accountant subnode perch on the claw tip of one raised foreleg. In the distant and smaller chamber, the shed exoskeleton was once again a hollow likeness of the assembler’s physical form. “You handled the Trandoshan in a way to inspire pride amid the internal organs of your creator.”
“Merely a matter of business.” Balancesheet displayed no embarrassment at receiving such praise. “If I show a facility in that regard, it is because all interactions between sentient creatures can be reduced to a matter of credits, expenditures, and debits.” One of the accountant subnode’s limbs traced the outline of a zero in the air. “Sum and divide.”
“And divide and conquer.” Though, of course, “conquest” was rhetoric a little grander than absolutely necessary. Kud’ar Mub’at was perfectly satisfied with a higher than average rate of profit. “That’s always the best advice.”
Kud’ar Mub’at let the accountant subnode scuttle back into its usual resting place, deep in the internal corridors of the web. If the assembler wasn’t careful, its rudimentary heart might soften once again toward the smaller replica of itself. Much had been accomplished with the subnode’s assistance: the Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk had gone away, convinced of the same thing that his opponent Gleed Otondon was, that Kud’ar Mub’at and all its devious scheming was allied to the interests of his fragment of the old Bounty Hunters Guild. Let them go on believing that, thought Kud’ar Mub’at. When they found out otherwise, it would be too late for them to do anything about it. Whether the True Guild or the Guild Reform Committee won their battle with each other, that mattered little. As long as Kud’ar Mub’at won …
The assembler folded its legs around itself, and meditated over what the next steps in its scheming should be.
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“Here is the report, Your Excellency.”
Slouched in the form-chair in his private quarters, Prince Xizor extended his hand and took the single sheet of flimsiplast that the bowing lackey offered to him. The lackey tucked the silver tray under his arm and withdrew, still bowing. The creature’s existence was already banished from the Falleen prince’s mind, even before the tall, ornately worked doors closed once more.
Xizor preferred solitude in moments such as this. Not so much to maintain secrecy—the throne room was surrounded by minions who were, out of fear or loyalty, as dedicated to the Black Sun organization as he was—but to have the course of his thoughts undisturbed by the clatter of other creatures’ words. Those from different planets and genetics—they were for amusement or profit. Xizor had had ample reason to congratulate himself in the past, for having found ways of combining those goals. Falleen pheromones had a powerful effect on the female members of most of the galaxy’s sentient species—and enough of those were sufficiently satisfying to Xizor’s tastes that he could pleasure himself with these easy conquests. If at the same time, he could advance his own and Black Sun’s agenda by overpowering a high-ranking female diplomat or envoy, either from the old Republic or this new upstart Rebel Alliance, then so much the better. But when everything he wished had been accomplished, the same cold smile would cross the sharp-edged angles of his face, the deep violet of his reptilian eyes vanishing behind mocking slits, as with a simple gesture of farewell he would make it clear that the female’s desperate obsessions were no longer any concern of his. For a Falleen, sexual conquest was best savored in memory, like a trophy installed in the labyrinthian corridors fortressed inside his green-hued skull.
As cold-blooded as the reptilian Falleen physiology was, there actually was a hot-blooded element to their psyche. In this, the species was similar to the Trandoshans, however grossly ugly those creatures’ scaly and large-fanged appearance. By contrast to a Trandoshan, a Falleen such as Xizor exhibited a haughty, fine-boned elegance that was as much a factor in their legendary sexual prowess as the powerful pheromones exuded from their silk-grained skin. What the two species shared, though, was the speed with which their satiated appetites returned, as hungry as ever. For Trandoshans, hunger was centered in their gut; their brains, what there were of them, were servants to a basically primitive carnivore nature. To best an enemy was to eat him. We Falleens, thought Xizor, are a little more subtle than that …
The anticipation of his next pleasures would have to wait, there was more immediate business at hand. Words were already forming on the surface of the flimsiplast, darkening into legibility.
While a species characteristic, the exuded pheromones differed enough from one individual Falleen to the next that they could function as a coded trigger for security devices. The chemical reaction taking place in the fibers of the flimsi could only have been initiated by physical contact with Prince Xizor’s fingertips. He raised the sheet in his hand, holding it at a comfortable distance from his gaze.
It was a report from one of his chief lieutenants in the Black Sun organization, the Kian’thar named Kreet’ah. Vigo Kreet’ah, to use the title of honor he had earned through his faithful service; always loyal, occasionally cunning, and often violent. Kreet’ah had some excellent sources of information planted throughout the galaxy; Kian’tharan family and liege relationships were so intricate—their reproductive processes required fertilized ova to be handed down through three generations of nonconsanguine affiliate clans before birth—that outsiders had little chance of sorting through all the levels of cousin and sibling status on the Kian’tharan home planet. At the same time, the entire species had deceptively honest faces, which made it easy for them to work their way into other sentient creatures’ trust. As had more than one of Kreet’ah’s sub-α kin, inside the various widespread financial institutions that serviced the galaxy’s less-than-savory business enterprises. Those businesses included the arachnoid assembler Kud’ar Mub’at’s activities as a go-between for bounty hunters and their clients. Kreet’ah’s agents reported to him on a regular basis, about every significant piece of information that came past their multilensed eyes.
This particular datum was one for which Prince Xizor had been waiting. He had specifically ordered the information to be determined by Kreet’ah’s sources. It pleased him to know what other sentient creatures were up to, especially when the data was stolen right from beneath their noses, if they had them.
BOTH REMAINING FACTIONS OF BOUNTY HUNTERS GUILD IN COMMUNICATION WITH KUD’AR MUB’AT—Xizor appreciated brevity and conciseness in such reports. OTONDON OF TRUE GUILD AND BOSSK OF GUILD REFORM COMMITTEE SIGHTED ABOARD WEB.
How intriguing, thought Prince Xizor. Not that the news surprised him. More than anything, it confirmed both the excellence of his own plans and his ability to predict just what the other players in this game would do. All that was left was for him to decide his own next move.
Only a few seconds had passed from Xizor’s examination of Vigo Kreet’ah’s report to his complete understanding of all that it meant. The subtle pheromones exuded by his body had another effect on the keyed chemicals imbedded in the flimsiplast. All the words were suddenly hidden by a burst of flame, as the flimsi’s fibers self-ignited. In a moment, the report was a rose flower of black ash, curling in Xizor’s palm. The momentary heat was a trifle, barely a test of his rigorously maintained self-control; his martial training had inured him to pain much greater than this. Even before the flames had died, he crushed the remnants of the burning flimsi into a smear of dust inside his fist. The message it had contained was now safely extinguished from the universe.
Or almost gone. The words still resided in Prince Xizor’s memory—and that of his trusted lieutenant, Vigo Kreet’ah. There was power in knowledge, especially the knowledge of secret things. Other creatures’ secrets; and when the information was something that was of interest and importance to Emperor Palpatine, then the secret was very powerful indeed. A shame, mused Xizor, that it should be diminished by anyone else being a party to it. Secrets had finite energy; each sentient creature added to the knowledge diluted that strength. Even a Black Sun Vigo such as Kreet’ah, who supposedly had the organization’s interests at heart just as much as his overlord did—Xizor would have to make a strategic decision about that. A personnel decision; granted, Kreet’ah’s loyalty was proverbial inside the Black Sun ranks … but there were younger, up-and-coming foot soldiers who would welcome the chance at a promotion. If a vacancy at the top should some day appear …
Xizor brushed the vanished report’s ashes from his hand; the black flakes drifted, almost weightless, against the folds of his cape. For another few seconds, he weighed Vigo Kreet’ah’s existence in the delicately balanced scales of his thoughts—and made his decision. Kreet’ah would live, at least for a while longer. An underling’s unswerving loyalty deserved some consideration, after all—at least enough to purchase someone like Kreet’ah a little more life and breathing space.
Besides, there were other matters to think about, even just in connection with what Kreet’ah’s report had told him. The lids of Xizor’s violet eyes drew down to mere slits as he turned the datum over in his mind, as though he were examining every facet of a rare but toxic gem. In his own private vaults, separate from Black Sun’s treasure-laden coffers, were inert-metal cylinders that safely held inside the rarest of green diamonds. There were other gemstones in the galaxy that were even rarer, more valuable, and more beautiful—a diamond, after all, was nothing more than carbon. But to hold one of these on the palm of one’s hand for even thirty seconds was to receive a lethal dose of radioactive emissions. That was what made them so precious in Xizor’s estimation.
On a few occasions, he had bestowed one as a gift upon one of his mistresses, when the affair had been over in his mind but not in hers. At a safe distance, of course—the tiny box would be sent by an expendable messenger, who would also perform the service of hanging the gem on its platinite chain around the female’s elegantly formed neck. And then, at the appropriate time, a more valuable Black Sun member, a stealth-burglar with expertise in hazardous materials, would fetch the green diamond back, when it had done its task of creating such a beautiful corpse.
It had occurred to Prince Xizor that some types of valuable knowledge were exactly like those toxic gems in his collection. Much to be desired, and with their undeniable uses—but sometimes deadly to those who held them. A truism throughout the galaxy: corpses were the best sharers of secrets.
Xizor nodded slowly to himself, his hands nervelessly still upon the arms of the form-chair. There was a risk to himself that came with such valuable knowledge. Emperor Palpatine still seemed to be unaware that one of his own most trusted lieutenants was also overlord of the galaxy’s supreme criminal organization—even though Lord Vader had voiced his own suspicions in that regard to the Emperor, and more than once. But Palpatine must know, brooded Xizor. It was impossible to believe that the Emperor, with his near omniscience about everything that happened in the galaxy, would not know something like that. So, thought Xizor, he must have his own reasons for wanting it to appear otherwise. Emperor Palpatine was a master of subtle strategy; perhaps it suited his purposes to allow Black Sun a free hand for the time being. If Palpatine were to make a move against the criminal organization at a time like this, he would find himself in that worst of all possible military and political situations, a two-front war; even the Empire, with all its resources, could find itself grievously stretched by combating the Rebel Alliance and Black Sun simultaneously. And Palpatine could not eliminate Prince Xizor from his court and at least the appearance of his confidences without triggering hostilities with Black Sun.
Obviously, for Emperor Palpatine it would be better to leave Xizor untouched—for now. But Xizor was not such a fool as to think himself thereby immune from all danger. Any indiscretions on his part—if the galaxy at large were to learn of his being the head of Black Sun—and the Emperor’s hand would be forced, no matter what the cost. Palpatine’s control over his dominions was not yet so strong that he could risk the Empire appearing to have traitors at its very heart.
He knows, thought Xizor, but others don’t. That was the important thing. It was not for the sake of deceiving Palpatine, but for maintaining the galaxy’s ignorance, that it was crucial no connection could be made between Vigo Kreet’ah’s network of spies and the ultimate recipient of their information, Prince Xizor himself.
If the trail of data could be determined, from Kreet’ah’s sources, then to the Black Sun organization—then it would be very difficult to avoid having the connection made, even without any hard evidence, between Black Sun and Xizor himself. The Emperor might ignore it, as he had ignored other evidence before. But others—such as the Rebel Alliance—might not. And that might be the point when Emperor Palpatine would finally act, with swift and fatal results.
There were more difficulties involved in keeping these matters secret, Xizor knew, than just keeping his own silence. A link in the chain leading to him had to be destroyed, vaporized as if struck with a blaster bolt. He had already decided that Kreet’ah was still worth more to him alive than dead. So some other link would have to be eliminated. Kreet’ah himself could take care of that; a Black Sun Vigo could easily arrange for the sudden disappearance of a few of his own information sources. Then it would just be a matter of Kreet’ah rebuilding his network of spies inside the Rebel Alliance, with a few more barriers between them and Black Sun—troublesome, but not impossible.
Xizor had already made a mental note as to what instructions he would give to Kreet’ah. He expected no objection from the Kian’tharan; it was more a matter of standard operating procedure than anything else. Standard … and familiar. A smile played at the corner of his mouth. Even, thought Xizor to himself, somewhat enjoyable.
That was his one regret about sparing Kreet’ah’s life. Now he wouldn’t have the pleasure of taking it.
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A moment comes, when a target is sighted and locked upon, and all one has to do is press the trigger stud underneath one’s thumb. Boba Fett had had many such moments in his career, enough so that there was no longer any physiological response, no speeding of the pulse, no tightening of the breath beneath his dark-visored helmet, no trickle of adrenaline into the veins of the body that bore the Mandalorian battle armor …
But there was still a deep sense of satisfaction, an almost spiritual glow at the core of his being. It was what he lived for, even more than the credits that all his hard work brought in.
In the cockpit of Slave I, Boba Fett’s gloved hands moved swiftly across the navigation controls. The ship’s velocity was already max’ed out, the thrust from the custom-designed—and expensive—Mandal Motors engines ramped to overload. A shimmering vibration traveled through Slave I’s structural frame, blurring the gauges and readouts beneath Boba Fett’s fingers. In the cockpit’s viewport, against a backdrop of unwavering stars, could be seen the trailing jets of the ship that Fett pursued. He’s good, Boba Fett thought grudgingly. But not good enough.
The other ship, an Incom Corporation Z-95 Headhunter, was perfectly suited for just such high-speed chase and evasion maneuvers. This particular one had been modified with an additional passenger area, reaching from an expanded cockpit and along the main fuselage. The ungainly structural addition would create a negative aerodynamic drag inside a planet’s atmosphere, but in the vacuum of space there was little effect on the craft’s speed. Boba Fett knew who the pilot was, a free-lance hunt saboteur named N’dru Suhlak; a kid who had washed out of the Rebel Alliance’s Tierfon Fighter Base not for lack of flying skills, but an excess of insubordination. The expertise and training that Suhlak had picked up while he was hanging out with ace pilots like Jek Porkins and Wes Janson, plus his own natural abilities—there were just some things in this galaxy that you had to be born with—had quickly gotten him to the top of his chosen speciality. It was one for which he commanded top credits: a hunt saboteur’s trade was essentially the secure transport and delivery of hard merchandise, one creature at a time. Suhlak made the claim that he could get any sentient creature with a bounty posted on its head—that was what “hard merchandise” meant, in bounty hunter jargon—from Point A to Point B without getting intercepted, no matter who was gunning for the cargo.
Big talk, thought Boba Fett as he punched in another course micro-correction to stay on the Z-95’s tail. But the kid had proved he had the pilot chops, getting past even the few other bounty hunters for which Fett had any respect at all. IG-88, the droid bounty hunter, had been blitzed so fast that the optical processors inside its durasteel head hadn’t even spotted Suhlak getting past its interceptor stakeout point. Most of the other bounty hunters, even before the Bounty Hunters Guild had split up into its two main factions, had made it a general rule not to pursue Suhlak’s ship, the pursuit being a waste of time and fuel—and one’s life. Not all of Suhlak’s escape maneuvers were based on speed alone.
Boba Fett punched in an override command, diverting Slave I’s excess atmospheric-maintenance functions to the cooling system for the main thrust engine. If there had been anyone in the holding cages below the cockpit area, they would have been asphyxiated in a few Standard Time Units. But Slave I wasn’t carrying any passengers, willing or unwilling, right now. Fett’s ship had been lurking in the debris shadow cast by a ring of wrecked and stripped star freighters above the toxic atmosphere of the planet Uhltenden; he had been waiting, with all propulsion systems in abeyance-trigger mode, for Suhlak’s Z-95 to show up. When it had, the chase was on.
N’dru Suhlak had been either lucky or smart so far not to have crossed Boba Fett’s path. The merchandise that Suhlak had ferried had all been below Fett’s threshold of interest. Letting the kid get away with it, for as long as there was no impact on Fett’s business interests, had been a good way of letting Suhlak grow overconfident. Any misestimation of one’s skills—or one’s luck—was a fatal error when Boba Fett was involved. You’ve made your mistake now, Fett silently told the ship speeding through the vacuum ahead.
He kept one gloved hand hovering close to Slave I’s hyperdrive controls. No astrogation coordinates had been read out of the navicomputer and locked in yet, but the tracking devices and targeting computer were ready to go. If Suhlak had made one more mistake, that of taking the little Z-95 into hyperspace, he would have found Slave I right on top of him when he emerged back into realspace. Nobody escaped from Boba Fett that easily. He must know it’s me, thought Fett, right behind him. The helmet of the Mandalorian armor nodded slowly as its bearer gazed out the cockpit viewport. His nod indicated both satisfaction and anticipation; the pursuit and the inevitable capture would be all the better now.
The Z-95 suddenly disappeared from sight.
Fett’s hand darted closer to the hyperdrive controls, stopping a fraction of a centimeter before hitting them. The tracker lock-on signals hadn’t flared red yet. He’s still here. Boba Fett leaned forward in the pilot’s chair, bringing his visored sight closer to the cockpit’s forward viewport. His appreciation for Suhlak’s skills had gone up a notch. It’d been a smooth maneuver, and one that Fett hadn’t encountered before. If he’d been fooled into jumping into hyperspace, even for a moment, by the time he’d gotten Slave I back out to this navigational sector, Suhlak could easily have gotten an insurmountable lead. Or if not insurmountable—Fett didn’t admit that possibility; it hadn’t happened yet—then one that would have taken a lot more work and time to overcome. That cut into his profits, a notion that was the only one that could evoke his anger.
He quickly scanned the bank of tracking indicators, while pushing forward the linear aperture control from near vicinity to far. The thermal and radiation trackers showed no sudden bump in the emission profile of Suhlak’s Z-95; if he had taken some sharp vector away from his previous course, those trackers would have picked up the additional thrust necessary, even if Suhlak had been able to conceal the visual flare from his ship’s engines.
The puzzle of N’dru Suhlak’s sudden disappearance, along with the hard merchandise he was carrying aboard his ship, intrigued Boba Fett on a coldly rational basis. He wasn’t concerned—yet—whether he’d figure out the answer in time to catch the fleeing hunt saboteur. If he’s here—and Suhlak had to be—then I’ll find him …
It wouldn’t do to overshoot whatever hiding place the Z-95 had found. Boba Fett reached over and damped the main thrust engine. The slight vibration in Slave I’s frame ceased as the ship immediately lost speed.
That was what saved him.
At the upper edge of the viewport, Boba Fett saw one of the visible stars shimmer momentarily, vanish, and then reappear in the same location. Without conscious thought, but only pure reaction, his hand flew from the engine controls to the reverse thrusters. His palm hammered flat the thruster controls, giving them maximum power.
A split second later, Slave I hit the invisible object whose presence Fett had barely managed to detect.
The impact tore him from the pilot’s chair, sending him tumbling across the curved bank of the cockpit controls. His spine struck the clear transparisteel of the viewport, a blow hard enough to send a shock of pain into the center of his skull, blinding him. If he had still been carrying the back-mounted weapons he wore when outside the ship, their sharper edges would have crushed his cervical vertebrae and left him paralyzed, helpless against whatever happened next.
The pain ebbed a fraction, enough for Boba Fett’s blood-reddened vision to clear. At the limits of his consciousness, he could hear Slave I’s perimeter-breach alarms sounding with high-pitched, ululating cries. The vertical, tail-downward flight position of his ship—the engines’ thrust-ports were all mounted on the hull side opposite the rounded curve of the cockpit—had resulted in the main viewport being the part to take the brunt of the collision with the unseen obstacle. Or seen too late to prevent a crash; the memory of the brief glimpse Boba Fett had caught, the telltale shimmer and reappearance of a star at the edge of the viewport, was still vivid.
At least, he had been able to slam on the reverse thrusters in time. There was an inherent limit to transparisteel’s toughness; there had to be, for it to have enough of a glasslike refractive index to be used in viewports. If Slave I had been traveling any faster, the rounded exterior shape of the cockpit would have shattered like a crystal egg. Boba Fett would have found himself breathing vacuum, surrounded by glittering shards.
The ship’s artificial gravity was still working; he managed to scramble back down to the pilot’s chair from which he had been thrown. The alarm signals were still shrill and loud in his ears. That meant Slave I was still losing internal atmospheric pressure. Boba Fett made a quick visual scan of the viewport arching before the control panels. There was no crack in the transparisteel, but the crash had been hard enough to loosen a section of interstitial bond between the clear material and the surrounding durasteel of the hull.
“Activate emergency weld sequence.” The procedure was one of the few keyed to a voice command for the onboard computer. Fett had anticipated that if it had ever become necessary, he might not have been able to reach the cockpit controls at a time when speed was of the essence. He quickly gave the structural coordinates for the leaking section of the viewport bond; every millimeter of Slave I was precisely charted in Boba Fett’s memory, as clear as if he had been looking at the original blueprints and design parameters. “Initiate thermal ramp—now.”
He could feel the glow of heat through the dark, T-shaped visor of his helmet as the circuits laid in the cockpit’s surrounding bulkhead powered up. A moment later the durasteel next to the viewport leak turned red, then white-hot; the crystalline structure of the metal turned ductile, just enough for the seal to reform around the transparisteel. The perimeter alarms fell silent as the loss of atmosphere tapered down to just a few molecules hissing out into space, then none at all.
The whole emergency repair process had taken only a few seconds. Slave I was like a living organism, designed in its essence to heal itself. Boba Fett could feel in his own nerve endings when that happened, just as any wound to the ship’s fabric was sensed as a wound to himself. The only things closer to him, even more of a perceived extension to his spirit, were the weapons he carried. Those were as much a part of him as his own hands, instruments of his will.
Losing even a few seconds in the pursuit of N’dru Suhlak and his cargo was irksome. And to have it caused by a trap like this one turned Boba Fett’s durasteel-like resolve even harder and colder.
The mechanics of the trap were close enough now for him to easily discern. Floating in space just in front of Slave I was a sheet of mass-altered, optic-filterable transparisteel, its jagged edges reaching out wider than the ship’s hull. Suhlak must have gotten it from the ring of transport wreckage in orbit around Uhltenden; Boba Fett recalled that some of the wrecked freighters had been hijacked supply ships bound for the construction docks of Kuat Drive Yards. Chances were good that they might have been carrying advanced armaments-technology supplies—and that Suhlak had put them to use for his own escape route scheme.
Optic-filterable transparisteel hadn’t been developed for observation purposes, but for armor plating of heavy destroyers and cruisers in the Imperial Navy, as well as tactical camouflage. The light transmitted through it could actually be routed, through interior “bucket-brigade” datalinks, from one side of a ship to another, effectively passing on the visual perceptions to an outside observer. A crude form of simulated invisibility, but with one important strategic advantage. The nano-tech datalinks could also be programmed to filter out any specific visual data, such as the presence of other navy ships … or the trail of a speeding Z-95 Headhunter. The optical image sent through the filterable transparisteel would show the distant stars on the other side of the barrier, and nothing else. Boba Fett realized that had been how N’dru Suhlak had managed to disappear from view, while the thermal and radioactive profiles from his small ship had continued to register on Slave I’s tracking systems. A perfect trap … or almost. The only thing that had saved Boba Fett from a fatal crash into the floating barrier had been his lightning-fast reactions and the quick response of Slave I’s reverse thrusters.
That still left the small matter of catching Suhlak’s Z-95, which had an even bigger lead now than it had before.
Or did it? Boba Fett’s preeminence in the bounty hunter trade was based on more than mere weaponry skills. Psychology played a significant part as well. Without ever having met him face-to-face, he had a good notion of how Suhlak’s brain worked. Cocky, thought Fett as he reached out toward the cockpit’s control panel. And not quite smart enough to play it safe, and just run when he’s got the chance.
With a few quick adjustments, Boba Fett extended Slave I’s docking claw; the sharpened points of the pincerlike extension dug hold of the huge piece of optic-filterable transparisteel. Fett slammed the joystick control hard to one side, simultaneously releasing the claw’s grip. Through the forward viewport, he saw the distant stars shimmer and then become clear and focused once more, as the jagged-edged sheet of armor-thick, glass-clear material tumbled to one side of the ship.
There he is. Straight ahead through the cockpit’s forward viewport, Boba Fett saw Suhlak’s Z-95. Closer than it had been when he had been chasing the smaller craft, and with its powerful thruster engines damped down to standby level. Suhlak had turned his ship around, angling it back toward the vector it had previously traveled, so that he could get a clear view of Slave I crashing into the barrier trap he had set in place. And a perfect shot of Boba Fett dying in that crash. Only, thought Fett, it didn’t work out quite like that.
And now there was no place for Suhlak to run. This close, he would never be able to maneuver his ship around, rev up its thruster engines, and hit top velocity before Slave I would be able to catch up with him.
Boba Fett slammed his palm down upon the thruster controls of his own ship. In its viewport, the Z-95 loomed closer and larger, like a bull’s-eye target under high magnification.
The first crash had been satisfying enough to watch. N’dru Suhlak had smiled to himself, imagining the famous bounty hunter tumbling head over heels inside the cockpit of his ship, caught by an invisible trap.
The second crash was glorious.
“You see?” Suhlak turned away from the Headhunter’s viewport and displayed his self-satisfied smile to his only passenger. “So much for your unstoppable, implacable pursuer, the great Boba Fett.”
Beside him, the Twi’lek Ob Fortuna, former majordomo at the headquarters of the Bounty Hunters Guild, leaned closer toward the transparent curve of the viewport. The Twi’lek’s eyes, like those of all the males of his species, were usually half-concealed behind their lids, perfectly suiting his darting, sneaking gaze. But now those eyes were opened wide in amazement. “I … I never would have thought such a thing possible.” One of Ob Fortuna’s pale, long-fingered hands reached out, coming within a fraction of an inch of touching the viewport’s concave surface. “He’s gone. Absolutely …”
Suhlak’s smile split open, emitting a harsh laugh. “You can say that again.”
He turned his own gaze back toward the viewport. The churning light from the explosion was just beginning to fade, but it was still bright enough to have tripped the protective glare shields lining the curving transparisteel. Without those shields, both he and his fare-paying cargo would have been blinded. It would have been worth it, thought Suhlak. Almost. The glare from what had been Boba Fett’s ship Slave I, now being consumed by the unleashed fusion of its impact-shattered engines, was almost tangible, a warm thermal glow across the intervening vacuum and onto Suhlak’s smiling face.
“How did you do it?” Wonderment had filtered into Ob Fortuna’s voice as well. “It’s impossible …”
“Nothing’s impossible,” said N’dru Suhlak. He let his smile curdle into a sneer. “Unless you start believing your own mythology. Then everything starts to get a little difficult—at least if I’m around.” He nodded toward the viewport. “I had this Boba Fett character figured out from the beginning. Somebody like that always figures he’s the only one with brains. Real brains, that is. So if he falls into a trap and gets out of it, he figures that’s the only trick you had up your sleeve.”
“But …” Ob Fortuna’s brow creased as he labored to comprehend. The heavy, fleshy masses of a male Twi’lek’s double head-tails rolled across his shoulder as he tilted his head. “He hit that optic-filterable transparisteel you set up. And he managed to hit his reverse thrusters in time, so his ship wasn’t damaged …”
“Exactly.” Suhlak shook his own head in disgust. These Twi’leks had a knack for simpleminded skulduggery and flattering more powerful sentient creatures, but anything else was a stretch for them. “You just don’t get it, do you? That wasn’t the only piece of armor-grade transparisteel I set out there for him to run into. Look, Boba Fett’s dead now, but that doesn’t mean I underestimated him. I knew he had the kind of smarts and reflexes that would keep him from a fatal crash—the first time, that is. So I put out a second piece of transparisteel, only I didn’t set up any optical filtering on it; that way, Fett would see us just sitting here, waiting for him to come and get us. He wouldn’t be able to resist gunning his engines and coming right for us—and he didn’t. At that kind of speed, the mass of the second piece of transparisteel was more than enough to crumple that ship of his into scrap metal and blow his thruster cores into fusion overload. There probably aren’t two atoms of the great Boba Fett left connected to each other by now.”
“That’s … that’s very clever.” Ob Fortuna gazed wide-eyed at him. “I would never have come up with something so … final.”
“Yeah, right.” The last thing Suhlak wanted was to hear any oily Twi’lek flattery turned his way. “You just keep remembering that. Then you won’t mind paying me.”
“Ah, but it’s a pleasure to do so. Even if all I bargained for was to just get past Boba Fett. Not have him eliminated totally.”
“Whatever works.” Suhlak shrugged. “Sometimes speed does the job … and sometimes you gotta do a little extra. Besides … knocking off somebody like Boba Fett is good advertising for a person in my trade. It never hurts for creatures to know that you’re the best.” In the viewport, the fiery, roiling glow from the crash was almost gone. Nothing was visible of the wreckage of the late Boba Fett’s ship; the explosion had vaporized every fragment. “Enough of this,” said Suhlak, reaching for the Z-95’s controls. “Let’s get out of here. I’ve got other business to take care of.”
Times like this, he wished his craft were as big as Boba Fett’s ship had been, something with enough space aboard that he could have stowed his fare-paying merchandise somewhere else. Most bounty hunters had cages in the cargo areas of their ships, where they kept their hard merchandise safely out of the way until delivery. To outrun a bounty hunter ship, though, required something much lighter and faster. The old Z-95s weren’t so tightly designed as the T-65 X-wing starfighters that had replaced them, and thus had more modification possibilities. For his hunt sabotage purposes, he had stripped out all the heavy armament and weapons systems, and had bubbled out the passenger space—not all hard merchandise was as compact as humanoid life-forms.
Even with the extra space gained from those modifications, the net result was that passengers—or merchandise; Suhlak was beginning to use the same language as bounty hunters—still wound up right in the already cramped cockpit area of the Z-95. And this Twi’lek, thought Suhlak, is really getting on my nerves. All those oily, unctuous mannerisms, plus Ob Fortuna’s ratlike smile and weaseling words, were right in his face. Suhlak felt the impulse to take the Twi’lek’s floppy head-tails and pressure-tape them to the far bulkhead, just to keep from seeing them all the time he was trying to navigate. Well, he won’t be on my hands much longer …
Suhlak readied the Z-95’s main thruster engine, then reached for the vector-align controls. Once the Headhunter was safely away from this sector, with all its drifting transport debris, he’d be able to make a clean jump into hyperspace.
His hand froze above the controls as he looked up to the viewport. Inside Suhlak’s throat, his breath was stilled as well.
“What’s that?” From behind him, Ob Fortuna’s voice was a terrified squeak. The Twi’lek’s pale hand reached past the side of Suhlak’s face, pointing to what was now revealed, floating in space before the Z-95.
“It’s … Boba Fett’s ship.” Suhlak spoke the words, a simple statement of fact. But one that sent his heart plummeting down toward his boot soles, at the same time his spine contracted in apprehension. “He’s not dead.”
There was more proof of that as the image of Slave I, the ship that was as much the emblem of Boba Fett as the dark-visored Mandalorian helmet he wore, turned slightly in the viewport. It seemed to loom upright in the vacuum, the large curve of its cockpit centered in the elongated oval of its hull. And between its two main laser cannons—their dark, menacing apertures swung directly toward the Z-95, and locked on to their target.
Two bolts of coruscating energy struck the Headhunter. The viewport filled with the white glare of their impact; their force sent the smaller craft tumbling. Blinded, N’dru Suhlak felt himself tumbling backward, out of the pilot’s chair and landing heavily against the insufficient cushioning of his passenger.
“Don’t do anything stupid.” Another voice spoke, from the comm unit mounted on the cockpit’s control panel. Boba Fett’s voice, unmistakably so, even on a tight-beam relay from his ship. “You’ve got something I want. I’m coming over to get it.” The voice’s lack of perceptible emotion made it all the more intimidating. “Right now.”
Dazed, but with his vision slowly coming back, Suhlak placed a hand against Ob Fortuna’s muscleless chest and pushed himself upright. He grabbed hold of the back of the pilot’s chair and dragged himself toward the Z-95’s controls.
“What … what are you going to do?” The Twi’lek sounded close to panic.
“Like the man said.” Suhlak damped the main thruster engine. And prepared for a visitor. “Nothing stupid.”
The hunt saboteur looked just as Boba Fett had expected. On the dark and lean side, wearing Tierfon Fighter Base fatigues with all identifying insignia stripped off. Suhlak’s sharp-angled face was both avaricious and—at the moment—sullen.
“I make it a rule,” said Boba Fett, “not to interfere with other creatures’ business. Except”—he stood in the opening of the transfer hatchway extending from his own Slave I, not wanting to step into the already crowded quarters of Suhlak’s Z-95—“when they interfere with mine.”
“Really.” N’dru Suhlak gave an ostentatiously weary sigh. “I don’t need a lecture on operating practices from you.”
“You don’t need me to kill you, either. But I’d be happy to do it.” Boba Fett had donned his usual arsenal before crossing over from his ship. He didn’t bother drawing his blaster or reaching over his shoulder for any of the higher-powered weapons; their mere presence, silent and intimidating, was enough. “And believe me—it would be just business. Nothing personal.”
The kid didn’t make a reply. A weapons belt, with a standard-issue Imperial Navy blaster pistol in its holster, was slung from a protruding angle of the Z-95’s structural frame. It was within easy reach of Suhlak, but he continued to stand with his arms folded across his chest, chin lowered, and eyes glaring.
Good, thought Boba Fett. That shows he’s not completely stupid.
“And as long as we are talking business …” The bounty hunter turned toward the other sentient creature in the Z-95’s cockpit. The Twi’lek Ob Fortuna cowered back against the bulkhead, his hands raised toward his face in cringing supplication. “You and I have some unfinished matters to take care of.”
“I … I don’t know what you mean.” Ob Fortuna’s hands crawled over each other like blind, hairless animals. “I am but dirt beneath your boot soles, Boba Fett. Nothing but a poor—and currently unemployed—servant to those with real power. Ever since the esteemed Cradossk died—”
“Correction. Cradossk didn’t die; his son Bossk killed him. And then he took care of the remains the way Trandoshans do those things.”
A visible shudder ran through the Twi’lek. Even the scowling Suhlak appeared a little sick at the mention of Trandoshan dynastic practices. By now, the late Cradossk’s bones, complete with gnawed tooth marks, were treasured items in Bossk’s personal trophy chamber.
“Well, then …” What was meant to be an ingratiating smile appeared on Ob Fortuna’s face. He lifted his empty hands, palms upward; his shrug raised the pendulous weights of his head-tails. “You can hardly blame me for wanting to seek other employment. I had been Cradossk’s majordomo for a long time; it would have been too traumatic for me to have undertaken those same services for his son Bossk.”
“Seems reasonable to me.” N’dru Suhlak’s shrug wasn’t as encumbered. “Give the guy a break, why don’t you?”
The gaze from the helmet’s T-shaped visor was as cold and hard as the half-forgotten legends described the Mandalorian warriors, long vanquished by the Jedi Knights, as being. Boba Fett was well aware of the effect that dark gaze had on other creatures; it was as much a weapon as any other slung behind his back. “I’ve already given you a break,” he said quietly to the hunt saboteur. “You’re not dead. Yet.”
Suhlak leaned back against the pilot’s chair. He glanced over at Ob Fortuna, then slowly shook his head. “That was my best shot.”
“But …” Panic obliterated every other emotion in the Twi’lek’s eyes as he looked back toward Boba Fett. “You have to understand …”
“I understand a great deal,” said Boba Fett. “That’s not the problem. And neither is your not wanting to work for Bossk. I don’t even care to work with a creature like that. The problem is who else you were working for when you were in Cradossk’s employ.”
The skin of Ob Fortuna’s head-tails took on a sweating translucency, as any remaining color drained from his face. “But that … that’s insane. It’s a lie!” His desperate gaze swept in the hunt saboteur, as though an ally could be found there. “I was completely loyal to Cradossk! I swear it!”
“Loyal in your way. As loyal as any Twi’lek is.” Boba Fett didn’t need to step forward from the transfer hatchway to keep Ob Fortuna pushed against the Z-95’s bulkhead. “And that’s just about as much loyalty as credits can buy. Anybody’s credits.” He turned his visored gaze toward Suhlak. “How much were you getting paid for safe delivery of this merchandise?” He used the bounty hunter terminology, even though it was technically incorrect in this case; no bounty had been posted for Ob Fortuna.
Suhlak looked back coolly at him. “Enough.”
This time, Boba Fett did step forward. He dug into a small, belt-mounted pouch and extracted a few credits, then slapped them into Suhlak’s palm. “There,” he said. “Consider it delivered.”
The hunt saboteur inspected the credits. “Looks a little short.” He glanced up. “Know what I mean?”
A few seconds passed before Boba Fett answered. “You’ve got an excess of nerve,” he said slowly. “That’s not a bad thing, given how you’re trying to make a living. I can even admire that. But let me give you some advice.” Fett had returned to the transfer hatchway that led back to the waiting Slave I. “Don’t try it on me—”
“No!” A shrill cry cut across Boba Fett’s words. The few scraps of control remaining to Ob Fortuna had suddenly evaporated; his face distorted and mottled by fear, he flung himself across the cramped space of the Z-95’s cockpit area. The weight of the Twi’lek’s head-tails lifted clear of his robed shoulders. His clawing hands reached out, not for Boba Fett’s throat, but for the holstered blaster hanging near the pilot’s chair. Ob Fortuna’s rushing flight propelled him into Suhlak’s chest, sending them both sprawling across the cockpit’s metal-grated floor. The bounty hunter kicked himself free of Ob Fortuna, then scrambled as far away as possible, shielding his face with an upraised arm.
Ob Fortuna got to his knees, fumbling with the unfamiliar blaster. Both his long-fingered hands wrapped around its grip; the barrel wavered, pointing wildly in all directions. Before he could find the weapon’s trigger stud, a sharp hissing sound hit against the bulkheads, followed by the Twi’lek’s gasp of pain as the blaster was torn from his grasp.
The blaster was snared in the thin line of mono-linked filament running from the wrist of Boba Fett’s battle armor to the small, nonexplosive projectile he had fired. He drew back his outstretched arm, at the same time retracting the line to its source reel; the blaster flew as rapidly as Ob Fortuna’s panicked rush. Boba Fett deftly grabbed hold of the weapon.
“Not a smart move,” said Fett. Though from the way the Twi’lek had been sweating and twitching, it was exactly what he had expected. He pulled the blaster free of the line’s tangle, then slung it toward Suhlak. The hunt saboteur had uncoiled himself into a sitting position, and now caught the blaster with both hands. “Hold on to that,” instructed Boba Fett. He knew that Suhlak was at least smart enough to sit tight and not provoke any further demonstration of his skills.
Crouched into a whimpering ball, Ob Fortuna cowered back against the cockpit’s farthest bulkhead. His pallid face was luminous with sweat, the head-tails drawing damp, sluglike trails across the front of his robe. He shrieked and tried futilely to compress himself into an even smaller mass as Boba Fett stepped forward and reached down. Grabbing hold of the robe’s collar, he pulled the unresisting Twi’lek upright.
“Let’s go,” said Boba Fett. He stepped back toward the transfer hatchway, dragging Ob Fortuna along with him.
“Where …” Ob Fortuna’s hands clung to his captor’s forearm. “Where are we going …”
“That’s not really your concern anymore.” He turned and shoved the Twi’lek into the hatchway, toward the other ship waiting at the other end of the connecting passage. Ob Fortuna stumbled and landed on his hands and knees.
“Hold it.”
Boba Fett heard the simple command from behind him. He brought his dark-visored gaze around, looking back over his shoulder. He saw N’dru Suhlak standing in the middle of the Z-95’s cockpit area, the blaster held unwavering toward the transfer hatchway. The weapon was aimed directly at Fett.
“Now what?” Boba Fett held himself motionless.
“Isn’t it obvious?” Suhlak’s lopsided smile appeared. “You screwed up. Now you’re going to do what I say.”
“Oh? Why should I?”
“Because—” The smile showed how much pleasure Suhlak took in the explanation. “If you don’t, I’m going to drill a smoke-lined hole right through your gut.”
Boba Fett shook his head. “You’re not doing it with that piece.” He held up one gloved hand, displaying the power cell he had deftly palmed from the blaster, before he had tossed it away. “If I’m not a fool the first time, I’m not likely to be the next time, either.”
“Guess not.” Suhlak glanced at the useless weapon in his hand, then lowered it. He looked back up at the bounty hunter. “So answer me something.”
“Make it short. I’ve already wasted too much time here.”
“How’d you do it?” Suhlak appeared genuinely puzzled. “I mean—how come you’re not dead?”
“Simple,” said Fett. “I knew there’d be another piece of armor-grade transparisteel floating out there. The best traps—the kind a clever barve like you would lay—always have two sets of teeth in them. So just before I hit the transparisteel, I took my ship in a hard one-eighty degree roll, so my main thruster engines were pointed straight at it. Put the engines at maximum, dropped a high-thermal explosive charge, and jumped to hyperspace before it went off.” Boba Fett’s emotionless voice made it sound easy. “While you were still looking at what was left, my ship was jumping back into realspace, just on the other side of you. Then all I had to do was wait.”
“Huh.” In the cockpit area of his own ship, Suhlak nodded in admiration. “That must be why you’re letting me go, then. So I can tell everybody I run into about what a tough customer you are.”
“Tell them whatever you want. I don’t need the advertising. I’m letting you go on your way for one reason only.”
“What’s that?”
Boba Fett tossed the blaster’s power cell into the Z-95’s cockpit; the small object clattered across its flooring. “You’re the best hunt saboteur I’ve come across, at least recently. And if you’re the best there is right now … then I don’t have to worry about you interfering with my business.”
“Maybe,” Suhlak said quitely, “I’ll be even better next time.”
“I’ll worry about it then.”
With one finger, Boba Fett punched the control pad mounted on the sleeve of his battle armor. The transfer hatchway rised shut, sealing itself from the Z-95. He turned as the hatchway disengaged and began retracting the short distance back into the hull of Slave I.
The Twi’lek Ob Fortuna had saved him some trouble. Boba Fett found him with a length of thin cable, part of the line that had snared away the blaster, wrapped around his throat and pulled tight with his own hands. The look of fear frozen in the dead creature’s eyes was mute testimony that self-asphyxiation was preferable to whatever fate he’d imagined would be delivered by his captor.
It didn’t matter to Boba Fett. This was one of the few times when something he had hunted down was worth more dead than alive. He knew too much, thought Fett. Specifically, about what had gone on behind the scenes with the break up of the old Bounty Hunters Guild. And, just like a Twi’lek, he’d always talked too much. Now he won’t.
There was one task left to take care of, as far as the late Ob Fortuna was concerned. Other sentient creatures, much more important and powerful than a sniveling, opportunistic Twi’lek majordomo could ever have been, were interested in silence being maintained about certain matters. They would want proof of that silence. Boba Fett extracted a few sharp-edged tools from one of his uniform’s pouches, then knelt down beside the still-warm corpse.
He left Ob Fortuna’s stiffening body in the transfer hatchway. Once back inside Slave I, he slung the sealed bag he carried into a storage locker, then mounted the ladder to the ship’s cockpit. Seated in the pilot’s chair, Boba Fett hit the hatchway’s atmospheric purge button; the quick blast of air pressure was enough to expel the corpse out into the vacuum, drifting close enough to Suhlak’s ship that the hunt saboteur would be able to have a last good look at it.
Fett hit the main thruster engines control, heading out of the sector while simultaneously punching in the coordinates for his next jump. There was plenty more business to take care of, before he was done.
There was always more business.
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Someday, thought Prince Xizor. Someday he and I will meet face-to-face. Either here on Coruscant, in the Imperial throne room itself, or in some bleak, remote corner of the galaxy—that moment would surely come. For the last time. And then the little war, deadly and personal, between himself and Darth Vader, the Dark Lord of the Sith, would be at an end.
One way or another.
He strode through the vaulted corridors of the palace, the reddening twilight of Coruscant’s sun casting angles of blood-colored light across the richly inlaid floor ahead of him. A single unbraided rope of Xizor’s night-black hair, drawn back from his bare skull like a glistening viper, swung across the flaring shoulders of his robe with each stride.
Xizor focused his thoughts as he came closer to the great doors of Emperor Palpatine’s throne room. The concerns of dominion—both Palpatine’s Empire and Xizor’s own Black Sun criminal organization—were manifold and urgent, made even more so by the rise of the impudent Rebel Alliance. And now, he was summoned for this audience with the galaxy’s ruling power, a power in the shape of a wizened old man.
If it weren’t for the eyes set in that gaunt, wrinkled face—eyes that were as cold and commanding as Xizor’s own violet-colored ones—he would never have thought the Emperor to be more than a cloaked beggar, if he had come across him in some dark passageway of the Empire’s capital on Coruscant. But once having looked into that gaze, so bereft of any of the tender emotions that sentient creatures were prey to, Xizor could understand how the former Senator Palpatine had climbed astride an Empire built out of the old Republic’s ruins. If there had been any last barriers to Xizor’s own ruthless ambitions—any weakness or sentiment within himself—he had been inspired by the Emperor’s example to root it out. Whether the mystical, universe-spanning Force of which Palpatine and Lord Vader talked was real, Xizor had no idea—or at least not enough to believe in it over his own strengths and cunning. But the dark side of that Force was something he could attest to. He had seen it beneath the hood of the Emperor’s cloak, like twin gravitational wells that could absorb and crush a weaker creature’s spirit.
The high, intricately patterned door swung open before Xizor. Once more, he found himself in the presence of that dark strength.
“Xizor …” The Emperor’s simple throne turned, bringing his hooded gaze and his thin, humorless smile toward the center of the cold, empty space. The ancient-appearing figure sat deep in the throne, as though the weight of his thoughts and schemes were crushing him toward the planet’s core. “As much pleasure as there can be found in one’s scurrying underlings, I find in you.”
The throne room was both empty and occupied by another. Without turning his head, but with just a glance from the corner of his eye, Xizor saw a dark apparition. The holo image of Lord Vader, insubstantial yet oppressive, stood at one side of the throne room.
He brought his gaze back to the Emperor. “You honor me with your praise, my lord.”
One corner of Palpatine’s bloodless lips twisted in a sneer. “I do not praise you, Xizor. As with all my servants, you neither surprise nor disappoint me. I expect foolishness and incompetence, and I find I am richly rewarded in those things.”
The Emperor’s tongue-lashing was in his usual manner. Xizor had grown used to it, though the words still rankled his proud spirit. Someday, old man. His thoughts were a silent and carefully guarded promise inside the chambers of his bare skull. Your precious Force and all your servants won’t be able to save you.
In the meantime, though, the show of servility had to be maintained.
“If I fail you, my lord—” Xizor bowed his head. “Then the regret truly is mine.”
The holo image of Lord Vader spoke up. “Do not be deceived by this one.” Bands of visual static flickered through the black figure, as one holographically reproduced arm rose, its hand pointing toward Prince Xizor. “His speech is elegant, my lord—as always—but it is as hollow as his unfulfilled promises.”
“Bold words, Lord Vader.” Xizor allowed himself a flash of anger. “Especially from one who has assured our Emperor that the Rebel Alliance would be crushed long ago. The Rebels seem to have made a mockery of the assurances you made to your master.”
If Darth Vader had been physically present in the throne room, those words might have been worth Xizor’s life. He knew how dangerous a game he was playing; he could see the visible reaction in Vader’s image, the black robes swelling like the sun-obscuring clouds of an advancing stormfront, the gaze from the dark lenses beneath the helmet flashing as sharp as lightning bolts.
“I would caution the prince—” Thunder, ominous and deep, sounded in Vader’s speech. The harsh rasping of his breath was just as audible, transmitted from the bridge of the Executor. He had only recently taken possession of this new flagship, which had replaced the previous Devastator. If anything, the threat of his powers seemed enhanced by the greater arsenal surrounding him. “His ill-advised rashness might be excusable in one as young and inexperienced as himself. But my patience with him grows thin.”
Xizor sensed a pressure at his throat, like an invisible hand tightening against his windpipe, cutting off the flow of blood and air to his brain. He didn’t know if he was imagining it, if some weakness not yet rooted out from the core of his being had allowed a trace of unreasoning, wordless fear into his thoughts, or whether Vader’s powers could reach this far. He had had previous encounters with the dark lord’s undeniable strength, the ability to reach out and crush the life from those creatures Vader considered lesser to himself. To annoy him, to fail to carry out instructions or thwart his plans in any way, was to court an unpleasant death by asphyxiation.
Black spots, the first signals of anoxia, were already beginning to form and coalesce in Xizor’s vision. The invisible grip seemed undeniably real now, like a fist beneath his throat, shoving his head back, lifting him onto the balls of his feet. The passage of time, measured by Xizor’s own pulse, slowed to a crawl and then stopped.
The Emperor had always intervened before this point, as though he were commanding a guard beast to heel. Perhaps this time, he would let the process reach its fatal conclusion.
A single thought emerged through the darkness welling inside Xizor’s skull. I wasn’t summoned here for an audience with the Emperor … but an execution. My own …
The darkness was torn open by a red surge of anger, from deep within Xizor. Anger, and the hunger to survive.
“Patience …” Prince Xizor barely managed to squeeze the word past the encircling constriction at his throat. The effort dizzied him; the surrounding throne room dissolved out of focus. “Patience is a virtue … the rewards of which …” He was close to blacking out, losing consciousness entirely. But he knew his doing so would be followed by his death. “Are for the Empire …”
“Well spoken, Xizor.” A trace of amusement sounded in Emperor Palpatine’s voice, barely audible at some place in the black-tinged haze. “Rest assured that I find others in my service even more burdensome than yourself. Your little amusements weary me, Vader; release him.”
As though the knot of a primitive gallows rope had snapped, the pressure on Xizor’s throat—imagined or real—was suddenly released. He barely managed to keep himself from falling to his knees, the invisible fist suspending his weight now gone. With an effort of sheer will, Prince Xizor held himself upright, drawing in a breath that filled his lungs and threw his shoulders back.
He kept his face a mask as well, to conceal the furious hatred he felt for both Vader and the Emperor. To be toyed with, whether with mind games or this mystical Force of which they professed mastery, was infuriating enough. But to be humiliated by Vader, the instigator of the biological weapons experiment that had killed so many hundreds of thousands of Falleens back on their homeworld—a slaughter that had included Xizor’s own family, his parents and uncles and beloved siblings—that made the filtered air of the Imperial throne room burn like acid with each inhalation.
“As you wish, my lord.” Vader spoke again, his holo image standing with arms folded across its chest. “Though I would be doing the Empire a service if I were to permanently remove Prince Xizor from its court.”
“That may be so, Vader.” The Emperor made a dismissive gesture with one languid hand. “But I will be the one to determine that. And I will decide when it happens. Until then, I desire that there be a cessation of this squabbling among my servants. You quarrel with each other while the Rebellion festers and grows.” The expression on the wrinkled face darkened. “Must I take care of all these matters myself?”
“Only if you forbid me to fight on your behalf, my lord.” Xizor spread his hands wide, palms upward. “Every atom of my being is at your command.”
“How pleasant it would be, Xizor, to believe that. But I am not such a fool.” The Emperor made a quick gesture, cutting off the holo image of Darth Vader before it could voice its approval. “For one of your devious nature—and high ambitions—to be totally loyal would be a miracle beyond the scope of the Force itself. Even without the Force, I would be able to see well enough into your heart. You are not so devoid of self-interest, Xizor, as you would have me believe. If you wish to see the Empire achieve its fated glory, for its dominion across the galaxy to be total, then such a desire is due to your own lust for glory and power. You tie your ambitions to the Empire, because you know that is the best way to achieve them.”
Xizor looked straight back into the Emperor’s eyes. “I will not deny it, my lord. But should not a faithful servant be rewarded for all that he does on his master’s behalf?”
The Emperor had turned in his throne while Xizor had spoken. For a moment longer, Palpatine gazed out the high arched viewscreens that looked out past the Imperial city and beyond to the star-filled skies. Then he turned back toward Xizor and the holo image of Vader. “Oh, you’ll be rewarded well enough; have no fear of that.” His hands lay like dead things on the arms of the throne. “When the Rebellion is crushed and all that resist my will are annihilated, those who have served me will have the greatest reward of all: the opportunity to continue serving me and the Empire. Until you are broken by age and the rigors of that service, and I will have no further use for you. Such is the nature of my loyalty, to those who have earned it.”
Once again, Xizor bowed his head. “I desire nothing more than that, my lord.”
“Whether you do or not, it matters little. Nothing matters, but my will.”
From the corner of his eye, with his head still bowed, Xizor looked over at the holo image of Darth Vader. Even at this remove, with his enemy not even physically present in the throne room, he could still sense the dark lord’s disdain and suspicion. He knows, thought Xizor, but he cannot prove it. Yet. And it might not matter, even if Vader could prove it. All of Vader’s accusations of treachery counted for nothing against the Emperor’s own convuluted strategies, that gave the seeming appearance of trust in the Falleen prince. The actual words Black Sun had been spoken by Vader on other occasions—Xizor’s spies at the court had informed him so—and the Emperor had dismissed them with a wave of his bony hand, as though the words were no more than scraps of rumors and lies.
But does Palpatine know, wondered Xizor, that I know? If the Emperor thought that Xizor was taken in by this charade, then the Emperor was the greater fool. It was just a matter of who got caught out first. The Black Sun criminal organization, controlled by Prince Xizor, had its own agenda, its own plans for expansion and dominance throughout the galaxy, as though it were an enveloping shadow of the Empire; where Palpatine’s reach extended, so would Black Sun’s. And the Emperor was old, visibly so; this vaunted Force, whatever its nature, could not keep him alive forever. Even before then, Black Sun might emerge from the darkness, a power in its own right, and claim the larger empire for its own, a treasure plucked from Palpatine’s withered hand.
If there’s one thing I’ve learned from the old man, thought Prince Xizor, it’s that ambition is as infinite as the universe itself.
That was a lesson much to Xizor’s own liking. He could endure a good deal of petty humiliations, at Palpatine’s and Vader’s hands, in order to see the day when he would put that education to use.
Patience, the control of one’s anger and thirst for vengeance, was one of the greatest of all martial skills. And the most difficult to master: he had but to glance at the holo image of Lord Vader standing in the Emperor’s throne room, for his own hands to clench into tight-knuckled fists.
Someday, Xizor told himself again. Until then—watch and wait.
“As you wish, my lord.” Xizor brought his gaze up to meet that of the Emperor.
“Perhaps,” spoke the holo image of Darth Vader, “the Emperor would care to determine the quality of Prince Xizor’s service. It was not so very long ago that Xizor told us of his great plans to destroy the Bounty Hunters Guild, and all the benefits that would thus flow to the Empire.” Vader’s image looked contemptuously toward the Falleen prince. “Surely by now, those plans would have shown some results. Or were they as insubstantial as the prince’s loyalty?”
“Excellent, Vader.” The Emperor nodded in approval. “You anticipate my desires; such is the true sign of a valued servant.” Palpatine’s gaze sharpened as he peered at Xizor. “So? Your speech then, Xizor, was most … entertaining. By virtue of its grand conceits, I granted you my permission to carry out your scheme. I would be disappointed to hear that there has been no progress in this matter of disrupting the bounty hunters’ organization. And yet …” The Emperor’s eyes narrowed to slits, like small knife wounds in the wrinkled flesh. “I have already received contradictory reports, concerning what has come from all your plans.” He turned toward the other figure in the throne room. “Is that not so, Lord Vader?”
“That is exactly the case, my lord.” A note of triumph sounded in Vader’s rasping voice. “I previously advised against investing any of your time and energy in these vain, pointless pursuits. The Rebellion must be our first priority; it grows in strength while Prince Xizor squanders our resources on a quest that, even if it were successful, would give us nothing.”
“Control your anger, Vader. You come perilously close to questioning my wisdom when you continue to attack the merits of Xizor’s scheme. I saw it as sufficiently intriguing, when he first presented it to us, that I found your protests to be founded more in spite and jealousy than in true strategic analysis.”
Vader made no reply, but Xizor could detect in the holo image a stiffening of the spine inside the black robes, an indicator of the Emperor’s words having struck their mark.
“Perhaps,” Xizor said mildly, “the difference between Lord Vader and myself is that I have no doubt of the Empire’s imminent victory over the Rebel Alliance. That is why I find it worthwhile to turn our attention to the governing of the Empire after its dominion has been established as an irrefutable fact.”
He could tell that his words pleased the Emperor; a thin smile lifted one corner of Palpatine’s mouth.
“You see, Vader?” The Emperor gestured with one hand toward Prince Xizor. “That is why my mastery of the Force is greater than your own. There can be no true power without certainty. It is not enough to try to suppress the Rebellion, we must do so.”
Vader’s holo image stood unflinching against the Emperor’s tongue-lashing. “You speak of the difference, my lord, between Prince Xizor and myself. Yet there is another difference that must be considered. And that is the difference between a childish faith and wise preparation. Even the admirals of the Imperial Navy, with their trust in mere technological contrivances such as the Death Star, still know they must fight and destroy the Rebels before the Empire’s victory is accomplished.”
That, thought Xizor with a mixture of both disbelief and satisfaction, was not a good move. It had always been clear to him that Darth Vader considered himself as being above the niceties of diplomatic speech. For all his loyalty to the Emperor, he was still capable of angering his master. And Vader had surely done so now: the Emperor’s face darkened with fury.
“Even a child,” said Palpatine in a low, ominous voice, “should know how foolish it is to contradict one such as myself. You consider yourself wiser than that, Vader, do you not? Yet you persist in bestowing your unwanted advice upon me, even after I have warned you of the consequences.”
“I do so, my lord, not to contradict, but to—”
“Silence!” The single word of command snapped through the throne room’s air like a whiplash’s cutting tip. “I know better than you do yourself just what your intentions are.” The Emperor’s hands tightened upon the arms of his throne. “Your thoughts are an open book to me, with the words written large enough for an idiot to perceive. You have let your hatred of Prince Xizor lead you into a dangerous territory, one where the life of an unruly servant such as yourself is mine to crush within my fist.” The Emperor raised one hand, its clawlike fingers compressed into a rigid, white-knuckled ball. “Your usefulness to me, Vader, is not such that I can tolerate your insubordination.”
As Xizor watched, his own heart filled with the gloating pleasure that accompanies an enemy’s humiliation. Darth Vader’s holo image stood like a black rock at the edge of a storm-lashed sea, enduring silently the waves dashing against it. But when the Emperor’s wrathful words ceased, Vader’s image lowered itself onto one knee, its black-helmeted head bent in submission.
“As you wish, my lord.” All emotion was drained from the image’s relayed voice. “Do with your servant as you will.”
“All in good time.” Palpatine’s voice actually sounded sullen, as though he were barely satisfied with Vader’s acquiescence. “Until then, you still have some measure of worth for me.”
I’ve won, thought Xizor. This round, at least. He hadn’t even had to do much for it to happen this way, merely let the arrogant Lord Vader dig his own grave. The Dark Lord of the Sith was so used to other sentient creatures, all of whom he considered inferior to himself, giving way before his undoubted powers that the least resistance threw him off balance. That was what had led to his saying such rash and ill-advised things to the Emperor. His only mode is to attack, Xizor had judged correctly. For a combatant to have no capacity for strategic retreat, to bide his time and wait, was a liability rather than a strength. As long as Emperor Palpatine was so much stronger than he was, Vader could be easily maneuvered into incurring that scathing wrath. Which deflects it from me, thought Xizor with pleasure. A fall from grace, however temporary it might be for Vader, was a comparable elevation for his opponents.
The only thing that Xizor had to remember, that he could never allow himself to forget, was that such a momentary advantage came at a considerable price. Whatever enmity Darth Vader had borne him before was now magnified many times over. For Xizor to have witnessed Vader’s humiliation, that proud spirit crushed beneath the Emperor’s boot sole, was to have had his own death warrant sealed—if Vader could bring that about. And Xizor knew now, even more than before, Vader would turn as much of his powers as possible to that task. The only thing that could divert Vader from his commitment to Xizor’s destruction was the growing threat of the Rebel Alliance to the Empire. If the Rebellion should be crushed—and Xizor felt the chances were good that it would be—then in whatever aftermath followed, Xizor would have a formidable enemy indeed, facing him.
The prospect didn’t alarm him.
I’ll be ready, thought Xizor, glancing over at the half-kneeling image of Vader. The thought of that final encounter—so long delayed, so long anticipated—made the blood pulse in his veins.
Emperor Palpatine’s voice broke into Xizor’s thoughts.
“Enough of this bickering.” The Emperor pointed a bony finger at Xizor. “Do not delude yourself that your thoughts are hidden to me. You flatter yourself if you believe that I am taken in by all your maneuvering, Xizor—or if you believe that I find no merit at all in Lord Vader’s criticisms of your schemes and actions. You promised much from your plan to break up the old Bounty Hunters Guild: a seemingly endless supply of the type of servants that the Empire requires, sharp and agile mercenaries, to take the place of the dull inefficiencies with which I am afflicted.” Palpatine leaned forward in his throne, fixing his cold, incisive gaze on the figure standing before him. “I have had various reports come to me of the progress of your scheme against the Guild. But the outcome of that scheme appears rather … clouded. What say you, Prince Xizor?”
A bow of his head, then he looked back into those dead-seeming eyes. “The explanation is simple enough, my lord.” Xizor spread his hands apart. “The campaign against the Bounty Hunters Guild is not yet complete. There still remains much to be done—”
“As there always will be,” spoke Vader’s holo image. “These plans are doomed to ignominious failure.”
The Emperor shot Vader a stern warning glance, then looked back toward Xizor. “I do not recall,” said Palpatine, “anything you said about the scheme proceeding in stages. When you proposed it to me, you made it sound as if it were a relatively simple matter. Merely insert the well-known bounty hunter Boba Fett into the Guild, and it would then dissolve of its own accord.”
“Your memory is accurate, my lord.” Xizor made a nod of acknowledgment. “And I confess my error now: I did not anticipate the current state of affairs with the Bounty Hunters Guild.”
“Which is?”
You know already, old man. Xizor was sure of it, and that the Emperor amused himself at his expense. “The Bounty Hunters Guild has not yet completely disappeared. It has broken into two rival factions, the True Guild and the Guild Reform Committee. The latter is effectively under the control of the bounty hunter Bossk, the son of the original Guild’s leader Cradossk.”
“I see.” The Emperor’s hands lay unmoving upon the throne’s arms. “Reports have come to me that the elder Cradossk was in fact killed by this Bossk.”
“That is indeed the case, my lord.”
The Emperor displayed an unpleasant smile. “It sounds as if the bounty hunter Bossk is exactly the sort of creature you thought would be of greatest service to the Empire. Ruthless and ambitious, is he not?”
“Those are hereditary traits, my lord.” The flaring shoulders of Xizor’s robes lifted in a shrug. “But it requires cunning as well to be a perfect instrument of your will.”
“Cunning such as yours, I suppose.”
Xizor returned the smile. “I cannot deny such an evident truth.”
“Just as,” said the Emperor, “you cannot deny that the old Bounty Hunters Guild has not dissolved into a myriad of independent agents, from which we could pick and choose as served our purposes best. You show yourself capable of admitting your errors; why not confess as well that your scheme has been a failure? I see no great advantage in there being two guilds where there was only one before. If anything, it merely compounds our difficulties in dealing with these creatures.”
“There is no failure, my lord.” Xizor allowed his reply to become heated. “Unforeseen difficulties arise; they are to be dealt with.” He came close to saying that the Emperor himself had not anticipated the Rebellion, but checked himself in time. Why risk angering someone who possessed the power of life and death? “As I intend to deal with these.”
“So we are to hear yet another grand scheme.” The holo image of Darth Vader spoke with contempt. “Schemes on top of excuses, covering failures. There’s no end to such things with you.”
“Measure your own failures, Lord Vader.” There was nothing to lose in firing a retort back at the dark lord. It was impossible for Vader’s malice to become any greater. “I at least have the means for changing a temporary failure to lasting victory. Do you?”
Vader’s holo image stood with its arms folded across its chest. Mindful of the short leash—even shorter now—that the Emperor kept him on, Vader made no reply to the taunt.
“And just what are those means, Xizor?”
He looked back toward the Emperor. “They are simple enough, my lord. The Bounty Hunters Guild is not what it was; with one blow, we have cleaved it into two opposed segments, factions filled with murderous hatred for each other. Whatever pretense to brotherhood the bounty hunters may have once maintained, that sham at least has been ripped away. Now we must complete the process of fragmentation. Each individual bounty hunter must be turned against all others, in whichever faction they currently reside. They must have no interests in common, but only enmity for each other.”
“That may be the goal,” said the Emperor, “but it is not the method. You have not answered my question, and I grow impatient. Tell me now just how you propose to shatter these two factions into their constituent atoms.”
Unflinching, Xizor returned the Emperor’s hard, cold gaze. “By the very element that motivates these creatures, that made them decide to become bounty hunters in the first place. A powerful, galaxy-spanning force in its own right.” Xizor hesitated a moment, in an intentional dramatic effect. “Greed,” he said. “That will do it.”
The Emperor’s smile grew even less pleasant than before. “There is a wisdom—even a certain justice—in turning a creature’s own nature against itself. Much of my own rule depends upon exactly that tactic.” Palpatine nodded slowly. “Let me hear the precise details you have envisioned, Xizor.”
That was when he knew he had won another round in this game. Even before Xizor had finished relating the plan to the Emperor, he was sure that it would be approved. He would be empowered to carry out the next step in his plans.
And as long as the Emperor thought that those plans were entirely to his benefit, and to the benefit of the Empire … so much the better. Soon enough, thought Xizor, he’ll find out the truth. But by then, it would be too late.
“And what say you, Lord Vader?” The Emperor turned his gaze toward the holo image at the other side of the throne room. “I expect that your silence does not indicate a wild enthusiasm for Prince Xizor’s suggested plan.”
“You know my thoughts, my lord.” Vader’s image stood stiff and inflexible. “I see no point in repeating my words. But if you wish to hear them, so be it. This scheme of Prince Xizor’s, just like his previous failure, is a waste of time and energy. Your attention would be better placed elsewhere, on the true concerns of the Empire.”
“Just as I expected,” said Palpatine wearily. “You confirm my estimate of the jealousy you bear toward any other servant of mine.” The Emperor raised his hand, in a gesture directed toward Xizor. “Proceed with your plans against the remnants of the Bounty Hunters Guild. But bear in mind, Xizor: failure is no longer an option for you. There is only success—or death.”
Xizor bowed his head. “That is as I prefer it, my lord.”
The hem of his heavy robes swirled against his boots as he turned from the gaunt, ancient figure on the throne. He strode toward the high doors that led out of the room in which the galaxy’s ruler sat.
All the way, and even to the vaulted corridors beyond, he was aware of Vader’s gaze at his back, like the sharp point of a vibroblade, waiting for the chance of a fatal thrust.
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NOW
“You make it sound as if you had been there.” In the narrow space aboard the Hound’s Tooth, Neelah folded her arms across her breast. She gazed skeptically at the other figure with her. “How would you know so much about what went on in Emperor Palpatine’s throne room?”
“There’s ways,” said Dengar. He sat on the floor’s metal grate, his back against the bulkhead. “How do you know I wasn’t there with the Emperor, and Darth Vader and Prince Xizor?”
“They wouldn’t have let you in.” Neelah leaned against the structural beam behind her. “I know that much, at least.” There had been plenty of other things she hadn’t known, which Dengar had had to explain to her; the story he had been relating to her, about all the bad blood in the past between the Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk and Boba Fett, wouldn’t have made sense otherwise. Who Emperor Palpatine was, and even Darth Vader, the entity known as the Dark Lord of the Sith—those things she’d had a rough idea of before Dengar had started with the story. Neelah had kept her ears open while she had been one of the dancing girls in Jabba the Hutt’s palace; in a place like that, with its unrelenting atmosphere of ennui and malice, gossip about the galaxy’s politics and dominant personalities had been just as endless. Most of the sentient creatures in the palace, from the lowliest scullery hands to the top-level mercenaries, had been constantly on the lookout for some way to scrabble up the chains of credits and power that seemed to link the stars together like an invisible web. Loyalty to any one employer was strictly a mercantile commodity, to be bought and sold like all the other temporary services.
So Topic A of conversation, in all the barracks and corridors and slop pits, had always been about who was up and who was down, who had managed to wangle a way closer to the center of the Imperial court, who had gone over to the Rebel Alliance, who was for sale to the highest bidder—and who was dead, all the scheming and maneuvering having reached an end with a blaster bolt to the head. Disloyalty might be more profitable in this universe, but it also had its price.
“All right,” said Dengar. “I wasn’t there. But other creatures were; the Imperial court is full of eavesdroppers and snoops. Just like Jabba’s palace.” Neelah had told him about how much she had learned in that viewless fortress back on Tatooine. “If you’re not listening, you’re not surviving—that’s how those places are set up. It’s not a matter of spies, so much—though there are always plenty of those, some of ’em talking to the Rebels, some reporting to Black Sun—as it is just sentient creature nature. And I know how to keep my ear to the ground as well, you know.” Dengar pointed with his thumb toward the ship’s cockpit deck above them. “I may not be quite the bounty hunter that Boba Fett is, but I got at least a few of the necessary skills. You can’t get anywhere in this business without being able to work your info sources. I got some lines into the Imperial court and Black Sun—some of them official, the stuff they want you to know, and some of them out the back door.”
Neelah raised an eyebrow. “And you trust them?”
“No more than I have to.” Dengar gave a shrug. “Some information I paid for—hey, it’s a business expense—and that’s usually got at least a little reliability factor to it. If you get killed because you trusted something they told you, you’re not going to be coming back to buy any more from them. And some things you can get confirmed from more than one source—even when it’s something to do with somebody dead, like Prince Xizor. The problem with running a criminal organization is that you’ve always got a lot of less-than-honorable creatures working for you, and knowing all about your business dealings. So when you’re gone, they’ll always talk for a credit or two.” A half smile showed on Dengar’s face. “Why do you think creatures like me spend so much time in dumps like that cantina back in Mos Eisley? It ain’t the food, and it sure isn’t the gnardly music they got going there. No, what creatures go to a place like that to hear is information, pure and simple. Keep your ears open and you can find out all sorts of things.”
“If you say so.” Neelah was less than impressed. As far as she could tell, Dengar was entirely too trusting. Probably just as well, she thought, that he’s getting out of the business. Still, she had the odd conviction that the story—or at least as much of it as he’d told her so far—was true. A sudden, disturbing notion came to her: Maybe I already knew some of these things. From before, from that life that had been stolen from her, that had been hers before her memory had been wiped clean and she had been enslaved in Jabba the Hutt’s palace. If that was true, it meant that she had been something quite different from a simple dancing girl and potential rancor-fodder.
But I knew that, too—deep inside her spirit, in some place where an unquenchable spark of fire had remained glowing in the surrounding darkness, she had been absolutely sure that her true identity was something higher and greater than the lies in which she had been trapped. Even before she had discerned that Boba Fett had been watching out for her in the palace, making sure that nothing too horrible—or at least fatal—happened to her. Some strange twisting fate had brought her to that place, and some other destiny lay beyond it—if she could find it and hold it tight to herself. Everything that had been taken from her, the very self that had been erased, like a name written on a scrap of flimsiplast and set on fire, reduced to crumbling ash; she would either find it or die in the attempt. In some ways, it didn’t matter which; that was what left her unafraid of the helmeted figure up in the Hound’s Tooth’s cockpit. The worst Boba Fett could do was kill her; the other death, in which her identity had been destroyed, had already happened to her, long ago.
“You can believe it or not,” said Dengar. “Doesn’t matter to me. But you could get the same story from plenty of other creatures in this galaxy; now that all that stuff is over, the whole war among the bounty hunters, most of it’s not exactly a secret.” With an upward tilt of his head, Dengar again indicated the cockpit above them. “Boba Fett made sure of that.”
“He helped spread these stories—is that what you mean? Why would he do that?”
“Anything that adds to his reputation, he figures is a good idea. He won big out of that whole bounty hunters war, and against some pretty fierce opponents. Hey”—Dengar laid a hand on his own chest—“I’m pretty impressed. It’s the kind of thing that when a lot of other creatures, bounty hunters or not, meet up with Boba Fett, they just roll over and play dead from the start. No sense in actually winding up dead. So it saves him a lot of time and effort, being preceded by that kind of well-known history.”
Neelah supposed that made sense. Though it raised some other questions as well. If Boba Fett saw some advantage to grooming his reputation, using the myths and legends about him as a weapon against other creatures, then where did the process stop? A convenient lie or exaggeration would serve his purposes just as well as the truth. And once that possibility was admitted, then nothing about him could be trusted. Nothing that he couldn’t back up with his own actions. There’s the problem, admitted Neelah. You guess wrong, and it would cost you your life.
“So then what happened?” Neelah sat back down at the base of the ship’s structural beam, across the small space from Dengar. “Come on—the story doesn’t end there.” All the while that the Hound’s Tooth had been traveling through space, toward its unrevealed destination, she had been listening to him. She had lost track of time, of how many Standard hours had gone by. “What went on next with Boba Fett and all the other bounty hunters?”
“I don’t know if I should bother telling you.” Dengar had rooted around in the Hound’s storage area and had found an empty cargo duffel. He wadded it up into a makeshift pillow. “Not if you’re going to be so skeptical about everything. What’s the point?”
Spare me, thought Neelah. She rolled her eyes upward in exasperation. Someday, if he lived that long, this supposedly sentient creature would be on the hands of some other female, his bride-to-be Manaroo. Neelah didn’t envy her.
“All right.” She barely managed to control her anger. “You have my apologies.” Neelah would have liked to have given him more than that, and hard enough to hurt. “I don’t doubt a single thing you tell me.” For the time being, she promised herself. But before the Hound’s Tooth reached wherever Boba Fett was taking them, she needed to have more hard information. She wasn’t sure she’d find out what she needed from this complicated history of the war among the bounty hunters, but right now it was her only lead. “So why don’t you go ahead and tell me the rest of what happened?”
“Maybe later.” Dengar stretched out on the floor, tucking the wadded-up duffel behind his head. “I’m exhausted.” His eyes closed. “Besides—I don’t feel like wearing my throat out, telling old stories to unappreciative brats. Especially sarcastic ones.”
The urge to violence nearly overwhelmed her. Her eyes narrowed as she gazed at Dengar, either already asleep or pretending to be. A swift kick to the head would either wake him up or put him out for good. It’s tempting, thought Neelah.
With the last vestige of self-control, she decided on another course of action. With a final withering glance at the recumbent figure of Dengar, Neelah turned and started up the ladder to the ship’s cockpit.
• • •
He heard someone coming up, from the ship’s main hold below. There was no need for Boba Fett to turn away from the navigation controls of the Hound’s Tooth; the mere sound of the steps upon the ladder’s treads, lighter than they would have been for the other bounty hunter Dengar, indicated which of the ship’s passengers it was.
“So where are we?” Just as he had figured: the female Neelah’s voice spoke from behind him. “Still out in the middle of nowhere? Or are we getting close to this mysterious destination we’re supposed to be heading toward?”
There was an obvious level of irritation in her voice. Boba Fett turned his visored gaze away from the cockpit’s viewport and glanced over his shoulder at her. “It’s a good thing,” he said with deliberate mildness, “that you’re not planning on going into the bounty hunter trade anytime soon. For us, patience isn’t just a virtue—it’s a necessity. If you rush your shot, you can wind up in a galaxy of trouble.”
“I’ll try to remember that.” Neelah stood in the cockpit’s hatchway; a simmering anger, barely controlled, showed in her dark eyes. “I’ll tuck it away with all the other free advice everyone’s been giving me. Since that seems to be all that I get around here.” Her expression darkened. “Or anywhere else, for that matter.”
The female’s bad mood reminded Boba Fett that there were definite advantages to transporting hard merchandise, the kind of sentient creatures that bounties had been posted on. Those, thought Fett, you can always throw into a holding cage. There was never any question of who was in charge, not just in the big things but right down to the smallest details. The situation was a little more confused with Neelah; at some point, he was likely to need her cooperation. Even when she had been a dancing girl in Jabba the Hutt’s palace, she had still retained some of the haughty personality traits that had been part of her former highborn social position. Those ran so deep that not even the most thorough memory wipe could root them out. So now, if she were to develop a grudge against him, getting her back on his side might take some considerable doing. Rules out the cage, decided Fett.
There were other considerations as well that he had to take into account. Neelah was already starting to piece together the tantalizing, infuriating fragments of memory that had been left to her. Dengar had told him all that she had talked about, back in the cavern hiding place on Tatooine; things that Dengar himself did not know the significance of—but Fett did.
Nil Posondum, thought Boba Fett. She had remembered that name. Fett wasn’t surprised. That former accountant, who had then become hard merchandise in Slave I’s holding cage, was the key to all that had happened to Neelah. If she were to connect that memory fragment with the enigmatic message that Posondum had scratched into the metal floor of the holding cage, a great many mysteries would be resolved for her.
Boba Fett wasn’t ready for that to happen; not yet, at least. The scratched message no longer existed, except as an image that had been inside Slave I’s onboard databanks, that had now been transferred here on the Hound’s Tooth. The image, and the information in the scratched message, was still safely locked up. And that was how it was going to remain.
In the meantime, though, he had one seriously annoyed female standing in front of him.
“It’s too bad,” said Boba Fett, “that you’ve had your fill of good advice. Because I was just about to give you some more.”
“Yeah?” Leaning against the side of the hatchway, Neelah raised a skeptical eyebrow. “What is it?”
“Simple. Take it easy. We’ve got a long way to go yet, and there’s a lot that can happen at the other end. So you should relax while you can.”
“Oh.” Neelah gave a slow nod, as though thinking it over. “Really? That’s what you do? ‘Relax’?” The next sound she made was a short, scornful laugh. “The only time I ever saw you relax was when you were unconscious, right after you got vomited up by that Sarlacc beast. If that’s what you mean by relaxing, it doesn’t seem like such a good idea.”
If he had been capable of amusement, the female’s comment might have done the job. “That wasn’t relaxing,” said Boba Fett. “That was dying.” And it would have ended with his death, lying there half-digested on the hot sands of Tatooine’s Dune Sea, if it hadn’t been for both her and Dengar. Owing anything, let alone one’s life, to another creature was a new experience for him. How to pay off debts such as those was a problem he was still thinking about. Without that consideration, he would undoubtedly have been harsher toward the other passengers aboard the Hound’s Tooth.
“Maybe,” mused Neelah, “I just don’t know what a creature like you considers ‘relaxing.’ I guess killing other creatures is something that suits you.”
“Not as much as getting paid for it.”
Neelah fell silent for a few moments. Turning away from her and back toward the cockpit’s control panel, Boba Fett made a few more navigational calculations. As he had anticipated, Bossk’s former ship was neither as technologically advanced nor as well maintained as his own ship Slave I. That sloppiness had taken him a while to get used to, and it still irritated him. He found it little wonder that Bossk had never been able to reach the top of the bounty hunter trade; the Trandoshan had tried to substitute sheer ruthlessness and violence for careful planning and investment in equipment. That never works, Boba Fett told himself. Ruthlessness and violence were necessary, all right; they just weren’t enough.
The female’s voice broke into his thoughts. “Maybe I’d be able to relax, if I could break open your head.”
Boba Fett didn’t look around at her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You heard me. I wish I could crack that helmet of yours as though it were an egg.” Neelah’s words turned vehement. “I’m sorry I didn’t take my chance when you were lying there on your deathbed. Then I could have cracked open your skull as well, and I could’ve found out what I need to know. About myself.”
“That may not be what you want at all. Especially when you do find out.” Fett lifted his shoulders in a minimal shrug. “It might not be to your liking.”
“Those chances,” said Neelah, “I’d rather take. Instead of not finding out.”
“Don’t worry about it. You’ll find out soon enough.”
Neelah’s voice turned ominously quiet. “I’d rather not wait.”
She managed to take him by surprise. Boba Fett had reached out across the controls, to access the navicomputer display positioned awkwardly high on the cockpit panel. He felt a slight, almost imperceptible tug at the equipment belt of his Mandalorian battle armor. That alone was enough of a signal to trigger his turning sharply about in the pilot’s chair to face Neelah.
But the female had already darted back to the cockpit’s hatchway. Neelah raised the blaster pistol that she had managed to lift from its holster at Boba Fett’s waist. Holding the weapon in both hands, she aimed it directly at the center of Fett’s dark-visored helmet.
“I wasn’t joking,” said Neelah. The thin smile at the corner of her mouth was a grim indicator of her intent. “When I said I’d like to crack your head open. I wonder … just how many bolts from this thing do you think it’ll take?”
Boba Fett leaned back in the pilot’s chair. “Congratulations,” he said. He had stowed most of his weaponry for safekeeping, to avoid the various pieces of his portable arsenal from interfering with his activities in the cockpit. The small blaster pistol had been the only weapon he had kept with him. He gestured toward it, as it stayed unwavering in Neelah’s grasp. “Not many creatures have pulled off a trick like that. Getting the drop on me is a pretty rare occurrence.”
A sneer twisted the corner of Neelah’s mouth. “It was easy.”
He had to admit that she had gotten the weapon away from him with a surprising show of deftness. Or perhaps not so surprising; with what he knew of her background, her identity before she had wound up as a memory-wiped dancing girl in Jabba the Hutt’s palace, skills like this were more common than not. She was far more than a mere child of aristocracy; if he failed to remember that, it was at his own peril.
“Perhaps so,” said Boba Fett. “That doesn’t mean it was a good idea. You may have some pretty fast moves, but trust me—they’re nothing compared to mine. Before you could press the firing stud on that piece, I’d be out of this chair, and my forearm would be against your throat. And after that, things would get even more unpleasant for you.”
“I’m willing to risk it.” Neelah shrugged. “What have I got to lose? You’re not telling me what I want to know. What I need to know. At least this way, if I get off one good shot, I’ll have the satisfaction of getting a good reason for you clamming up on me. Think of it this way: being dead is the perfect excuse.”
Boba Fett had already calculated the precise distance between himself and the female, the exact angle, speed, and direction of the moves necessary to get the weapon away from her. He could do it without even getting winged by the one blaster bolt she would be able to fire in that microsecond interval. Better, he told himself, if I don’t have to do that. For one simple reason: a wild shot inside the confines of the ship’s cockpit could have some serious consequences. Even now, the Hound’s Tooth wasn’t in the operational shape he would have preferred; its previous owner’s sloppiness had seen to that. He would be able to repair any structural damage the bolt would cause—the weapon didn’t have enough power to pierce the hull—but if it took out any of the control panel, tracing and patching the unfamiliar circuits would take time. And time was a commodity that was in short supply at the moment. There was business to take care of, a long way from here.
“I’ve been close enough to dead,” said Boba Fett, “that I’m not eager to repeat the experience.”
Neelah raised the blaster a little higher, sighting over its barrel at her target. “Then you better start talking.”
“No—” Boba Fett gave a single shake of his head. “I don’t think so.”
“What?” The female’s brow creased. “What do you mean?”
“It’s simple.” Boba Fett gestured toward her. “You’ve got as much to lose as I have. Kill me, and you’ll never find out what you want to know.”
Tilting her head to one side, she peered closer at him. “Maybe with you out of the way, I’ll be able to find out the truth from someone else.”
“Maybe.” Boba Fett gave another shrug. “But if you guess wrong about that—if I’m the only one that knows the score about who you really are—then you’ll have knocked off the only person with the answers. Sure that’s a risk you want to take?”
For a few seconds more, Neelah seemed to be considering her options. Then she lowered the blaster. “I suppose not.” Her angry expression hadn’t faded. “Looks like you talked your way out of this one.”
“You’ll thank me for it later.” He held out his hand. “I’ll take the piece back, if you don’t mind.”
Neelah shook her head. “I’ve still got a use for it.”
He watched her as she turned in the hatchway. With the weapon at her side, she started back down the ladder to the ship’s main hold.
At least, thought Fett, she knows what she wants. Getting it was the only problem.
He swung the pilot’s chair back toward the controls. He had his own concerns to take care of.
A boot in his ribs woke Dengar up. He blinked, then came swiftly to full, startled consciousness as he found himself looking into the business end of a blaster pistol.
“Time to start talking,” said Neelah. She had the weapon aimed straight at his forehead. “I want to hear the rest of the story.”
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THEN
“You gotta admit,” said Bossk, “it’s a nice place for a meeting.”
He enjoyed his own grim humor. Keeping the claws of one hand resting on the grip of his holstered blaster, Bossk watched as Boba Fett looked around the moldering crevices and dry cliff faces of the ancient sea trench. The oceans of Gholondreine-β had been sucked down to the last molecule of saline liquid, then transported by a fleet of massive Imperial freighters to an orbital catalysis plant near Coruscant. Economy hadn’t been the motivating factor—it was more expensive to ship that amount of water than to synthesize it—but punishment had been. The coastal and inland democracies on the planet’s land masses had been irritatingly slow, in the eyes of Emperor Palpatine, to divest themselves of the last vestiges of allegiance to the old Republic. Now, beneath the flat glare of cloud-purged skies, dust wound through the cracked and empty streets of the deserted cities. Neighboring worlds in this sector had received a valuable object lesson in how to respond to the Emperor’s commands.
The shell of some long-dead marine animal crunched beneath Boba Fett’s boot sole. His ship, Slave I, stood several meters away, the rounded dome of its cockpit transparisteel glinting in the angle of light that managed to penetrate the sea trench. The cleft in the planet’s desiccated surface was deep enough that in less than a Standard Time Unit, it would be cast into near-total darkness. That was all right with Bossk; the business that he had to transact with his rival Boba Fett wouldn’t take long.
“It’s all right.” Boba Fett had completed his visual survey of the site, in tandem with the various data readouts on one forearm of his Mandalorian battle armor. The indicator lights had gradually shifted from red to yellow, then finally to green as Slave I’s multisensor threat-alert systems had finished scanning the area for hidden traps and ambush devices. Bossk had left his own ship in a lowered standby condition at the other end of the trench, so its onboard weaponry wouldn’t trigger the other bounty hunter’s suspicions. “Though it’s not quite as private as you might think,” said Fett. One gloved hand pointed toward the surrounding cliffs, their crumbling faces towering above the humanoid figures below. “I’m picking up signs of quite a few organic life-forms up there.”
Bossk emitted a short, harsh laugh. “I don’t think we have to worry about them.” He slung his blaster rifle from behind his back; bracing the weapon against his hip, he fired a maximum-power bolt into the cliff directly above where he and Boba Fett stood. The bolt shattered the dry stone, sending a rain of powdery white dust and shards down to the trench floor. “Check it out,” said Bossk. Using the toe of his own boot, he poked through the rubble. A hissing noise came from the needle-fanged mouth of a centipedelike creature, writhing and uncoiling to nearly a meter in length; its yellow eyes blazed with a ferocious malice as it whipped itself around Bossk’s ankle. Before it could sink the points of its fangs into his shin, he had clubbed it off himself with the butt of the blaster rifle. Another blow snapped the creature in two; the separate halves spattered a greenish-black ichor across the trench floor as they spun about in knotting contortions. “Pleasant little things, huh? They’re not even good to eat. Taste like recycled flange oil.”
No reply came from Boba Fett. He had turned the gaze of his dark-visored helmet up toward the cliff face. What had been still and seemingly lifeless before now shimmered in the sunlight’s flat glare with intertwining motion, like maggots in rotting flesh. The bolt from the blaster rifle had roused nests full of the many-legged creatures, exuding from holes chewed into the soft, crumbling stone. The sonic impact had been enough to startle the creatures on the other side of the trench as well; for a moment, the walls on either side of Bossk and Boba Fett crawled with coiling insectoid forms and hungry yellow eyes.
“Standard operating procedure for the Empire.” Boba Fett displayed no signs of unease as the small shadows of the creatures wavered in the glare reflected from his helmet’s visor. “Especially when the Emperor’s in his punitive mode. These things aren’t native to this planet; they’re a laboratory hybrid from an Ithorian root-source, genetically enhanced for a zero-moisture environment.”
The dead creature had left a black smear on Bossk’s boot. He bent down and wiped it off with his thumb-claw. “The Empire seeded them here?” He straightened, looking up at the churning stone above him. “What good are they?”
“They’re not any ‘good’ at all,” said Boba Fett. “They exude bio-toxins with a molecular breakdown rate that can be measured in centuries. The levels eventually get high enough to kill them off as well. But by then the entire surface crust of this planet will be riddled with their poison-filled bore holes. There’re some refugee colonies of Gholondreine-β natives on the surrounding system worlds, but they won’t be coming back to their homeworld for a long time. Palpatine’s seen to that.”
Bossk felt slightly ill; he figured it was from the effects of having taken an exploratory bite of one of the centipede creatures. That’ll teach me, he thought glumly. The thought of anyone deliberately concocting an unpalatable life-form irritated him; in Trandoshan philosophy, eating other creatures, including one’s own species, was the whole point of existence, at least one worth living. Cold vindictiveness, such as the kind in which the Emperor indulged himself, didn’t sit well with Bossk, either. Even reptiles had more of a capacity for hot-blooded, noble, and annihilating anger.
“You still want to talk business?” Boba Fett sounded amused by Bossk’s apparent nausea. “You look like you’re about ready to lose your lunch.”
“Don’t worry about me,” snarled Bossk. “I sent for you to come here for a reason. We got a chance to make some major credits. Big-time stuff.”
He hadn’t seen Boba Fett in the flesh since they had both been back at the old Bounty Hunters Guild headquarters. The Guild had just started its process of falling apart, right after Bossk had killed his own father, Cradossk. He had been too busy since then, keeping his own faction of younger bounty hunters, the Guild Reform Committee, from splintering any further, to have paid much attention to Boba Fett’s comings and goings. Even so, his suspicions had been aroused when Fett had vanished from the old Guild’s headquarters, just as if he had finished the job he had been sent there to do. Bossk had heard a lot of rumors since then. The whispered accounts had it that Boba Fett had actually been responsible—intentionally so—for breaking up the Bounty Hunters Guild. Bossk couldn’t quite figure out why Boba Fett would have wanted to do that. But if he had, Bossk decided, then he did me a favor. His father, Cradossk, would still be alive and running the show otherwise, and he’d still be waiting for his chance.
“What ‘we’ are you talking about?” Boba Fett folded his arms across his chest. “I’ve already worked with you once. That’s more than I’m in the habit of doing.”
Boba Fett’s lone-wolf reputation was well deserved; it was the main reason that Bossk had been so amazed and distrustful when Fett had shown up at the Bounty Hunters Guild headquarters and had applied for admission to the organization. But Boba Fett had gone in with Bossk and a couple of the other Guild members—Zuckuss and the droid IG-88—on a team operation. Fett had even brought in one more creature on the operation, the walking animate laser cannon called D’harhan. That had been some genuinely hard merchandise, out on the Shell Hutt world of Circumtore; most of the team had been lucky to get out alive.
As it was, for D’harhan it had been the end of the line. Which proved that teaming up with Boba Fett was not necessarily a good idea; Bossk had vowed to himself to never even consider it again. There were some situations that Boba Fett was willing to walk into, only because that barve was confident that he’d walk back out of them eventually. And if that meant the death of an associate from long ago, like D’harhan, then for Boba Fett that was a price he was more than willing to pay.
Time—and greed—had eroded Bossk’s resolution, though. Just too many credits to pass up, he’d told himself. He’d learned his lesson about going in with Boba Fett on an operation like this: Watch your back. That would be easier, Bossk had figured, with just the two of them, instead of a whole team.
“Come on,” said Bossk. “Why don’t we try to talk on a friendly basis?” The scaly muzzles of Trandoshan faces weren’t designed for any kind of smiles, let alone ingratiating ones. In expressing positive emotions, Bossk was as handicapped as if he’d been wearing Boba Fett’s dark-visored helmet. “Things worked out pretty well the last time.”
“You didn’t think so then.” Fett’s voice was flat and emotionless. “The way you carried on during that whole Circumtore job, I would have thought you had the last of any team operations.”
“I changed my mind.” Trying to talk another creature into something was way out of Bossk’s line; he preferred threats and/or violence. But the chances of either one of those working with Boba Fett were well below zero. “Besides—some jobs are just too big for one bounty hunter.”
“Speak for yourself.”
He had a good idea that Boba Fett knew what he was referring to. The word about this particular piece of hard merchandise had gone through the bounty hunter grapevine at close to hyperspace velocities.
“All right,” said Bossk. He decided to drop any pretense of friendliness. That approach was obviously not working. Should’ve known, he thought grimly. This guy has always been durasteel-plated. “Let’s just approach it as a business deal. I got a good idea that you and me can pull this one off—if we work it together. Or we can go solo, and both wind up dead.”
“As I said before—” Boba Fett didn’t even bother giving a shrug. “Speak for yourself.”
Bossk could feel his own eyes narrowing into slits as his spine tensed with anger. The impulse to launch himself at the other bounty hunter, with his clawed hands going for Boba Fett’s throat, was almost overwhelming. The only thing that stopped him was the certainty that while he was still in the air between them, he would already have a hole burnt by Fett’s blaster rifle through his chest and out his back. He’d land at Fett’s boots as a corpse.
“That does it.” Why did I even bother? thought Bossk. This whole meeting was a waste of time. Boba Fett followed no creature’s rules but his own. “You go your way and I’ll go mine. We’ll see who gets killed first.”
He turned on his heel and started back toward the waiting Hound’s Tooth. Shadow had started to fill the dry marine trench, as Gholondreine-β’s pallid sun shifted from its overhead zenith. On the trench’s darkened wall, the yellow eyes of the centipedelike creatures glinted from their bore holes.
“Wait a minute.” Boba Fett’s voice called after him.
Bossk glanced over his shoulder, glaring at the other bounty hunter. “What?”
“I didn’t say I wouldn’t go in with you on this one.” The razor-edged shade cut diagonally across Boba Fett. He stood unmoving among the dead and hollowed-out shells of the vanished ocean’s inhabitants. “I was just giving you the facts about the arrangement.”
A cold wind had started to roll down the length of the trench, cutting through the scales of Bossk’s flesh and into the bones beneath.
The other bounty hunter’s words evoked a slow nod from Bossk. “We better settle the rest of it, then.” He nodded toward the Hound’s Tooth. “Might as well talk about it aboard my ship.”
Boba Fett shook his head. “That’s not a good idea.”
“What’s the matter?” The refusal of his invitation offended Bossk. “I’m not trying to set a trap for you. I just want to talk business.”
“Oh, I trust you all right.” Boba Fett had already started walking back toward his own ship. “Just not enough. Besides”—he stopped and turned the visored gaze of his helmet over his shoulder—“I’ve got something to show you. That you’ll find interesting.”
Whatever, thought Bossk. He followed after Boba Fett. Dealing with him was a continual, unneeded education in hostility.
The interior of Slave I was exactly as Bossk remembered it from the team operation on Circumtore. He glanced around the bulkheads and holding cages with visceral distaste; Boba Fett kept his ship in a state of maintenance that Bossk personally found offensive. It was like paying a visit to the surgical ward of an Imperial Navy medical crew, with every surface stripped to bare metal and sterilized. As far as Bossk was concerned, a bounty hunter’s ship should be an extension of his personality, with every aspect of his spirit having seeped into the structure, right down to the engine ports and the cockpit controls. He was proud that walking around inside the Hound’s Tooth was like walking inside the bone limits of his own skull.
Then again, thought Bossk with a sneer, maybe this is Boba Fett’s personality. All business—credits and merchandise—and no passion, no actual enjoyment of the violence and terror that came with the bounty hunter trade. What a waste …
“Have a seat.” Boba Fett pointed to a bench near one of the holding cages. He sat down on one at the opposite side of the space. “So you want to go after this renegade stormtrooper. Right?”
At least with an all-business type like Boba Fett, there was no wasting time. “That’s right,” said Bossk. “It’s the job of a lifetime.”
That was an understatement. When the bounty had been posted, in an official wide-band relay from the Emperor’s palace on Coruscant, the amount of credits offered had been thought to be some kind of transmission error, too many zeroes added on to whatever the real sum was. Bossk remembered thinking, I could buy a small, unindustrialized planet for that many credits—if the Empire was putting any up for sale. Both of the factions from the old Bounty Hunters Guild, the Reform Committee and those senile creatures that called themselves the True Guild, had contacted the Emperor’s communications center and had asked for a clarification as to the actual amount of the bounty being offered.
And they had been told that there had been no transmission error. The amount given in the original message was for real.
The effect on bounty hunters throughout the galaxy, in every seedy spaceport dive and in the headquarters of the two Guild factions, had been electrifying. Greed worked miracles when it came to getting sentient creatures’ attention. For Bossk, it had been like laying his bared claws straight upon an unshielded power generator, one big enough to drive an Imperial battleship through hyperspace; every scale on his body had seemed charged.
This would settle everything—that was the dominant thought that had sprung up inside Bossk’s head. To capture the renegade Imperial stormtrooper for which Emperor Palpatine had posted such a colossal bounty would determine once and for all, in Bossk’s eyes and those of every other sentient creature in the galaxy, just who was the number-one bounty hunter. The Emperor wasn’t putting up that kind of credits because it was going to be an easy job. This particular stormtrooper wasn’t one of the trigger-happy rank-and-file, good for little more than simple terrorism and carrying out the orders of his commanders. Trhin Voss’on’t was one of the commanders, right at the top level of the Imperial stormtrooper hierarchy, a strike-force leader in one of the elite Strategic Insertion battalions—or he had been right up until he had dumped the personnel of an Imperial Star Destroyer at blaster point, commandeering the vessel with a hand-picked skeleton crew of accomplices.
Initial speculation about what the motives of Voss’on’t might have been centered around the possibility of his having defected to the Rebel Alliance, taking the Destroyer and its complement of weapons, code databases, and crypto-secured Imperial technology as an addition to the Alliance’s growing arsenal. That theory had been largely abandoned when the destroyer had turned up drifting in an uninhabited navigational sector between star systems, with the corpses of Voss’on’t’s accomplices aboard. They had been efficiently executed in standard Imperial stormtrooper disciplinary fashion, a single laser hole at the back of each one’s skull. The Destroyer had been stripped of whatever pieces were most easily and profitably salvaged; thruster engine parts with the appropriate molecular-level code numbers started turning up almost immediately in various black-market salvage operations, having filtered through an untraceable chain of scavengers and intersystem scrap dealers. Whatever credits had been paid out had enabled Voss’on’t to pull off a complete disappearing act.
“What I think”—Bossk leaned forward from where he sat in Slave I’s main hold—“is that this Voss’on’t had been planning this move for a long time. And then when he had everything lined up just right, he jumped on it.”
“That’s obvious,” replied Boba Fett. “Nobody gets away with an entire Imperial Destroyer without making preparations.”
“You gotta wonder, though, about why he did it.” Bossk scratched his muzzle with one of his claws. “Whatever credits he made from scrapping the ship, he’s probably had to pour right into making his escape. There’s a lotta bribes to be paid out, and a lot of creatures you gotta arrange to get killed, before you can just vanish like that. And Voss’on’t had to get rid of the Destroyer at a rate of ten decicredits to the credit, actual value—it’s not like he’s making a profit on the whole deal and setting himself up in style for the rest of his life.”
Boba Fett gave a dismissive shrug. “What does it matter why he did it? Maybe he got tired of being under Palpatine’s thumb. A lot of other creatures in this galaxy feel the same way. There wouldn’t be a Rebellion going on, otherwise. The only thing that matters is that he did it—and that the Emperor will pay to get him back.”
“Yeah, but you gotta get inside this trooper’s head if you’re going to have any chance of tracking him down.” Bossk put the full force of his intellectual powers on the problem. He could feel his scale-covered brow corrugating with the effort. “I mean, his motive has got to be an important factor.”
“For you, maybe.” Fett remained unimpressed. “But not for me. The only thing that’s important with hard merchandise is the price that’s paid. Everything else, all the other factors—those always remain the same. The whole point is to track the merchandise down, then turn it over and collect the bounty. You start worrying about what the merchandise is thinking, then you’re just handicapping yourself.” The dark gaze of the other bounty hunter, the helmet visor that was such an unmistakable part of the Mandalorian armor, fell unwavering on Bossk. “That’s why you’re at a certain level in the bounty hunter trade … and I’m at a different level.”
Given Bossk’s hair-trigger temper, it seemed odd even to him that Boba Fett’s slighting remark didn’t evoke an angry reaction. Maybe, he mused, I can learn something from this hunter. Maybe Fett was right; maybe he did think too much. All that ratiocination got in the way of being an effective hunter. That’s my problem, thought Bossk. I’m too much of an intellectual.
“So—do we have a deal going?” Bossk leaned back against the bulkhead behind the seat. “You wouldn’t be talking to me, otherwise. Right?” He felt proud of himself for having figured out that much. “You and me, we’re forming a team, a partnership, to go after this renegade stormtrooper. What’s his name … Trhin Voss’on’t. That’s the deal?” Bossk looked hopefully toward the other bounty hunter.
Boba Fett gave a single nod. “Strictly a onetime operation. Don’t anticipate anything permanent. I’ve had enough of hooking up with other creatures. That’s why it didn’t break my heart when the old Bounty Hunters Guild fell apart.”
That was another whole issue; Bossk figured it would only blow the working relationship if he brought it up now. Besides—even if Boba Fett had deliberately set out to break up the Guild, did it matter what his reasons might have been? No more than what Voss’on’t’s reasons for bailing out of the Imperial stormtroopers were. I’ve already learned something, thought Bossk. This minimalist attitude he’d picked up from Boba Fett simplified things enormously, cutting them down to the essentials like a vibroblade through unprotected flesh.
“Wait a minute.” A suspicion had formed inside Bossk’s brain. “You don’t like going in with other bounty hunters—you just said so.” He peered closer at Boba Fett. “So why team up with me now? Are you that afraid of this Voss’on’t barve?”
“Not at all,” said Boba Fett. “Fear is an emotion that I have a certain appreciation of; I can see it in other creatures. And it’s a useful thing to use against them; it muddies their reasoning processes, so they fall prey to panic and random, chaotic behavior patterns. Then you can drive them before you like herd beasts.” Fett’s voice had lowered in tone, as though he were reading off the tomb inscriptions of his prey. He nodded slowly, then resumed speaking. “But other than that, I have no personal awareness of such a thing; it does not exist inside me.”
“You didn’t answer the question.” Bossk wasn’t going to let himself be diverted by some elaborate speech. “Why are you agreeing to team up with me?”
“The answer is simple.” Fett pointed a single gloved finger toward him. “You’re useful to me right now. This job is at a whole new level; nothing like it has ever come up before. This is hard merchandise that can do much more than just run and hide; it can protect itself. Voss’on’t has all the military skills that come with his having been a member of a Strategic Insertion team. He’s got the resources—the training, the experience, the weapons—to put up a good fight. He’s not some scared little bookkeeper cowering in a hole on some backwater world.”
“So you need me.” Bossk marveled at the concept—and that the notorious Boba Fett, the most feared bounty hunter in the galaxy, would admit such a thing. “Huh.”
“I didn’t say that; I said you’re useful to me.” Boba Fett drew his hand back, then folded his arms across the chest of his battle armor. “I could bring in this Voss’on’t by myself; that’s not a problem. I might even enjoy it; I don’t often get such a challenge presented to me. But it would be easier with a partner. A matter of strategy: wherever Voss’on’t is hiding out, he’s going to be expecting bounty hunters to be coming after him. He’s undoubtedly aware of the price that Palpatine has set on his head. And he’ll be expecting that the bounty hunters will form partnerships and teams for this operation.” Boba Fett’s voice turned quiet again. “He’ll be expecting that from all the bounty hunters—except one. And that’s me.”
“So you figure this is the only way to take Voss’on’t by surprise?”
“No—” Boba Fett shook his head. “There would be other ways. But none that will get him to lower his guard in the same way. He’s got to be made to think that he’s the one that is running the game, that he’s calling the shots. That’s his weak point: he’s used to being in command. And authority in the Imperial stormtroopers is both an absolute and an addictive matter; the other stormtroopers that Voss’on’t gave orders to were expected to give their lives, if necessary. That kind of loyalty from underlings has a corrosive effect on a sentient creature’s thinking. It makes him believe—deep down—that the whole universe is his to command. When wise creatures say that absolute power corrupts, they mean more than just a moral issue. It interferes with your intelligence as well.”
“Hold on.” Bossk frowned, trying to incorporate the other’s words into the workings inside his own skull. “I thought you said you didn’t believe in trying to figure out what went on in the heads of the merchandise you went after.”
“I don’t,” replied Boba Fett. “This isn’t psychology; this is just hunting. That’s all. I don’t care why the merchandise does what it does; I just take note of its behavior, how it reacts and moves. I’ve spent a lot more time at the Imperial court, and at places like Jabba the Hutt’s palace, than you have; my skills are appreciated and paid for there.” The voice coming from the helmeted figure held a dark, ominous certainty in its tone. “I’ve seen the same thing in the admirals of the Imperial Navy, and in Jabba the Hutt and Emperor Palpatine. What starts out as a tool, a weapon in their hands, winds up as a cancer in their minds. And then …” Fett slowly nodded. “Then it takes them over. And they become easy prey.”
Bossk drew back on the bench, keeping a wary eye on the other bounty hunter. Fear might have been an unknown emotion to Boba Fett, but his words had managed to evoke a disturbing unease inside Bossk.
“Maybe you’re right,” said Bossk. “But I don’t think anybody’s going to be knocking over Emperor Palpatine anytime soon.”
“Is that so?” Boba Fett’s voice had returned to its normal inexpressive tone. “It’s not something I’d make any wagers about, one way or another. The Rebel Alliance has too many hopeless optimists in it to be much of a threat to Palpatine.”
“Anyway—maybe that’s why Voss’on’t went renegade. So the same thing wouldn’t happen to him.”
“If that’s the case,” said Boba Fett, “then he’s smarter—and more dangerous—than I’ve given him credit for.”
“So what’s your plan?” All that weird talk had made Bossk nervous; for a moment it had felt as if the bare durasteel bulkheads of Boba Fett’s Slave I had been closing in on him. “I mean, other than forming a team when he’s not expecting you to do that.”
“Simple—as all the best plans are. We don’t form a team.”
“I don’t get it.” Now Bossk was genuinely confused. “What’ve we been talking about, then?”
“What we’re talking about,” said Boba Fett, “is what we want Voss’on’t to think we’re doing. Oh, we’ll form a team, all right—we’re going in together on this job, all right—but the first thing we’ll have you do is betray me. When we make contact with Voss’on’t, when we find out just where he’s hiding, then you’ll stab me in the back.”
“You’re joking.” Bossk peered intently at the other bounty hunter. “Aren’t you?”
“I don’t mean literally stab me in the back. I mean you’ll communicate with Voss’on’t on the sly. And you’ll offer to go over to his side, to work for him. It’s an old trick among criminal types: the best way to get past your target’s defenses is to make him think you’re betraying someone else.”
Bossk shook his head. “I can see some problems with this scheme right from the start.” He had expected better; was this the limit of Fett’s strategic thinking? “First, how am I going to convince him that I’d even want to work on his side? The last bunch that went along with him all wound up dead. Unless I’m feeling suicidal, I’d have to be an idiot to go in with somebody with a track record like that.”
“I’m not saying that you’ll tell Voss’on’t that you trust him. Of course you don’t trust him; why should you?” Boba Fett’s voice remained level and patient—to the degree that was possible. “He’ll know that you’ll be watching your back the whole time you’re dealing with him. Just as he’ll know that you should be able to take care of yourself; you’re an experienced bounty hunter and you’ve been in dangerous situations before. Whereas the crew that helped Voss’on’t steal the Imperial destroyer obviously did trust him; that’s why he was able to get the drop on them, and they paid the price with their lives. So you and Voss’on’t will know where you stand with each other; you’ll be able to make deals like actual business creatures.”
“Then that’s the other problem,” said Bossk. “I can see what he’d want from me—mainly, that I’d set you up somehow so you wind up dead and he doesn’t wind up as hard merchandise in one of your holding cages.” Bossk pointed with his thumb-claw toward the metal-barred structures on the other side of the hold. “Voss’on’t doesn’t want to wind up on his way back to the Emperor. But what’s in it for me? What does Voss’on’t have that makes it worthwhile for me to deal with him? Like you said, he’s probably already spent most of the credits he got from the scavenger operations that he pieced out the Destroyer to.”
“Voss’on’t has got plenty left to deal with. Maybe not credits on hand, but in his own kind of merchandise. Do you really think that Emperor Palpatine wants him back—and has posted that kind of bounty for him—just out of wounded pride, or something like that? The Emperor doesn’t have that kind of emotional involvement in his stormtroopers; they’re just tools for him, and if one goes bad, it’s no big deal. There’s plenty more to fill in the gaps in their ranks. If Palpatine wants Voss’on’t caught and brought back to Coruscant so badly, there’s a good reason for it. Voss’on’t stole more than an Imperial Star Destroyer. He stole the code databases for all of the Imperial stormtroopers’ Strategic Insertion teams; that’s what the Emperor wants to get back into his possession.”
“Codes?” Bossk gazed back at Boba Fett in disbelief—and disappointment. “That’s the big deal? What’s so important about operational codes? That’s the sort of thing that can be changed almost instantaneously if they fall into the other side’s hands. Security breaches happen all the time in the Empire.” Bossk shook his head. “For that level of code, all the Empire has to do is send out a cancel-and-nullify signal to its military units, then send out a secured-and-encrypted relay with the replacement codes. It may be a complicated procedure, but it’s cheaper than the bounty Palpatine has set up for Voss’on’t’s return.”
“That’s the procedure, all right.” Boba Fett leaned forward slightly. “For all of the Empire’s military units—except the Strategic Insertion teams. Those units, like the one Voss’on’t was part of, are not in constant communication with the Empire’s communications centers. The Strategic Insertion teams are in deep cover; that’s what they were designed for. When they’re on a mission, especially in some remote sector of the galaxy, they can go for a long time without being in touch with any part of the chain of command above them. They’re virtually independent operatives; that’s why they’re so few of them in the Empire. So they can’t receive a cancel-and-nullify signal from their superiors, at least not in time to do any good. They have to stay with the original codes that they were sent out with—and those were the ones that Trhin Voss’on’t took with him. And that’s what the Empire needs to get back, enough for Palpatine to have set up that kind of bounty.”
“I got it now.” The situation had started to become clearer for Bossk. “Scrapping the destroyer was just to get the credits that Voss’on’t needed to go into hiding; the real credits are in the code databases.”
“Exactly,” said Boba Fett. “Voss’on’t will try to cash in on those codes. He can either sell them back to the Empire, or he can see if the Rebel Alliance will pay him what he wants for them. He’s under some pretty severe time pressure; the longer he goes without making a deal for the code databases, the less valuable they are. As the different Strategic Insertion teams finish their operations and return to their originating bases, then they can be fitted out with new operational codes. But in the meantime, Voss’on’t has got some pretty valuable merchandise in his possession. If he can avoid getting picked off, and he can make the deal he’s shooting for, he’ll be set. With those kinds of credits, he can buy a lot of protection. But he still has to make the deal. He has to survive long enough to do that.”
Bossk nodded, a little more excitedly. “And that’s where we come in.”
“Exactly. I’m his main concern. I’m the only bounty hunter that Voss’on’t is really worried about—”
“Wait a minute,” protested Bossk indignantly. “What about me?”
“Come on. Let’s face reality.” Boba Fett held up a gloved hand, as though trying to placate his partner. “I’ve got the reputation, and I’ve got the skills to back it up. You don’t.”
Sullenly, Bossk grumbled a few Trandoshan words under his breath.
“You’ve got enough of a reputation,” continued Fett, “that it’s just about plausible that I’d be willing to team up with you. We’ll be able to convince Voss’on’t about that. And once we’ve got him believing the setup, then we’re on our way. If you’re supposedly teamed up with me, then you’re in the position to double-cross me. All these Imperial military types have a low opinion of bounty hunters; Voss’on’t will fall for this story in a fraction of a Standard Time Part. For a cut of his eventual profits from selling the code databases, you can make sure that I won’t be able to interfere with his plans. Or at least that’s what you’ll tell him. And that’s what he’ll believe.”
Nodding slowly and thoughtfully, Bossk mulled over the details of the plan. “How am I going to convince him that I can do that? That I can stop you from catching him?”
“That’s the simplest part of all.” Boba Fett spread his gloved hands apart. “You’ll kill me.”
“What?” Bossk stared at the bounty hunter sitting across from him. “Is that some kind of a joke?”
“I don’t tell jokes,” said Boba Fett, “even when I’m not working. That’s the plan. You’re going to take care of Trhin Voss’on’t’s number-one problem for him. You’re going to eliminate me—or at least that’s what he’s going to believe. And that’s when he’ll relax; that’s when his guard will go down. And then he’s vulnerable. He’ll be an easy pick-off, then.”
Bossk drew back from the helmeted figure, as though in an instinctive reaction to have wandered too close to a gaping precipice. His spine pressed against the cold durasteel of the bulkhead behind him, as deep and ominous suspicions formed inside his mind. What does he know? The brain inside the Mandalorian armor’s helmet, and all of its cunning, intricate workings, was as hidden from him as though it had been concealed on the other side of this barren planet. Yet at the same time, he could feel Boba Fett’s gaze penetrating him, inspecting each of his secrets, one by one.
With a force of will, he shook off the feeling. You’re being paranoid, Bossk told himself. There’s no way that Boba Fett would have been able to determine what Bossk’s own agenda was. He’s an ordinary, mortal creature like yourself. Like turning the key in a hidden lock, Bossk reached down into the core of his being and let his innate Trandoshan anger emerge. His father, Cradossk, if he were still alive, would have been embarrassed to see his own spawn being intimidated by any other living thing, including the notorious Boba Fett. The slitted pupils of Bossk’s eyes narrowed even farther as the hormones of his anger seeped through his veins, tightening the heavy muscles they surrounded. It didn’t matter, decided Bossk, whether Boba Fett knew anything about his real plans, about his intentions after the matter of pulling in Trhin Voss’on’t was taken care of. When that time came, he would have a few surprises for Boba Fett. The other bounty hunter might think he was smart, but this time, Bossk was sure that he had finally gotten ahead of him.
“So how do we start?” The surge of anger brought along an equal amount of impatience. Bossk was tired of talk; he wanted action. “How are we going to prove all this stuff to Voss’on’t?”
“First,” said Boba Fett, “we’ll need some concrete proof that you’re willing to kill your partners. Some kind of proof that Voss’on’t will regard as impressive. You’ll never be able to get into his confidences unless we have that.”
Why anybody would doubt the murderousness of a Trandoshan was beyond Bossk. His species had conclusively demonstrated its violent tendencies all through the galaxy. And proud of it, he thought. Who wouldn’t be?
“What did you have in mind? Unless”—one corner of Bossk’s fang-lined mouth lifted in an ugly version of a smile—“you were planning on having me kill you right now.” He nodded, as though pleased with the idea. “That would probably work.”
“I told you—I don’t joke around.” A laserlike glare seemed to emerge from behind the helmet’s dark visor. “I’d appreciate it if you took this seriously as well.”
“Okay, okay; sorry.” Bossk held out both his palms, as though fending off a blow. “So what are we going to do?”
“We need proof—real hard proof—that you’re serious about betraying your partners. So we need one more partner, just for the purpose of giving us that proof.”
“Another partner?” Bossk scowled. “I don’t feel like cutting in anyone else on this deal.”
“We won’t be cutting anyone else in. That’s already been taken care of.” Boba Fett rose from the bench on which he’d been sitting. “Come over here. I told you outside that I had something to show you. Something that you’d find interesting.”
Bossk followed the other bounty hunter over to the storage lockers at the hold’s other side. He watched silently as Boba Fett punched a key sequence into the pad beside one of the square locker doors. A red light flashed and the drawer slid open.
“Take a look at this.” Boba Fett grasped the edge of a cloth sheet covering some large, uneven object. “This is all the proof you’ll need.” He pulled the cloth aside, revealing what was underneath.
“What the—” Startled, Bossk gaped at the figure lying face upward in the drawer. “Zuckuss!” The insectlike face, with its immense goggling eyes and intertwined breathing tubes, was as familiar to him as his own. Bossk looked over at Boba Fett. “What happened to him?”
The sound of Zuckuss’s name being spoken aloud hadn’t caused the figure in the drawer to stir. The round, glassy eyes continued to stare upward at the hold’s metal ceiling.
“Simple,” said Fett. “It’s all part of the plan. We needed a dead bounty hunter, someone that you can tell Trhin Voss’on’t was part of our team. So I provided one.”
The unemotional coldness of Boba Fett’s explanation amazed Bossk. It really is all business with this barve, he thought. No wonder he’s on top of the bounty hunter trade. “He’s dead?” Bossk pointed to the unmoving figure. “Really dead? ”
“See for yourself.”
Bossk leaned down closer to the unmoving object in the drawer. He didn’t feel sorry for Zuckuss—pity was another emotion foreign to Trandoshans—but at the same time, there was an odd trace of regret in seeing him like this. There was no sense of friendship or other tender feelings wasted among bounty hunters, but Zuckuss had been part of the team on the Circumtore job. Things had gone badly enough then that Bossk had felt like killing Zuckuss … but he hadn’t. And to realize that Boba Fett had done so, as a matter of cold and hyperrational business practice, part of his scheme for bringing in this renegade stormtrooper—that didn’t sit right with Bossk. To kill in anger was one thing, even a fine and noble thing. But Boba Fett’s way of doing it without emotion struck him as essentially … evil. That’s it, realized Bossk. He had rarely, if ever, meditated so deeply on a moral issue. That’s it, exactly. And now here he was, teaming up with Boba Fett. The implications of that were something he didn’t want to think about, now or ever.
Automatically, to keep his thoughts safely submerged, Bossk went about verifying Zuckuss’s death. Checking the body’s neck, where the most visible blood vessels were located, he found no pulse; at the filtered openings of the breathing apparatus, where the exterior tubes looped toward the chest, no signs of respiration were detectable. The latter convinced Bossk more than anything else; one of the more irritating things about Zuckuss, when he’d been alive, had been the slight, constant noise that went with his inhaling and exhaling. Won’t have to hear that anymore, thought Bossk.
“He’s dead, all right.” Bossk straightened up from his examination of the corpse. “If what you wanted is evidence to show Voss’on’t that bounty hunters are getting killed, then you sure got it.” The only problem was that the cover story that went with the corpse had it that Bossk himself had killed Zuckuss. He preferred taking the credit only for his own violence. That raised another question in his mind. “How am I supposed to have killed him? He looks in pretty good shape. I mean … considering everything. Usually if one of us Trandoshans knocks somebody off, they really show it.”
“Tell Voss’on’t you suffocated him.” Boba Fett pointed down to the corpse’s face. “With those exterior breathing tubes, it’s a relatively easy thing to do.”
Bossk glanced over at Boba Fett. That must be, thought Bossk, how he did it. Just like that; cold and effective. “And why did I do it? What’s the line going to be on that?”
“Just as you said before—you didn’t feel like splitting up the credits with any more partners than necessary. I’ve already started the story in circulation about Zuckuss teaming up with you and me; it’s probably already reaching Voss’on’t’s ears by now. So when we track him down, and you talk to him, you can feed him the rest of the line.”
“Which is?”
“That you don’t feel like splitting the credits with me, either.” Boba Fett punched the bulkhead-mounted control pad again, and the drawer slid back, taking Zuckuss’s lifeless body with it. “And that you’ve figured out that you’ll do better financially if you sell me out to Voss’on’t rather than sticking with me as a partner. After all”—Fett turned back toward Bossk—“I’m not as famous for being trustworthy as I am for other things. Am I?”
It took Bossk a while to figure out whether or not Boba Fett was breaking his ban on joking around while doing business. If it was a joke, it made him as uneasy as seeing Zuckuss laid out dead. I’m in deep here, thought Bossk as he gazed into the dark visor of Boba Fett’s helmet. He was beginning to wonder exactly how deep.
“No,” said Bossk slowly. “I guess you’re not …”
“Then it’s settled.” Boba Fett punched a control sequence into the pad on the forearm sleeve of his Mandalorian battle armor. On the other side of the ship’s hold, the hatchway irised open. “We’re partners.” Outside, night had filled the dry marine trench of what had once been Gholondreine-β’s planet-girdling ocean. “And we have a plan. Don’t we?”
“Right.” Bossk’s nod was just as slow. “We sure do …”
All the way back to his own ship, the Hound’s Tooth, waiting at the other end of the trench, he could feel the yellow eyes of the centipedelike creatures in their bore holes, carved into the cliffs towering in darkness above him. Bossk knew it was only his imagination if he thought he could hear them laughing at him.
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This is easy, thought Bossk. Almost too easy …
As if such a thing were possible. The Trandoshan bounty hunter felt a surge of gloating pleasure, welling up from the depths of his gut, as he sat at the rickety table, his claws wrapped around a chipped stoneware mug. Whatever gratification he felt hadn’t come from the mug’s contents, a sour inebriant that had briefly numbed the tongue behind his fangs when he had sipped it. This watering hole’s drinks were both strong and disgusting.
“We could take him now,” growled Bossk under his breath. “Why don’t we just go ahead and do it?”
He was alone at the table. The voice that answered his question sounded from deep inside his ear. Trandoshans, as a species, lacked external pinnae such as most humanoids had; beyond the small aperture of his ear canal, a cochlear micro-implant device had been precisely inserted with the point of a surgical needle. That piece of equipment had been just one of the preparations for this job.
“Not as simple as that,” said Boba Fett’s voice, both near—right inside Bossk’s head—and distant. The other bounty hunter was currently located somewhere far from this ratty watering hole; Fett might still be aboard Slave I, out past this backwater world’s atmosphere, for all Bossk knew. “Do you really think our target doesn’t have some kind of defenses in place? He’s not a complete fool, you know.”
A snarl of glowering impatience settled on Bossk’s face. He resisted the urge to scratch with his heavy claws at the implanted device itching inside his head, like some kind of burrowing parasite above the hinge of his jaw. He didn’t want to do anything that might give him away, even though this dump was so poorly lit as to seem like some underground cavern. The slit pupils of Bossk’s eyes were dilated as wide as possible, and there were still shadowy figures, hunched over their drinks at other wobbly tables, whose features his normally sharp eyesight couldn’t make out at all.
Trhin Voss’on’t, though, he’d been able to spot right off, as soon as he’d descended the worn stone steps into the watering hole. The renegade Imperial stormtrooper—ex-stormtrooper, Bossk reminded himself—was right where Boba Fett’s information sources had said he’d be. Bossk had to admit that when it came to tracking down hard merchandise anywhere in the galaxy, Fett had a network of contacts second to none. It was no wonder that Boba Fett had always been able to get a jump on any of the members of the old Bounty Hunters Guild, for scooping up a prize bit of merchandise and delivering it before most of the others in the business had any idea of what was going on. And when Fett had put the word out to his virtual eyes and ears, stationed on every inhabited planet, that he was looking for this former stormtrooper, it hadn’t been very many Standard Time Parts before the necessary info had come back to him.
“What’s our target doing?”
“Drinking,” growled Bossk. “What else is there to do in a dive like this?” He was able to keep his muttered responses down low enough that the miniaturized throat mike could pick them up, yet not be overheard by any of the other patrons of the establishment. And Trandoshan faces were not so expressive that anyone glancing his way, in these shadows, would be able to detect the speech motions of his scaly muzzle. He would have preferred the auditory cover of a jizz-wailer band like Figrin D’an and the Modal Nodes, back at the Mos Eisley spaceport on Tatooine—that combo created such a racket, you could blow somebody away in one of the cantina booths with hardly anyone noticing. This world’s hangouts were entirely too quiet for Bossk’s tastes.
“I’d be drinking, too,” said Bossk, “if I could stomach their well hooch.”
A burst of solar flare static rasped inside Bossk’s head, like a swarm of Nimgorrhean saber-wasps, and loud enough that he couldn’t stop himself from pressing the butt of his palm against his ear opening. That didn’t do any good; Bossk winced and ground his fangs together until the noise from the implanted device faded away. It proved at least that Boba Fett and his Slave I ship were off-planet. This unattractive and remote world—Bossk had already forgotten its name—had an unstable sun, with emission bands wide enough to play havoc with all sorts of comm systems, even the expensive narrow-beam equipment that Boba Fett could afford to use. The two of them would have a hard time coordinating this operation if another flare broke the link between them at some crucial point.
“… stay low.” Boba Fett’s unnaturally calm voice faded back in. “Try not to draw any attention to yourself.”
“I’m already doing that,” snarled Bossk. Those were the same instructions that Boba Fett had given him when he’d told him of this new plan, before he’d stuffed himself into a one-way, single-passenger drop ship and had piloted away from Fett’s Slave I. The drop ship was now out in the wastelands beyond the encircling slag heaps of what had once been an Imperial mining-and-refinery colony; the fact that the mines had been abandoned as worthless didn’t surprise Bossk. As he had made his way on foot, past enormous, scavenger-ready drill units, gross tonnage excavators, up-ended conveyor lines, and surrounding slag heaps, then into the midst of the shabby plastoid buildings that had become by default the planet’s only inhabited zone, it had struck him that even the dirt and rocks here were of an inferior quality. “So when are we going to make our move?”
“Soon enough,” replied Fett. “There’s still a few things that have to be checked out.” The voice of the distant bounty hunter spoke with infuriating patience and logic. “We can’t allow ourselves any mistakes. We’re only going to get one shot at this guy. If we spook him and he dives into whatever escape route he’s got lined up—and he’s sure to have one—we won’t be able to track him down again. We’ll have lost him.”
That possibility made Bossk’s blood run even colder than its normal homeostatic temperature level. He had everything riding on this job, on bringing in Trhin Voss’on’t and delivering the renegade stormtrooper to Emperor Palpatine. Whatever would happen to Voss’on’t at that point, it was no concern of Bossk’s; he imagined it wouldn’t be pretty. The Emperor wasn’t known for looking kindly upon mere failure among his ranks; actual treachery was sure to merit treatment way beyond harshness. A shudder moved across the scales of Bossk’s shoulders and spine. As ruthless, and inured to ruthlessness, as all Trandoshans were, he had nevertheless made a personal vow—long ago, at the beginning of his career as a bounty hunter—never to cross the Emperor. That way, Bossk reminded himself, lies a serious amount of grief. Let those high-minded Rebels take the beating that was so surely coming to them.
And let me, thought Bossk, collect the bounty for this piece of hard merchandise. All his plans, for freezing out the True Guild faction and re-forming the old Bounty Hunters Guild, with himself at its head, depended upon raking in that mountain of credits that Palpatine had put up for Trhin Voss’on’t’s hide—and the return of the codes that Voss’on’t had absconded with. From long experience, and from looking inside his own reptilian heart, Bossk knew how bounty hunters’ minds worked. That amount of credits could buy a lot of loyalty. There was no point in being a bounty hunter unless your nobler instincts were up for sale to the highest bidder.
Though, of course, there were high bidders … and then even higher bidders. Bossk took another sip of the acrid fluid in the mug before him, not even tasting the stuff as he mulled over his weighty concerns. Depends on just how many credits you have. He nodded slowly to himself. You can never have too many. Even with the enormous bounty on Trhin Voss’on’t’s head, there was no denying that a half share of those credits wasn’t the same as getting all of it. From the beginning of this job, it had struck him as a shame that Boba Fett—who didn’t have anywhere close to the need for the credits that Bossk did—was going to get such a hefty slice of the bounty. A real shame, thought Bossk. Especially considering that he was down here doing all the work and taking all the risks, within spitting distance of a dangerous ex-stormtrooper, while Boba Fett wasn’t even on the planet’s surface, but out beyond its atmosphere somewhere.
The contents of the mug had ignited a wet, smoldering fire in his gut; he ignored it. He had a lot to think about.
Bossk let those interwoven thoughts stew at the back of his mind, while he kept a surreptitious eye on Trhin Voss’on’t. Whatever else could be said about Boba Fett, the man was right about one thing: the renegade stormtrooper must have some kind of defenses in place. It would be suicidal otherwise for Voss’on’t to be sitting out here in the open like this. Bossk imagined he could feel the sloping, crudely plastered walls and the low, smoke-darkened ceiling of the watering hole pressing in on him, as though they were the disguised machinery of some Trandoshan-sized trap.
The close confines of the place and its stale, sweat-smelling air didn’t seem to bother Voss’on’t. With his elbows planted on the small table at which he sat, the ex-stormtrooper nursed along a mug filled with the same near-lethal concoction that Bossk had tasted. Boba Fett’s intelligence reports had described Voss’on’t as spending the bulk of his time here. From what Bossk could tell, it didn’t seem to be for the purpose of getting drunk. Voss’on’t carefully paced his intake so that the drink had no apparent impact on him; either that, or he’d had his liver biochemically enhanced to neutralize the intoxicants in the thick, heavy liquid. His sharply angled face, as hard and expressionless as the masklike full helmet he’d worn when he’d been in the Emperor’s service, contained eyes narrowed into a permanent squint, surrounded by skin wrinkled and creased as old, flayed leather. White scars showed through the graying buzz-cut that clung to Voss’on’t’s skull; some of them undoubtedly dated all the way back to his basic training days.
Becoming an Imperial stormtrooper was no easy process; few had a chance of enduring the violent hammering-in of the military skills that went with the deathly white armor. Those who didn’t make it all the way to the end, whose bodies or minds broke under their drill sergeants’ sadistic regimens, washed out of the program as corpses. An unquestioning loyalty and obedience to superior officers went with the training; any resistance to commands, however destructive or fatal they might be, was rooted out like diseased nerve tissue.
For someone like Voss’on’t, who had gone through all that and had then served with distinction in one of the stormtroopers’ elite units, to have kept hidden deep inside himself a vestige of another nature, one that could even contemplate treason—that spoke of a dark core that was harder and more determined than all the ranks of the other stormtroopers combined. Voss’on’t might have been waiting for years, not divulging his plans to anyone around him, as he watched for the perfect opportunity. And then when it had come at last, he had swung into action without hesitation or remorse, applying all his hard-won stormtrooper skills to the task. And if others had to die in the process, for him to make his escape with the codes that would buy his safety, he wouldn’t be likely to even give a second thought about it.
Not bad. Bossk gave a tiny nod of appreciation as he contemplated the narrow-eyed figure sitting at the distant table in the watering hole’s gloom. Trhin Voss’on’t was exactly the sort of tough, murderous scum that he could admire. If circumstances had been different, he could have imagined teaming up with the ex-stormtrooper rather than with Boba Fett. Voss’on’t would have made a worthwhile addition to the ranks of the Bounty Hunters Guild, once Bossk had succeeded in putting the organization back together again. He supposed it was just one of the ironies of life in this galaxy that the price of re-forming the Guild was going to be paid out of Voss’on’t’s hide. Once Emperor Palpatine got through with him, after the renegade had been captured and cashed in, there wouldn’t be enough left to even make a decent trophy out of him—by all reports, the Emperor wasn’t given to the same sentiments about keepsakes as Trandoshans were.
Boba Fett had broken the comm connection; the cochlear implant in the side of Bossk’s head had gone silent. The other bounty hunter, wherever he was at the moment, was presumably busy, setting up the rest of the plans for snaring Voss’on’t. He’d better be, thought Bossk grumpily. There wasn’t so much traffic in and out of this dump that Bossk’s presence here wouldn’t be eventually noticed and commented upon. Trhin Voss’on’t had given him a suspicious glance when he had come into the gloomy confines of the watering hole, then had looked away, as though satisfied that the newcomer presented no threat to him. Voss’on’t might change his mind about that assessment if Bossk hung around much longer, without some other creature joining up with him. The only credible reason for hanging out in a place like this was for the purposes of conducting business, usually far enough on the shady side of the law that any illumination at all would be unwelcome. There wasn’t a species in the galaxy so depraved or devolved as to come here for the atmosphere or the quality of the drinks. Bossk was beginning to regret having drank as little of the foul-tasting fluid as he had.
He also figured that it would be a dead giveaway if he spent too much time keeping watch on Trhin Voss’on’t. Creatures in a place like this demanded some measure of privacy, even when they were sitting at a table right out in the open. Minding anyone’s business other than your own was a sure route to a blaster bolt through one’s gut. And somebody on the run from Emperor Palpatine would likely be even jumpier about being snooped around.
Voss’on’t wasn’t even facing in Bossk’s direction, but the preternatural awareness he was likely to possess would be the equivalent of having eyes in the back of his head. There were plenty of species in the galaxy like that, with a 360-degree field of view around themselves—but it took a deep level of suspicion for a humanoid to achieve the same effect.
Holding the stone mug in both his clawed hands, Bossk shifted his gaze over to the other patrons of the watering hole. Most of them seemed to be personnel left over from the planet’s brief period as an Imperial mining colony. Stupid barves, thought Bossk dismissively. They had gotten what they deserved, for being either stupid or unlucky enough to have been conscripted for a tour of duty like this. When the colony’s mines had been abandoned as unprofitable, they had been left behind like so much discarded machinery, not worth the cost of freighting to any other location. Now they sat hunched over their brain-numbing potions, slowly trickling out the last of their wages for a few moments of thought-dead oblivion. Even if any of them could afford to get off-planet, there was no place for them to go, no world with a need for their marginal skills. Most of the former miners had let themselves be surgically altered, just for the privilege of rooting beneath the planet’s rocky crust for whatever the Empire had once deemed valuable. Their skulls were thickened with massive layers of hormonally induced bone growth, as a form of subdermal safety helmet suitable for mining work, extending nearly to the width of their shoulders; their faces were masked with intricate folds of spongy air-filtration ciliae, dangling like pink and white moss over their throats—that was the Imperial bio-modification clinics’ idea of protection against silicosis and other lung-fouling diseases. Even their hands had been altered, the fingers replaced with curved sections of durasteel, that meshed with another to form sharp, scooplike appendages, the better for scrabbling in the rocks and loose gravel of the quarry tailings. But not much good for any other use; the former miners had to clumsily grasp the stone mugs in front of them between the edges of their surgically transformed hands, in order to lift the drinks to their hidden mouths. With their labor-hunched spines and dull, sodden eyes, they looked like some enlarged subspecies of Venedlian sandmole, with just enough brains buried in the recesses of their gargantuan crania to be aware of their own degradation. Even as he gazed at the poor creatures, Bossk dismissed them as being of no more importance than the daubs of faded decorative paint on the watering hole’s walls. The Empire left victims wherever its reach extended; these were just more of them.
“You looking for someone?”
A harsh, flat voice broke into Bossk’s thoughts. He turned and looked up. And found himself gazing straight into the face of Trhin Voss’on’t.
The former Imperial stormtrooper stood at the edge of the table bearing Bossk’s drink. Voss’on’t placed both his hands against the table’s surface and brought his face down close to the Trandoshan’s. Bossk could see even more clearly the old scars that straggled through the close-cropped hair on Voss’on’t’s skull.
“Did you hear me, pal? I asked you a question.”
Bossk’s initial impulse was to drop one of his own hands down to the side of his belt, pull out his blaster pistol, and bring its cold muzzle up against the bridge of the ex-stormtrooper’s nose. He was stopped from doing so by the sure feeling that it would be a bad idea. Either he wouldn’t move fast enough, and he would find himself looking into the business end of Voss’on’t’s weapon, or he would have to blow away a valuable piece of living merchandise. Either way, his profits or his ability to go on breathing, he would lose out.
“Why do you care?” Bossk kept any sign of his thoughts or emotions out of his voice. The ex-stormtrooper had caught him off-guard—Voss’on’t had moved so stealthily and quietly that Bossk didn’t have any warning of his approach. “You mind your business, and I’ll take care of my own.”
Voss’on’t leaned in closer to the Trandoshan. “My business,” he said softly, “is remaining alive. I don’t like anyone interfering with it.”
“What makes you think—”
“Shut up.” Voss’on’t’s expression had started out as one of simmering anger, and that hadn’t changed. “Keep your hands flat on the table, where I can see them. I get nervous when creatures have both their hands and their weapons where I can’t keep an eye on what’s going on.” The cold eyes narrowed their gaze. “Believe me—you don’t want me getting nervous.”
Bossk unfolded his claws from around the stone mug and flattened them against the table. “There. Satisfied?”
“Not very. I still want to know what you’re doing here.” The next words came out as a snarl. “Bounty hunter.”
Great, thought Bossk disgustedly. He must’ve spotted me as soon as I walked into this place. The whole time that Bossk had been sitting and nursing along the revolting drink he’d been served, believing he was pulling off his end of the operation, nobody had been fooled at all. Or at least the target of the job hadn’t been.
“That’s a new one,” said Bossk with as much mildness as he could summon up. “I’ve been accused of being a lot of different things, on a lot of different worlds, but that’s the first time anybody’s called me one of those.” One corner of his scaly muzzle lifted in an approximation of a smile. “Sure you’re not just looking for a fight?”
“I don’t fight; I’m a very peaceable kind of person.” Voss’on’t either didn’t bother to smile or was incapable of it. “I just kill people. Especially creatures who mess around with me.”
“Good thing I’m not in that category.” Where was Boba Fett? Bossk felt the scales across his shoulders tightening with irritation. The whole operation was blowing up in Bossk’s face—perhaps literally, if Trhin Voss’on’t reached for his own blaster pistol—and the other bounty hunter was nowhere to be found. He’s off-planet somewhere, seethed Bossk, and I’m about to be killed by the hard merchandise we came here to collect.
“You can be in the category of dead, if I don’t like your answers.” Voss’on’t turned his scarred head to one side, peering closer to Bossk. “Now, some creatures might think I’ve done some stupid things. And I could even agree with them; getting on the wrong side of Emperor Palpatine isn’t a recipe for longevity.”
Bossk nodded. “That’s more problems than I’ve got.”
“I’m the only problem you’ve got right now. And that’s enough. Because one stupid thing I didn’t do is get myself into a situation where I knew there’d be a bounty placed on my head, without compiling a little personal database of just who was most likely to show up looking for me.”
“Ah. I see.” The thoughts inside Bossk’s head raced at an even faster clip. Now would have been a real good time for Boba Fett to have turned up. “I suppose … that would be the smart thing to do.”
“That’s right … Bossk.” The ex-stormtrooper practically spat out the name. Keeping his gaze on the Trandoshan, he reached behind himself, grabbed the chair from an empty table, and pulled it around; he sat down, leaning over the back of the chair. “How’s things with the Bounty Hunters Guild these days?”
Bossk managed a shrug. “Could be better.”
“That’s your name, right?”
There was no point in lying. “You got it.”
“Your old man used to run the Bounty Hunters Guild.” A sneer crept into Trhin Voss’on’t’s words. “Guess you’re not quite up to that, huh?”
Bossk’s cold reptilian blood went up a couple of degrees. “Look—” He was close to not caring about the consequences of reaching for his blaster. “Let’s just leave Guild politics out of the conversation, okay? That doesn’t have anything to do with you.”
“It might,” said Voss’on’t with a trace of amusement. “Especially if it gave somebody like you the desire to score a huge bounty. A bounty like the one Palpatine’s got riding on me. You could do a lot with that kind of credits, couldn’t you?”
“What if I could?” Bossk eyed the man with deepening suspicion. “Anybody could. That’s probably why the Emperor is willing to spend the credits. You know? To motivate creatures, to get them to do what he wants—that’s what credits are for.”
“Huh. Believe me, pal—the Emperor has other ways of ‘motivating’ creatures. I know; I’ve been motivated plenty of times in the service of the Empire. And those ways aren’t all as pleasant as credits in your pocket.”
Bossk shrugged. “Those other ways don’t work on bounty hunters. Credits are the only thing that motivates us.”
“Good for you.” Voss’on’t gave a slow nod. “I forgot; you’re all rough and tough, fearless types.”
“Fearless enough.”
“Let me tell you something else. All the credits in the galaxy won’t do you any good, if you’re not alive to spend them.” Voss’on’t’s gaze narrowed even farther. “And I can arrange that. I’ve already done it for a couple of others in your line of work, who showed up out here on my doorstep.”
“So I’ve heard.” The reports, from Bossk’s subordinates in the Guild Reform Committee, had come to him while he and Boba Fett had still been tracking down Voss’on’t’s hiding place. At least half a dozen other bounty hunters, all of whom had gotten a jump on making a try to capture Trhin Voss’on’t, had gotten this far, to this backwater world and this crummy dive—and no farther. Bossk supposed the bodies had been hauled out and dumped in one of the abandoned quarries at the edge of the slowly disintegrating colony structures. There had never been any concern in Bossk’s mind that any of the other bounty hunters might actually collect the bounty posted for Voss’on’t. None of them had ever had a chance.
“Then you’re a slow learner,” said Voss’on’t. “You should’ve paid attention to what happened to those other bounty hunters. Right now, you don’t even know what you’ve walked into. I had a lot of credits to spend, when I got done selling off what I stole—and there wasn’t anybody I had to split those credits up with, either.”
“No—” Bossk slowly shook his head. “Not by the time you got done with them.”
“You would’ve done the same, if you were in my situation.”
“True.” Bossk shrugged. Getting rid of one’s partners was all in the course of ordinary business, if you could get away with it. “Who wouldn’t?”
“Nobody with any sense,” said Voss’on’t grimly. “And I had sense enough to spend the credits making sure that some top-level bounty hunter such as yourself wouldn’t be hauling me back to Coruscant and the Emperor’s palace anytime soon.”
That remark puzzled Bossk. If he spent the credits on some kind of defenses—it was the same question that had puzzled Bossk before—then where are they? Either they were well hidden, or Voss’on’t had gotten cheated on them.
He was willing to bet that it wasn’t the latter. Those other bounty hunters, the ones that had already come this way, wouldn’t have gotten killed so readily if Voss’on’t’s defenses were illusory.
Besides … it was always wiser to assume that when somebody boasted of their ways of arranging your death, they weren’t lying. Especially when it came from a former Imperial stormtrooper.
Bossk cut short his mulling over of the situation. “Now what happens?”
“It’s been nice talking to you.” Voss’on’t spoke with a distinct lack of emotion. “Just like I enjoyed talking to those other bounty hunters that came around here. Your type of scum is close enough to that of my former associates—the kind of work we do—that we had something to talk about. For a while, at least. It made for a little change of pace for me.” He tilted his head in the direction of the hunchbacked, molelike miners at the watering hole’s far tables, with their shovel hands folded around their drinks. “I’m afraid these dirt-grubbers here aren’t very stimulating conversationalists. So believe me—it’s not without some real regret on my part that I’m going to have to kill you. Just to be on the safe side, you know.”
“Yeah, right.” Bossk felt seriously annoyed. He knew that things were going to get ugly, real quick—and Boba Fett still hadn’t deigned to show up on the scene. Some partnership, groused Bossk to himself. For all he knew, Fett had succumbed to an attack of nerves—it had never happened before, as far as Bossk knew, but it wasn’t impossible—and had decided not to tangle with the ex-stormtrooper at all. Fett’s ship Slave I, with Fett in the cockpit, might be already hitting hyperspace, heading for remoter and safer planetfalls—and leaving Bossk sitting here, holding the bag. Typical, thought Bossk. Can’t depend on anybody—unless they’re dead. When he got the Bounty Hunters Guild up and running again, with himself at the top of it, he was going to make sure that he got the respect he had deserved for so long, and had never yet gotten. In the meantime, he was going to have to blow away a prime piece of hard merchandise—the biggest bounty ever posted, as far as Bossk could recall—just to keep from getting killed himself. And even that would take some doing. Unless …
An idea had struck him. “Before you do that,” said Bossk, “could you tell me something? Did you spend all the credits?”
“What’s it matter to you?”
“Well, the truth is that you’ve got me wrong.” Bossk tapped his chest with a single claw. “Sure, I know who you are and what kind of price has been put on your head. Everybody in the galaxy probably knows that by now. But I didn’t come here to try and haul you in. Do I look like a complete idiot?”
Voss’on’t peered suspiciously at him. “Keep talking.”
“Come on—” Bossk spread both his clawed hands apart. “Let’s face it. The bounty hunter trade isn’t what it used to be. At least, not since the old Guild broke up. So creatures have got to find new ways of making a living. You’re not the only scum who wants to survive. And I’m not such a fool that I’m likely to think I’ve got a chance of bringing in a former stormtrooper—especially one who’s gotten himself set up the way you have.” Using words like this was a new thing for Bossk; the process made him feel a little dizzy. Always before, he had solved problems and gotten out of sticky situations in the standard Trandoshan manner: enough violence to leave somebody dead on the floor. He had lied before—as recently as when he had talked Boba Fett into going in as partners with him on this job—but never at a moment’s notice like this. Even though it had been part of the plan from the beginning, he still hadn’t prepared himself for it. Bossk plugged ahead, regardless; he had no option otherwise. “So … I figured, why not cut myself in on a good thing, just from a different angle?” The sheer recklessness of his words was having more of an intoxicating effect than the nauseating fluid in the stone mug could ever have had on him. “There’s more than one way to make some credits in this galaxy.” He put his hands back down on the table and leaned closer to Voss’on’t. “Let’s face it—there’s going to be a lot of bounty hunters coming after you. The kind of price you’ve got on your head—it’s guaranteed. And all it’s going to take is for one of them to get lucky, and then you’re not an ex-stormtrooper anymore. You’ll be hard merchandise, on its way back to the Emperor.”
“They’d have to get very lucky for that to happen.”
“It’s a strange universe we live in,” said Bossk. “All kinds of things can happen. Who would’ve thought that the Rebel Alliance would have had any chance of taking out the Death Star? But one lucky shot, and that thing was so much molten scrap.”
Bossk could see that his words were having an effect on Voss’on’t. That last argument had been particularly well aimed; a military mind like Voss’on’t’s would naturally have had a lot of faith in the invincibility of a pile of weaponry like the Death Star battle station.
“So you need a little more,” continued Bossk, “than what you’ve already got set up. If you’re going to stay alive and healthy, and out of the Emperor’s hands. That’s what I figure, at least.” Once he had gotten started at this business of lying off the top of his head, it had turned out surprisingly easy. The words were coming faster and easier. “You need all the help you can get—and that you can pay for.” Bossk leaned back in his chair. “That’s where I come in.”
“You?” Voss’on’t gave a derisive snort. “What can you do for me?”
“I can tell you just how any of those bounty hunters out there are going to make their moves—before they happen. I didn’t spend all that time in the old Bounty Hunters Guild without learning all the tricks of the trade. And I know all those hunters; I know how their minds work.” Bossk started to warm to the subject. “You see, they all have their individual styles, their ways of working. Now, somebody like IG-88—that one’s a droid—he’s got sort of a cold, logical, precise way of setting out his strategies for hunting down merchandise. Whereas the ones who take after my kind of tactics, they’re a little more instinctive. You know? They kind of sniff out their prey. Whatever works, that’s all. If one kind of bounty hunter can’t catch you, then another kind will. Unless …” Bossk nodded slowly, with his own personal version of a wise smile. “Unless you know what to anticipate from them.”
“Ah. I see.” Voss’on’t looked at him with distaste. “And that’s what you’re planning on selling to me, I take it. Your expertise on bounty hunters.”
“You got it.” Actually, now that Bossk had had a few more seconds to mull over what he had just said, it didn’t seem like such a bad idea. Maybe, he thought, I should look into this. There were a few sentient creatures out in the galaxy who specialized in getting merchandise past whatever bounty hunters were looking for it, but that was basically a matter of running and dodging, making a delivery from one point to another. To actually go into business, though, as a sort of counter-bounty hunter, matching one’s capacity for violence and intrigue against bounty hunters—that held a certain appeal for Bossk. For one thing, it struck him, there would undoubtedly be enough bloodshed to suit his tastes; bounty hunters weren’t known for taking kindly to any other creature impinging on their operations. Plus the credits that could be made—that had a definite attraction for him. “That’s what I can deliver, all right.” Bossk let his smile widen across his muzzle. “For a price.”
“A good price, I suppose.”
Bossk shrugged. “I’m worth it.”
“I bet you are,” said Voss’on’t. “But you’re a business creature, right? You know how things are when it comes down to business. Everything’s negotiable.”
“Well … to a point.”
“Because,” continued the former stormtrooper, “I have my own notions about what you’re worth.”
That didn’t sound good to Bossk. “Like what?”
“Like this.” Voss’on’t reached inside his jacket and pulled out a blaster pistol. In one quick, fluid motion, he had it pointed directly at Bossk’s forehead. “I think we have a deal.”
All thought ceased, and Bossk went into pure reaction mode. With his hands flattened against the top of the table, and a blaster aimed at his skull, his options were limited.
But not totally—he threw his weight back in the chair, toppling it and himself with it. At the same time, Bossk thrust his legs straight, his clawed feet coming up hard against the table’s underside. The table flew up, striking Voss’on’t’s weapon arm and throwing off his aim. As Bossk’s spine struck the watering hole’s littered floor, a sizzling bolt lanced through the empty air above him and struck the ceiling. Ashes and dust fell on Bossk as he quickly rolled onto his hands and feet, and dove toward the tables crowding the far side of the space.
That’s what I get for being smart—Bossk’s thinking processes rose in tandem with his self-disgust. Next time—Chairs flew clattering as his momentum knocked the watering hole’s contents in all directions. Next time, I’ll just reach over and pull somebody’s head off.
Another bolt from Voss’on’t’s blaster pistol seared an inch above Bossk’s scales. He rolled onto his shoulder, unholstering his own weapon and firing even before he had a chance to aim. The bottles of off-planet liquors, arranged in rows behind the watering hole’s bar, shattered into wet splinters as the humanoid barkeeper dropped to the floor. Most of the other patrons, the molelike former employees of the mining colony, had already scattered out of the way of the blaster fire, covering their heads with their shovel hands and hurriedly lumbering with an awkward, hunchbacked gait toward the worn steps leading up to the surface level, or crouching down behind overturned tables.
“Move over—” Bossk elbowed aside one of the miners. From across the chaotic, vacated space of the watering hole, Voss’on’t’s next shot hit the vertical tabletop shielding the pair of kneeling figures. “Don’t worry—he’s not trying to get you.” Bossk leaned around the edge of the table and laid down a quick barrage from his blaster, aimed well enough this time to force Voss’on’t toward the arched opening of the watering hole’s rear exit. Between his fire and the ex-stormtrooper’s, most of the establishment’s chairs and other contents had been reduced to singed and smoking rubble.
“Bounty hunter!” Voss’on’t, hidden in the shadows at the edge of the watering hole, called out. “If you think this is how you’re going to get out of here alive, you’re mistaken.”
My mistake, thought Bossk bitterly, was coming here at all. Especially by himself—why he had ever agreed to Boba Fett’s notion of splitting up was now beyond him. If they had double-teamed Voss’on’t, as the original plan had been, they might have had a chance of taking him. Zuckuss’s death now seemed needless; that should have aroused his suspicions right there. The only point to the present arrangement that he could see—and it was a realization not without irony—was that if Fett had been trying to eliminate him, so there would be a clear shot at taking Voss’on’t solo and not having to split the bounty, that much at least had been accomplished.
“Tell you what, Voss’on’t—” Bossk pressed his spine against the shield of the overturned table, one shoulder jammed against the silent form of the miner next to him. His shouted words bounced off the watering hole’s ceiling. “We could both walk out of here alive if that’s the way you want it. That’d be an easy deal to make.” Bossk kept the barrel of his blaster pistol pointed upward, the weapon’s warmed metal almost touching the side of his head. “But if I’m not leaving in one piece, then neither are you.”
“Big talk, bounty hunter.” The voice from the hidden Voss’on’t drifted back, mockingly. “It’s easy to see that you never served in the Imperial forces. Bragging without being able to back it up is grounds for disciplinary action. You don’t even know what you’re facing, pal.”
“As far as I can see,” Bossk called back, “you’ve got a blaster and I’ve got a blaster. And there’s one of you and one of me here.” He turned past the edge of the table and left off a bolt in the direction of the other’s voice, then quickly scrambled back before Voss’on’t could return fire. “Considering how the Imperial stormtroopers usually make up in numbers what they lack in marksmanship—I’d say I’ve got the advantage.”
A quick pair of bolts charred the rim of the table above Bossk’s head, sending hot splinters across his shoulders. “You’re forgetting something, bounty hunter.” The same sneering tinge as before sounded in Voss’on’t’s words. “I may not have spent all the credits, but I spent enough of them. Enough to make sure there’s plenty of surprises in store for someone like you.”
“Yeah?” Bossk glanced at the weapon in his upraised hand, to be sure of its charge level. The indicator gauge showed that it held more than enough to disintegrate the entire structure of the watering hole, shot by shot, if necessary. “Like what?”
“Like this.”
Those words confused Bossk for a moment. They seemed to be from Trhin Voss’on’t’s mouth, but much closer, as if the ex-stormtrooper had managed to sneak up right next to him. He turned away from the edge of the table and toward the unemployed colonial miner. His glance was just in time to see one of the huge shovellike hands come swinging down toward his skull.
Bossk’s blaster went spinning across the floor of the watering hole as his shoulder knocked the table upside-down. Stunned nearly unconscious, Bossk barely felt his arms flop loosely across the wreckage of the shattered chairs, their sharp-ended pieces caught underneath his spine. His vision was just clear enough, even though tinged with swirling red at its limits, to see both Trhin Voss’on’t and the anonymous miner looming over him.
“You see?” Voss’on’t smiled down cruelly at him. One hand held a blaster pointed down at Bossk. With the other hand, the ex-stormtrooper reached over and lifted a miniaturized comm device that dangled on a cord beneath the wrinkled, fungoid breathing filter that masked the miner’s face. The eyes obscured by the heavy goggles, two round lenses beneath the heavy brow ridge of the helmetlike skull, gazed dully ahead as Voss’on’t triggered a matching device in his own free hand. “I spent the credits where they would do the most good.” This time, Voss’on’t’s voice was picked up by a throat microphone, almost identical to the one Bossk had on, which then sounded from the tiny speaker of the device tethered to the hulking miner. “There isn’t a single creature in this colony that isn’t on my payroll. They’re all looking out for me. I like it that way.” He switched off the throat mike, and his voice came unamplified from his own mouth once again. “They’re smart enough to work for me, but not to operate any kind of sophisticated communications gear, so I had to rig up a system that I could do a live transmit of my own voice; that way I could give them their orders personally. Plus it’s great for little jokes like this one.”
Upper-level stormtroopers had a reputation for gratuitous sadism; Bossk could see why now. He raised himself onto his elbows and gazed up sullenly at Voss’on’t. “So what are you going to do with me?”
“Same thing I did with the others that came around here.” Voss’on’t let the blaster dangle loosely in his hand. “And that I’ll do with all the others that think they’re going to get rich from my hide.” He motioned with the blaster to the miner standing across from him. “Stand this fool up.”
The two big shovellike hands slipped under Bossk’s arms and brought him unsteadily to his feet; the effects of the earlier head blow hadn’t completely faded away. Bossk managed to remain standing as the miner let go of him and stepped back a pace.
Now Bossk found himself looking directly into the muzzle of Voss’on’t’s upraised blaster.
“All right, bounty hunter.” Voss’on’t’s ugly smile showed behind the weapon’s barrel sight. “Don’t think I didn’t give your little business proposition some serious thought. I did—but I’d already heard it from the last two bounty hunters that came through here.” His thumb settled on the weapon’s trigger stud. “And I’d already decided that I didn’t need their services, either.”
“Wait a minute—” With his vision still blurred, Bossk spread his hands apart. “We could still work something out—”
“We could,” said Voss’on’t. “But since you’re leaving us right now—for good—who exactly am I supposed to be dealing with?” His hand tightened on the blaster’s grip, thumb beginning its pressure on the trigger.
“How about dealing with me?”
Bossk figured that the blow from the miner must have knocked something loose inside his head. Those last words hadn’t come from either himself or from Voss’on’t.
And he recognized the voice that had spoken them. It was Boba Fett.
Squinting, Bossk managed to bring his sight into focus, well enough to see Trhin Voss’on’t holding up his throat mike unit and looking at its tiny speaker in puzzlement. Fett’s voice had come from there. “But that can’t be,” murmured Voss’on’t. “That would mean—”
“Exactly.” One word, cold and emotionless—but not from Voss’on’t’s throat mike unit. Boba Fett’s voice, unamplified and real, came from behind Bossk. He saw Voss’on’t look past him in surprise, just as one of the miner’s broad shovel hands pushed him aside. Stumbling, almost falling to the watering hole’s floor, Bossk saw the miner’s other hand separate into its tapering durasteel fingers, like a bouquet of ancient military sabers. The fingers, each of them nearly a half meter in length, seized upon Voss’on’t’s hand and forearm. A single bolt, from the blaster trapped inside the miner’s massive fist, lit up the open seams of the metal. Then Voss’on’t’s scarred face distorted with pain and rage, as the miner’s hand turned, twisting and nearly pulling Voss’on’t’s arm from its socket. Voss’on’t crumpled on top of the broken chair debris that lay scattered across the floor.
“Here.” Fett’s voice spoke again as the miner’s durasteel hand opened flat and held out the ex-stormtrooper’s captured blaster. “Don’t let him move.”
Bossk grabbed the blaster and kept it aimed at Voss’on’t, sprawled out before him. From the corner of his slit-pupiled eye, he watched as the miner disguise was shed in pieces, revealing Boba Fett beneath it. The first to go were the shovellike hand attachments; they fell to the floor with a doubled clang. Boba Fett’s own hands, in the gloves of his distinctive Mandalorian battle armor, next unfastened and discarded the large, hunchbacked mass that had covered his shoulders; that allowed him to stand up straight, with his usual traveling arsenal visible at his back. His helmet, with its T-shaped visor mask, became visible as Fett peeled off the wrinkled, mossy breathing filters and oversized protective goggles that had concealed his identity. The bony mass of the miner’s overdeveloped cranial shell followed the rest of the disguise, the hollowed-out bits and pieces strewn across each other as the side-mounted antenna on Boba Fett’s helmet swiveled back into its usual position.
“So what was all that about?” Bossk’s normal Trandoshan disposition had reasserted itself; he felt more irritated than relieved as he looked at his partner in this operation. “I thought you were still up above somewhere, out beyond the atmosphere, in Slave I.”
“That’s what I wanted our merchandise here to believe,” said Boba Fett. “I knew he’d be monitoring our communications. With the equipment he was able to outfit himself with, there would have been no chance of masking or encrypting our relay. So I recorded and synthesized a few audio signals, static and the like, to patch in with my communications to you; that way, Voss’on’t believed the same thing you did, that I was safely out of the area. But in fact, I was here the whole time, disguised as one of the former colonial miners that he had put on his payroll.”
“I get you.” Bossk nodded in appreciation of the strategy. “We needed to have him drop his defenses—and nothing does that like believing you’ve just bested one of your enemies.” He knew the feeling, the glow that came with one of these victories over another sentient creature. The only thing better was the actual moment of a foe’s death, when his carcass became a source for another grisly trophy in one’s memory chamber. “And you already paid off the other miners?”
“Of course. I don’t like bystanders interfering with my plans.” Boba Fett’s shoulders lifted in a slight shrug. “And loyalty that’s been purchased once is always the cheapest to buy again.”
“Nice plan.” A surge of resentment suddenly mounted inside Bossk. “Except for one little thing—partner. You just about got me killed.”
“Every plan has its risks.” No apology was apparent in Boba Fett’s voice. “You knew that from the beginning.”
“Sure—but how come I’m the one that winds up taking them all?”
“You have nothing to complain about,” said Fett. He had unholstered his own blaster pistol and now used it to point down toward the former Imperial stormtrooper. “We’ve got what we came here for.”
“Think so?”
Another voice had spoken.
Bossk glanced quickly down at Voss’on’t. The ex-stormtrooper’s face was streaked with blood, his brow slashed open by the shovellike hand that had knocked him sprawling. Through the trailing red web, his gaze was both furious and somehow triumphant. Before the Trandoshan or Boba Fett could stop him, Voss’on’t had torn aside the sleeve of his jacket, revealing a small control pad strapped by two bands to his forearm. There was only a single button on the pad, which Voss’on’t jabbed his index finger down upon.
The watering hole—bar, what was left of the tables and chairs, the walls and ceilings—came apart like so much cheap plastoid. Bossk found himself tumbling backward in air, clawed hands scrabbling to catch hold of anything in this suddenly erupting world. The planet’s sulphurous daylight poured through the crumbling pieces of the structure whose close spaces had been encircled around him only a fraction of a second ago.
His spine slammed hard into a sheet of durasteel. The vibrations of immense heavy machinery were as tangible as a seismic catastrophe, rumbling through his flesh and setting his bones jangling against each other. Before Bossk could tell where he was, what machinery he had landed upon, the durasteel tilted out from under him. He barely managed to catch hold of a row of bolt heads, his claws digging into a seam in the metal. More debris from what was left of the bar rained across his shoulders as he held on. A glimpse toward the revealed horizon showed more and more of the terrain at the foot of the craggy mountains, and Bossk realized that the machinery to which he clung was surging upward.
A voice sounded inside his head, from the cochlear implant. “Don’t try to jump,” came Boba Fett’s voice. “These things will crush you like an insect.”
Bossk pulled himself higher on the sloping metal flank, managing to get a better view of the grinding treads beneath him and the whirring cone at the machine’s prow, studded with durasteel teeth. Each metal triangle was twice his own height, the total moving with a force capable of grinding his own ship Hound’s Tooth to ragged shrapnel.
“What’s going on?” Against the machinery’s howling noise, Bossk shouted into his throat mike. “What is this thing?”
“Autonomic crust-piercer.” Fett’s voice snapped back the answer. “For deep-core mining operations—”
A shudder ran through the metal that Bossk’s torso was pressed against. He clung with even more determination to the bolt heads and seam, aware that if he were to be shaken loose, he would slide straight into the massive, gear-driven treads only a few meters below him.
“Voss’on’t must have wired it up,” continued Boba Fett’s voice, “for one more defense system. With a doomsday button, in case anybody did manage to get the drop on him.”
“Where are you?” Bossk scanned across the landscape far below; the buildings of the abandoned Imperial mining colony looked like mere rounded bumps set into the barren, rocky ground. He could see a few figures of miners running on foot, trying to get out from beneath the shadow of the uprearing machine.
“Don’t worry about me—”
“I’m not—” If Boba Fett’s voice hadn’t been implanted right inside his head, Bossk wouldn’t have been able to hear him past the roar and howl of the crust-piercer.
“I managed to hit the ground,” came Fett’s voice. “Voss’on’t has to be around here somewhere.”
Bossk lifted his head from the durasteel and strained to look past the treads clanking beneath him. A churning cloud of dust obscured the ground below. Boba Fett was still hidden from view, but he caught a glimpse of another figure, one that he could recognize even at this elevated distance.
“Voss’on’t!” Bossk shouted again into the mike at his throat. “I see him!” The crust-piercer’s shadow gave a rough indicator of direction. “He’s to the north! North of me—” Bossk had no idea of where Boba Fett might be in the dust cloud mounting below. “Toward the foothills and the colony gate!” For a moment, he lost sight of the tiny figure below, then spotted him again. “Now he’s moving west—”
There was something else that Bossk could see, a glint of dark metal in Trhin Voss’on’t’s hand. At some point in the chaos that had followed the mining equipment bursting up from beneath the watering-hole, the ex-stormtrooper had managed to scoop up a blaster pistol.
“He’s armed—”
The need for informing his partner of that fact was eliminated as Bossk saw Voss’on’t crouch down, weapon arm raised, and fire a quick barrage of blaster bolts into the dust cloud before him.
“Fett?” Bossk called into his throat mike. “You still there?”
Nothing but silence came from the cochlear implant inside Bossk’s head.
Well, thought Bossk, guess I won’t be splitting any bounties with him—
The mining equipment to which Bossk clung, the enormous, clattering, and howling bulk of the crust-piercer, had reared up far enough from the planet’s surface that it had become hard to see exactly what was going on down below him. Voss’on’t had gone from being a doll-like figure to an insect. Bossk could just discern the ex-stormtrooper’s movements as he stepped forward, blaster still poised and ready, to investigate his kill.
Two things happened then—
Voss’on’t’s tiny figure was suddenly knocked off its feet as a propelled dart with line attached zipped out of the dust cloud. The line wrapped itself around Voss’on’t in a microsecond, pinning his arms to his sides; sprawled on his back, the ex-stormtrooper kicked furiously, trying to stand up again. Boba Fett emerged from the dust cloud at the crust-piercer’s base, lowering the dart weapon from its braced position against his shoulder. As Bossk watched from on high, his partner pulled the line tight with one gloved hand, jerking the furious Voss’on’t over onto his face and away from the blaster pistol on the ground.
The second thing was that the crust-piercer finally emerged all the way from the planet’s surface. Enough momentum had been built up in the machine’s enormous mass, from the speed of the treads grinding up through the rocky substrata, that for a moment it separated from its shadow spilling across the ruins of the abandoned mining colony. The crust-piercer hung suspended a dozen meters or more above the ground, its gouging prow and propulsive gears spinning free of contact with any substance other than the air itself.
On the ground, Boba Fett turned his visored gaze away from his captive and up toward the durasteel construct, looming as big as a flying mountain range above him.
This is not good, Bossk told himself as he clung to the machinery’s bolt-studded flank. This is going to hurt—
He felt himself going from a near-vertical position to lying prone, pinned by gravity, on the metal surface against his chest, as the crust-piercer lost the force of its momentum and tilted forward in the air. The machine’s metal-toothed, conical snout was now parallel to the ground, with the treads directly beneath its mass, equivalent to that of a small Imperial fighting ship, but without the means to keep itself aloft. Chewed-apart boulders, the last of the subsurface that the crust-piercer had ripped up and carried with itself, now tumbled away from its gears and shielding panels, spinning and raining across the shadowed area below.
That shadow suddenly loomed closer, as the crust-piercer began its fall, like a metallic stratosphere breaking apart and rushing toward the planet’s core. Atop the machine, as though he were an ant stranded aboard a child’s toy, Bossk braced for the impact.
He felt it, through every fiber and cell of his body. The grip of Bossk’s claws was torn away from the bolt heads and the seam in the metal flank; a jutting projection of an auxiliary engine-exhaust pipe above kept him from flying completely off the immense machine. His outstretched forearms and torso struck flat against the metal, the blow knocking the wind from his lungs, dizzying and anaesthetizing him from the roar and fury of the crust-piercer’s destruction of itself and whatever lay beneath it.
Bossk came to a second later, and wiped blood from his muzzle. Black smoke billowed upward into the sky, pouring from the crumpled and ripped-apart flanks of the crust-piercer. He ducked instinctively as muffled explosions sounded from deep within the machine, its shattered power sources igniting into flames and arcing, meteorlike sparks, dragging white trails behind them.
It’s gonna blow, Bossk told himself. Get going—
Pushing himself up on his bruised hands, Bossk managed to scramble to the edge of the panel beneath him. The metal was slick with lubricating oil, bubbling and hissing with the heat from the explosions farther inside the machinery. He let himself fall, not caring what the distance to the ground was.
That turned out to be only a couple of meters; flopped on his back, Bossk saw that the gears and treads of the crust-piercer’s propulsive devices were buried three-quarters of their height into the ground. Loose dirt and gravel sifted toward him as the crust-piercer’s mass lay at the bottom of the wide funnel-shaped depression into which the abandoned mining colony had been transformed. A few of the ruined buildings perched teetering on the rim of the bowl. Hollow, realized Bossk. That’s it. The terrain beneath the mining colony had been tunneled out, as layer after layer of ore had been extracted and the shafts and underground quarries had been left empty. He would otherwise have been killed by the impact of the crust-piercer’s landing, if it had struck solid ground, with no way of dissipating even part of the crushing force.
Bossk got to his feet and staggered toward the front of the machine, away from the fires and continuing small explosions in the power units toward its tail section. The weight of those had set the crust-piercer at a tilt, its conical prow, stilled now, rearing up and pointing toward the sky.
He stood still, his breath and pulse gradually slowing as he brushed away the bits of rock that had imbedded themselves in his scales. The acrid odors of flame and burning oil stung his flared nostrils. He was alone in what was left of the mining colony; whatever inhabitants had been left were probably still fleeing through the surrounding hills. And nothing could have survived being buried under that many tons of durasteel falling out of the skies …
Something moved underneath the prow of the crust-piercer, halfway between the rectangular plates of its treads. Rocks and dust shifted, sliding into a dark space below.
As Bossk watched, a gloved hand emerged, clawing its grip into the dirt. Then a forearm swathed in rags of battle gear, dragging the attached shoulder out into the light. A familiar helmet, even more dented and scraped than it had been before, showed its cracked T-shaped visor.
Bit by bit, as though rising from the grave, Boba Fett crawled out from beneath the smoldering wreckage.
When Fett was halfway out, Bossk recovered from his astonishment, enough to reach down and grab the other bounty hunter by the wrists, tugging him the rest of the way free and getting him to his feet.
“You okay?” Bossk peered into Boba Fett’s dark visor.
Boba Fett didn’t answer the question. “Come on.” He pointed back to the scraped-out hole from which he had just emerged, with the bulk of the crust-piercer towering above it. “Voss’on’t … he’s right there. We have to get him out.”
The job was made easier by the ex-stormtrooper being both motionless and still bound by the cord that Boba Fett’s dart weapon had looped around him. Bossk backed up from the hole beneath the machinery, dragging Voss’on’t with him. He stretched him out on the ground, a few meters away from the crust-piercer.
Fett knelt down and did a quick check of vital signs, then stood back up. “He’s still alive.” Fett glanced over at Bossk. “We’ve got our merchandise.”
Exhausted, Bossk squatted onto his haunches. Beside him, Boba Fett managed to activate his comlink and signal his ship Slave I to descend and pick them up.
“I don’t know …” Bossk slowly shook his head. Every breath hurt, and he was sure there were at least a few bones broken inside him. “I don’t think I want to work with you anymore …”
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When news comes from far away, it sometimes accumulates power on its journey. Like a tidal wave on the surface of an aquatic planet, that rolls uninterrupted and gathers greater and greater force in doing so, until it can wrench that world off its spinning axis—or sweep up on its curving face and then crush any leviathan creature smaller than itself.
Such dark, brooding meditations came easily to those of the Falleen species. Prince Xizor stood at the small viewport, gazing out at the stars and the emptiness in which they were held; the thumb and forefinger of one hand stroked the sharp angles of his chin as his thoughts progressed through their courses. He had already heard the news, the fulfillment of the next step in his intricately woven plans, before he had made the return journey to this place. Indeed, he had been expecting the news at any moment, as he had waited in the private quarters of his ship Virago. Some things, he mused, are as certain as the galaxy’s own slow rotation. Many of his own actions and schemes were based upon a cold assessment of calculated risks; the most dangerous of those added a blood-stirring excitement to his life. To stake all upon the turn of a card, to use the most ancient gambler’s metaphor—everything, including the very life he savored at such moments—was the ultimate sport. But that was not the kind of lower-keyed satisfaction he derived from betting on a sure thing. And in this universe, as had been demonstrated over and over again, nothing seemed as certain as one Boba Fett, bounty hunter.
A sound of scrabbling claws and a slight motion caught the corner of Xizor’s eye. He turned and saw one of Kud’ar Mub’at’s subnodes, a little crablike thing tethered by a whitely glowing neurofilament to the web’s communication fibers. “Yes?” Xizor raised an eyebrow as he regarded the semi-independent creature clinging to the wall in front of him. “What is it?”
The subnode’s mouth, nearly humanoid in size, opened and emitted words. “Your presence is desired, my lord.” Its voice was a squeaky approximation of its own master’s. “In the main throne room and conference area.”
“Very well.” He gave a single nod of acknowledgment. “Tell Kud’ar Mub’at that I will be with him shortly.”
Xizor let the subnode lead the way, through the cramped angles and turns of the web’s internal corridors. The rough-textured walls, with their structural fibers of varying thicknesses compressed to a solid mass, were faintly illuminated by the phosphorescence of other subnodes dangling at intervals above, idiot creations of their assembler parent. They had no more intelligence than was sufficient to monitor the slow catalysis and decay of the light-producing compounds in the globular bodies, each barely larger than the span of Xizor’s palm. When their glow had dwindled sufficiently, the instincts with which they had been designed and extruded would send them creeping back to Kud’ar Mub’at to be reingested by their creator. Xizor felt no pity for them; he shared the attitude that lesser creatures were for the service of their masters.
He ducked his head to make his way through one of the lower-ceilinged areas in the web. His broad, heavily muscled shoulders scraped against the matted walls on either side. Aboard the Virago, even the narrowest passageways were wider than he could have reached with his hands fully outstretched; his own personal quarters on the ship were as luxuriously appointed as the reception hall of many a planet-bound ruler’s palace. It was a test of his will to voluntarily return to Kud’ar Mub’at’s space-drifting web and enter its dank, claustrophobic spaces; only the prospect of successfully concluding some long-standing business schemes was enough to entice him anywhere near the arachnoid assembler and its scuttling, scurrying brood of subnodes.
“Ah, my most precious Xizor! Sunlight of my drab existence!” Kud’ar Mub’at perched on the pneumatic cushion of the subnode that served as its throne. The assembler’s spike-haired forelimbs lifted and waved in a grotesque parody of a welcoming gesture. “How deeply embarrassed am I, to have kept one of your exquisite eminence waiting! Please accept my most humbly prostrated apologies—”
“No need for that.” Xizor could already feel his own patience draining away inside himself. The assembler’s flowery language always irritated him, suspecting as he did that every word that came from Kud’ar Mub’at’s mouth was tinged with venomous sarcasm. He stood before the assembler, arms folded across his chest. “I was told upon my arrival here at your web that important news had just been received, and that was the reason for delaying our meeting.” His vibroblade-sharp gaze took in Kud’ar Mub’at and the various subnodes clustered around it or perching on various limbs. “If the news had that kind of urgency for you … then I wonder if it could possibly have some bearing on our mutual interests.”
All of the multiple eyes that studded Kud’ar Mub’at’s face shifted uneasily for a moment, as if revealing the agile contortions of the mind that lay behind them. Then the assembler creaked out an unpleasantly high-pitched laugh. “Why is it, my so esteemed Prince Xizor, that you already know all about this news that I’ve just heard? Granted, your native intelligence is of a nature many awesome degrees above my own. But still … for you to acquire such information before me …” Kud’ar Mub’at shook one of the tiny subnodes from its forelimb, then used the exposed claw-point to scratch the tip of its chin. “How it grieves me to harbor suspicions against one so uniquely dear to me as yourself! The pain! Nevertheless—” Kud’ar Mub’at’s two main eyes peered closer at its visitor. “I would hate to believe that your information-gathering sources, the great and efficient network of your Black Sun organization, had been monitoring developments in this little matter independently from my own favorite and trusted spies. That would tend to indicate—oh! The horror!—that you, dear prince Xizor, did not trust me.”
“I trust you, all right.” One corner of Xizor’s mouth lifted in a grim smile. “There are some things that I can absolutely depend on to happen when I’m dealing with you. Given any opportunity, you will lie, cheat, embezzle, and in other ways seek to gain an advantage over a business partner. Withholding or changing a few important details about some matter in which we both have an interest—that would be one of the lesser offenses you would commit.”
“Hm.” The assembler appeared nettled; it turned its narrow face away from Xizor and spent some time fussing with its nestlike throne, poking and prodding it with its lower sets of limbs. The pneumatic subnode bore the assault with dull patience. “Very well; be that as it may.” Kud’ar Mub’at finally settled its globular abdomen back into the nest beneath it. “If I’m to be criticized for being a business creature, and taking care of business the way I should—no more, no less—then I shall just have to accept that as my lot in this universe.”
“Spare me,” said Xizor. He didn’t know which was worse, Kud’ar Mub’at’s unctuous flattery or its occasional spasms of self-pity. “You’ve done all right by yourself.” Xizor gestured with an upraised hand, indicating the matted fibers of this tight space and all the smaller ones beyond. “Consider the treasures you’ve accumulated.”
“True …” Kud’ar Mub’at’s beadlike eyes glittered as their gaze darted around the area. Here, just as throughout the web, the structure’s fibers were intertwined with various bits and pieces of machinery and high-level comm gear, all of it filched and salvaged from various spacecraft that had been unfortunate enough to have fallen into the assembler’s control—usually to pay off the owner’s debts, the invariable cost of doing business with such a clever and avaricious creature. “I have so many pretty things … pretty and rare, and expensive as well …”
Idiot. Xizor didn’t bother to conceal the sneer that showed on his face. Some of the scavenged gear in Kud’ar Mub’at’s web worked—that was how the assembler managed to keep track of his many far-flung schemes on different worlds—but the rest were inert and useless. Useless, except to one of its solitary species; the assembler seemed to value the process of acquisition as much as the results. Constantly absorbing things, both dead and alive, into its network of self-generated neural fibers, making them as much a part of itself as the subnodes that it designed and extruded for its service—that was the sum of Kud’ar Mub’at’s existence. Its complex schemes were woven for the same reason as the physical web that it squatted in, drifting past the stars and their circling worlds: because it had no other way of existing separate from the strands of that web and those schemes. It exuded both, the way other creatures breathed. Xizor glanced at the thickly matted strands near his shoulders; it struck him again that he was standing, almost literally, inside another creature’s head, its thoughts having taken on an animated, tangible form. That realization filled him, as it always had before, with a subtle nausea.
“But,” said Xizor aloud, “there are so many more things you’d like to have. And that is why we’re in business together.”
“Exactly so, my dear Xizor.” Kud’ar Mub’at’s face split into a jagged grin. “Forgive me for ever having doubted your so deeply held distrust and low opinion of me. Be assured: it’s mutual.”
“Then let’s get down to it. Now that you’ve heard what I already know. There’s hard merchandise on its way here. Boba Fett has captured Trhin Voss’on’t.”
“Did we anticipate anything else?” Kud’ar Mub’at imitated a humanoid shrug with the rising of a pair of forelimbs. “Boba Fett never fails. That was why we made him an integral part of our plans. If Fett goes out after a bounty, he always collects. And a bounty such as the one that the Emperor offered for Voss’on’t … well …” Another shrug, slightly less exaggerated. “It was a certainty that he would go after it.”
“As would every other bounty hunter in the galaxy,” Xizor pointed out. “That was the other part—the other predictable part—of the scheme. Even as we speak, the other bounty hunters—the few that are left of them—are still at each other’s throats, back-stabbing and conspiring against one another. The news has not reached them yet that the inspiration for all their unbridled greed is already in the hands of Boba Fett. By the time the other bounty hunters learn that Trhin Voss’on’t has been captured, it will be too late for them to escape the consequences of their actions. There are no longer two factions of bounty hunters—the True Guild and the Guild Reform Committee are finished. Avarice has the power to accomplish such things, to turn one creature against another, who a moment before had been calling themselves family.” The savoring of that accomplished fact was like a rich, intoxicating liquor on Xizor’s tongue. He had always despised the tendency of lesser creatures to form themselves into would-be protective groups, whether it was the old, vanished Bounty Hunters Guild or this new Rebel Alliance that was enjoying its brief moment in the sun. “There was a time,” continued Xizor, “when these bounty hunters had considered themselves bound by their so-called ‘Hunters’ Creed,’ as if that little pact would have been enough to keep their enmity for each other in check. Well, that precious fiction is gone at last—and good riddance. There may be a few left who give it lip service, but the rest have discovered the truth about themselves and each other.”
“Indeed they have.” Kud’ar Mub’at nodded his triangular head in agreement. “So excellent and fore-sighted was your scheme, my dear Xizor! I congratulate you on its success—not that it was ever in doubt, of course. Between you and Boba Fett, how could it have turned out otherwise?”
Xizor ignored the assembler’s flattery. It was superfluous, at any rate; he had set out to destroy the old Bounty Hunters Guild, and had done so. Boba Fett had been no more than the tool in his hand, as sharply efficient as a sculptor’s honed chisel. The first blow had been enough to divide the Guild into two rival factions; this final one had smashed those into their constituent atoms. There wouldn’t be very many of those left alive, by the time the process had reached its end; bounty hunting was a ruthlessly competitive trade, one in which the best way to assure one’s survival was to eliminate as many of the others in it before they had a chance to eliminate you. However stodgy and inefficient the old Guild had been, it had at least managed to hold down the level of mayhem among the individual bounty hunters. Now, without even the two remnant splinter organizations around, it was open season in the trade. The corpses were already starting to pile up. Of course, that was also to Prince Xizor’s liking: only the toughest and most capable bounty hunters would survive such a winnowing-out of their numbers, and the skills of those would be even sharper and more enhanced by it. Perhaps there would never be another bounty hunter the equal of Boba Fett; so be it. But now there would be others, harder and more murderous in their quick, bright, lethal grace. They would be perfect, not just for the uses of Palpatine’s Empire, but also for that of the darker empire that lay in its shadows, which was so fittingly known as the Black Sun.
“Yes,” said Xizor, nodding slowly. “It could have been no other way. Even if we had not made sure of the outcome ourselves.”
The assembler emitted a harsh, cackling laugh that was taken up and echoed by the piping voices of the subnodes clustered around it. “Poor Boba Fett!” Overcome by its hideous glee, Kud’ar Mub’at waved its forelimbs. “Think of how much trouble he might have saved for himself, if he had known that Trhin Voss’on’t, the supposedly renegade stormtrooper, was acting on Palpatine’s direct orders the whole time!”
As much as he admired Boba Fett, Xizor couldn’t help feeling a certain pleasure at having hoodwinked the famous bounty hunter. And it had been accomplished just as Kud’ar Mub’at had said.
The whole thing had been a setup, and all the bounty hunters had fallen for it. Xizor knew that that had been a major part of the attraction for Emperor Palpatine—and why he had agreed to the subterfuge, as long as Xizor had put up the bounty stake from his own personal fortune. Far from being a renegade and a traitor, Trhin Voss’on’t was actually one of the Emperor’s most loyal soldiers; loyal enough—and obedient enough—that he had been willing to follow orders that resulted at least temporarily in the blackening of his reputation among the ranks of his fellow Imperial stormtroopers. And more than that: to fully establish his cover story of being a renegade, ruthlessly following his own personal agenda, the others involved in the hijacking of the Imperial ship had to be killed, and by Voss’on’t’s own hand. Those orders he had carried out with no hesitation as well. The stolen codes had been a minor issue compared to that; before the plan had even gotten under way, measures to eliminate the damage caused by the sale of the obsolete data had already been in place. Just as Xizor had anticipated, the final result of his preparations was a perfect enticement to the greed of the individual bounty hunters, and more than enough to dissolve the two remaining factions into which the old Guild had splintered.
That final collapse into every-creature-for-itself anarchy, the remnants of the old Bounty Hunters Guild disintegrating into nothing but memories, had been a result that Emperor Palpatine had been glad to hear of. Before coming here to Kud’ar Mub’at’s drifting web, Xizor had had another meeting with the Emperor in his throne room on the planet Coruscant, and had received the Emperor’s congratulations on a job well done. All the while, the holographic image of Lord Darth Vader had fumed in silence, unable to make any protest without risking either the Emperor’s mockery or his wrath—or both. Xizor had savored the moment of triumph, even while aware that whatever enmity Vader had previously borne him, it was now multiplied many times over. The only thing worse than failing in a contest of wills between oneself and the Dark Lord of the Sith was to win out over him. Vader did not take the humiliation of defeat lightly.
There will be consequences, Xizor assured himself. The day of reckoning between himself and Vader had only been postponed. When it came, only one of them would be alive afterward.
He would be prepared for that confrontation. Xizor knew that he was in an even stronger position than he had been before.
Now, Xizor mused, Palpatine thinks he’s gotten what he wanted. A tougher, harder breed of mercenary bounty hunters, all of them ready to do the Empire’s dirty work, for a price. And without the old Guild keeping them noncompetitive, and fat and lazy. That’s good for the Empire, Xizor nodded slowly to himself. It’s even better for Black Sun.
“You’ve done well for yourself, my dear Xizor.” Nestled before him, Kud’ar Mub’at had discerned the course of Xizor’s silent thoughts. “You’ve more than proved your value to Palpatine. That will stand you in good stead in the future, with all the rest of your plans and schemes. The Emperor’s favor will shine down upon you like the warming sunlight of a tropical world. He’s known for rewarding cleverness … and loyalty.”
“Not as much as you might think,” replied Xizor. “I have no illusions in that regard. The Emperor will keep me at his right hand as long as he considers me to be a valuable instrument of his will. If anything should happen to dispel that sense of value, then I will be just that much closer to him, so that he—or Darth Vader—can crush the breath from my throat.”
“Needless worries; needless, I say.” Kud’ar Mub’at bestowed his jagged smile on the web’s guest. “Whatever obstacles are arrayed before you, in your traversal of the maze that is Emperor Palpatine’s court, I’m sure you’ll negotiate them with your usual and commendable alacrity.”
Xizor returned the smile. “I’m sure I will, as well.” He tilted his head in a mocking half bow toward the assembler. “How can I fail to, with an accomplice such as yourself on my side?”
“Ah! How sweet of you to say so! Then may I take it that all issues of distrust between ourselves are dispelled?”
“Of course not, you idiot.” Xizor shook his head in disgust. “The day I trust a creature such as yourself will be the day I sign my own death warrant. But enough of that—let’s get down to business.”
“Whatever,” sulked Kud’ar Mub’at. “As you wish.” It gestured with the tip of one forelimb. “Please proceed.”
“It’s one thing to congratulate ourselves on having achieved the objective of our plans, the total disintegration of the Bounty Hunters Guild. If you wish to bask in the warm glow that comes with such an accomplishment, then do it when you’re by yourself, Kud’ar Mub’at.” Voice turning harder, Xizor leaned toward the assembler. “But right now, there’s plenty of work left to be done, if we’re to enjoy the results of our schemes. One doesn’t put plans such as these into motion, without creating certain—shall we say?—messes that need to be cleaned up.”
“Indeed.” Kud’ar Mub’at nodded judiciously. “It is exactly as you say, my dear Xizor. We have brought some participants into these intrigues, who might not be exactly pleased to find out the role they’ve been unwittingly forced to play.”
That much was true; Xizor had already admitted as much to himself. “The stormtrooper is not much of a problem,” said Xizor. “The fact that Trhin Voss’on’t carried out the orders that he was given, and played his part in this little masquerade, indicates a certain naiveté on his part. That’s often the case with these military types; they’re trained to trust their superiors. The Imperial stormtroopers could not survive if they allowed any doubt within their ranks. And in Voss’on’t’s case, he was promised a great deal in addition, if he played his role well.”
“Really?” The assembler tilted its head to one side. “What exactly did Emperor Palpatine promise Voss’on’t?”
“Retirement.” Prince Xizor shrugged. “A modest pension, based upon his years of service in the stormtroopers. You have to remember, very few of their number live long enough to enjoy those things. Given what they have to go through, and what they have to do along the way, a little peace and quiet is all they want for their last days.”
“How touching. And what will Trhin Voss’on’t receive instead?”
“Leave that to me,” said Xizor coldly. He bore the stormtrooper no ill will; whatever happened to Voss’on’t now was a matter of simple necessity. Voss’on’t had become a loose end, something that had to be cleaned up and disposed of—before he could create any embarrassment for those who had devised the scheme in which he had played so vital a part. Old soldiers tended to talk about their adventures. A few indiscreet details leaking out, concerning how other stormtroopers had been duped and killed, would have serious impact on the morale of those still serving in the Emperor’s forces. The Rebel Alliance could use that kind of information as a way of encouraging mass defections, merely by offering any survival-minded stormtroopers a safe haven out of the reach of their commanding officers and their murderous Emperor. For that reason alone, Trhin Voss’on’t was not going to receive the peaceful retirement that had been promised to him; he knew too much. Xizor had already assured the Emperor that Voss’on’t would be taken care of—permanently.
“And what about Boba Fett?” A note of amusement sounded in Kud’ar Mub’at’s voice. “Wrapping up that particular loose end might be just a little more difficult. He is, after all, not quite the same sort of trusting individual as Trhin Voss’on’t.”
“That’s my problem. And I’ll take care of it.” Xizor had already given the matter its due consideration. Unfortunately, for both himself and Boba Fett, the only possible solution was the same one that would be applied in the stormtrooper Voss’on’t’s case. Xizor made it a general rule of business never to create a situation where someone else had an advantage over him. Only a fool, he had long ago decided, hands a weapon over to a potential enemy. It was just as foolish to leave a weapon lying where an enemy might find it and pick it up. And in the universe he lived and operated in, everybody was an enemy, sooner or later—it was just safer to make that assumption from the beginning.
Boba Fett had one of the most carefully groomed networks of information sources in the galaxy; that was a big part of his success as a bounty hunter. It was only reasonable to expect that some of those sources might be located in the ranks of Black Sun itself. Fett might not know it now, but the truth might be discovered at any moment: that it had been Prince Xizor who had instigated the Bounty Hunters Guild’s destruction. To allow even the possibility of Boba Fett, with his devious mind and appetite for gain, acquiring such a damaging piece of information to hold over him—that would be madness. Even if he then eliminated Boba Fett, the problem remained of all the others who might have learned the truth from him. Too many creatures would bear Xizor a grudge then; even if he managed to evade every bounty hunter who had some remaining vestige of loyalty to the old organization, to do so would endlessly complicate his existence. And it would only take one of them, with a stroke of luck, and all his plans for Black Sun would expire along with his own life.
No, thought Xizor. The decision had already been made. Fett’s silence and the bounty hunter’s death were one and the same thing. And too valuable not to bring about.
“I’m entirely confident,” purred Kud’ar Mub’at, “that it will be taken care of, and in your usual efficacious manner. Of that I have no doubt, my dear Xizor. The only question is when. I prefer to sleep soundly here in my humble web, safe among my treasures, my dreams undisturbed by the awareness of bounty hunters with a grievance against me. My only wish is to coexist with my fellow creatures of the galaxy in as harmonious a manner as possible. The thought of Boba Fett, still on the loose somewhere, and bearing uncharitable thoughts toward me—that would impinge itself most ungraciously upon my slumbers.”
“Don’t worry,” said Xizor grimly. He had already made his decision about that part of the matter as well. When there were messes to be cleaned up, they had to be taken care of, right down to the tiniest detail—or the potentially most valuable. The bounty hunter Boba Fett would undoubtedly have had his uses in the future, for both the Empire and for Black Sun; in some ways, Fett was one of the most irreplaceable creatures in the galaxy, with a necessary function to serve, as long as one had the means to pay for it.
Plus, Xizor had to admit to himself, he felt a certain admiration for the hunter. Boba Fett’s efficiency and ruthlessness were truly inspirational qualities, which Xizor had pointed out to his underlings in Black Sun on many occasions as models worthy of their emulation. The galaxy would be a kinder, gentler place with Boba Fett removed from it—the notion filled Prince Xizor with disgust.
How paradoxical, he mused, that ruthlessness requires that the most ruthless be exterminated. Still, if it came down to a choice between his own survival and that of Boba Fett, then the bounty hunter was already history.
“I am,” sighed Kud’ar Mub’at, “a creature given to worry. It’s my nature.” The assembler gestured with his forelimbs toward the subnodes clustered around it. “I have so many responsibilities. That’s why I’m forced to admit that I have grave concerns about your plans for ‘taking care’ of Boba Fett. Others have tried to ‘take care’ of him in the past, and things did not turn out well for those improvident creatures.”
“That’s the difference between them and me. When I take care of something, it remains that way. Don’t forget: I have the resources of not only the Empire, but Black Sun behind me as well. Boba Fett has never come up against a combination such as that. To prevail against a lot of slobbering Hutts and similar creatures, with their shabby, insignificant networks and spheres of influence, is one thing, to survive against the forces I command is quite another.”
“Your confidence, my dear Xizor, is so powerful as to evoke awe in one such as myself.”
“It should be.” The Falleen prince reached over to the edge of his cape and drew it across his chest. He was ready to leave the web now, to make sure of his other preparations. “Your only true concern, Kud’ar Mub’at, is playing out your own role in this last stage of our plans.”
The assembler drew back on its pneumatic nest. “My thespic skills are so dreadfully limited …”
“You’ve done all right so far,” said Xizor. “It was your expert lying that got Boba Fett involved in the scheme against the Bounty Hunters Guild in the first place. He fell for it then, as he had no reason to disbelieve you. Similarly, he has no reason for distrust now. Fett has in his possession certain hard merchandise, as he and the other bounty hunters like to refer to their captives; namely, one Trhin Voss’on’t, assumed to be a renegade Imperial stormtrooper. You, the assembler Kud’ar Mub’at, are holding in escrow the bounty payment for the delivery of that merchandise.” Xizor glanced up toward one of the larger subnodes that held on to the fibrous wall near Kud’ar Mub’at. “Is that not so?”
“That is a true and verified statement,” replied the subnode called Balancesheet, “regarding certain credit funds now on deposit in this web. The entire amount of the bounty for the Imperial stormtrooper Voss’on’t is at this moment in our possession. Just as you say, Prince Xizor.”
“And that is precisely something I’m nervous about.” The subnode’s creator fidgeted in its nest. “That is a considerable amount of credits for me to be sitting on; perhaps the largest amount that’s ever been here at one time in my web. I’ve always considered it to be a prudent policy to shift my financial assets into reputable planetary banking establishments, within the controlled boundaries of the Empire. Otherwise I’m just too much of a target, out here alone in empty space.”
“Nobody would ever rob you, Kud’ar Mub’at; your go-between and escrow services are too valuable for too many creatures. Besides, I’ve stationed my own Virago close at hand, along with several other craft from Black Sun’s operational fleet. Their firepower should be more than enough protection for you, until the bounty is safely out of your hands.”
“That may be …” Kud’ar Mub’at didn’t appear entirely satisfied with the answer. “But is it enough to protect me from Boba Fett?”
“Leave the bounty hunter to me,” said Xizor. “All you have to do is play your part. For someone to whom lying comes so easily, it should not be a task to strain your capabilities.”
He turned away, having had more than his fill of the assembler’s protests. As he headed down the shoulder-cramping space of the web’s central corridor, Xizor could hear the assembler sputtering and fussing behind him.
A short time later, another voice spoke to Xizor as he waited in the web’s docking area for the small shuttle vessel that would return him to the Virago.
“Excuse me—” The small voice spoke from close by Xizor’s head. “I wonder if I might have a word with you. Just by ourselves …”
Xizor glanced beside himself and spotted the accountant subnode Balancesheet, dangling upside down from the matted ceiling of the area. “What do you want?”
“As I said.” The subnode’s voice was a carefully modulated whisper. “A word with you. On subjects that would be of mutual—and profitable—interest tous.”
“Profitable to your master Kud’ar Mub’at as well.” Xizor shook his head. “I’m familiar enough with how the assembler’s web is constructed. Everything here is spun directly from Kud’ar Mub’at’s own neural tissue.” Looking into Balancesheet’s bright beadlike eyes, Xizor knew that he might as well be looking straight into the assembler’s sharp, avid gaze. Why Kud’ar Mub’at was going through this pretense, sending one of his semi-independent nodes after him like this, was beyond comprehension. Does he think I’m so easily fooled? “I’ve already said to him all that I care to for the moment.”
“I think you have misapprehended the situation,” said Balancesheet evenly. “As well as exactly whom you’re talking to.” Upside down, the subnode crept a little closer to Xizor. One of its tiny claws held up a glistening white strand of neurofiber. The strand was broken, connected only to Balancesheet but not to the structure of the web. “You see? I’m an independent agent now. When you talk to me, Kud’ar Mub’at knows nothing of it. Unless I want Kud’ar Mub’at to know.”
Xizor regarded the subnode with suspicion. “You’ve managed to unplug yourself from the web? That’s very ingenious of you—but how is it that Kud’ar Mub’at is not aware of one of his valuable subnodes having separated itself from the larger organism?”
“Simple.” Balancesheet reached over and picked up another, larger strand of fiber that led directly into the intricately knotted structure surrounding them. At this fiber’s tip was another subnode, smaller and with claws almost too delicate to be seen. “Kud’ar Mub’at is not the only one here who can create subnodes; I have mastered the art as well. This is one of mine.” Balancesheet held the tiny, tethered organism out for Xizor’s inspection. “Its only function is to masquerade as me, to send neuro-signals into the web that falsely indicate that I’m still attached and subservient to Kud’ar Mub’at. Trust me; the old assembler has not the slightest clue as to any of this.”
“Indeed.” Xizor was impressed, both with the subnode’s ingenuity—and the possibilities it presented. Kud’ar Mub’at had been getting on his nerves for a long time now. Perhaps the assembler’s usefulness was already coming to an end. “You’re right about one thing …”
“And what is that?” Balancesheet’s bright, round eyes peered into Xizor’s gaze.
“We do have a lot to talk about.”
13
NOW
He couldn’t stop thinking about the bounty hunter.
Kuat of Kuat knew that he was wasting time; the past was the past, and couldn’t be altered. There are messes that must be cleaned up, he told himself as he gazed out at the Kuat Drive Yards construction docks. That cleaning-up process had to happen now, in real time; the longer it was delayed, the more grievous the consequences would be. Everything that he had worked to achieve, that the Kuat bloodline had built this corporation into, might yet be wiped away by the forces that conspired against him.
He knew all these things, they weighed upon his spirit with the grinding mass of planets, yet he still found his thought returning, as though pulled by some even greater gravitational force, to the bounty hunter Boba Fett, and all that had happened in the past.
Fett was the key to it all. The key to what had happened then, and what must happen now if Kuat Drive Yards was to be saved.
There were things that all the galaxy knew about that past, the story that had grown to almost legendary proportions, about the breakup of the old Bounty Hunters Guild and the things that had come about after that. The capture of the renegade Imperial stormtrooper Trhin Voss’on’t, and what had happened when Boba Fett had gone to collect the bounty for him …
Those matters were public knowledge. Or at least some of them were.
And other ones were secrets, locked inside the skull of Kuat of Kuat. He had to make sure they remained secret.
If doing so demanded the death of other creatures—specifically, Boba Fett—then that was a regrettable necessity. Business was business.
He would agree with me about that, thought Kuat as his gaze lifted to the cold stars above the docks. Boba Fett would hardly be able to blame him for taking care of business in as efficient—and deadly—a manner as was needed.
Kuat turned away from the high, segmented viewscreens. It irked him that there was so much that had to be dealt with, as soon as possible, and yet he still had to bother with distractions such as a summons to a convocation of the planet Kuat’s ruling households. With a burden-laden sigh, he lifted the heavy robes from the carved stand upon which they hung between such events.
So simple a matter, and he was transformed.
All it took was for Kuat of Kuat to don the formal robes, the garb that signified his position at the head of the noble families of this world. He so rarely left the headquarters of the Kuat Drive Yards and his austere suite of offices looking out over the construction docks that his simple coveralls had become his unconscious preference. The same as that which the corporation’s engineering and security staff wore, with no signs of rank attached to them; if those beneath him obeyed his orders, it was because they knew he had earned authority through more than just genetic inheritance.
Even the felinx, the silky-haired creature that he cradled in his arms, had trouble recognizing him in the robes, with their sweep of intricate, golden-threaded embroidery falling from his shoulders. Kuat of Kuat, the master of one of the most powerful corporations in the galaxy, had had to kneel beside his lab bench and coax the animal out with soothing, enticing words. Poor thing, thought Kuat as he stroked the special place behind its ears; a purr of induced bliss sounded from deep in its throat. As with all the members of its decorative, pampered species, the felinx believed itself to be the master of this domain; it took interruptions to its expected schedule with an ill grace.
As do I. Kuat of Kuat had carried the animal to the office suite’s arching, segmented viewscreens; he gazed out at the ships being built or readied for launch, massive commissions for the Imperial Navy of Palpatine. Enough weaponry studded the hulls to intimidate all but the most foolhardy of foes; the laser cannons being mounted into the open skeletal frames required bracing and recoil-dissipation casings that would have withstood explosions measured in the giga-tonnage range. Anything less, and a single shot fired in battle would rip a destroyer or battle cruiser in two, a victim of its own lethal strength. The contemplation of such an event brought a wry grimace of self-recognition to Kuat’s face.
“We must always be careful,” he whispered into the felinx’s feathery ear, “not to blow ourselves up with our own weapons.”
The felinx stirred drowsily in Kuat’s arms. As far as it was concerned, all of its plans had succeeded admirably; it was fed, warm, and content. Kuat wished that he could feel the same about all his schemes and machinations. Even now, forces that he had set into motion were circling about him and the Kuat Drive Yards, like the iron teeth of some invisible trap, greater than the worlds and corporations it seized upon.
He heard the tall doors of the office suite open; without disturbing the felinx, Kuat glanced over his shoulder. “Yes?”
The head of security for Kuat Drive Yards stood in the angle of light from the corridor outside. “Your personal transport is ready.” As with all of the corporation’s staff, Fenald spoke without elaborate formalities. “To take you to the gathering of families.”
“I don’t need to be reminded,” said Kuat, “about where I’m going.” The assembly of the planet Kuat’s ruling households was the reason for his having donned the formal robes. And for his bad temper. “I’m sorry—” The security head was one of his most valued staff, and had done nothing to merit sharp language. “But this is all coming at a very inconvenient time.”
That was an understatement. Even if all Kuat of Kuat had to worry about was the stepped-up pace of construction at Kuat Drive Yards, the constant pressure from Emperor Palpatine to supply the Imperial Navy with the ships needed to crush the burgeoning Rebellion, he would have had more than enough on his mind. But with those other concerns, some of which were secrets that he alone bore the weight of on his shoulders … it was a crushing burden.
Or to be more exact, it would have been a crushing burden for almost any other sentient creature. Kuat of Kuat closed his eyes, his fingertips automatically stroking the felinx’s fur. If he was not as other creatures were, it was because he had been born this way, the hereditary chief executive of Kuat Drive Yards; the blood flowed in his veins of the other engineers and leaders who had preceded him. All that he had done, the schemes that he had devised, had been for the sake of the corporation. There were so many in this galaxy who sought the destruction of Kuat Drive Yards, who wished to disassemble it into bits or swallow it whole. The corporation’s own best customer, Emperor Palpatine himself—and Palpatine’s chief henchman, Lord Vader—were among that number. Kuat Drive Yards had had at least a few friends among the leaders of the old Republic; those had been swept away in the course of Palpatine’s rise to absolute power. Now everything, the very survival of the corporation, depended upon the wits and courage of those who shepherded it.
And now, with all that going on, to have the ruling households getting on his case …
“No apology necessary.” The security head showed a wry smile. “When, if ever, would there have been a convenient time to deal with them?”
“You’re got a point there,” admitted Kuat. The felinx protested as he peeled it away from his chest and deposited it in a fleece-lined basket near the workbench. With its tail huffily erect, the animal jumped from its bed and went stalking for its food dish. Kuat brushed away the silken hairs it had left on the front of his robes. “All right,” he said wearily. “Let’s get this over with.”
Fenald closed the office suite’s door behind them, then followed Kuat toward the docking area. “I’ve gotten as much advance information on the meeting as I could.” Among his other duties, Fenald was in charge of surveillance—or in blunter terms, spying—upon the planet’s ruling households. “From all indications, it appears that the Knylenn Elder will be there. In person.”
“That old fool?” Kuat shook his head as he walked. The Elder had always been his chief opponent in the households’ deliberative council. Of all the families, the Knylenns had fought hardest—and over centuries and generations—against the Inheritance Exemption by which the Kuat line maintained its hold over Kuat Drive Yards. “I’m surprised they managed to pry him out of his life-support systems.”
“The younger members of the family are using the Elder as a front. So they had a new portable life-support system designed and built, just so the Elder could come to an emergency meeting like this.” The security head raised an eyebrow. “A very expensive system, too; it apparently has several redundant layers of first-degree droid intelligence built in, with constant real-time monitoring of all bodily functions. And get this: it even has cryo-storage of all-important organs, with total immune-reaction suppression at the cellular level, ready to go at any sign of cardiopulmonary or renal-hepatitic failure. The Elder could be getting a heart transplant as you were talking to him, and you wouldn’t even know it except for the little blinking lights on the front of the unit.”
“Charming,” said Kuat. “Of course, that presupposes that he started out with one inside him.” He could see the docking area attendants up ahead, standing by the open hatchway of his personal transport. “Who else is going to be there?”
“The usual cabal—all of the Knylenns, their telbuns and their affiliates; the Kuhlvult clan and their morganic allegiances; probably a good deal of the Kadnessi.”
Kuat stopped in the middle of the corridor and looked at his security head. “That’s more than the usual.”
The security head nodded in agreement. “This is the big one, Technician. The Knylenns have been trying to overturn the Inheritance Exemption since before your grandfather ran this corporation. They’ve called in all the favors that any of the other ruling households might owe them—because they think they can do it now.”
“Maybe they can.” Kuat paused beside the transport’s hatchway as the attendants drew back. “Maybe I should let them. Then dealing with the Empire and all the rest would be someone else’s problem.” He pulled the formal robes tighter around himself to facilitate getting into the tight passenger space of the transport. He looked over at Fenald. “What do you think?”
“That would be your decision to make.” Standing with hands clasped behind his back, the other man gave a single nod. “But it would be the end of Kuat Drive Yards as an independent corporation. No one else in the ruling families has the ability—or the courage—to stand up to Palpatine.”
“I sometimes think,” said Kuat, “that courage is simply another name for foolhardiness.” Gathering up the broad and inconvenient hem of the robes, he stepped into the transport. “I’m old and tired—or at least that’s the way I feel, so it might as well be true.” He had to duck his head down to look back at the figure standing outside the hatchway. “Perhaps instead of going and dealing with these tiresome creatures, I should pilot this ship straight to Coruscant. I could make a deal with Palpatine: if I give in now and just let him take over Kuat Drive Yards, I’d save him a lot of trouble. Perhaps in gratitude, he’d pension me off with enough credits to eke out a comfortable existence on some obscure planet.”
“It’s more likely, Technician, that once Emperor Palpatine has what he wants from you, that he would simply have you eliminated.”
Kuat managed a grim half-smile. “I believe you’re right.” He settled into the transport’s two-person passenger area. “So I don’t have any choice then, do I, about going and dealing with the Knylenns and all the rest of the ruling households?”
“No,” replied Fenald. “You don’t.”
“Then,” said Kuat, “my duties and my actions are one and the same.” He turned toward the transport again.
Fenald laid a restraining hand on Kuat’s forearm. “However, Technician, you are not obliged to face this particular duty by yourself.”
Kuat looked back at his head of security. “What do you mean?”
“It’s madness for you to go there alone. The Knylenns and the others are obviously planning some unpleasant surprise for you. You’ll need all the help you can get.”
“Perhaps so. But that doesn’t mean I can have it.”
“I hope you’ll forgive any rashness on my part, Technician. But I took the initiative of contacting the Master of Etiquette for the ruling households.” Fenald gave a slight nod as he withdrew his hand from the sleeve of Kuat’s formal robes. “And he gave a different ruling on that point of protocol. Since the Knylenns are bringing their telbuns to this gathering, the normal restrictions do not apply. Under the ancestral household code, the telbuns are technically outsiders; not quite true family members. So to maintain strict reciprocity, the household of Kuat is thereby permitted to bring in an outsider as well.”
“I see.” Kuat mulled over the information. “And your suggestion is that you should accompany me.”
“More than a suggestion. It is, Technician, my most urgent advice.”
Kuat peered closer at the security head. “Why are you so concerned about coming to this gathering? The ruling households of Kuat are hardly an entertaining crowd.”
“As I said before—they’re up to something.”
“And what is your evidence—your hard evidence—for that suspicion?”
Fenald was silent for a moment before answering. “No evidence,” he said quietly, “other than what I feel in my gut.”
The security head’s reply disturbed Kuat. Fenald had never before been one to act upon anything except facts as cold and hard as the durasteel employed in the Kuat Drive Yards construction docks. But still …
“All right,” said Kuat. He pointed toward the hatchway of the personal transport. “We’d better be on our way. They’ll be waiting for us.”
A few Standard Time Parts later, the pilot of the personal transport was skimming the craft over the densely forested land masses of the planet Kuat. For Kuat of Kuat, looking out at the green organic material was less pleasing than contemplating the hard, cold shapes of laser-welded durasteel in the Kuat Drive Yards construction docks.
One of the junior members of the Kuhlvult clan, barely having achieved adult status, had come out to meet Kuat’s personal transport. “There are those among us,” said Kodir of Kuhlvult, “who will be glad to see you.” Her movements in the formal robes, as she led the way to the ruling households’ gathering hall, were more graceful than Kuat’s could ever have been. “Not everyone is happy with the Knylenns’ agenda for this meeting.”
“Really?” As he walked beside her, Kuat searched the young woman’s face for some clue as to her intent. “And why would that be?”
Kodir’s smile was more sly than friendly. “We know how the Kuat household runs Kuat Drive Yards; your family has kept this world one of the richest in the galaxy for generations. It did so under the old Republic, and it continues to do so under Emperor Palpatine. Such skill deserves its own reward; that was why the Inheritance Exemption was passed by the other households so long ago.” She tilted her head, eyes lowered in respect. “And that is why some of us would wish to keep it that way.”
In silence, Kuat walked on beside the young woman; his head of security trailed a few steps behind. The Exemption, mused Kuat. That’s what it all comes down to. It had, for a long time.
The wise among the ruling households, as Kodir of Kuhlvult had indicated, wished to keep the Inheritance Exemption. The ambitious, such as the Knylenns, wished to eliminate it; the Exemption was what kept them from achieving supremacy among all the ruling households, and from taking control of Kuat Drive Yards, this world’s preeminent source of wealth.
Alone among the planet Kuat’s ruling households, the lineage of the Kuat family was the only one that was passed down from parent to child by direct genetic inheritance; that was the sole intent and effect of the Exemption. For all the other households, a strict disruption in the genetic chain prevailed: the heirs of the ruling households were not the children of the current adult members, but rather of the telbuns that were chosen to perpetuate the line. Unfortunately, such an arrangement had begun to show its faults when telbuns, chosen more for their physical beauty rather than the high intelligence and other favorable genetic factors that would produce the engineering and corporate leadership skills needed to run Kuat Drive Yards, had threatened to take the corporation into bankruptcy through their incompetence. Thus the Inheritance Exemption that effectively kept the Kuat bloodline, with its innate tendencies necessary for the success of the business, in charge. The Inheritance Exemption, as Kuat of Kuat well knew, had the additional benefit of checking the viciously squabbling ambitions of the ruling households, and keeping any of the world’s nobles from conspiring and murdering to place an actual son or daughter at the head of Kuat Drive Yards.
If only, thought Kuat of Kuat, that was the end of the matter. And the end of ambition and conspiracy. It hadn’t been; the Knylenns had long chafed under the limit that had been placed on their household’s ability to rise to the absolute top of their world’s power structure. The Knylenns had been the most aggressive about circumventing the restrictions, by choosing their telbuns from a limited pool of candidates. Rumors abounded in the other households that some of the Knylenn telbuns were in fact the children of the already existing Knylenn adults, born in secret offworld locations and smuggled back to the planet Kuat, infant princes in disguise. Certainly, over the last few generations, the physical resemblance between the Knylenns and their appointed heirs had grown suspiciously close.
Whereas this heir to the Kuhlvult clan, walking next to Kuat of Kuat, had obviously been chosen for her beauty and her lean-muscled, athletic grace—he had to exert himself to keep up with the long strides that billowed her formal robes out behind her. She had obviously come into her inheritance only recently; Kuat remembered having heard, most likely in a report from his security head, that one of the Kuhlvult Elders had recently died and his heir had assumed that preeminent rank in the household. Kuat was grateful that whatever the reason had been for her parent’s initial selection as a telbun—the Kuhlvults had long been notorious for its weakness for attractive faces—the result had been the elevation of someone with enough intelligence to see through the Knylenns’ schemes.
Whether that would be enough—and whether there was a sufficient number like this Kodir of Kuhlvult in the other households—remained to be seen. Kuat strode on toward the meeting place, concealing his own grim apprehensions about what was to come.
Fortunately, none of the Knylenns or their associates made any objection to Kuat of Kuat’s security head attending the gathering of the ruling households. It would have been a bad move strategically, to have started off the gathering with an officious reference to the tradition-bound codes that governed the families’ interactions. Better, thought Kuat, to at least pretend that we’re all friends—for the moment. And let the Knylenns suffer the consequences of the first hostile move.
“Kuat, your presence is appreciated.”
The voice was familiar to him, from the last time he had left the productive sanctuary of Kuat Drive Yards in order to return to the homeworld. He turned and gave a nod of recognition. “I understand,” said Kuat, “that we have much to talk about.”
“True.” The hatchet-sharp face of Khoss of Knylenn showed a thin-lipped, humorless smile. The formal robes hung easily on his frame; they were obviously his preferred garb. “I hope you … enjoy hearing the words of your equals.” He gestured toward the head of security standing just behind Kuat. “I know how tedious it can be, surrounded only by underlings and their too-often flattering but misleading voices.”
A roseate, shadowless glow suffused over the robed figures—more than two score of them, the largest number of ruling household members that Kuat had ever seen gathered together—as the perfect opalescent dome diffused the sunlight outside. In that gentle illumination, even the most withered and cronelike Elders, of either sex, appeared as benign, attractive creatures. The younger ones and the appointed telbuns seemed to be almost godlike in their preening splendor. It had been inevitable that such lying arts, enhancement to the point of deception, would have evolved to such a degree on the planet of Kuat. The revenues from the ship-building industry of Kuat Drive Yards, preeminent supplier of military vessels to the Empire, enabled the ruling households to concentrate on all that they considered most important: the gloss of surfaces, the mechanics of deceit. Kuat of Kuat wondered why any of them would consider overturning the financial arrangements of such a system merely to fuel the Knylenns’ ambitions.
“I don’t,” said Kuat, “surround myself with flatterers. When it comes to engineering, it’s better to hear the truth, no matter how unpleasant. If a ship being built has a stress fault that will cause it to implode at full thruster force, I would rather know before a client such as Emperor Palpatine has a chance to find out.”
“Ah.” Khoss nodded in feigned appreciation. “Very wise. As you value the truth, then I’m sure you’ll find our meeting today to be very rewarding.” He turned away, his formal robes swirling at the heels of his boots. A phalanx of younger Knylenns and their telbuns turned their smug gazes upon Kuat before following after their kinsman.
“You realize, of course, that he hates your guts.” Kodir of Kuhlvult leaned her head close to Kuat’s while keeping an eye on the Knylenns striding away. “I don’t think I’m surprising you with that information.”
“He’s always hated every Kuat family member.” Kuat shrugged. “That’s his own legacy from his predecessors. And it’s why I’m pretty sure that the Knylenns have been circumventing the inheritance restrictions. You can’t learn that kind of hatred; you have to be born with it, right in your genetic material.”
Before Kodir could reply, Kuat’s security head gave him a discreet nudge. “Here comes the Knylenn Elder. The party’s about to start.”
The light filtering into the pearllike dome shifted in color. A flock of wind-orchids, the rootless semivegetative denizens of Kuat’s deepest forests, had drifted across the convex exterior of the dome; their rich hues of violet and azure fell across the forms of the ruling household members like a soft optic rain. The air currents outside lifted the wind-orchids and sent them slowly tumbling away; the warmth of the blurred sunlight reentered the dome.
Kuat of Kuat saw a flurry of activity at the other side of the gently illuminated space. The crowd parted way before something larger than a mere human figure.
“That’s the life-support system I was telling you about,” said Kuat’s security head. “It wasn’t just the functional parts that made it expensive; they had to decorate it.”
A vertically oriented cylinder was surmounted with the grey-bearded visage of the Knylenn Elder; his snow-white hair, braided into two thick ropes, looped over the shoulders of the segmented metal encasing his arms. A trembling palsy shook the vein-gnarled hands left bare, restrained by flexible straps from tripping any of the controls and gauges studding the exterior of the system’s casing. Bright red arterial blood percolated through a network of tubes and oxygenating devices; above the tank treads that moved the portable system forward, patches of condensed moisture indicated the cryo-storage bins, with their valuable soft-tissue contents inside.
The Elder’s age-yellowed gaze scanned the gathering’s faces, the eye muscles twitching in their wrinkled sockets. At last, the Elder fastened upon Kuat of Kuat, standing several meters distant.
“Are you … surprised, Kuat?” The voice emerged from the amplified speaker at the front of the portable life-support system, a few gasping syllables at a time. “That I’ve … lived so … long? ”
Kuat walked forward and stood before the Knylenn Elder, gazing up at the face elevated by the machinery that had consumed the aged body. “Nothing you do surprises me.” He could hear the gurgle and hiss of the life-support system’s various components, the fluids moving constantly between sterilized metal and flesh arrested in its slow decay. “When I was but a child, and you already in the prime of your manhood, you swore before our biological mothers that you would outlive me.” He smiled politely up at the Elder. “You might make it yet.”
The laugh that grated from the speaker sounded like sheets of corrugated durasteel grinding against each other. “With your … help, Kuat. As you … shall see …”
Spittle had flecked the side of the Knylenn Elder’s face, and shone damply in the tangles of the beard draped across the metal collar encasing the wattles of his throat. The younger Khoss of Knylenn mounted a built-in step at the side of the life-support system and reached up with a silken cloth, dabbing away the wetness as tenderly as if the old kinsman were made of crumpled paper. From his perch on the gurgling machinery, Khoss looked down at Kuat of Kuat. A spark of simmering contempt showed in Khoss’s eyes.
Kuat turned away from the Knylenns. A single nod was all the communication that he needed to exchange with Fenald.
“Nobles of this world! My fellow kinsmen!” Khoss had not dismounted from the side of the Knylenn Elder’s life-support system, but instead had climbed onto the flat area just behind the upright cylinder. The slight effort had brought an excited flush to his face; he steadied himself by reaching down and placing both his hands upon the metal-sheathed shoulders of the Elder he stood behind. The Elder’s white braids were draped at the level of Khoss’s knees. “I beg your indulgence—but urgent matters have brought us together at this time!” His voice rang against the glowing limits of the dome. “The very future of the world that we share among us; that future lies in jeopardy!”
The overt theatricality in display offended Kuat of Kuat. He shook his head in distaste, a gesture that was noticed by Kodir standing next to him.
“You’re right,” she said. “They’ve all rehearsed their parts. Just look at them.”
In the gathering place’s opalescent light, the Knylenns and their affiliates had taken up positions on either side of the Knylenn Elder. With their telbuns, they constituted an obvious majority of those present, the weight of the ruling households’ authority manifested by the confident, even smug expressions on their faces. They stood, male and female alike, with their arms folded across the embroidered fronts of their formal robes, their booted feet spread apart as though they had been transformed into warriors.
“That’s handy,” Kuat of Kuat remarked dryly to his head of security. “Now at least we know exactly what we’re up against.”
Kodir of Kuhlvult laid a hand on his shoulder and spoke close to his ear, turning her own back on the massed figures. “The Knylenns have been sending out their emissaries and negotiating teams to the other households for a while now. In fact, ever since Emperor Palpatine dismantled the old Republic. That was when Khoss of Knylenn decided the galaxy’s politics had changed enough for him to make his move.”
“I see.” Her words didn’t surprise Kuat; he’d already had his own Kuat Drive Yards intelligence teams report the Knylenns’ maneuverings to him. The shift in the power structure among the inhabited worlds, the rise of the Empire and Palpatine’s concentration of authority in his own hands, had had inevitable consequences in every council hall and parliament scattered among the stars. At the last gathering of the planet Kuat’s ruling households, Khoss of Knylenn had tried to whip up a rebellion against the Kuat bloodline and their administration of the Kuat Drive Yards business. The accusation had been that Kuat of Kuat had shown a disastrous favoritism toward the Rebel Alliance by keeping Kuat Drive Yards out of any involvement with the construction of the Empire’s new Death Star weapon.
There had been other military contracting firms, on other worlds, that had reaped both the Emperor’s favor and the huge profits that had come with building the Death Star; Kuat of Kuat had been aware that Palpatine himself had commented—with malign suspicion—about the reasons for Kuat Drive Yards not even bidding on the smallest part of the project. Palpatine’s misgivings had been soothed away by the simple expedient of Kuat Drive Yards absorbing an unplanned cost overrun, by Kuat of Kuat’s personal orders, on the design change orders for an operational wing of a half-dozen new Imperial battle cruisers. That had cut deeply into the corporation’s profits for the fiscal quarter, but it had also maintained Kuat Drive Yards’ inside relationship with the Empire.
Only later, when the Death Star had turned out to be something less than invulnerable—after the Battle of Yavin, the Imperial admirals’ ultimate weapon had been little more than smoldering scraps floating in the vacuum of space—had Kuat’s enemies among the ruling households been forced to acknowledge his wisdom. Kuat Drive Yards’ preeminent position among the Empire’s military contractors was even more secure now, with Emperor Palpatine placing greater trust in Kuat of Kuat’s engineering expertise. Whatever plans the Knylenns might have had for taking over the administration of Kuat Drive Yards were put on hold—until now.
Which raised a single question in Kuat of Kuat’s mind. Why now? he wondered as he looked at Khoss of Knylenn, perched on top of the Knylenn Elder’s portable life-support system. What had changed? Some element in the delicate balancing act of power and ambition, either here or somewhere offworld, must have altered slightly, enough for Khoss and the rest of the Knylenn household to believe that they had another chance for realizing their goals. But nothing that had come to Kuat of Kuat through his own intelligence sources had alerted him to any new development. Either the long years of frustrated waiting had driven Khoss of Knylenn insane, or the usurpers and their affiliates had developed contacts and espionage networks that exceeded Kuat’s own. The latter possibility bordered on paranoia, but inevitably so for someone in a position such as that held by Kuat, where sheer information dictated one’s survival. What do they know? His gaze narrowed as he watched Khoss and the rest of the Knylenns. Or worse—what do they know that I don’t?
Those questions were soon to be answered. Khoss of Knylenn gestured with an outflung arm, silencing the murmuring hubbub from the crowd assembled around him. His hand lowered again toward the shoulder of the ancient, withered figure embraced by the life-support system’s machinery. “Let the Elder speak!” Khoss’s shout rang against the glowing limits of the gathering space. “Listen to what he has to say!”
On either side of the life-support system’s segmented treads, the Knylenns and their affiliates turned their respectful faces up toward the Elder.
“This ought to be good,” muttered Kodir of Kuhlvult, standing next to Kuat. The sour expression on her face made her distaste for the proceedings evident.
The eyes in the age-wrinkled face reminded Kuat of Emperor Palpatine’s cold scrutiny. But the Emperor’s eyes were at least animated by the deep, consuming appetite that existed behind them, the hunger for power over all the universe’s sentient beings. By contrast, the Knylenn Elder’s gaze was dulled beneath the accumulated layers of time, as though any remaining spark were clouded by dust and cobwebs.
“Would that I were at rest …” The rheumatic voice crackled from the amplified speaker at the front of the cylinder. One corner of the Knylenn Elder’s mouth pulled downward with each spoken syllable, the palsy showing a few yellowed teeth. “Would that I were at rest forever … in the tomb of those who preceded me, for these many years … than that I should live to see such treachery …”
“Hear him!” Khoss raised both hands from the Knylenn Elder’s shoulders and held them wide above his own head. “This is why we are gathered at this place!”
“Treachery …” The Elder’s voice continued, each word like gravel scraped across metal. “When treason is committed … by those to whom much power has been given … in whom much trust has been placed … is greater treachery possible?”
Another murmur sounded from the Knylenns and their affiliates, rising into quick, angry shouts.
The last of Kuat’s patience had been exhausted. Before either the Knylenn Elder or Khoss standing behind him could speak again, he strode forward. “Don’t waste my time with your cheap theatrics.” Kuat of Kuat stood in front of the life-support system’s massive durasteel prow, looking up at the faces of both the Knylenn Elder and Khoss of Knylenn. “If you’re referring to me, then say so. And if you have charges to make, then state them. Or am I expected to defend myself against nothing more than the hatred you’ve always shown toward my bloodline?”
“Very well—” Khoss of Knylenn glared down at him. “No one here is surprised that you merit accusation; yourself, least of all. The head of the Kuat household should know better than anyone else just what iniquities he is capable of.”
“Iniquities such as fomenting distrust and rebellion toward one who has done no more than serve and enrich this world’s heirs?” Kuat of Kuat shook his head in disgust. “Whatever evils I know of are the ones I’ve observed in you.” He gazed round at the Knylenns and their affiliates, ranked on either side of the hissing machinery. “They’re easy to see when they’re reflected in so many other black hearts. Envy is a mirror that reveals its bearer’s face more than anything else.”
The Knylenns’ murmurs and shouts had been stilled for a moment as Kuat’s words had stung home. But now they broke once again into uproar, with threats and imprecations directed at the target who stood before them, unflinching.
“You speak bravely—” Khoss’s impassioned voice rose above the others. “For one whose deeds have put him in opposition to all the rest of this world’s ruling households.”
“Speak for yourself.” Kodir of Kuhlvult stepped up beside Kuat. “And speak for those you’ve fooled and cajoled onto your side.” One of her hands gestured toward the sagging scowl of the Knylenn Elder. “And for those too senile to realize the folly of the words you’ve placed in their mouths. But you don’t speak for me, or for any of the Kuhlvult household, when you attack one whose bloodline has brought nothing but wealth and honor to the planet of Kuat.”
Kuat looked over at the young female. “This may not be your best move,” he said quietly. “They’ve got the numbers.”
“So?” Kodir gave a shrug with her reply. “What does that matter, if they’re wrong?”
Atop the portable life-support system, Khoss of Knylenn ordered his followers to silence. “You wished for an accusation?” He directed a sneering smile at Kuat. “Your own knowledge of your deeds is not enough? That is as we expected. It’s not likely—or even possible—that one so mired in treachery would voluntarily confess and repent. But that is not necessary for us to have sufficient and convincing evidence of the crimes committed by the bloodline of Kuat, the dagger thrust into the hearts of all the ruling households.” Khoss turned where he stood and gestured toward the back of the gathering place. “Bring it forth.”
That accusations would be made, Kuat of Kuat had fully expected. But the exact nature of whatever supporting evidence might have been fabricated—that was something of which he could still be surprised. He watched as a three-dimensional holoprojector was wheeled by a pair of Knylenn affiliates into the middle of the domed area.
“What’s this?” Kuat pointed to the device. “Do you seek to enlighten or entertain us?”
“I’m sure you’ll find it … amusing.” Khoss reached down and was handed a remote-control keypad by one of the affiliates. “It may not show you at your best, but it captures your likeness well enough.”
With a single press of the controls, the holoprojector was activated. In the cleared space before the machinery of the life-support system, light shimmered and coalesced into perceptible forms. A segment of the past came into view, as though summoned from a realm of ghostlike spirits. But the past shown was one that Kuat of Kuat recognized.
He found himself standing less than a meter away from a reproduced hologram of himself. The image wasn’t dressed in the formal robes that he himself wore now, but in the simple coveralls of all those who labored for Kuat Drive Yards. Enough details of the space surrounding the hologram were visible that Kuat could see it had been recorded in his private working area. The hologram image was bent over some object on the lab bench, intently prying it open with delicate tools.
Even before the object yielded to the holographic Kuat’s probe, the real Kuat could see what it was as he stood in the gathering place of the ruling households and watched his image from the past. The gleaming metal object on the lab bench was a hyperspace messenger unit, which contained in turn another miniaturized holoprojector. The real Kuat watched his past image activate the projector, and another re-created scene appeared, held inside the larger one.
That scene, which the image of Kuat intently regarded, was from inside the palace of the late Jabba the Hutt. With a twist of the probe in the hyperspace messenger unit’s controls, the Kuat image froze the holo scene. The real Kuat continued to watch as his past image responded to the events in the re-creation of Jabba’s throne room.
You’re dead, aren’t you? The holographic image of Kuat spoke to the frozen hologram-within-hologram image of Jabba the Hutt. That’s such a shame. I hate to lose a good customer.
The real Kuat remembered saying those words. Just as he remembered everything else he had done back then, when the hyperspace messenger unit had arrived from the distant planet of Tatooine and he had opened it up to hear the secrets it had brought to him. The holographic re-creation of the scene in front of him, of himself in the past watching another hologram, was like walking around inside his own head, in that space where his memories were kept.
The rest of the scene played out, showing the image of Kuat carefully inspecting the other figures besides Jabba the Hutt that could be seen in the hologram-within-a-hologram. The scene that had been recorded in Jabba’s palace ended with Princess Leia Organa, disguised as an Ubese bounty hunter, facing down the Hutt with an activated thermal detonator. That had been amusing to witness. Before that, though, there had been less pleasant things to watch, such as the grisly death of one of the Hutt’s dancing girls, by being dropped into the rancor pit before the throne. To re-create Jabba the Hutt’s court was to summon from the past a particularly nasty piece of the galaxy.
In the hologram that had contained the other one, the image of Kuat of Kuat extracted the probe tool from the hyperspace messenger unit on the lab bench, and the silvery ovoid self-destructed, its casing and innards melting down into smoldering scrap.
“You’re right,” said the real Kuat, the one who now stood in the gathering place of the ruling households. “That is interesting.”
Not for what the holographic playback had shown him; his memory was clear enough about having opened up the messenger and watching what it had to show him. But for what was implied by the mere existence of the hologram, and it being in the hands of the Knylenns. The hologram had been recorded surreptitiously, in Kuat’s most private and guarded sanctuary. Recorded by some hidden device, without his knowledge, and then transmitted to Khoss of Knylenn and the other conspirators against the bloodline of Kuat. That meant a major breach of security, within the actual organization of Kuat Drive Yards. A breach that only one individual would be capable of creating.
Kuat of Kuat turned and looked over his shoulder at Fenald. His gaze was met with one that looked straight back into his eyes, without making any effort at aversion.
Then the head of security for Kuat Drive Yards gave a single nod. That was all that was necessary, even before he spoke. “Now you know,” he said.
“Yes—” For a second longer, Kuat regarded the man he had trusted more than any other sentient creature in the galaxy. “I suppose I do.” Many things were clear now, including why Fenald had been so insistent upon accompanying him to the gathering of Kuat’s ruling households. He wanted to be here, Kuat thought bitterly, to make sure he got paid. However much the Knylenns and the others had offered for this treachery …
He turned back toward the others assembled in the gathering place. Kodir of Kuhlvult gently touched Kuat’s arm. “You don’t look too good,” she said.
For a moment Kuat wondered if she was speaking about herself. During the holographic playback, he had heard a sudden gasp behind himself; he had glanced over his shoulder and had seen Kodir turn pale, eyes widened with surprise, as she had watched those re-created events from the past. He didn’t know what had struck her so forcefully, and right now there wasn’t time to find out.
“Don’t worry about me.” Kuat of Kuat slowly nodded. “I’ve got a lot of thinking to do.”
Kodir peered closely into his face. “Are you sure? Maybe we can get this meeting postponed; there might be enough members of the other households who aren’t completely tied in with the Knylenns who’d let you off for reasons of health. You really do look like you’ve just had a heart attack.”
“No—” Kuat brushed her hand away from the sleeve of his robe. “It’s better if I get it over with now. Besides …” He managed to smile at her. “I’ve got a few surprises of my own that Khoss and his bunch know nothing about.”
Kuat lifted his gaze toward the leader of the Knylenns, perched aboard the portable life-support system. He had to assume the worst about what the Knylenns were aware of, regarding his own schemes and actions. Whatever they had bribed his head of security with—former security head, Kuat reminded himself—it had obviously been enough to give them effective access to everything that had gone on inside the headquarters of Kuat Drive Yards. If they had known what to look for …
There was only one way to find out.
“You must be joking,” said Kuat. “Is it treachery for me to keep an eye on one of Kuat Drive Yards’ customers? We sell our wares to any creature who has the credits for them—as long as we can do so without incurring the wrath of the Empire. Some of our customers need a good deal of watching; I would have been a fool to have blindly trusted someone like Jabba the Hutt. You should be grateful to me for taking such precautions.”
“Precautions, are they?” Khoss of Knylenn’s voice took on a sarcastic edge. “And what cautious nature of yours led to the saturation bombing of a sector of the planet Tatooine’s surface known as the Dune Sea? Don’t try to deny that it happened. We know all about it, and that the bombing raid was personally directed by you, from aboard your Kuat Drive Yards flagship.”
So they possessed that knowledge as well; Kuat’s security head had done a thorough job of selling him out. “That’s none of your concern,” said Kuat stiffly. “Some things are necessary, the reasons for which cannot be revealed publicly. As long as Kuat Drive Yards is a profitable concern—and you reap your share of those profits—then all prying into these matters does nothing except hinder my running the corporation.”
“Ah!” Khoss leaned forward, above the grizzled head of the Knylenn Elder. “You wish to keep secrets from those closest to you, those with the greatest right to know.” A sweeping gesture of his arm took in the gathering place and those it held. “The representatives of this world’s ruling households are like children to you, incapable of understanding all your great schemes and maneuvers. Tell me, Kuat of Kuat—” Khoss spoke with icy scorn. “Are we supposed to be flattered by such an attitude on your part?”
This time, Kodir of Kuhlvult spoke up. “You can be as flattered or as offended as you choose,” she said. “But the truth is as Kuat tells it. The ruling households long ago chose to put their trust in his bloodline. We created the Inheritance Exemption specifically so that the Kuat family, from one generation to the next, could continue to manage the corporation from which our wealth comes. Are we now to revoke that trust, for no better reason than that Kuat of Kuat runs it as he sees fit?”
“Our little Kuhlvult cousin has made it clear just whose side she has taken.” Khoss directed his withering sneer at her, then spread his hands to the crowd around the base of the life-support system. “She was given the chance to join with the rest of the ruling households, those who desire justice and are not swayed by facile arguments about endangering the sources of our wealth. Perhaps she has her reasons for making such a choice. Why should treachery be limited to those of the Kuat bloodline? With the power that he commands, Kuat of Kuat has his ways of tempting the greedy and foolish into being his allies.”
The speech from Khoss of Knylenn was met with angry shouts from his assembled supporters. But another voice managed to rise above them.
“Nothing tempts me but the desire to make you eat your own words.” Kodir of Kuhlvult looked as if she were ready to climb up onto the life-support system and achieve her wish by force. “If there were any substance to them, it would make quite a mouthful for you, I’m sure. But they’re nothing but air. Nothing but lies and little hints and rumors, none of which add up to anything real.”
“My dear cousin,” said Khoss with feigned politeness, “it takes wisdom to measure the weight of things as subtle as Kuat’s treachery. He’s too smart to pursue his twisted ambitions openly, where anyone might see them.”
“So you bribe your way into my private quarters.” Kuat gestured toward his former head of security. “And you set spies onto those who have done you no harm.”
“I do what is necessary,” replied Khoss. “If it were what is required to uproot the evil that has taken root among us, I would embrace the darkest energies that could be found in this universe. But you’ve already beaten me to that, haven’t you? ”
“You talk nonsense.”
“Do I?” The brows rose high above Khoss’s eyes. “Is it nonsense to wonder about the meaning of not only Kuat’s own espionage, but also an unexplained bombing raid upon the surface of another planet? A planet which rumors have already been swirling about, throughout the galaxy? You might not be aware of the nature of those rumors and tales, but it seems clear enough that this certain planet known as Tatooine had already taken on a great importance in the eyes of both Emperor Palpatine and the most feared instrument of his will, Lord Darth Vader himself. And it is no great feat of espionage to have learned that the Rebel Alliance has gained a new and valuable leader in the form of one Luke Skywalker, whose home planet is this same Tatooine. Are we to believe it a mere coincidence that of all the inhabited worlds in the galaxy, the schemes of Kuat of Kuat should also revolve around Tatooine? Or is it not a greater likelihood that those schemes, regarding which Kuat asks us to trust him, have through his rashness and folly gotten our own world and our inheritance fatally enmeshed with the struggle between the Empire and the Rebellion?” As if on cue, the mutterings and shouts from the Knylenns and their affiliates rose to a higher pitch. “We don’t even know what purpose is served by all of Kuat’s scheming—he doesn’t consider us fit to be trusted with these vital secrets; only he should know these things. That is why Kuat has also concealed from us that he has received other messages from Tatooine, concerning the welfare of a certain notorious bounty hunter named Boba Fett. This bounty hunter may have also been a customer of Kuat Drive Yards at one time, but he’s rather more than that now.” Khoss jabbed a finger toward his adversary standing before the portable life-support system. “Is that not true, Kuat?”
The breach in security was more extensive than Kuat had originally feared. They’ve gone off-planet, Kuat realized. The Knylenn household had obviously been in touch with intelligence sources elsewhere in the galaxy, and had paid for what they wanted to know; that meant there was a good chance they had traced out a few more connections that Kuat would have preferred to keep hidden.
But what exactly had the Knylenns found out? That remained to be seen.
“Since you seem to know so much—” Kuat’s hand swept a gesture toward Khoss. “Why don’t you tell us what is true? Or what you think is true.”
“It’s not a matter of thinking, Kuat; it’s a matter of knowing. Or knowing enough; enough to be concerned about where your schemes have led us to.”
“And where is that?” Kuat kept his tone mild and even somewhat amused.
“You have kept much hidden—you show an undeniable talent, Kuat, for secrecy. But secrets can also be found out; truth has a way of revealing itself.” Khoss straightened himself behind the encased torso and scowling head of the Knylenn Elder, and folded his arms across his chest. “For is it not also true that these schemes also entangled you—and by extension, Kuat Drive Yards—with the criminal organization known as Black Sun? You’ve said that you value the Empire as a customer, and yet you also had secret dealings with the very creatures who continually circumvented Emperor Palpatine’s authority in the galaxy. I would call that a risky game, one that tried to play both sides against each other. That’s not good business, Kuat; that’s madness.”
So they don’t know everything, decided Kuat. Whatever intelligence sources the Knylenns had used, whatever information they had paid for, it hadn’t been enough to reveal all of his schemes and maneuvers. If Khoss of Knylenn had known exactly what had gone on with the Empire and Black Sun—and even the Rebel Alliance—he would have already used that knowledge against Kuat. Some of those schemes, such as Kuat’s attempt to link Prince Xizor, the leader of Black Sun, with the Imperial stormtrooper raid that had killed Luke Skywalker’s aunt and uncle, had gone beyond all reasonable concepts of risk—yet they had been necessary as well as part of Kuat’s calculated campaign to eliminate the threat that Xizor represented to Kuat Drive Yards. The scheme had failed—Kuat had already admitted that to himself. All his efforts now, including the bombing raid on Tatooine’s Dune Sea, were concentrated on eliminating the evidence of that scheme before the truth of it leaked out to Emperor Palpatine. Maybe I’m too late—if the Knylenns had gotten wind of even these few scraps of information, there was no telling what Palpatine, with his vastly superior intelligence organization, might already be aware of.
“Very well.” He had heard enough from Khoss of Knylenn. The state of the Knylenns’ perception of his secrets was clear. “I don’t care to tell you more than you already know. If you believe these matters to constitute treachery—and if you’ve convinced enough of the other ruling households that that is the case—only one question remains. What are you going to do about it?”
The Knylenn Elder spoke, its voice a grating rasp from the amplified speaker mounted at the front of the cylinder housing the ancient flesh. “The bloodline of Kuat … must pay the price … for its crimes …”
“ ‘Crimes’?” The Elder’s words seemed to enrage Kodir of Kuhlvult. She stepped forward from where she had been standing next to Kuat. “The crime is yours!” An accusing finger darted out, pointing directly at Khoss of Knylenn above her. “Your greed and ambition have led you to spy on and invent slanders against a fellow kinsman.” Kodir lowered her hand, letting the same gesture sweep across the ranks of the other Knylenns and their affiliates. “And all of you share the guilt for letting these suspicions poison your minds. The galaxy is at war, the Empire against the Rebels, and like it or not, we find ourselves on the battlefield. Now is not the time to conspire against the only one who has a chance of leading us to safety.”
“Lead us to ruin, more likely.” Khoss of Knylenn tempered the severity of his voice, the better to draw back into line any of his followers who might have had second thoughts. “Kuat of Kuat hides from us that which we most need to know—and that which would absolve him of suspicion, if his actions are indeed blameless. There are things we need to know, which he managed to keep secret. All he needs to do is dispel the darkness that he himself has created, and then our objections to the way he administers Kuat Drive Yards will melt away like dew upon the forest’s leaves.” The last bit of poetry was accompanied by an unpleasant smile. “What say you, Kuat of Kuat? You may have your secrets—but not without suspicions. Or accusations.”
The temptation was great to divulge exactly those things that Khoss and the other Knylenns demanded to know. Tell them, thought Kuat grimly, and let there be an end to it all. Upon the heads of the Knylenns and their affiliates, the blame would be as heavy as it was upon his own. Why should he be the only one to be crushed beneath this burden when all shared the benefits of his constant, unsleeping labors? He could feel the words splitting open his heart and rising to his tongue, the intricate details of his schemes forcing their way to the light …
Tell them the truth, thought Kuat. And give up any hope of success. Any chance of survival, of saving Kuat Drive Yards from its enemies.
That was the problem, the trap in which he was caught. Information flowed both ways; if the Knylenns were already in contact with spies and other shady intelligence sources, then anything revealed here would quickly find its way to those who would be even more interested in discovering the details of Kuat of Kuat’s schemes. Someone such as Prince Xizor would not have been grateful upon finding out that he had been the target for the net that Kuat had woven in hopes of trapping him within. And Xizor would have had ways of expressing his displeasure; ways that would have been personally unpleasant, then fatal for the schemes’ instigator. It was the price that came with playing games with such high stakes. What burned inside Kuat was the awareness that the cost of his failure would also be paid by Kuat Drive Yards. The corporation would cease to exist; even its name would be wiped from memory, as it was absorbed into the fabric of the Empire. Xizor’s intentions toward Kuat Drive Yards had been made plain long ago; all that he had lacked had been the pretext upon which he could convince Emperor Palpatine to seize the corporation’s valuable assets and make them his own. The discovery of schemes such as those launched by Kuat of Kuat would have more than sufficed for that purpose.
A choice such as that which Kuat faced was no choice at all. Kuat knew that to use the truth to defend himself against an enemy such as Khoss of Knylenn would only deliver him, and Kuat Drive Yards, into the hands of an even more implacable enemy. Better to maintain silence, he decided, and take whatever accusations they want to throw at me.
“I keep my own counsel,” Kuat answered aloud. “As do you yourself. You and your fellow conspirators did not seek the benefit of my advice before you saw fit to spy upon me. So be it. If all your prying cannot unveil what you seek to know, and if you cannot buy it with all the credits that my labors have put in your coffers, then you can hardly expect me to give you that information for free.”
Khoss of Knylenn smiled as he nodded. “That is exactly the answer I expected from you. That all of us, who have chafed under your unbridled power, thought we would hear from you. It comes as no surprise that you will not—or cannot—defend yourself.”
“He needs no defense,” said Kodir angrily, “from baseless accusations.”
The sneer returned to Khoss’s face. “It’s clear you’ve made your choice as to where you stand. If treachery can buy your loyalty, you’d better be satisfied with the price you got for it.” As though dismissing her from his consciousness, he turned his gaze back toward Kuat. “You see the numbers arrayed against you.” With both hands outspread, Khoss gestured toward his followers. “Rather an obvious majority, isn’t it? And they’ve appointed me to speak for them—they have sworn oaths of liege fealty to the Knylenn bloodline. Those oaths are binding and irrevocable. It is on that basis that I thus make the wishes of the ruling households known to you, Kuat of Kuat.”
“Ah! Is that so?” Kuat stroked his chin as he looked round at the wall of faces, then back up at Khoss. “That seems a great deal of power to be invested in one who is not, in fact, the head of the bloodline that he purports to represent.”
Khoss’s sneer changed to a dark scowl. “What do you mean by that?”
“It’s very simple. And it is just as I say. You are not the head of the Knylenn bloodline; you are still but an heirling of that one from whom you will someday inherit the title. Those oaths from the other ruling households are not sworn to you, but to the person of another.” Kuat gestured toward the ancient, withered visage of the Knylenn Elder. “Should he not be the one to state the charges against me, and the one to pronounce whatever retribution this world’s heirs demand?”
A moment passed before Khoss replied. “Just so,” he said, his expression even more murderous than before. On the raised platform atop the portable life-support system, he took a step backward, still letting his hands rest upon the shoulders of the metal-encased Elder. “If it is your wish to hear him speak, then that is something easily granted.”
The Knylenn Elder’s yellowed eyes balefully glowered at Kuat. “I am old …” His voice was heavy with weariness and loathing. “And have not the strength … that I once had.” The sighing, gurgling noises of the life-support system formed a counterpoint to his words. “That is why … this younger one …” The Elder’s head raised in a gesture indicating Khoss standing above. “He speaks the words … that I would speak. He speaks …” The last words seemed to be forced out of the Elder’s mouth by sheer willpower. “With my authority. Doubt him not …”
“And is that your understanding as well?” Kuat looked across the faces of the Knylenns’ affiliates, ranked on either side of the life-support system’s machinery. “You listen to Khoss of Knylenn, because he speaks for the Elder of that household?”
He received a few nods from the affiliates. One of them, the Kadnessi Elder, spoke up. “Our loyalty is to the Knylenn Elder; he received our oaths long ago. But if he wishes his heir to speak for him, we have no objection to that.” The Kadnessi Elder peered sharply at Kuat. “Do you?”
“Not at all,” said Kuat. “Your oaths are sacred, and I respect them. But let us see if everyone honors them as I do.” He strode across the small distance between himself and the portable life-support system, one hand reaching up toward the controls visible on its front panel.
“Stop him!” Atop the machinery, Khoss of Knylenn shouted, his gesture jabbing frantically down toward Kuat.
Before he could lay his hand upon the portable life-support system, another grabbed his shoulder and pulled him around. The former security head for Kuat Drive Yards gathered one side of Kuat’s formal robes and pulled him close against himself.
“I know what you’re trying to do—” The former security head’s expression was set grim and tight as he reached with his other hand inside his jacket. “I didn’t sell you out to these people just so I could watch you defeat them.” A glistening vibroblade appeared in the former security head’s fist. “You have to realize—I’m on their side now.”
Kuat shoved the butt of his palm hard against the former security head’s chin, pushing the other man’s face to the side; with his forearm, he blocked the thrust of the vibroblade at his ribs. The former security head was younger and stronger than Kuat, too strong for him to break free of the other’s bearlike hold across his shoulder and neck. The vibroblade slashed downward across the sleeve of Kuat’s robe, parting the heavy fabric and slicing a millimeter-deep wound, precise as a surgical incision, along the back of Kuat’s arm. Blood welled out and seeped across the chests of both men, pressed tight against each other.
The fist holding the blade slammed up into Kuat’s solar plexus, knocking the breath from his lungs and forcing him a step backward. That gave the former security head enough space to draw his arm back and aim a slashing, fatal blow with the weapon, straight toward Kuat’s throat.
The blow never reached its target.
Gasping in sudden shock and pain, the former security head dropped the vibroblade; clattering, the blade spun across the floor. The former security head’s fingers clawed at Kodir of Kuhlvult’s forearm, jammed hard against his windpipe. With the same move, Kodir had thrust the point of one knee against the former security head’s spine; his shoulders arched backward in a tensed bow, his greater weight balanced against hers. Before he could act in any way other than pure, unthinking reflex, Kodir’s free arm swung her fist into the man’s temple, with enough force that the crack of bone was audible. The whites of his eyes rolled upward behind the trembling lids; when Kodir let go of him, he crashed unconscious to the gathering place’s floor.
Under the luminous dome, the assembled crowd had been struck silent by the quick burst of violent action in front of them. Before any of them could move, Kuat of Kuat had already darted forward and snatched up the vibroblade that had fallen from the former security head’s grasp. Blood trickled down his forearm and dripped from his elbow as he held the weapon up.
“I would advise everyone to continue standing very still.” The rush of adrenaline in Kuat’s veins had anesthetized him from the wound in his arm. The front of his formal robes, slashed open and spattered with red by the same blade that he now gripped, hung down toward the top of his boots. He kicked the scrap of heavy fabric aside as he stepped closer to the portable life-support system. “That goes for you as well,” said Kuat; he held the vibroblade higher, its glistening point on a straight line toward the throat of Khoss of Knylenn. “Stay right there. That way you’ll get a good view.”
Khoss of Knylenn froze in place, as though hypnotized by the sight of the blade. Before him, the yellowed eyes of the Knylenn Elder watched from beneath drooping lids, mouth slack and wet at its corners.
Kuat knew that he had only a few seconds before the Knylenns managed to break free of the shock that now held them. But that would be long enough.
He stepped close to the portable life-support system. The machinery shrieked, as though its metal and silicon were capable of feeling pain, when the vibroblade sliced through the exposed cables and hoses. The blood-cleansing apparatus sped up, then ground to a halt as its workings ran dry; the recycled blood and other floods spread in a glistening pool beneath the machinery’s tank treads.
Up above Kuat, the face of the Knylenn Elder distorted in a frozen rictus, the cords beneath the wrinkled flesh of his neck tightening and straining against the confines of the cylinder’s metal collar. A red bubble formed and burst at the wet corner of his mouth.
Another blow, this time with the point of the vibroblade, pried open the front panel of the portable life-support system. Kuat forced it open wide enough to get his fingers underneath the smooth edge of metal. As he strained against it, he was joined by Kodir of Kuhlvult at his side; the two of them managed to pull the front panel off the machinery and drop it with an echoing clang onto the gathering place’s floor.
Kuat no longer needed the vibroblade. Now he was able to reach into the workings of the life-support system and disable it.
“Back off—”
Kodir’s warning voice sounded from behind him. Kuat glanced over his shoulder and saw that she had scooped up the vibroblade. With her knees bent in a defensive crouch, Kodir used the weapon to keep the Knylenns and their affiliates at bay.
“Maybe you could hurry a little,” said Kodir, glancing back at Kuat. “I’m not going to be able to hold them forever.”
“This won’t take long.” A single motivator unit ran all the functions of the life-support system; Kuat grasped the top of the unit, gave it a turn to the right, and yanked it out of the center of the machinery’s circuits.
An inhuman screech sounded from the amplified speaker mounted above. As if Kuat of Kuat had struck a blow at the heart of a living beast, the portable life-support system shuddered and sank lower upon its treads, nearly toppling Khoss of Knylenn from its upper platform. The grey, withered face of the Knylenn Elder showed no sign of animation as Kuat grasped the bottom edge of the cylinder and tugged it free. Like an ancient warrior’s battle shield, it crashed on top of the other discarded sections of the machinery’s exterior.
The vibroblade brandished by Kodir of Kuhlvult didn’t cause the others in the gathering place to take a step backward, pushing themselves away from the hulk of unpowered devices in front of them. It was what they saw, revealed at the machinery’s heart.
Inside the opened cylinder, the corpse of the Knylenn Elder hung suspended—not held upright by the tubes and wires of the life-support system’s various components, but by a simple leather strap crossing the body’s shrunken chest. The flesh dried upon the protruding bones was as cold and lifeless as the surrounding metal, as though the skeleton were merely some part of the machinery’s framework. A last trace of the odor of decay had been released by the opening of the cylinder; a few of the Knylenns and their affiliates turned away in horrified disgust.
The Knylenn Elder had been dead for a long time; long before the portable life-support system had carried the disguised corpse into the gathering place. That much was obvious.
“Not a bad piece of work; very well designed.” With an engineer’s clinical admiration, Kuat pointed out the rest of the details. He pointed up at the wires and servo-linked pneumatic tubes running through the metal collar and into the base of the Elder’s skull. “As you can see, there was no need to go to the expense of preserving all of the body in a lifelike state; only the head of the Elder was necessary to give the impression that he was still alive and functioning. A few simple, real-time animating devices, a synthesized voice, and a database of vocabulary and mannerisms, all under the control of the Level 1 droid intelligence that was supposedly monitoring the life-support system’s components and the corresponding vital signs—basically, not an elaborate construct at all. But well done, nevertheless.” Kuat looked up at the pallid face of Khoss. “Who did you hire to do the work for you? Must have been expensive.” He slowly shook his head. “Offhand, I’d say it looks like a Phonane Mimesis Studios job—it’s the kind of thing they specialize in. But it might also have been—”
“How did you know?” Khoss’s hands were white-knuckled and trembling as they grasped what was left of the cylinder before him. His voice sounded more agonized than the fake Knylenn Elder’s had been. “It was perfect. It’s been over a year since the Elder died, and no one else has ever suspected …”
“They might have had their suspicions.” Kuat cast an amused glance at the others in the gathering place. “Perhaps they just didn’t want to say anything about it, since they had already decided to go along with your plans to wrest control of Kuat Drive Yards from me. And … I imagine you had a few accomplices.” Kuat looked again at the person standing atop the dead machinery. “I remember the Knylenn Elder well; he was not a stupid individual. Whatever his own ambitions for the Knylenn household, I doubt if he could have been convinced to go along with this plan of yours.”
“Is that how …”
“It was enough to arouse my own skepticism,” replied Kuat. “But I needed proof—and that wasn’t long in coming. It just shows that you’re not cut out to be an engineer, Khoss; you rely too much on clever machines. Someone who works with and designs them always knows that the human element is inescapable. And decisive.” He shook his head in mock ruefulness. “It’s always the simple things that trip people up. You programmed the droid intelligence in that device of yours pretty well; it was doing a decent enough imitation of the Knylenn Elder. But it got the facts wrong. It would have been very difficult for the Elder to have sworn before our biological mothers that he would outlive me, since our mothers never met. Mine died in giving birth to me. I was raised in the household of Kuat by the father from whom I received my inheritance. So when your phony Knylenn Elder didn’t catch me out in a simple falsehood—that’s when I knew it wasn’t really him.”
One of the Kadnessi, the male who had spoken up before, looked puzzled. “I don’t understand,” he said. “Why would Khoss go to such elaborate lengths to make it appear that the Knylenn Elder was still alive? As soon as the word of the Elder’s death would have gotten out, that would be when Khoss would have been acknowledged as the heir of the Knylenn household.”
“That’s not difficult to figure out.” Kuat smiled. “It’s not enough to inherit the title when the oaths of fealty from the other ruling households were given to the person of the previous Knylenn Elder. None of you has ever sworn an oath to Khoss of Knylenn.” The notion brought a laugh from Kuat. “Why should you have? So for Khoss to proceed with his campaign to drive me out of the leadership of Kuat Drive Yards, he needed all the authority that went with the Knylenn Elder still being alive, without the inconvenience of the old man disagreeing with him about what should be done. The real question, of course, is …” Kuat’s voice darkened with sly hints. “Just how convenient was the Elder’s death? Perhaps our dear cousin Khoss might have … helped the process along. Just a little bit.”
“That … that’s a lie.” Khoss of Knylenn’s face had paled to a bloodless white. “If you’re saying I killed him—that I had anything to do with his death—”
“A very serious charge,” said the Kadnessi. He nodded solemnly, a gesture that was repeated by others in the crowd, including the Knylenns and their associates. “This will bear investigation. And if it should turn out to be true …”
“Then the murderer’s own life is forfeited.” Kodir of Kuhlvult spoke the words with evident satisfaction. “That is the law, as ancient as the ruling households themselves. It’s a capital crime for a designated heir to take an Elder’s life. And the punishment must be exacted, or the households would be awash in the blood of the victims.”
Atop the disabled machinery, the ruined manifestation of his scheme, Khoss was reduced to sputtering incoherence. His fists clenched as his face distorted with the rage of the impotent and guilty.
Kuat knew what to expect; he saw Khoss’s muscles tensing for one final act. It was no surprise to him when the defeated Knylenn heirling leaped from the machinery’s elevated platform, his hands clawing for his enemy’s throat.
This time, there was no need for assistance from Kodir. Kuat took care of the problem himself. The butt of one upraised hand caught Khoss at the edge of his jaw, snapping his head back; a blow from Kuat’s other fist sent the Knylenn sprawling at the feet of his kinsmen. He didn’t get up, though his chest could still be seen rising and falling, laboring for breath.
“Let me know,” said Kuat coldly, “what you decide about him. It would probably be best, for Kuat Drive Yards’ public relations if the execution were performed in as quiet a manner as possible. This kind of squabbling within the ranks is always seen as a weakness by outsiders.” He turned and strode away, toward the gathering place’s exit.
Fenald had just started to regain consciousness, and feebly raised a hand toward Kuat as he passed by him. Kodir planted the sole of her boot in the man’s chest and knocked him back flat against the floor.
“I don’t think the Kuat household is going to be needing your services anymore.” Kodir smiled as she looked over at Kuat of Kuat. “I’d say the chances are good that there’s going to be a new head of security at Kuat Drive Yards.” She set her fists against her hips and regarded Kuat with her head tilted to one side. “And so …?”
He looked back at her for only a second before making his decision. “All right,” said Kuat of Kuat. He nodded toward the exit and the corridor leading to the docking area. “The ship’s waiting.”
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On the flight back to the Kuat Drive Yards, business arrangements were finalized.
“This hasn’t been done before,” said Kuat of Kuat. The in-transit time wasn’t long, so he had immediately gotten down to details. “At least, I’m not aware of a fellow member of one of the ruling households having served as the corporation’s head of security. Certainly, with my immediate predecessors, there had always been someone hired from off-planet.” He raised one eyebrow. “And after a considerable search and test of qualifications as well, I might add.” His own words evoked a bitter laugh from Kuat. “Not that it did much good, it seems.” The memory of Fenald’s betrayal still burned deep within him.
Kodir of Kuhlvult leaned back in the passenger-area seat next to his. “You’re wondering if I’m qualified for the job?” She smiled at him. “How much more proof do I need to give you?”
“None.” Kuat shook his head. “You had enough moves back there at the ruling households’ gathering place to indicate that you know how to act in an emergency. And … you hadn’t gone along with the others and fallen for that scheme of Khoss’s. Now, that either indicates a pretty sharp analytical mind—which is always a good thing for a security head to have—or perhaps …”
“Perhaps what?”
It was his turn to smile. “Perhaps a few inside sources? Khoss of Knylenn might not have kept everything as much of a secret as he would have liked—or as he thought he had. A little snooping around, a little following up of hints and leads—such as word of unusual deliveries to the Knylenn household, things like that—and a smart person might have known even before I did that the Knylenn Elder was dead.”
“Oh, you’re right about that.” Kodir nodded slowly. “A smart person would have known about that. And …” She looked more than pleased with herself. “A smart person also knows how to keep her own secrets.”
“Fair enough,” said Kuat. “As long as it doesn’t interfere with your duties. But there’s more to determine than just your qualifications.”
Kodir turned her gaze back from the small viewport beside her seat. “Such as?”
“I need to know exactly why you would want to be the security head for Kuat Drive Yards. My head of security.”
She gave a shrug. “There’s all sorts of answers I could give you. Maybe I should just say that wanting to be where the action is … that’s sort of a Kuhlvult household trait. And right now, Kuat Drive Yards has a lot of action happening around it.”
“If you just want action, go join the Rebel Alliance. Then you’ll get all the action you could ever want.”
“Saving our own skins is also something of a trait with Kuhlvults.” Kodir shook her head. “I don’t know if going up against the Empire is compatible with long-term survival.”
“I don’t know anymore if being on the Emperor’s side is good for one’s health.” An old, familiar weight pressed again on Kuat of Kuat’s shoulders. “I’m just trying to keep Kuat Drive Yards intact and independent, no matter who wins.”
“That’s one of the things I admire about you,” said Kodir. “You demand loyalty from others, but you’re not an idiot about giving it away.”
For a moment, he wondered if she was being sarcastic. Then he had to admit the wisdom of what she had just said. “The loyalty that Emperor Palpatine extracts from his followers is not the loyalty of free creatures. It’s no more than the fear shown by slaves.”
“It would be worth your life,” Kodir spoke quietly, “if I were to make your sentiments known to the Emperor.”
“But you’re not going to.” All smiles had faded, from both his face and hers. “Which means either that you’re not afraid of Palpatine, or you’re loyal—enough—to me. Or …”
“There always seems to be another ‘or.’ ”
“It’s a complicated galaxy we live in,” said Kuat. “Or you have your own reasons for being on my side. Things you want, that you would be more likely to achieve if I were to stay healthy and in charge of Kuat Drive Yards.” He peered closer at Kodir. “So exactly what is it that you want?”
“Answers.”
One word, flatly stated; Kuat nodded in appreciation. “Those can be hard to come by,” he said. “Unlike questions, which are about as plentiful as hydrogen atoms in the universe.”
Kodir gave a slight shrug. “Mine are pretty specific.”
The personal transport would be at the Kuat Drive Yards docking area soon. And there were still a few things that Kuat wanted to settle with his new head of security before being surrounded by other creatures.
“Be careful,” warned Kuat. “Sometimes questions are asked, and answers are given—but they’re not the ones that you might want to hear.”
No emotion showed on Kodir’s face. “I’ll take that risk.”
“Then ask away.”
She leaned closer to Kuat, as though the answers might be written at the dark centers of his eyes. A moment passed before she spoke. Then: “What happened to that girl?”
The question puzzled him. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
Anger seeped into the flat tone of Kodir’s voice. “Don’t play around about this. We can have a business arrangement together, or we can be enemies. Your choice.”
That flash of temper provoked his curiosity. It’s something important to her, thought Kuat; he just didn’t know what it was—yet.
“Tell me,” said Kuat mildly, “just what girl you’re referring to. And we can proceed from there.”
“The dancing girl. At the palace of Jabba the Hutt.”
It took Kuat a moment to recall what she was talking about. The hologram, he finally realized. From the hyperspace messenger unit that Khoss of Knylenn’s spying had captured him watching. Back at the ruling households’ gathering place, Kodir had watched that hologram-within-a-hologram replay of the past events at Jabba’s palace. Watched, and had seen something in it that she considered important. But what?
“She must have died,” said Kuat. “When Jabba threw her to his pet rancor beast; that’s what was in that pit with the retractable grid over it. And nobody survives coming into that close contact with a rancor.”
“I’m not talking about that dancing girl.” Kodir snapped out her words with impatience. “Who cares about some Twi’lek female? I mean, it’s too bad, but that’s not what’s important. It’s the other one, the other pretty one, that you could see there in the hologram of the palace—the one off to the side. That’s the one I want to know about.”
Kuat searched his memory, trying to dredge up the details that he had previously considered unimportant. His attention, when he had first watched the holographic replay that the hyperspace messenger unit had brought him, had been focused on the comings and goings of the bounty hunter Boba Fett in Jabba’s palace. That had been the whole reason for the autonomic spy setup that had been smuggled in there; anything else that had been recorded was incidental to Kuat’s original purposes.
“You’re right,” he said, nodding slowly. “I guess there was another dancing girl there.” Kuat shrugged. “Jabba always kept a small troupe of them in the palace. Given the way he fed his pets, there was a pretty high turnover for them. It wasn’t the kind of position that came with a high life expectancy attached.”
“But that one lived.” Kodir spoke with unexpected ferocity. “The other one, the one that Jabba didn’t throw to the rancor.”
“How do you know that?” He still didn’t understand Kodir’s interest in an anonymous dancing girl on some far-off world like Tatooine. “Something else might have happened to her before Jabba was killed. And even afterward … that’s a pretty hostile environment for anybody to survive in.”
“I know she’s alive.” Kodir’s words came through her tightly clenched teeth. “I can feel it. Even this far away.”
Puzzled, Kuat looked at the young woman sitting beside him. A few more pieces fell into place as he now managed to recall the face of the other pretty dancing girl in the hologram. The holographic recording had caught, for just a few seconds, the image of her watching the Twi’lek female fall into the rancor pit before Jabba’s throne platform, and listening to the terrified screams that had preceded the unseen death in the darkness below.
Kuat saw now, as he gazed at Kodir of Kuhlvult, what he had missed before. But even this much of an answer only deepened the mystery.
“Yes,” said Kodir softly. She had obviously discerned the realization in Kuat’s eyes, his sudden awareness of the familial resemblance. “The girl, the other one there in Jabba’s palace—she is of my blood, my family; the household of Kuhlvult. That’s how I know she’s still alive. She has to be …”
There was more, Kuat knew. Now he spoke softly, almost tenderly. “What is her name?”
Kodir squeezed her eyes shut as she answered. “Her name,” she said, “her true name, is Kateel of Kuhlvult.” The words came slowly, as though they had been lodged close to Kodir’s heart. “But when she was but a child, and speaking as a child does, she couldn’t pronounce such a name; she would just say Neelah instead.” Kodir’s voice had dwindled to a whisper. “And that is what we called her.”
Kuat regarded the woman beside him with something close to pity. “And you think I can help you find her.”
“Oh … you will.” Kodir turned a fierce gaze toward him. “I don’t have any doubt about that.”
A glance out the viewport beside Kuat showed that the Kuat Drive Yards docking area was already in sight. He turned back to Kodir. “My resources—and my time—are limited. I don’t know how a child of one of Kuat’s ruling households wound up in Jabba the Hutt’s palace. And I have more pressing concerns than finding out the answer to that question.”
“No, you don’t.” Kodir spoke with ominous certainty. “I assure you—there’s nothing more important for you than this.”
“You seem pretty confident about it.”
Another nod from her. “I have reasons to be.”
Kuat raised an eyebrow. “Such as?”
“Very simple,” said Kodir, “and very compelling reasons. You’ve already spoken of your suspicions that I might have other sources of information—and good sources, too. The truth is that you’re correct about that. It’s how I knew that the Knylenn Elder was dead, even before you figured it out. I’ve spent a long time building up and working those information sources; some of them I inherited, as part of the Kuhlvult bloodline. And they’re how I know things about you, Kuat of Kuat. Important things.”
“Really.” He gazed back at her coldly. “Go on.”
“You’ve managed to keep it a secret from everyone else—including your former head of security. But I know at least some of what you’ve been up to. Khoss of Knylenn was right when he made his accusations that your schemes and plans had gotten you—and Kuat Drive Yards—into some pretty dangerous territory with the Empire and the Black Sun organization. But Khoss wasn’t aware of what I’ve been able to find out about those schemes of yours.” A trace of sympathy, and even of admiration, showed in Kodir’s own gaze. “Khoss just wanted to use the little scraps of information that he had for his own ambitions, to take over control of Kuat Drive Yards. Even if he had been aware of what I know, he would still have tried to do that. But I know what you were trying to do with those schemes. They may have been dangerous, but you had no other options available to you. Not if you wanted to save Kuat Drive Yards.”
Kuat leaned his head back against the padded seat. “So you do know.”
“Enough,” said Kodir. “Enough to see that it was an honorable thing you were attempting, Kuat of Kuat. For someone as close to the Empire as you are—close but not a part of it—it was possible to analyze the situation and deduce that the greatest immediate threat to the independence of Kuat Drive Yards was not Emperor Palpatine, but his underling Prince Xizor.”
“Exactly so.” Even the name of the Falleen nobleman set a hard stone of resentment in Kuat’s gut. “Xizor coveted the power and the capabilities of Kuat Drive Yards; he wanted more than anything else to bring the corporation under his own dominion. And he saw the way to do that, through the suspicions of the Emperor. If Xizor had been able to supply evidence—either the truth or his own brand of lies—that the leadership of Kuat Drive Yards had been disloyal to the Empire, then Palpatine would have seized the corporation. There would have been Imperial battle cruisers, built in our own construction docks, encircling the planet of Kuat; we would have been taken over and crushed beneath the Empire’s heel, as other worlds had been.” On the arms of the seat, Kuat squeezed his hands into white-knuckled fists. “As all worlds will be, if Palpatine has his way.”
“Careful.” One corner of Kodir’s mouth lifted in a smile. “Now you’re beginning to sound like a member of the Rebel Alliance.”
“If I thought they had a chance—any chance at all of succeeding—then I would join the Rebels. I would turn all the resources of Kuat Drive Yards over to the Alliance, whether the other ruling households agreed with me or not. But they don’t have a chance.” Kuat shook his head, more in sorrow than any other emotion. “The Rebels don’t know what they’re up against. They may be able to destroy a flawed construction such as the Death Star, but that is due more to the arrogance and the muddleheadedness of the Imperial Navy’s admirals than to any real advantage that the Rebel Alliance might possess.”
“I wonder about that. I’ve heard some things in the course of investigating and spying—things about some of the Rebel leaders.” Kodir’s voice went quiet and thoughtful. “On some worlds they speak of this Luke Skywalker as though he was the hero for whom they had been waiting since the overthrow of the old Republic.”
“Sentient creatures can believe whatever they want—but too often they confuse their hopes and dreams with cold, hard reality.” Kuat’s expression had settled into a grim mask. “I don’t have that luxury. As an engineer, I’m only concerned with what works.”
“Too bad your scheme against Prince Xizor was a failure, then. Now you’re left with the job of cleaning up the pieces that were left behind.”
She had described the situation with admirable exactitude. “And you plan to help me with the cleanup, I take it.”
“You got it,” said Kodir. “Xizor wasn’t the only one who could have profited from supplying damaging evidence. You did a nice job, from what I’ve been able to find out, putting together something that would have wound up involving Prince Xizor in some heavy difficulties. Synthesized Falleen pheromones tucked in with a sensory-enhanced video recording of an Imperial stormtrooper raid on a Tatooine moisture farm; a raid in which Luke Skywalker’s only family, the aunt and uncle who had raised him from infancy, were gruesomely killed—a neat way of indicating, just subtly enough so it wouldn’t seem like a plant, that Prince Xizor had somehow been involved in the raid. So there would have been a good chance that Skywalker would set out to settle the score with Xizor; he’d have been taking care of his personal accounts while he was also helping the Rebel Alliance by going after one of Emperor Palpatine’s main henchmen.” Kodir smiled in grim appreciation. “Only it was supposed to have been you who’d be the one who would really benefit from all that.”
“That’s right,” said Kuat. “Me—and Kuat Drive Yards.”
“Of course. Even if Skywalker didn’t succeed in eliminating Prince Xizor, he’d have been more than enough distraction to have kept Xizor from advancing his own schemes against Kuat Drive Yards. At least, for a little while.”
“Time can be a precious commodity.” Kuat smoothed his hands out against the seat arms. “You buy as much of it as you can, whenever possible.”
“Very wise, Kuat of Kuat. I’ll try to remember that.” The sympathetic look appeared again in Kodir’s eyes. “It seems a shame, then, that all those clever plans didn’t work out. And that you and Kuat Drive Yards would have been better off if they hadn’t even been attempted.”
“True. It shows that one cannot guard against every contingency. I had thought that Xizor was the one whose machinations I had most to fear. And then it turned out that Xizor had been his own worst enemy; his cleverness and ruthlessness only succeeded in getting himself killed. Too bad he couldn’t have done that before I manufactured the false evidence against him.”
With one hand, Kodir touched him lightly on the shoulder. “Now it’s your life that’s in danger, Kuat of Kuat; your life and everything you value. Your cleverness is turned against you, like a dagger against your breast. If Emperor Palpatine were to come into possession of that manufactured evidence, he would know immediately that it was false; he already knows that the late Prince Xizor had nothing to do with that raid on the moisture farm on Tatooine. So he would hunt for whoever had falsified the evidence—and it would inevitably be traced back to you, Kuat.” She slowly shook her head. “It’s not likely that the Emperor would look with forgiveness upon those kinds of schemes taking place under his very nose. He will extract a high price from the perpetrator. And get two things thereby: vengeance … and Kuat Drive Yards for himself.”
The latter was the only thing that mattered to Kuat; he cared nothing for his own life. Machines break and rust, he mused, and beings die. Only those greater entities that built machines and that beings served and died for had a chance of surviving in this universe. The thought that his own hands and mind would be the instruments that brought about the destruction of his beloved Kuat Drive Yards—that set a raging spirit loose inside him. Kuat of Kuat had already vowed that, one way or another, he would make sure that Emperor Palpatine never held this corporation in his foul clutches.
“You have a most excellent understanding of my situation,” said Kuat aloud. “I congratulate you, Kodir of Kuhlvult. Your information sources—and your clever brain—have served you well.” Carefully, so that his movements would not be discerned, Kuat reached one hand down into a small storage pocket at the side of the personal transport’s passenger seat. “You do indeed have much to bargain with, to insure my assistance in tracking down this sister of yours who has strayed so mysteriously from her homeworld.” The puzzle of how a daughter of one of the planet Kuat’s ruling households could have wound up a dancing girl in Jabba the Hutt’s palace was one that intrigued him. Kuat imagined he might look into it someday. But he had other business to take care of right now; his hand closed around a grip of cold metal. “But as you say, I need to eliminate any evidence that would damn me in the eyes of Emperor Palpatine; even evidence that I was responsible for creating.” He pulled the blaster pistol from the seat’s storage pocket, brought it up, and aimed it straight between the eyes of the female sitting next to him. “Consider yourself honored that you’ll be the first evidence that I’ll have taken care of. Really—you know too much for me to let you go on living.”
She moved faster than Kuat could ever have expected. Faster, and smarter. Kodir didn’t try to make a grab for the weapon, or duck out of the way of its lethal beam; caught in the confines of her passenger seat, she would have had no chance of accomplishing either before a laser bolt had scorched its path through her skull. Instead, she slammed the butt of one hand against the thin structural panel just ahead of the seats that divided the passenger area from the transport’s cockpit. That motion was just enough to instinctively draw Kuat’s sight for a microsecond, and away from her. Before he could snap his gaze back to Kodir, her other hand had grabbed the front of the torn, bloodstained formal robes that he was still wearing. She didn’t try to thrust him away or knock the blaster out of his hand; she pulled Kuat toward herself. The press of their bodies together forced his pinioned arm upward; the hand holding the blaster jerked toward the ceiling of the passenger area. He managed to get off one shot before her other forearm clubbed him across the neck and the side of his jaw. The blow was strong enough to lift him partway out of the seat; dazed, Kuat barely managed to keep himself from toppling into the passenger area’s narrow aisle.
The personal transport’s alarm sirens wailed as Kuat shook his eyesight back into focus. When his vision cleared, he saw Kodir holding the blaster pistol and a charred, ragged-edged hole drilled through the ceiling panel.
“What’s going on?” The pilot’s urgent voice came over the transport’s internal communications system. “Technician, are you all right? Answer and confirm—”
“I’m fine,” Kuat responded. He pulled himself back the rest of the way into his passenger seat and flopped down into its padding. “We just had a little accident. Nothing to worry about.” The bolt from the blaster, though lethal, hadn’t been powerful enough to pierce the transport’s hull. With one hand, Kuat tentatively rubbed his bruised jaw. “Carry on.”
“We’re just approaching the docking area. We’ll be down and secured in a minute.” The pilot’s voice clicked off.
From where she sat, Kodir didn’t bother holding the blaster on Kuat. The weapon sat loosely in her palm as she regarded him.
“I think,” said Kodir, “we understand each other better now.”
“Yes …” Kuat slowly nodded. The whole side of his jaw ached. “We certainly do …”
The personal transport docked. Summoned by Kuat, a pair of administrators from the corporation’s security division accompanied their new head of operations to her offices. Kodir’s duties were to begin immediately.
Even before he had returned to his private quarters and was alone again, his thoughts had returned to the same track as before. In the diminished light of the stars beyond Kuat Drive Yards, Kuat of Kuat returned the heavy formal robes to their stand and thought of the bounty hunter Boba Fett.
The key, mused Kuat of Kuat. He is still the key …
To the present and the future—if there was going to be one—of Kuat Drive Yards. And to that past that now seemed more mysterious than it had before.
Kuat sat down in the chair by his lab bench. The felinx jumped into his lap, and he stroked its silken fur, his musings distant in both space and time.
In darkness, he thought about the bounty hunter and the past.
15
THEN
“So how do you think the job went? ”
The Trandoshan bounty hunter Bossk stood at the rear of Slave I’s cockpit, watching its owner and pilot make adjustments to its course and waiting for an answer. The cockpit’s space was so cramped that the upper curve of its bulkheads pressed against Bossk’s scale-covered shoulders.
Boba Fett’s visored gaze turned round from the ship’s controls. “I see no need,” he said evenly, “for any kind of postmortem analysis on this operation. And ‘postmortem’ is an inaccurate figure of speech. We got the hard merchandise we came for, and”—even hidden by the helmet of the Mandalorian battle armor, Fett’s glance seemed to sharpen—“nobody died in the process.”
That’s a judgment call, thought Bossk grumpily. If neither he nor Boba Fett had been killed while capturing the renegade Imperial stormtrooper Trhin Voss’on’t, they had come as close to it as possible without actually winding up as blank-eyed corpses on that crummy mining planet they had just left. After Voss’on’t’s unconscious body had been dumped in one of the holding cages aboard Slave I’s main cargo area, Bossk had gone straight to the ship’s medical supplies locker and had started patching himself up. Right now, as he stood there in the cockpit, his breath was a little short, due to the transparent compression bandage he had wrapped around his torso, immobilizing the ribs he had cracked when he had fallen from the crust-piercer machinery. That whole sudden eruption of chaos from beneath the abandoned mining colony’s dismal watering hole was going down in Bossk’s memory as one of the least pleasant episodes in his bounty hunter career.
While he had been tending to his wounds, Boba Fett had ignored the visibly worse condition he himself had been in—the crust-piercer’s immense mass had, after all, landed directly on top of him—and had readied Slave I for takeoff. Bossk had grudgingly admitted to himself that that had been the smart thing to do; there had been no telling what other defensive measures Voss’on’t might have had wired into place, any of which could already have been triggered by his capture. Better to get the ship and its merchandise out past the planet’s orbit, just to be safe.
Once that had been taken care of, Boba Fett had taken the time to sort himself out, replacing the torn and broken pieces of his armor and operating gear from the stock of spares he kept aboard Slave I. Even his helmet—its dark visor had been cracked by the weight of the crust-piercer, but Fett had restored the optical component, along with the side-mounted comm antenna that had been broken off in the struggle. As Bossk looked at him, the other bounty hunter appeared just as experience-scarred as before, with the colors of the ancient Mandalorian warriors scraped and faded on the dented metal of the helmet—but he didn’t look any worse than before.
Bossk wished he could say the same for himself. As far as he was concerned, the only creatures aboard Slave I in worse shape were the battered ex-stormtrooper in the holding cage below, and the dead bounty hunter Zuckuss stretched out in one of the ship’s storage lockers. Even if it had been necessary, the unemotional manner in which Boba Fett had put Zuckuss permanently out of the way still struck Bossk as cold. Though that’s what you get, he supposed, when you hook up with someone like Fett. It was a lesson he had already taken to heart.
“So that’s it?” Bossk watched as Boba Fett turned back toward the cockpit controls. “Nothing else?”
“There’s no more to be discussed.” Boba Fett’s shoulders lifted in a slight shrug. “All that’s left is payday.” He leaned forward, the forefinger of one gloved hand punching some new numbers into the navicomputer. “If it’s important to you, then you could say our partnership—our temporary partnership—has been a success.”
“I’m glad you think so.” Bossk drew something from his belt and set its point, with a sharp metallic click, against the back of Boba Fett’s helmet. “Because I’m ending that partnership right now.”
Boba Fett turned his head and found himself gazing into the muzzle of Bossk’s blaster pistol. The thought of whatever surprised expression might be on his face, behind the helmet’s visor, amused Bossk.
“What’s this supposed to mean?” Fett’s voice betrayed no sign of emotion.
“I’d give you three guesses, if I thought you needed them.” Bossk kept the weapon aimed straight into the top-center of the helmet’s visor. “But you don’t. You might have been fool enough to trust me and take me on as a partner, but I’m sure you can figure out what’s happening now.” One side of Bossk’s muzzle curled into a snarling smile. “As I said, this partnership’s over.” He stepped back into the doorway of the cockpit and gestured with the blaster pistol. “Stand up.”
“Very well.” Boba Fett swiveled the pilot’s chair around. “But as an ex-partner, let me give you a bit of advice. This is not a good idea.”
“Shut up. Turn around and face the viewport.” Bossk had kept a careful eye on the other bounty hunter as he had stood up. “Don’t try anything. This blaster’s got a hair trigger—and so do I.” With his free hand, he reached out and grabbed the various larger weapons from where they were slung at Boba Fett’s back. He tossed them into the far corner of the cockpit, safely out of reach. Bracing the muzzle of the blaster between the other’s shoulder blades, Bossk snapped the control lines for Fett’s wrist- and forearm-mounted weapons. All the time he had been aboard Slave I, he had been carefully observing Fett for indications of any hidden gadgets. Now, as he stepped back again from him, Bossk was sure that he was completely disarmed. “All right,” said Bossk. He drew back into the space outside the cockpit’s hatchway, still aiming the blaster at Boba Fett. “Time to head below.”
Fett was halfway down the ladder’s metal treads when he stopped and looked up at Bossk holding the blaster on him. “Of course you realize,” said Boba Fett mildly, “that you’re taking some pretty big chances here. This is my ship; it’s as much a part of me as any of those weapons you just took from me. Do you really think that I don’t have other means of defense close at hand?”
“Not now, you don’t.” Crouching at the side of the ladder portal, Bossk reached with his free hand into one of his belt pouches. He brought out a fistful of miniaturized power sources, trigger mechanisms, and sensor relays. They glittered brightly and ominously in his grasp. “I’ve kept myself busy while I’ve been here on Slave I. I’ve had a good look around, and I came prepared to make a few little changes of my own. Let me tell ya, pal—you don’t have any tricks left up your sleeve.” Bossk motioned with the barrel of the blaster. “Keep going.”
When Boba Fett reached the bottom of the ladder and stepped away from it, Bossk didn’t bother climbing down after him. He jumped, landing bent-kneed and immediately snapping the blaster’s aim at the center of Fett’s visored helmet. “You see?” He straightened up, smiling. “You’re not the only person capable of a few surprises.”
“Apparently not.” Boba Fett folded his arms across his chest. “I congratulate you. You must have been planning this for some time.”
“You got that right. I was planning it even before I came and had my little talk with you, when you agreed to go in with me on this job.” Bossk pointed with a thumb-claw toward the ex-stormtrooper Voss’on’t, still lying unconscious on the floor of the holding cage behind Fett. “As nice as getting half the bounty for this particular piece of merchandise might’ve been, there won’t be anything nicer than getting all the credits.”
“Which is what you wanted from the beginning.” Boba Fett slowly shook his head. “Not much of a partnership.”
“Yeah, right.” Bossk sneered at him. “It’s breaking my heart just to think of betraying your trust and all. But you want to know a couple of things? One, I don’t give a womp-rat’s hindquarters what you think about it. And two—turnabout’s fair play. You trusted me as your partner, the same way the old Bounty Hunters Guild trusted you when you came around and applied for membership. When all along you were planning on sinking a vibroblade in our collective back.”
“Who told you that?”
“Nobody had to tell me, Fett; I could figure it out on my own.” Bossk tightened his grip on the blaster pistol. “All I needed was some confirmation of my suspicions. And I got that through some contacts inside Black Sun. To make a few credits, they were happy to give me some interesting tidbits about what their boss Prince Xizor was hoping to do to the Guild.”
Boba Fett’s helmet turned to one side, as if the eyes behind the dark visor were peering harder at Bossk. “What’s Xizor got to do with all this?”
“Don’t play dumb with me, Fett. I don’t have time for it.” Bossk raised the blaster, bringing it level with the other bounty hunter’s helmet. “And as a matter of fact—neither do you. You don’t have any time left at all.”
“What are you planning on doing?”
“The same thing I’ve wanted to do for a long time. Since the day we first crossed paths, I knew that this moment would come, Fett. And that one of us would be alive afterward, and one of us wouldn’t. Guess which one you get to be.”
Boba Fett radiated the same eerie calm as before. “That’s a great deal of talk for someone intent on murder.”
“I didn’t,” said Bossk, “want to miss my chance to say exactly what I thought of you. But you’re right. So I’ve just run out of words. And now the fun starts.” Bossk kept the blaster aimed at the other bounty hunter, and used his free hand to gesture toward the cargo area’s exterior airlock. “I don’t want to hear any more words from you, either. So you’re going out where things don’t make any sound. We’re surrounded by vacuum now, Fett. Take a deep breath, because it’ll be your last.” Bossk’s fang-lined smile grew wider. “I’m going to enjoy turning this ship around to take a look at what’s left of you, after your blood’s boiled away and your body’s exploded from depressurization. I’ve heard that the process takes just long enough for you to feel it; maybe a second or two. I bet they won’t go by fast, either.” This time, he motioned with the weapon. “Get moving. You know the way out.”
“Your thoroughness is commendable.” Boba Fett took a step toward the hatchway. “I’ve been cornered inside my own ship before—some of the hard merchandise I’ve carried has been very resourceful—but I’ve never had Slave I’s internal defense systems disabled before. That’s a new one.” He stopped and brought his visored helmet’s level gaze straight toward Bossk. “It’s just a shame that you didn’t think of everything.”
“Yeah? Like what?”
“All it takes is to overlook one small detail.” Boba Fett reached up and tapped the side of his helmet. “You left my comm system functioning.”
Careful, Bossk warned himself. The scum’s playing mind games with you. “Big deal,” he said aloud. “Who’re you going to call for help? We’re alone here, and there’s no other ship in this sector of the galaxy. Believe me—I checked that out as well.” He pointed over his shoulder with a thumb-claw. “And a knocked-out stormtrooper locked in a cage isn’t going to come to your rescue anytime soon. So go on. Have enough guts to get into the airlock on your own power. You don’t have any other option.”
Boba Fett made no reply. Bossk thought he heard a muffled whisper, as though Fett had spoken into the comm mike concealed inside his helmet. A few seconds passed, then Bossk knew for sure that he had heard something. One of the storage lockers behind him had opened, its metal door unsealing and lifting upward.
“Nice try.” Bossk didn’t bother to turn around and look. “If you think a simpleminded trick like that is going to get me to take my eyes and this blaster off you, then I’m really disappointed. I expected better from you than just trying to divert my attention with a little comm-triggered noise.”
“Okay. Is this better?”
He was surprised to hear another voice speaking, and from right behind himself. Bossk was even more surprised when he felt the unmistakable cold pressure of a blaster pistol’s muzzle placed against the back of his head.
That was when Bossk recognized the other voice. “Zuckuss!”
The blaster muzzle didn’t move from the base of his skull. “That’s right,” said Zuckuss, still behind him. “Now why don’t you lower your weapon. I really don’t like you pointing it at my partner.”
“I’ll take it.” Boba Fett stepped forward and removed the blaster from Bossk’s slackened grip. He gestured with it toward the holding cage. “Stand over there.”
Bossk muttered a string of guttural Trandoshan curses as he backed toward the vertical durasteel bars. “Talk about dirty tricks—” His eyes narrowed into slits as he gazed at Zuckuss. “You weren’t dead at all.”
“I try to avoid it, when I can.” The blaster in Zuckuss’s hand was reflected in his large, insectlike eyes. “Though for one of my species, it’s pretty easy to imitate.” He pulled two miniature cylinders of compressed ammonia from the dangling tubes of his breathing apparatus. “When you come from a planet like Gand, where we’ve got both ammonia-breathers and oxygen-breathers, you have to be adaptable. In an oxygen-rich environment, I can shut down all respiration and external vital signs—usually just for a couple of minutes. But with a couple of these”—Zuckuss held up the air units—“I can go for days like that. It’s actually kind of relaxing.”
“And useful,” said Boba Fett. “I’ve discovered that when dealing with Trandoshans, it’s good to have another partner on hand.”
“You slimy—” Words failed Bossk as his clawed hands squeezed into impotent fists. He didn’t know which of the two figures in front of him he despised more. “How could you do this?” He snarled at Zuckuss. “We’ve worked together; we’ve been real partners—”
“Business is business.” Zuckuss gave a slight shrug. “And Boba Fett here made me an offer I just couldn’t refuse. We’re talking forty percent of the bounty for the hard merchandise in the cage.”
“Forty! I would’ve given you a straight half!”
“Yeah, but …” Zuckuss regretfully shook his head. “You’re not exactly in a bargaining position right now.”
Bossk fell silent, except for the grinding of his fangs and the pulse of blood hammering inside his head. The treachery of sentient creatures was infuriating.
“And you—” Bossk turned his red-tinged gaze toward Boba Fett. “This is what you were planning all along. Isn’t it?”
“Just as you were making your own plans.” Boba Fett tucked into his belt the blaster pistol he had taken from Bossk. He reached his empty hand over toward Zuckuss standing beside him. “Give me your blaster.”
“Huh?” Zuckuss’s large eyes goggled at him in puzzlement. “Why?”
“Just give it to me.”
Zuckuss handed the weapon over.
“Thanks.” Boba Fett did a quick check of the blaster’s power cell, then raised and pointed it at Zuckuss. “Now stand over there with him.”
“What—what’re you doing—”
Boba Fett motioned with the blaster’s barrel. “You can go over there with Bossk, or I can kill you right where you’re standing. Your pick.”
“I thought …” Zuckuss shook his head in dismay as he joined Bossk at the side of Slave I’s cargo area. “I thought we were partners …”
“You idiot.” The disgust that rose inside Bossk was enough that he struck Zuckuss’s head with the flat of his palm. “You don’t ever hand over a weapon to somebody like that.”
“How was I supposed to know?” Zuckuss rubbed the side of his head. “I trusted him …”
“That was your first mistake.” Boba Fett kept both of them covered with the blaster pistol in his gloved hand. He turned his gaze toward Bossk. “Your mistake was in thinking that I would trust you. I could figure out from the beginning that you were planning on eliminating me as soon as we had the hard merchandise safely in our possession.”
“All right.” Bossk nodded as he spread his hands apart. “That’s a fair assessment. You can’t blame me for trying. And I did help you catch Voss’on’t. So how about if we just forget this part of my plan, and we go ahead and turn him in to Kud’ar Mub’at and split the bounty fifty-fifty, just like we were originally going to do?”
“Hey!” Zuckuss’s voice squeaked in protest. “What about me? What do I get?”
“Neither one of you is getting anything,” said Boba Fett, “except a blaster bolt between the eyes. My patience is not unlimited.”
“I think Zuckuss has got a point.” Having a blaster pointed at him had sent Bossk’s thoughts racing. “Fair’s fair, after all.” Bossk stepped behind Zuckuss and placed both his clawed hands on the smaller bounty hunter’s shoulders. “After all, we weren’t trying to do anything different from you. You know—just playing to win.”
“You’re right.” The blaster didn’t waver in Boba Fett’s grip. “You played to win, and I played to win. The difference is … I won.”
Bossk didn’t say anything more. Instead, in one quick move, he lifted Zuckuss bodily from the floor of the cargo area and threw him at Boba Fett. Even before Zuckuss’s flailing, panicked form struck Fett, Bossk was heading in a crouched-over sprint for the other side of the ship. A blaster bolt scorched past his shoulder as he dove for his one chance of escape.
He had spotted the auxiliary escape pod’s rounded hatch when he had previously checked out Slave I’s fixtures. The escape pod must have been original equipment installed by the Kuat Drive Yards when the company had built the ship for Boba Fett—it was hard to believe that Boba Fett would have had much use for the device. Bossk wasn’t even sure that the pod was in operational order; its external fascia seal had been unbolted and discarded, as though Boba Fett had already decided to strip out the pod and the connected launching mechanism. But it was still worth a try. Hot sparks lashed across his spine as another bolt hit the bulkhead above him; the escape pod’s hatch popped open and he threw himself headfirst into its dark, cramped space.
“You’re not going anywhere, Bossk—”
From inside the emergency pod, Bossk peered around the edge of its open hatch. He saw Zuckuss lying flat on the cargo area’s floor, covering his head with both forearms. The helmeted figure of Boba Fett stood over him, blaster aimed toward the pod.
“I’ve already signaled the cockpit and overridden that pod’s launch sequence.” The blaster in Fett’s hand was level with the exact center of the pod’s hatch. “That’s a dead end for you. Literally.”
“Maybe so—” Bossk called back out to Boba Fett. Drawing his head back, Bossk quickly searched through the pouches of his belt. He had no weapons, but there was something that could still be of use to him. He found the small object, one of the pieces of equipment that he had extracted from Slave I’s circuits when he had disabled Fett’s onboard defense systems. When he pushed a button on top of the small cylinder, a row of tiny red lights began flashing down its side. Keeping his thumb on the button, he held it out so that Boba Fett would be able to see it through the open hatch. “Let’s talk.”
Outside the pod, in the center of the ship’s cargo area, Zuckuss raised his head. “Bossk—” He had spotted the device as well. “What’re you doing? You’ll get us all killed!”
“That’s the idea,” said Bossk grimly. “I’m not going unless I can take everybody else with me.” He held the flashing cylinder a little higher. “Fett—you know what this is, don’t you? You should; it was part of your equipment here.”
“Miniature thermal detonator,” replied Boba Fett. “It’s no big deal; I’ve seen creatures try to cut a deal for themselves using full-sized ones. When they’re that small, they’re only useful for jettisoning sections of a ship’s fuselage that might have gotten damaged in an exchange of laser-cannon fire; that’s the only reason there were any aboard Slave I.” Fett shook his head. “You can blow yourself up with that thing, but it’s not powerful enough to take out this entire ship.”
“It doesn’t have to.” Bossk stayed prudently back from the edge of the escape pod’s open hatch. “All it has to do is blow out a big enough gap in the side of the hull, and you’re going to have a hard time making it back to Kud’ar Mub’at’s web without laying over for some lengthy repairs. And you and I both know that the word has already gotten out about our having captured Trhin Voss’on’t. Do you really want to be sitting out in the middle of empty space in a crippled ship, while every bounty hunter in the galaxy heads this way to try and lift that valuable piece of hard merchandise off you?”
Boba Fett was silent for a few seconds, then he gave a single nod. “All right,” he said. “I’ll make a deal with you. I’ll activate the pod’s launch sequence, and you can go. But when we cross paths again—then you’d better be ready.”
“Don’t worry. I will be.”
“Engage the safety on the detonator and toss it out here.”
“You gotta be kidding.” Bossk barked out a short laugh. “I’ll deactivate this thing when I’m safely on my way. And not a second earlier than that.”
“As you wish.” Boba Fett reached down with his free hand and grabbed Zuckuss under the arm. “Come on—you’re going traveling, too.”
“What—what’re you—” Zuckuss sputtered in confusion as Boba Fett dragged him toward the emergency escape pod. “But—but you owe me …”
“And I’m paying off the debt.” Holding the blaster by the side of his helmet, Boba Fett kicked Zuckuss inside the pod with a single boot thrust. “I’m letting you live.”
The pod’s interior was barely big enough for both bounty hunters; Bossk’s spine was crammed back against its curved wall, with one of Zuckuss’s arms thrust across his face. He shoved Zuckuss aside as the hatch began to seal shut. He had one last glimpse of Boba Fett’s cold, visored gaze—then he threw the detonator outside just as the hatch clicked shut.
Launch had already commenced, as though the pod were an archaic metal bullet being fired from some primitive tribe’s gunpowder musket. The violent shock wave of the detonator’s explosion, back aboard Slave I, tumbled Bossk and Zuckuss inside the pod as it shot away from the ship.
“What did you do that for?” The pod’s velocity had taken it past the concussive effects of the explosion. Bleeding from a scrape on his brow, Zuckuss hunched himself over to one side of the cramped space. “If that thing had gone off a half second sooner, we wouldn’t have gotten away!”
“We wouldn’t have gotten away, either, if Boba Fett had been able to turn his ship around and blow us to bits with one of his laser cannons.” Bossk leaned forward, wrapping his heavily muscled arms around his knees. “I wanted to make sure that he was good and distracted, until we were safely out of firing range.”
“Oh. Good thinking.” Zuckuss shifted about, trying to make room for himself inside the escape pod. “For a change,” he said disgustedly, “I think I’m going to scout around for a more dependable partner.” His large insectoid eyes looked up, as though seeking some indication of the pod’s flight through the vacuum of space. “Where do you think this thing is going to wind up?”
“Who knows?” Choice of destination, Bossk was well aware, was not a feature of such devices; they were programmed to seek out and head for the nearest habitable planet. “We’ll find out when we get there.”
The only thing he did know—a perfect certainty in the brooding silence that filled his heart and every other space inside him—was that one way or another, sooner or later, he would find his way back to Boba Fett.
And then, vowed Bossk, that scum is going to pay …”
Big time.
The damage wasn’t extensive, and was easily contained. There had been a momentary drop in atmospheric pressure aboard Slave I as air had rushed out from the hole created by Bossk’s parting gesture with the miniature thermal detonator. But the ship’s own homeostatic defense systems had been activated by their sensors registering the explosion; the hull’s structure and surface area near the escape pod’s launch bay had sealed themselves off like a rapidly mending wound in a living creature’s soft tissue.
Even before the ship’s internal pressure had been stabilized, Boba Fett had also been at work, minimizing the explosion’s effects. The helmet of his Mandalorian battle armor contained its own emergency air supply—only a few minutes worth, but enough for him to have reached another onboard source if necessary. He had been more concerned with the welfare of the hard merchandise inside the cargo area’s holding cage; the ex-stormtrooper Trhin Voss’on’t was only valuable if he stayed alive. Fett had grabbed an oxygen canister from one of the storage lockers, then reached into the cage and fastened its tethered mask over Voss’on’t’s gasping face. Voss’on’t’s eyelids had fluttered for a moment, as though the anoxic shock had been enough to rouse him into consciousness; a quick blow to the side of his head had put him safely under again.
Taking care of the merchandise had prevented Boba Fett from retaliating at the departed Bossk. By the time the damage to Slave I had been contained and all systems stabilized, Boba Fett had gone up to the ship’s cockpit and had found no trace of the escape pod on any of the scanners. Just as well, thought Fett. Mere vengeance was rarely a priority with him, and certainly not worth any time pursuing now. If he ran across Bossk again, he could take care of the Trandoshan at that time.
Right now, though, he had business to wrap up. The sooner he had dropped off the hard merchandise he was carrying, and collected the bounty for it, the more at ease he would feel. Bossk had been right about one thing: the longer he stayed out here, the more attention he would attract from other bounty hunters. He could undoubtedly fight them all off, but why go to the effort if it wasn’t necessary? Leaning over the cockpit’s controls, reading out the damage-assessment gauges, Boba Fett started figuring out what kind of navigable condition Slave I was in.
Less than a Standard Time Part later, he had his answer. It’ll make the trip, Boba Fett decided, but it’ll be in bad shape when it gets there. He had returned to the cockpit after a thorough check of the damaged hull sections, scoping them with a structural diagnostics kit from the cargo area. The ship’s main computer had crunched the numbers he had factored in, and the results were not good. Slave I was in no imminent danger of disintegration, and could even travel for an indeterminate distance—as long as he kept it at sublight speeds. But the explosion had severely weakened the ship’s tight-angle thruster ports and maneuvering capabilities; the stresses of a jump into hyperspace would rip some of the control surfaces completely loose from the hull. Slave I could make it to Kud’ar Mub’at’s web, but the ship would be a limping cripple when it arrived.
He had no choice. Staying here in this sector, while making repairs, would make him a sitting target for everyone with an eye out for the hard merchandise he was carrying. The safety that would come with unloading his precious living cargo lay at the other side of the galaxy.
Safety … and an extremely large pile of credits.
No choice at all.
Carefully and precisely, he started punching the coordinates into the navicomputer, getting ready for the jump into hyperspace.
“The away scout just reported, sir.” With a slight bow of the head, the Black Sun comm specialist reported the information. “His message states that Boba Fett’s ship has left the sector in which it was last seen.”
“Very well.” Prince Xizor turned away from the main viewport of his quarters aboard the Virago. At the moment, nothing but stars and emptiness showed beyond. “Alert all personnel. It shouldn’t be long before he arrives here.”
“As you direct, sir.”
“Be sure everyone understands.” Xizor’s gaze stayed for a moment on the underling before he resumed his contemplation of the galaxy’s bright pieces. “We must be ready to welcome him. In the manner”—Xizor smiled to himself—“that he deserves …”
The comm specialist gave a quick nod of acknowledgment, then hurried away.
Prince Xizor folded his arms across his chest, letting his eyelids draw half-shut with the pleasure of his meditations.
A quick death, he thought, but a sure one. What could be more appropriate than that, for one such as Boba Fett?
16
NOW
“Did you find out everything?” Boba Fett glanced over his shoulder at the female standing in the cockpit’s hatchway. “Everything you wanted to know?”
Neelah shook her head. “I decided to give Dengar a break,” she said. “We left it right at a good part.” She smiled maliciously. “You were about to get killed.”
“Which time?”
“Does it matter?” The look on Neelah’s face was almost one of admiration. “Telling your history seems to be a long process.”
“I’ve been around a bit.” There was little present need for him to mind the Hound’s Tooth’s controls. The ship’s course had already been set. “If other creatures think that’s so remarkable, it’s not my fault. I’m just going about my business.”
“Murderous business, from the sound of it.”
Fett shrugged. “It’s a living.”
“For you.”
“That’s all that matters.”
Neelah gave him a disgusted look. “I’m beginning to wonder if hanging out with you is such a good idea.”
“It all depends,” said Fett calmly. “You might be safer with me than anywhere else right now.”
“What do you mean?”
“There’s a lot going on in this galaxy.” Boba Fett pointed toward the viewport. “I’ve been going through the data traffic from the major comm bands. There’s a major confrontation shaping up between the Empire and the Rebel Alliance, somewhere near Endor. There’s a lot of Imperial resources going into that sector. From the sound of it, could be something big. And decisive.”
“So?” Neelah didn’t seem impressed. “What’s that got to do with us? The way I heard it from Dengar just now, you’ve always managed to survive no matter who was in charge.”
“That’s possible,” said Boba Fett, “when there’s more than one power dominating the galaxy. Much can be accomplished right under the nose of even a despot such as Emperor Palpatine when his attention is focused on enemies strong enough to challenge him. The Rebel Alliance has given him a great deal of trouble so far—but the Rebels’ luck may be finally running out. Palpatine has had enough chances to figure out their weaknesses, and now he means to crush them once and for all.”
“And you think that’s what will happen?”
“I wouldn’t bet against it.” Boba Fett swiveled the pilot’s chair back toward the cockpit controls. “And it will be a lot colder, harder, and more murderous galaxy when it happens. Whatever you might think about me, I am at least an independent operator. Profit is all that motivates me. With Emperor Palpatine, it’s something different.”
He glanced over his shoulder and saw Neelah slowly nod, deep in her own thoughts. Fett knew she was assessing her own chances in a galaxy such as he had just described. She wasn’t enough of a fool to think very much of them. But he also knew that that wasn’t going to stop her.
Just as it wasn’t going to stop him.
Without looking around, Boba Fett knew that he was alone once more. Neelah had returned to the ship’s cargo area. He leaned back in the pilot’s chair, hands laid flat on its arms. Soon enough, the Hound would arrive at its destination. In the meantime, there was just waiting and readiness; that was all. That, and the certainty of death—his own or another creature’s.
As there had been before, when his own ship Slave I had brought him to the trap where he had been meant to die.
Behind the visor of his helmet, he closed his eyes, letting himself fall into the truer darkness of his past.
How many times, wondered Boba Fett, could he die—and yet not die? Someday it would all be over for him …
But not yet, he whispered to himself. Not yet.
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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.
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NOW …
(DURING THE EVENTS OF STAR WARS:
RETURN OF THE JEDI)
Two bounty hunters sat in a bar, talking.
“Things aren’t what they used to be,” said Zuckuss morosely. As a member of one of the ammonia-breathing species of his homeworld Gand, he had to be careful in establishments such as this. Intoxicants and stimulants that produced feelings of well-being in other creatures often evoked a profound melancholy in him. Even in a high-class place that supposedly catered to all known physiologies—the soothing, programmed play of lights across the columned walls, the shifting spectra that were supposed to relax weary travelers’ central nervous systems, struck Zuckuss as crepuscular and depressing as the faded hopes of his youth. I had ambitions once, he told himself, leaning over the tall, blue-tinged glass in front of him. Big ones. Where had they gone?
“I wouldn’t know,” said Zuckuss’s companion. The droid bounty hunter 4-LOM sat across from him, an untouched drink—perhaps only water—in front of him. A mere formality: the drink had been taken away twice already and replaced with exactly the same thing, so the charges could be rung up on 4-LOM’s tab. That was the only way that nonimbibing constructs such as droids could make themselves welcome in any kind of watering hole. “Your attitude,” continued 4-LOM, “implies a value judgment on your part. That is, that things were better at one time than they are now. I don’t make those kinds of judgments. I merely deal with things as they are.”
You would, thought Zuckuss. This was what he got for hooking up with a cold-blooded—cold-circuited, at least—creature like 4-LOM. There were plenty of excitable droids in the galaxy—Zuckuss had run into a few—but the ones that were attracted to the bounty hunter trade all shared the same vibroblade-edged logic and absolute-zero emotional tone. They hunted, and killed when necessary, without even the tiniest acceleration of electrons along their inner connectors.
The bar’s soft, dirgelike background music—it was supposed to be soothing as well, with harmonic overtones of almost narcotic languor—made Zuckuss think of his previous partner Bossk. The Trandoshan bounty hunter had been cold-blooded, literally so, but one would never have guessed it from the way he’d carried on.
“Now that,” said Zuckuss with a slow, emphatic nod, “that was real bounty hunting. That had some passion to it. Real excitement.” He extended the retractable pipette from the lower part of his face mask and sucked up another swallow of the drink, though he knew it would only deepen and darken his mood. “We had some good times together, me and Bossk …”
“That wasn’t what you said when you agreed to become partners with me once more.” 4-LOM’s photo-optical receptors kept a slow, careful scan around the bar and its other occupants, even as the droid kept up his end of the conversation. He talked for no reason other than to avoid drawing attention to himself and Zuckuss as they waited for their quarry to make an appearance. “Value judgments aside, the exact record of your statement is that you had had enough of Bossk’s way of doing business. Too much danger—if that’s what you mean by ‘excitement’—and not enough credits. So you wanted a change.”
“Don’t use my own words against me.” Zuckuss knew that he had gotten what he had asked for. And what could be worse than that?
“Mourn the old days if you want,” said 4-LOM after a few moments of silence had passed. “We have business to take care of. Please direct your waning attention toward the entrance.”
Worse than dealing with Boba Fett, grumbled Zuckuss to himself. At least when you got involved with Fett, you were assured that you were face-mask-to-helmet with the best bounty hunter in the galaxy, someone who had plenty of reason for taking such a high-and-mighty attitude. Where did 4-LOM get off, lording it over him this way? If it hadn’t been for some stretches of bad luck, and a few unfortunate strategic decisions, it would have been the droid that had been looking to hook up with him again, rather than the other way around. Though they had been partners before, and for a lot longer than Zuckuss had been hooked up with Bossk, the relationship between them could never be the same. Back then, 4-LOM had even saved Zuckuss’s life, when he had been dying from his ammonia-breathing lungs having been exposed to an accidental inhalation of oxygen. The two of them had even made other plans together, of working for the Rebel Alliance in some way …
Those plans hadn’t worked out, though. Their time as members of the Rebel Alliance—double agents, actually, since they had kept secret their new allegiance to the Rebel cause—had been occupied with one significant operation: an attempt to snatch from Boba Fett the carbonite slab with Han Solo frozen inside it, before Fett could deliver the prize to Jabba the Hutt. The plan, using several other bounty hunters as unwitting dupes, had had disastrous results. It hadn’t succeeded, and 4-LOM had needed a complete core-to-sheath rebuild to get back on his feet. And, mused Zuckuss, he wasn’t the same after that. This idealism that had led 4-LOM to join the Rebel Alliance had all but evaporated, replaced by his former cold-spirited greed. Zuckuss supposed that came from hanging out once again with the other bounty hunters; he had felt their mercenary natures rubbing off onto him as well.
Plus there was one factor that both of them hadn’t counted on when they had joined the Alliance. A factor that made all the difference in the universe—
Being a Rebel didn’t pay.
At least not in credits. And there were still so many tempting targets all through the galaxy, the kind of hard merchandise that a smart, fast bounty hunter could get rich from. Like the one that Zuckuss and 4-LOM had come here to get.
Zuckuss took another sip of his drink. Triple agents, he thought. That must be what we are now. Neither he nor 4-LOM had ever formally renounced allegiance to the Rebel Alliance, but they had both been taking care of their own business for some time now.
Moodily, he shook his head. He’d have to think about all the rest of those things some other time; right now, there were more pressing matters at hand.
Zuckuss did as he’d been instructed by 4-LOM. The entrance to the bar was the one direction, in back of 4-LOM, that the droid bounty hunter couldn’t scan without cranking around his head unit. Bright laughter, some of it as high-pitched and sharp-edged as breaking glass, and a tangled whirl of gossiping conversations sounded in Zuckuss’s ears as he lifted his gaze toward the entrance’s fluttering circumference. Beyond it, a sloping tunnel led up to the surface of the planet and its night sky filled with a chain of pearllike moons. Smaller and more avid orbs dotted the length of the entrance tunnel; those were the eyes of the tiny ergovore creatures that scuttled and darted in and out of the soft, trembling crevices.
As a way of keeping weapons out of the establishment, metal detector units would have been both useless and insulting; the bar catered to a clientele that not only included independent droids such as 4-LOM, who could pay their way handsomely enough, but also any number of the galaxy’s most aristocratic and stiff-necked bloodlines. From the rims of his own large, insectoid eyes, Zuckuss could spot some of the galaxy’s richest and most glittering denizens, devoted to spending their vast inherited wealth in as ostentatious a manner as possible. For many of them, their weapons were ceremonial ornaments, dictated by fierce custom and the privileges given to their rank; to have asked them to divest of even the smallest dagger or low-penetration blaster would have been an insult, expiable only by the death of the establishment’s proprietor, a stub-fingered Bergamasque named Salla C’airam. The only acceptable alternative, preserving their honor and the bar’s decorum, was to ask them to hand over the power sources for their blasters and similar high-tech weapons, thus limiting the damage and potential loss of life to what could be achieved with inert metal. C’airam kept the ergovores in the entrance tunnel hungry enough that their sensitive antennae were at constant quivering alert for the emanations from even the smallest power cell, no matter how well hidden; their flocking and chittering toward any they detected was a sure giveaway of anyone trying to violate the house rules.
All of which meant that the blaster holstered at Zuckuss’s hip was useless at the moment; that was an uncomfortable feeling for him. It was little consolation that everyone else in the bar was similarly disarmed. He would have preferred the usual setup that he encountered in the watering holes in which he more often hung out, where everyone including the bartenders was armed to the teeth. Then you know where you stand, thought Zuckuss. This other stuff’s too tricky.
“How much longer?” He leaned forward to ask the question of 4-LOM. “Until the merchandise is supposed to show up?” He didn’t have much patience for waiting, either. He hadn’t become a bounty hunter in order to sit around waiting.
“His arrival is precisely fixed,” replied 4-LOM. “Such precision of movement and timing is nearly the equal of my own; in that, I admire the creature. Especially given that there is a price on his head, a bounty that it is our intention to collect. Many other sentient creatures, given those circumstances, would try to make their comings and goings erratic, to vary them in such a way as to frustrate pursuers in determining their target’s patterns of behavior. But he has confidence in the precautions that he has taken, including the limiting of his public recreational activities to this establishment.” 4-LOM rested his hands unmoving on the table. “We shall soon determine if the merchandise’s confidence is rewarded with a continuing freedom.”
There was no point in arguing with a droid such as 4-LOM. One might as well have had a conversation with the tracking systems aboard a standard pursuit ship. Even worse, Zuckuss knew that 4-LOM was correct; there had been a good reason for arriving at this place so far ahead of their quarry, getting set up and letting the minutes pass until the moment of action came. He knew all that; he just didn’t care for what he knew.
If only … Zuckuss kept an eye on the bar’s entrance and allowed his thoughts to slip back into brooding about the past.
If only the old Bounty Hunters Guild hadn’t broken up. If only its successor organizations, the short-lived True Guild and Guild Reform Committee factions, hadn’t fallen apart with the speed of a core meltdown. Those were big ifs, Zuckuss knew, especially when it was taken into account that the main reason the Guild and everything that came after it had disintegrated so rapidly and thoroughly was the basic greed and irascibility that lay at the center of every bounty hunter’s heart—or whatever a droid like 4-LOM had instead.
That was the real reason. Zuckuss took another sip of the drink in front of him. Boba Fett was just the excuse. There were plenty of bounty hunters, former members of the vanished Guild, who blamed Fett for everything that had happened. And it was true, up to a point, that Boba Fett’s entry into the old Bounty Hunters Guild had been the event that had brought about the organization’s disintegration, and that had put every creature in it at the throat of those he had previously called his brothers. But Zuckuss knew that Boba Fett had been no more than the key in the lock that had let free all the forces of avarice and conspiracy that had been bottled up inside the Guild for so long, getting stronger and more malignant all the while. It was amazing that the Bounty Hunters Guild had even endured as long as it had, given the irascible and hungry natures of its members; that was a tribute to the organizational skills of its final leader, the Trandoshan Cradossk. He had probably been the only creature in the galaxy ruthless and clever enough to have kept a lid on the Guild’s rank and file.
We did it to ourselves, thought Zuckuss glumly. The drink, and the ones before it, had done nothing to lift his spirits. Now we have to live with the consequences. He knocked back the sour dregs at the bottom of the glass.
“You know what?” Zuckuss let his thoughts turn into spoken words. “It’s a cold, hard galaxy we live in.”
4-LOM gave him a typically unemotional droid glance. “If you say so.”
Nothing that the Rebel Alliance could do was likely to change that, either. The Rebels didn’t have a chance of winning, anyway, not against the massed strength of the Empire and all of Palpatine’s deep, enfolding cunning. In the darker corners of the galaxy, where surreptitiously acquired information was bought and sold, traded in whispers from one furtive creature to the next, rumors had been heard of a gathering of the Imperial forces, somewhere out near a moon called Endor—like a fist clenching together, into a hammer that would crush the Alliance forever, and end once and for all its crazy dreams of freedom. And now, the galaxy’s bounty hunters were without the Guild that had preciously enforced professional relations among its members—the Hunter’s Creed had at least kept them from murdering one another outright in the course of pursuing business. Small, upstart organizations had sprung up in the power vacuum created by the old Guild’s destruction, but they were still too weak to create order among such naturally violent and greed-driven creatures. Most hunters were still on their own, friendless except for whatever partnerships they could forge with one another. Zuckuss had been partners with different bounty hunters before, even while the Guild had been going through its ugly process of disintegration. He had even been partners with Boba Fett, on more than one occasion—but somehow, he had never come out any the better for it. Typically, Boba Fett wound up getting what he was after, and all the rest were lucky if they were still alive afterward. Doing business with Fett was a recipe for disaster.
Truth to tell, though, Zuckuss’s other partnerships hadn’t gone much better. Whatever his personal feelings about 4-LOM, he could swallow those easily enough, given that the two of them had actually been putting credits into their pockets since hooking up. They seemed to have complementary skills: Zuckuss operated on instinct, the way most organic creatures were capable of, and 4-LOM possessed the cold logic of a machine. What had made Boba Fett such a fearsome individual in the bounty hunter trade was that he had all of those capabilities, and more, inside a single skin.
“Here he comes—”
Zuckuss’s musings were interrupted by the soft-spoken announcement from 4-LOM. Even without facing the entrance, the droid bounty hunter had been able to detect the sudden flamboyant appearance of their quarry, the presently free creature they planned on turning into hard merchandise and a hefty addition to their credit accounts.
“A round for everyone, innkeeper!” The booming voice of Drawmas Sma’Da filled the bar, like the rumble of thunder over the planet’s horizon. Zuckuss looked up from his drink and saw the immense, befurred, and caparisoned form of the most notorious gambler and oddsman in five systems, spreading his arms wide. The gemstones studding Sma’Da’s pinkly manicured fingers sparkled in a multicolored constellation of wealth and extravagance; his broad, thrown-back shoulders were swathed in the soft fur pelts of a dozen worlds’ rarest species. The artfully preserved heads of the animals that had died for his adornment, with black pearls for eyes, dangled over a belly of wobbling girth. “If I’m in a good mood,” shouted Sma’Da, “then all should be so lucky!”
Luck was a preoccupation with Drawmas Sma’Da. As it was with Zuckuss and every other sentient creature in the galaxy: If I had his luck, thought the bounty hunter, I’d be retired by now. Sma’Da had been fortunate not only in the placing of his bets, but clever as well, in that he had virtually created an entirely new field of wagering. The flamboyant gambler had been the first to cover wagers on the various ups and downs of the struggle between the Empire and the Rebel Alliance. No military conflict was too small-scale, no political infighting too inconsequential, for Sma’Da to make odds, accept bets—often on either side of the outcome, then pay off and collect when the particular event was over. By now, his “Invisible & Ineluctable Casino,” as he called it, stretched from one end of the galaxy to the other, a shadow of the actual war going on between Emperor Palpatine and the Rebels. No matter who won, either on the battlefield or the database of wagers, Drawmas Sma’Da came out ahead: he raked off the house percentage on every bet placed, win or lose. All those profitable little bites mounted up to an impressive pile of credits, one reflected in Sma’Da’s own ever-increasing girth.
Two humanoid females, with the kind of large-eyed, mysteriously smiling beauty that made the males of nearly every species weep with frustration, draped themselves on either side of Sma’Da’s capacious shoulders, as though they were the ultimate ornaments of his success and wealth. They moved in synch with him, or almost seemed to float without walking, so ineffable was their grace; the tripartite organism of Sma’Da and his consorts moved into the center of the establishment, like a new sun rearranging the orbits of all the lesser planets it found itself among.
The proprietor Salla C’airam, all bowing obsequiousness and fluttering tentaclelike appendages, hurried toward Sma’Da. “How good to see you again, Drawmas! It’s always too long between visits!”
Sma’Da had been in the bar just the previous night, Zuckuss knew. The proprietor was carrying on as though he and the gambler had been cruelly separated for years.
A crowd of sycophants, flatterers, favor-seekers, gold diggers, and those who derived some deep spiritual benefit from basking in the radiance of accumulated credits, had already formed around Sma’Da. Signaling to the bar’s waiters and serving staff, Salla C’airam led the way to the highly visible table that had been kept in readiness for just such distinguished personages. Sma’Da’s jowly face, split by a gold-toothed smile, beamed above the crowd as it shifted, like the swell of an ocean tide, toward the other side of the bar. A banquet equal to both Sma’Da’s appetite and credit accounts had already been laid out by the swiftly darting waiters; crystalline decanters, filled with exotic offworld liqueurs and roiling with low-level combustibles, towered above platters of meats spiced with cellular-suspension enhancements.
“There’s enough in front of him to feed an Imperial division.” Zuckuss kept the gambler and his entourage in sight from the corner of his eye. If the expensive viands had been converted back into credits, the sum would have gone to feed several divisions. He could see Sma’Da’s oddly delicate hands, pudgy folds welling around the wide bands of his rings, picking at the delicacies, playfully stuffing the choicer morsels into the smiling mouths of the consorts at either side of him. “Eventually,” mused Zuckuss, “he’ll implode, from sheer mass and density, like a black hole.”
“Unlikely,” said 4-LOM. “If creatures could suffer such a fate, that’s what would have happened to Jabba the Hutt. His appetite was many times greater than this person’s. You saw that for yourself.”
“I know.” Zuckuss slowly nodded. “I was just trying to forget about anything I might have seen at Jabba’s palace.” As with every other mercenary type in the galaxy, he had spent some time in the employ of the late Huttese crimelord. Jabba had been involved in so many shady dealings throughout the galaxy that it would have been hard for a bounty collector not to hook up with him at some point. Rarely, though, had any of them profited by it; a successful assocation with a creature like Jabba the Hutt was one that you survived intact.
“Anyway,” continued 4-LOM, keeping his emotionless voice low, “don’t waste time worrying about our target’s state of health. He just has to live long enough for us to collect the bounty that’s been posted on him.”
A burst of laughter and bright, chattering voices came from the crowd at Drawmas Sma’Da’s table. All eyes and attention in the bar had been drawn to the gambler from the moment he had entered. Zuckuss felt a bit more secure because of the noise and the general diversion, as though it had made him and 4-LOM briefly invisible. With someone like Sma’Da in the room, no one would be watching them.
“It’s ready.” 4-LOM made the simple, quiet announcement. The droid bounty hunter leaned forward slightly, passing a small object underneath the table to Zuckuss. “Time to put our plans into action.”
Time was always the crucial factor. Despite his complaints, Zuckuss knew exactly why they had had to arrive at the bar so much earlier than their target. Some preparations required precisely measured amounts of time, things readied in silence and stealth, even if right under the inquisitive eyes of a bar full of ignorant onlookers. They don’t need to know, thought Zuckuss with a measure of satisfaction. But they will.
He took the object from 4-LOM’s hand, carefully minimizing his actions so that anyone glancing in this direction would have no clue of what might be happening beneath the table. The rest of the preparations were swiftly completed; there was no need for Zuckuss to watch his own hands going about their work. With this kind of equipment, so essential to a bounty hunter’s trade, he could have performed the necessary operations with his large eyes completely blindfolded.
“Okay,” said Zuckuss after a moment. He leaned back, chancing a quick peek under the table’s surface. A tiny blinking red light indicated that his part of the preparations had been completed satisfactorily. “Looks good to me.”
4-LOM gave a slight nod, a humanoid gesture that he had picked up somewhere along the way. “Then I suggest you proceed.”
It’s always up to me, grumbled Zuckuss to himself as he pushed back his chair and stood up. No matter who he had for a partner, somehow he always wound up doing the dirty work.
“Excuse me …” The crowd around Drawmas Sma’Da’s table had grown even larger and denser, just in the short while that Zuckuss had been getting ready. He shoved and wedged himself through the press of bodies, the din of their excited words and laughter clattering in his earholes. “Pardon me … I’ve got a message for the esteemed Sma’Da …”
The blinking dot of red light that Zuckuss had checked under the table with 4-LOM was safely hidden inside his close-fitting, equipment-studded tunic. A couple of quick, sharp blows from the points of his elbows right to a few midsections of the closely packed crowd enabled him to work his way right up to the front of Sma’Da’s table. He gave a slight, formal bow as he found himself confronting the gambler over the trays of picked-over delicacies.
“A message?” Drawmas Sma’Da was well known for his alert attention to voices from the crowd. “How interesting. I wasn’t expecting any such; these aren’t my usual business hours.” The gambler’s eyes were barely visible through the rounded folds of flesh, pushed upward by his exuberant smile. “But,” he continued with an expansive wave of his grease-shiny hands, “I might be interested in hearing it. If it’s important enough.”
Sma’Da’s words hardly counted as a witticism, but the smiles on the faces of his escorts widened, and his flatterers in the assembled crowd broke into loud, appreciative guffaws.
“Judge its importance for yourself.” Zuckuss gazed back into the gambler’s fat-swaddled eyes. “The information in it comes from Sullust.”
The smile on Sma’Da’s own face didn’t diminish, but what could be seen of his eyes grew brighter and more avarice-driven, like glints of razor-edged durasteel. “ ‘Sullust’? That doesn’t sound any chimes in my memory.” He tilted his head to one side, as coyly as possible for something so massive. “Who is this Sullust you speak of?”
At Zuckuss’s back, the laughter and the hubbub of voices had died away. They knew what the name meant—the bar was exactly the sort of crossroads where information about Imperial and Rebel comings and goings would be traded.
“Not who,” replied Zuckuss, “but where. And I think you already know that.” Sma’Da had based his entire gambling enterprise upon rumors and secrets, the tiny scraps of information that enabled him to calculate odds with such precision. “Don’t you?”
“Perhaps so.” Sma’Da’s golden smile gleamed even more dazzlingly. “But only a fool turns down an opportunity to learn more. Dear things—” He turned to his female companions on either side of him, one after the other. “Amuse yourselves elsewhere for a little while. I need a moment alone with this interesting person.” He fluttered his beringed paws at the crowd. “Make way, make way.” Pouting, the females detached themselves and floated away. The sycophants and other assorted hangers-on took the cue as well, dispersing while whispering among themselves and keeping watch on the gambler from the corners of their eyes. “There,” said Sma’Da as Zuckuss sat down beside him. “Much more private now, wouldn’t you say?”
“Adequate.” Zuckuss still didn’t feel entirely at ease in such public surroundings. Proper bounty hunting, he felt, was best done in remote areas or in the depths of interstellar space, where it would have been just him, the target, and a high-powered weapon pointing in the target’s direction. That’d wipe the smile from this one’s face, Zuckuss thought. He glanced over at the table he’d left; 4-LOM was sitting as placidly as before, not even seeming to be interested at all in the action that was about to come down. Zuckuss turned back toward Sma’Da. “I was pretty sure that a creature in your line of business would be interested in news from Sullust. You’re probably already taking in bets on it.”
“Oh, I might.” The dangling animal heads bobbed as Sma’Da shrugged his broad shoulders. “It’s hard, though, to get any of my regular clientele to put down their credits, one way or another. The reports that have circulated, concerning the Imperial buildup near the moon of Endor, have made a great many creatures nervous. It’s one thing to bet on a minor battle here or there, a mere skirmish or a Rebel raid on an Imperial armaments depot, that sort of thing; quite another to place a wager on what could very likely be the end of this great game.” Sma’Da heaved an immense, fat-quivering sigh. “If that should be the case—if Emperor Palpatine should indeed quash the Rebellion once and for all—how I shall miss these glorious days!” He shook his head, as though already immured in regret over a vanished past. “The Rebel Alliance has brought the radiant aspect of hope to every corner of the galaxy; and where there’s hope, there’s risk-taking. And then …” Sma’Da’s smile reappeared, even slyer than before. “There’s wagering. And that’s always profitable, for someone like me.”
The gambler’s words gave Zuckuss a measure of cold comfort. He’s no different than me, thought Zuckuss. Not that he had expected anything different; most of the galaxy’s denizens, in Zuckuss’s estimation, spent all their time looking out for Number One, namely themselves. If he had ever believed otherwise, he might have been tempted to stay with the Rebel Alliance. But he was certain that idealism was a rare trace element in the universe’s composition, whereas greed was as ubiquitous as hydrogen atoms.
“I like profits as well,” said Zuckuss. One of the waiters had brought another drink, shimmering amethyst in color, and had placed it in front of him; he didn’t touch it. “That’s why I sought you out.”
“Good for you.” Sma’Da gave an appreciative nod. “And good for me, if whatever information you’ve brought with you should turn out useful. The more one knows, the easier it is to make odds. Though mind you”—he peered closer at Zuckuss—“it’s hard to take me by surprise on these things, anymore. There’s not much I haven’t heard about what’s been going on near Endor; I have excellent sources for all kinds of gossip and rumor.”
“I’m pretty sure this is something you haven’t heard before.” Zuckuss reached into his tunic.
“Ah.” Sma’Da put the tips of his glittering fingers together. “My pulse races with anticipation.”
“How’s this, then?” Zuckuss pulled out a blaster pistol and set its cold, hard muzzle against Drawmas Sma’Da’s forehead. “You’re coming with me.”
He had the satisfaction of seeing the gambler’s eyes widen for a moment. Then they all but vanished again, from the upwelling pressure of Sma’Da’s expansive grin.
“That’s very funny. How amusing!” Sma’Da drew his hands apart, enough to clap them together again in appreciation. “Everyone—please observe!” He called out loudly to the crowd in the bar; eager faces swiveled in the direction of the table. “To what lengths creatures go merely to provide me with a few fleeting moments of amusement!” His laughter boomed against the walls, as though to frighten the play of colors against their surface. “Bringing in and waving around a blaster, in the one place it’s sure to be useless! Not even a power source for it!”
The laughter was contagious; Zuckuss could hear it sweep through the establishment like a wave breaking over and carrying away the staff as well as the patrons. Their bright, barking noise mounted louder, approaching some critical mass of hilarity. Zuckuss glanced over at 4-LOM, in the center of the establishment’s space; the droid bounty hunter was the only one not laughing. 4-LOM sat and waited with machinelike patience, knowing what was to come.
“You poor fool.” Drawmas Sma’Da hadn’t bothered to pull away from the blaster placed at his brow; he obviously wanted all the onlookers to relish the joke to its full. “Did you think I’d be somehow frightened by a lump of dead metal? Or did you not even notice what happened when you came in here, what little piece of that weapon was taken away from you by our good innkeeper’s minions? Really—” With one pudgy hand, he dabbed away the tears that had managed to squeeze past the folds surrounding his eyes. “It’s just too good.”
“Even better than you think,” said Zuckuss. He shifted the blaster slightly away from Sma’Da’s head and squeezed the trigger. A coruscating bolt of energy shot out and blew away a section of the bar’s ceiling, charred fragments and hot sparks raining down on the upturned faces of the crowd. “This weapon’s live.”
Sma’Da had instinctively dived when the blaster bolt had scorched past the side of his head. His immense girth had toppled the table, sending a cascade of liquor and the remains of the banquet cascading across the floor. Crockery and crystal decanters shattered, the fragments gleaming like transparent teeth imbedded in the wetly gleaming disorder. A few of the bar’s patrons still looked stunned and disbelieving; some of the sharper-witted ones had rushed for the exit and were now scrabbling to get past one another and up the narrow tunnel to the surface.
“Let’s go.” Zuckuss reached down with his free hand, grabbed Sma’Da’s trembling elbow, and pulled the gambler to his feet; he had to lean back to counterbalance Sma’Da’s greater weight. “There’s some creatures who are ready to pay a nice pile of credits for the privilege of having a talk with you. A long talk.” And probably not a pleasant one, judging from the panicked look on the other’s face and the fear-induced quivering that shook this mass like a small planet’s seismic activity.
The bar’s proprietor came rushing up, pushing his way past the remaining crowd. “What is the meaning of this?” Salla C’airam was nearly as agitated as the gambler caught in Zuckuss’s grip. “It’s an outrage? It’s impossible! It’s—”
“It’s business.” Zuckuss diverted the blaster’s aim for a moment, away from Sma’Da and toward C’airam. That was enough to stop him in his tracks. C’airam’s tentacles drew short and wrapped themselves tightly around his body. “You’ve already got a mess here.” Zuckuss used the blaster to point to the sodden, trampled-upon—and expensive—garbage on the floor. “You can either start cleaning it up … or you can join it. Your pick.”
C’airam’s floppy, seemingly boneless appendages settled lower, a sure sign in his species of wanting to avoid a violent confrontation. “I do not know,” he spoke with measured sulkiness, “how you managed to get a power source for your weapon into these premises. It’s strictly forbidden—”
“Sue me.”
“If any of my staff here were involved …” The gaze of the proprietor’s gelatinous-appearing eyes, nearly as large as Zuckuss’s, swept menacingly across the waiters and bartenders. “If I should discover any complicity, any treachery on their part …”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Zuckuss. He pushed the trembling mass of Sma’Da ahead of himself. “They’re off the hook.” He didn’t feel like sharing any of the credit for this job with nonbounty hunters; the little bit of action, the deep, warm feeling of empowerment that came with drawing a live weapon on a fat, blubbering piece of merchandise, had given his spirits a considerable lift. With the gambler’s quivering bulk ahead of him, Zuckuss stopped just beside the table at which his partner 4-LOM had remained sitting throughout all the commotion that had taken place. “Speaking of your staff”—Zuckuss turned, swiveling the muzzle of the blaster back toward C’airam—“you’ve got the usual service droids in your kitchen, don’t you?”
C’airam gave a puzzled nod.
“Fine. Go have one of your other staff pull the motivator out of one of ’em. A standard FV50 unit will do nicely.” Zuckuss raised the weapon’s muzzle a little higher. “I suggest you have them hurry. I might not have the same resources of patience that you do.”
On hasty orders from C’airam, one of the bar staff scuttled back into the establishment’s kitchen and returned only seconds later with a double-cylindrical object in his hands.
“Thanks.” Zuckuss took the motivator from him, and then shooed him away with a wave of the blaster. “Don’t move,” he warned Sma’Da—needlessly. The gambler, face now shiny with sweat, looked incapable of anything beyond involuntary respiration. Keeping the blaster in one hand, Zuckuss set the motivator down on the table, then swiftly—he had practiced this step before coming to C’airam’s bar—unlatched the access panel just below the back of 4-LOM’s head unit. “This should do it …”
“Don’t forget the red feedback-loop clip.” Even without a working motivator inside the bounty hunter droid, 4-LOM retained enough low-level auxiliary power to maintain consciousness and interactive communications. “Make sure you’ve got that in-phase before you power up the major thoracic systems.”
“I know what I’m doing,” Zuckuss replied testily. With just one hand, it took a few moments longer to get the circuits aligned properly. “You’ll be up and running in a minute.”
4-LOM’s immobilized state had been a necessary part of the plan; otherwise, the droid could have taken a more active part in rounding up Drawmas Sma’Da. The most essential item, though, had been making sure that Zuckuss had had an operative blaster pistol to work with. That had meant getting a power source past the establishment’s security—impossible—or creating one on the spot. Which was exactly what 4-LOM had figured out how to do in its preparations for this job, even before he had taken Zuckuss on as a partner. With the help of a few highly paid technical consultants, 4-LOM had designed and installed within himself a device capable of stripping out the internal circuit of a standard motivator, the primary mechanism that enabled droid locomotion, and high-grading the resulting simple power source into one both powerful and small enough to be used in a blaster pistol. Like the alchemical wizards on certain remote worlds, who claimed to be able to convert base materials into infinitely more valuable substances, 4-LOM had given himself the ability to change a dull but useful internal component to something very valuable indeed—a blaster power-source, in a locale where none was expected to be.
There were only two drawbacks to the motivator-into-power-source procedure. The first was that the resulting power source would only have enough charge for a few bolts. The second was that without a motivator, 4-LOM would be incapable of any motion, either walking toward the target’s table or even lifting an arm with a weapon clutched in its hand. That second problem was the main reason that 4-LOM had decided to take on a partner; pulling this off was obviously a two-creature job. And as far as the first problem was concerned, that new partner was well versed enough in ordinary, nonbounty hunter psychology to know that a few shots would be all that was needed.
“Got it.” Zuckuss slammed the access panel cover into place. “Time to get out of here.”
“Agreed.” 4-LOM pushed its chair back and stood up from the table. The droid reached over and grabbed Sma’Da’s elbow. “I would prefer it,” 4-LOM told the gambler, “if you did not show any resistance. I have ways of enforcing my preferences.”
Sma’Da stared back at the droid bounty hunter with blubbering terror.
“Good,” said 4-LOM. “I’m pleased you understand.” 4-LOM glanced over at Zuckuss. “You see? I told you this would be an easy job.”
Zuckuss nodded. “I’ve had worse.” Lots worse, he thought. So far he hadn’t actually risked being killed on this one. Though that might change, if he and his partner didn’t hurry.
“Both of you—” The proprietor Salla C’airam had recovered enough of his composure that he was able to screech and flap several of his appendages simultaneously. “You’re barred from this establishment! Permanently! Don’t ever show your faces around here again!”
“Don’t worry about that.” Zuckuss shoved Sma’Da toward the exit tunnel. He kept everyone in the bar covered with the blaster—there were one or two shots left in its charge, at the most—as he and 4-LOM hustled Sma’Da out. “The drinks were terrible, anyway.”
Not until later, when he and 4-LOM were aboard the droid bounty hunter’s ship, with Sma’Da safely stowed in a cage belowdecks, did Zuckuss realize that they had stiffed C’airam. Neither he nor 4-LOM had settled their drinks tab before leaving.
Serves him right, thought Zuckuss.
“So where are we taking this merchandise?” Standing in the hatchway of the cockpit, Zuckuss gave a nod to indicate Drawmas Sma’Da below them.
“I’ve already notified the nearest Imperial outpost.” 4-LOM reached across the controls and made slow minor navigational adjustments. “They know we’ll be bringing him in. And they’ll have the bounty ready to be paid out.”
“This was a job for the Empire?” Zuckuss hadn’t even bothered to ask before he had agreed to hook up with the other bounty hunter. “Why would Palpatine want him?”
“Let’s just say that our merchandise, in his previous role as gambling entrepreneur, was a little too accurate about setting odds for various military encounters between Imperial forces and the Rebel Alliance.” 4-LOM didn’t glance back as he tweaked the ship’s controls. “There’s a limit to how many times one creature can predict things like that, using nothing but intelligence and luck. At the rate that Sma’Da was calling the shots, it began to look like he might have had access to some sources of inside information. From inside the Imperial forces, that is.”
Zuckuss mulled the other’s words over. “It’s possible,” he said after a moment, “that it could’ve been just luck. Real good luck.”
“If that’s the case,” replied 4-LOM drily, “then it wasn’t good luck for our merchandise at all. It was bad luck—the worst kind, in fact, since it brought him to the attention of Emperor Palpatine. Now he’s going to have a lot of explaining to do. It won’t be a pleasant process.”
Probably not, thought Zuckuss as he left the ship’s cockpit area. Even if Drawmas Sma’Da rolled over on any informants he might have had among the Emperor’s minions, the techniques that would be used to ensure that the former gambler was telling the truth would leave him a squeezed-out rag. He wouldn’t be so fat and jolly when all that was over.
The brief excitement that Zuckuss had felt during the job, when he had pulled out the live blaster and fired it off, shutting off all the onlookers’ laughter like flipping a switch, had already faded. He sat down with his back against one of the ship’s weapons lockers and defocused his large, insectlike eyes. He couldn’t help feeling that even if his bounty hunter career was going better now that he had hooked up with 4-LOM, it somehow wasn’t quite as much … fun, for lack of a better word. Granted, that kind of amusement had nearly gotten him killed, and on more than one occasion. Still …
His thoughts turned to memories as he leaned his head back against the locker. He remembered two other partners in particular; one of them, Boba Fett, could be anywhere in the galaxy now. There was no stopping Fett, or apparently even slowing him down. The last glimpse of Boba Fett that Zuckuss remembered had been through the narrow hatch of an emergency escape pod, just prior to being jettisoned from another ship similar to this one.
There had been another bounty hunter in that escape pod, one that had fumed with a murderous anger the whole time that the pod had been hurtling through space, toward some yet-unknown destination. That had been Bossk; both murder and anger were things that came naturally to Trandoshans. But it had made for cramped quarters inside the little durasteel sphere. Tempers had flared, both his and Bossk’s, and they had kept from killing each other only by agreeing, once the escape pod came to rest on the nearest planet, that they would go their separate ways. And so they had.
He was both glad and somehow sorry that his partnership with the cold-blooded, fiery-tempered reptilian Bossk was long over. There was no amount of fun that was worth the risks that came with an association with a creature like that.
Zuckuss shook his head. At least I’m still alive, he thought. That has to count for something.
He wondered where Bossk was now …
THE OLD REPUBLIC
(5,000–33 YEARS BEFORE STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
Long—long—ago in a galaxy far, far away … some twenty-five thousand years before Luke Skywalker destroyed the first Death Star at the Battle of Yavin in Star Wars: A New Hope … a large number of star systems and species in the center of the galaxy came together to form the Galactic Republic, governed by a Chancellor and a Senate from the capital city-world of Coruscant. As the Republic expanded via the hyperspace lanes, it absorbed new member worlds from newly discovered star systems; it also expanded its military to deal with the hostile civilizations, slavers, pirates, and gangster-species such as the slug-like Hutts that were encountered in the outward exploration. But the most vital defenders of the Republic were the Jedi Knights. Originally a reclusive order dedicated to studying the mysteries of the life energy known as the Force, the Jedi became the Republic’s guardians, charged by the Senate with keeping the peace—with wise words if possible; with lightsabers if not.
But the Jedi weren’t the only Force-users in the galaxy. An ancient civil war had pitted those Jedi who used the Force selflessly against those who allowed themselves to be ruled by their ambitions—which the Jedi warned led to the dark side of the Force. Defeated in that long-ago war, the dark siders fled beyond the galactic frontier, where they built a civilization of their own: the Sith Empire.
The first great conflict between the Republic and the Sith Empire occurred when two hyperspace explorers stumbled on the Sith worlds, giving the Sith Lord Naga Sadow and his dark side warriors a direct invasion route into the Republic’s central worlds. This war resulted in the first destruction of the Sith Empire—but it was hardly the last. For the next four thousand years, skirmishes between the Republic and Sith grew into wars, with the scales always tilting toward one or the other, and peace never lasting. The galaxy was a place of almost constant strife: Sith armies against Republic armies; Force-using Sith Lords against Jedi Masters and Jedi Knights; and the dreaded nomadic mercenaries called Mandalorians bringing muscle and firepower wherever they stood to gain.
Then, a thousand years before A New Hope and the Battle of Yavin, the Jedi defeated the Sith at the Battle of Ruusan, decimating the so-called Brotherhood of Darkness that was the heart of the Sith Empire—and most of its power.
One Sith Lord survived—Darth Bane—and his vision for the Sith differed from that of his predecessors. He instituted a new doctrine: No longer would the followers of the dark side build empires or amass great armies of Force-users. There would be only two Sith at a time: a Master and an apprentice. From that time on, the Sith remained in hiding, biding their time and plotting their revenge, while the rest of the galaxy enjoyed an unprecedented era of peace, so long and strong that the Republic eventually dismantled its standing armies.
But while the Republic seemed strong, its institutions had begun to rot. Greedy corporations sought profits above all else and a corrupt Senate did nothing to stop them, until the corporations reduced many planets to raw materials for factories and entire species became subjects for exploitation. Individual Jedi continued to defend the Republic’s citizens and obey the will of the Force, but the Jedi Order to which they answered grew increasingly out of touch. And a new Sith mastermind, Darth Sidious, at last saw a way to restore Sith domination over the galaxy and its inhabitants, and quietly worked to set in motion the revenge of the Sith …
If you’re a reader new to the Old Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• The Old Republic: Deceived, by Paul S. Kemp: Kemp tells the tale of the Republic’s betrayal by the Sith Empire, and features Darth Malgus, an intriguing, complicated villain.
• Knight Errant, by John Jackson Miller: Alone in Sith territory, the headstrong Jedi Kerra Holt seeks to thwart the designs of an eccentric clan of fearsome, powerful, and bizarre Sith Lords.
• Darth Bane: Path of Destruction, by Drew Karpyshyn: A portrait of one of the most famous Sith Lords, from his horrifying childhood to an adulthood spent in the implacable pursuit of vengeance.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Old Republic era.

CHAPTER 1
SHIGAR KONSHI FOLLOWED the sound of blasterfire through Coruscant’s old districts. He never stumbled, never slipped, never lost his way, even through lanes that were narrow and crowded with years of detritus that had settled slowly from the levels above. Cables and signs swayed overhead, hanging so low in places that Shigar was forced to duck beneath them. Tall and slender, with one blue chevron on each cheek, the Jedi apprentice moved with grace and surety surprising for his eighteen years.
At the core of his being, however, he seethed. Master Nikil Nobil’s decision had cut no less deeply for being delivered by hologram from the other side of the galaxy.
“The High Council finds Shigar Konshi unready for Jedi trials.”
The decision had shocked him, but Shigar knew better than to speak. The last thing he wanted to do was convey the shame and resentment he felt in front of the Council.
“Tell him why,” said Grand Master Satele Shan, standing at his side with hands folded firmly before her. She was a full head shorter than Shigar but radiated an indomitable sense of self. Even via holoprojector, she made Master Nobil, an immense Thisspiasian with full ceremonial beard, shift uncomfortably on his tail.
“We—that is, the Council—regard your Padawan’s training as incomplete.”
Shigar flushed. “In what way, Master Nobil?”
His Master silenced him with a gentle but irresistible telepathic nudge. “He is close to attaining full mastery,” she assured the Council. “I am certain that it is only a matter of time.”
“A Jedi Knight is a Jedi Knight in all respects,” said the distant Master. “There are no exceptions, even for you.”
Master Satele nodded her acceptance of the decision. Shigar bit his tongue. She said she believed in him, so why did she not overrule the decision? She didn’t have to submit to the Council. If he weren’t her Padawan, would she have spoken up for him then?
His unsettled feelings were not hidden as well as he would have liked.
“Your lack of self-control reveals itself in many ways,” said Master Nobil to him in a stern tone. “Take your recent comments to Senator Vuub regarding the policies of the Resource Management Council. We may all agree that the Republic’s handling of the current crisis is less than perfect, but anything short of the utmost political discipline is unforgivable at this time. Do you understand?”
Shigar bowed his head. He should’ve known that the slippery Neimoidian was after more than just his opinion when she’d sidled up to him and flattered him with praise. When the Empire had invaded Coruscant, it had only handed the world back to the Republic in exchange for a large number of territorial concessions elsewhere. Ever since then, supply lines had been strained. That Shigar was right, and the RMC a hopelessly corrupt mess, putting the lives of billions at risk from something much worse than war—starvation, disease, disillusionment—simply didn’t count in some circles.
Master Nobil’s forbidding visage softened. “You are naturally disappointed. I understand. Know that the Grand Master has spoken strongly in favor of you for a long time. In all respects but this one do we defer to her judgment. She cannot sway our combined decision, but she has drawn our attention. We will be watching your progress closely, with high expectations.”
The holoconference had ended there, and Shigar felt the same conflicted emptiness in the depths of Coruscant as he had then. Unready? High expectations? The Council was playing a game with him—or so it felt—batting him backward and forward like a felinx in a cage. Would he ever be free to follow his own path?
Master Satele understood his feelings better than he did. “Go for a walk,” she had told him, putting a hand on each shoulder and holding his gaze long enough to make sure he understood her intentions. She was giving him an opportunity to cool down, not dismissing him. “I need to talk to Supreme Commander Stantorrs anyway. Let’s meet later in Union Cloisters.”
“Yes, Master.”
And so he was walking and stewing. Somewhere inside him, he knew, had to be the strength to rise above this temporary setback, the discipline to bring the last threads of his talent into a unified design. But on this occasion, his instincts were leading him away from stillness, not toward it.
The sound of blasterfire grew louder ahead of him.
Shigar stopped in an alley that stank like a woodoo’s leavings. A swinging light flashed fitfully on and off in the level above, casting rubbish and rot in unwanted relief. An ancient droid watched with blinking red eyes from a filthy niche, rusted fingers protectively gathering wires and servos back into its gaping chest plate. The cold war with the Empire was being conducted far away from this alley and its unhappy resident, but its effects were keenly felt. If he wanted to be angry at the state of the Republic, he couldn’t have chosen a better place for it.
The shooting intensified. His hand reached for the grip of his lightsaber.
There is no emotion, he told himself. There is only peace.
But how could there be peace without justice? What did the Jedi Council, sitting comfortably in their new Temple on Tython, know about that?
The sound of screams broke him out of his contemplative trance. Between one heartbeat and the next he was gone, the emerald fire of his lightsaber lingering a split instant behind him, brilliant in the gloom.
LARIN MOXLA PAUSED to tighten the belly strap on her armor. The wretched thing kept coming loose, and she didn’t want to take any chances. Until the justicars got there, she was the only thing standing between the Black Sun gangsters and the relatively innocent residents of Gnawer’s Roost. It sounded like half of it had been shot to pieces already.
Satisfied that nothing too vulnerable was exposed, she peered out from cover and hefted her modified snub rifle. Illegal on Coruscant except for elite special forces commandos, it featured a powerful sniper sight, which she trained on the Black Sun safehouse. The main entrance was deserted, and there was no sign of the roof guard. That was unexpected. Still the blasterfire came from within the fortified building. Could it be a trap of some kind?
Wishing as always that she had backup, she lowered the rifle and lifted her helmeted head into full view. No one took a potshot at her. No one even noticed her. The only people she could see were locals running for cover. But for the commotion coming from within, the street could have been completely deserted.
Trap or no trap, she decided to get closer. Rattling slightly, and ignoring the places where her secondhand armor chafed, Larin hustled low and fast from cover to cover until she was just meters from the front entrance. The weapons-fire was deafening now, and screaming came with it. She tried to identify the weapons. Blaster pistols and rifles of several different makes; at least one floor-mounted cannon; two or three vibrosaws; and beneath all that, a different sound. A roaring, as of superheated gases jetting violently through a nozzle.
A flamethrower.
No gang she’d heard of used fire. The risk of a blaze spreading everywhere was too high. Only someone from outside would employ a weapon like that. Only someone who didn’t care what damage he left in his wake.
Something exploded in an upper room, sending a shower of bricks and dust into the street. Larin ducked instinctively, but the wall held. If it had collapsed, she would have been buried under meters of rubble.
Her left hand wanted to count down, and she let it. It felt wrong otherwise. Moving in—in three … two … one …
Silence fell.
She froze. It was as though someone had pulled a switch. One minute, nine kinds of chaos had been unfolding inside the building. Now there was nothing.
She pulled her hand in, countdown forgotten. She wasn’t going anywhere until she knew what had just happened and who was involved.
Something collapsed inside the building. Larin gripped her rifle more tightly. Footsteps crunched toward the entrance. One set of feet: that was all.
She stood up in full view of the entrance, placed herself side-on to reduce the target she made, and trained her rifle on the darkened doorway.
The footsteps came closer—unhurried, confident, heavy. Very heavy.
The moment she saw movement in the doorway, she cried out in a firm voice, “Hold it right there.”
Booted feet assumed a standing position. Armored shins in metallic gray and green.
“Move slowly forward, into the light.”
The owner of the legs took one step, then two, revealing a Mandalorian so tall his helmeted head brushed the top of the doorway.
“That’s far enough.”
“For what?”
Larin maintained her cool in the face of that harsh, inhuman voice, although it was difficult. She’d seen Mandalorians in action before, and she knew how woefully equipped she was to deal with one now. “For you to tell me what you were doing in there.”
The domed head inclined slightly. “I was seeking information.”
“So you’re a bounty hunter?”
“Does it matter what I am?”
“It does when you’re messing up my people.”
“You do not look like a member of the Black Sun syndicate.”
“I never said I was.”
“You haven’t said you aren’t, either.” The massive figure shifted slightly, finding a new balance. “I’m seeking information concerning a woman called Lema Xandret.”
“Never heard of her.”
“Are you certain of that?”
“I thought I was the one asking questions here.”
“You thought wrong.”
The Mandalorian raised one arm to point at her. A hatch in his sleeve opened, revealing the flamethrower she’d heard in action earlier. She steadied her grip and tried desperately to remember where the weak points on Mandalorian armor were—if there were any …
“Don’t,” said a commanding voice to her left.
Larin glanced automatically and saw a young man in robes standing with one hand raised in the universal stop signal.
The sight of him dropped her guard momentarily.
A sheet of powerful flame roared at her. She ducked, and it seared the air bare millimeters over her head.
She let off a round that ricocheted harmlessly from the Mandalorian’s chest plate and rolled for cover. It was hard to say what surprised her more: a Jedi down deep in the bowels of Coruscant, or the fact that he had the facial tattoos of a Kiffu native, just like she did.
SHIGAR TOOK IN THE confrontation with a glance. He’d never fought a Mandalorian before, but he had been carefully instructed in the art by his Master. They were dangerous, very dangerous, and he almost had second thoughts about taking this one on. Even together, he and a single battered-looking soldier would hardly be sufficient.
Then flame arced across the head of the soldier, and his instincts took over. The soldier ducked for cover with admirable speed. Shigar lunged forward, lightsaber raised to slash at the net that inevitably headed his way. The whine of the suit’s jetpack drowned out the angry sizzling of Shigar’s blade as he cut himself free. Before the Mandalorian had gained barely a meter of altitude, Shigar Force-pushed him sideways into the building beside him, thereby crushing off the jet’s exhaust vent.
With a snarl, the Mandalorian landed heavily on both feet and fired two darts in quick succession, both aimed at Shigar’s face. Shigar deflected them and moved closer, dancing lightly on his feet. From a distance, he was at a disadvantage. Mandalorians were masters of ranged weaponry, and would do anything to avoid hand-to-hand combat except in one of their infamous gladiatorial pits. If he could get near enough to strike—with the soldier maintaining a distracting cover fire—he might just get lucky …
A rocket exploded above his head, then another. They weren’t aimed at him, but at the city’s upper levels. Rubble rained down on him, forcing him to protect his head. The Mandalorian took advantage of that slight distraction to dive under his guard and grip him tight about the throat. Shigar’s confusion was complete—but Mandalorians weren’t supposed to fight at close quarters! Then he was literally flying through the air, hurled by his assailant’s vast physical strength into a wall.
He landed on both feet, stunned but recovering quickly, and readied himself for another attack.
The Mandalorian ran three long steps to his right, leaping one-two-three onto piles of rubbish and from there onto a roof. More rockets arced upward, tearing through the ferrocrete columns of a monorail. Slender spears of metal warped and fell toward Shigar and the soldier. Only with the greatest exertion of the Force that Shigar could summon was he able to deflect them into the ground around them, where they stuck fast, quivering.
“He’s getting away!”
The soldier’s cry was followed by another explosion. A grenade hurled behind the escaping Mandalorian destroyed much of the roof in front of him and sent a huge black mushroom rising into the air. Shigar dived cautiously through it, expecting an ambush, but found the area clear on the far side. He turned in a full circle, banishing the smoke with one out-thrust push.
The Mandalorian was gone. Up, down, sideways—there was no way to tell which direction he had chosen to flee. Shigar reached out through the Force. His heart still hammered, but his breathing was steady and shallow. He felt nothing.
The soldier became visible through the smoke just steps away, moving forward in a cautious crouch. She straightened and planted her feet wide apart. The snout of her rifle targeted him, and for a moment Shigar thought she might actually fire.
“I lost him,” he said, unhappily acknowledging their failure.
“Not your fault,” she said, lowering the rifle. “We did our best.”
“Where did he come from?” he asked.
“I thought it was just the usual Black Sun bust-up,” she said, indicating the destroyed building. “Then he walked out.”
“Why did he attack you?”
“Beats me. Maybe he assumed I was a justicar.”
“You’re not one?”
“No. I don’t like their methods. And they’ll be here soon, so you should get out of here before they decide you’re responsible for all this.”
That was good advice, he acknowledged to himself. The bloodthirsty militia controlling the lower levels was a law unto itself, one that didn’t take kindly to incursions on their territory.
“Let’s see what happened here, first,” he said, moving toward the smoke-blackened doorway with lightsaber at the ready.
“Why? It’s not your problem.”
Shigar didn’t answer that. Whatever was going on here, neither of them could just walk away from it. He sensed that she would be relieved not to be heading into the building alone.
Together they explored the smoking, shattered ruins. Weapons and bodies lay next to one another in equal proportions. Clearly, the inhabitants had taken up arms against the interloper, and in turn every one of them had died. That was grisly, but not surprising. Mandalorians didn’t disapprove of illegals per se, but they did take poorly to being shot at.
On the upper floor, Shigar stopped, sensing something living among the carnage. He raised a hand, cautioning the soldier to proceed more slowly, just in case someone thought they were coming to finish the job. She glided smoothly ahead of him, heedless of danger and with her weapon at the ready. He followed soundlessly in her wake, senses tingling.
They found a single survivor huddled behind a shattered crate, a Nawtolan with blaster burns down much of one side and a dart wound to his neck, lying in a pool of his own blood. The blood was spreading fast. He looked up as Shigar bent over him to check his wounds. What Shigar couldn’t tourniquet he could cauterize, but he would have to move fast to have any chance at all.
“Dao Stryver.” The Nautolan’s voice was a guttural growl, not helped by the damage to his throat. “Came out of nowhere.”
“The Mandalorian?” said the soldier. “Is that who you’re talking about?”
The Nautolan nodded. “Dao Stryver. Wanted what we had. Wouldn’t give it to him.”
The soldier took off her helmet. She was surprisingly young, with short dark hair, a strong jaw, and eyes as green as Shigar’s lightsaber. Most startling were the distinctive black markings of Clan Moxla tattooed across her dirty cheeks.
“What did you have, exactly?” she pressed the Nautolan.
The Nautolan’s eyes rolled up into his head. “Cinzia,” he coughed, spraying dark blood across the front of her armor. “Cinzia.”
“And that is … ?” she asked, leaning close as his breathing failed. “Hold on—help’s coming—just hold on!”
Shigar leaned back. There was nothing he could do, not without a proper medpac. The Nautolan had said his last.
“I’m sorry,” he said.
“You’ve no reason to be,” she said, staring down at her hands. “He was a member of the Black Sun, probably a murderer himself.”
“Does that make him evil? Lack of food might have done that, or medicine for his family, or a thousand other things.”
“Bad choices don’t make bad people. Right. But what else do we have to go on down here? Sometimes you have to make a stand, even if you can’t tell who the bad guys are anymore.”
A desperately fatigued look crossed her face, then, and Shigar thought that he understood her a little better. Justice was important, and so was the way people defended it, even if that meant fighting alone sometimes.
“My name is Shigar,” he said in a calming voice.
“Nice to meet you, Shigar,” she said, brightening. “And thanks. You probably saved my life back there.”
“I can’t take any credit for that. I’m sure he didn’t consider either of us worthy opponents.”
“Or maybe he worked out that we didn’t know anything about what he was looking for in the safehouse. Lema Xandret: that was the name he used on me. Ever heard of it?”
“No. Not Cinzia, either.”
She rose to her feet in one movement and cocked her rifle onto her back. “Larin, by the way.”
Her grip was surprisingly strong. “Our clans were enemies, once,” Shigar said.
“Ancient history is the least of our troubles. We’d better move out before the justicars get here.”
He looked around him, at the Nautolan, the other bodies, and the wrecked building. Dao Stryver. Lema Xandret. Cinzia.
“I’m going to talk to my Master,” he said. “She should know there’s a Mandalorian making trouble on Coruscant.”
“All right,” she said, hefting her helmet. “Lead the way.”
“You’re coming with me?”
“Never trust a Konshi. That’s what my mother always said. And if we’re going to stop a war between Dao Stryver and the Black Sun, we have to do it right. Right?”
He barely caught her smile before it disappeared behind her helmet.
“Right,” he said.
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SCRAMBLE LINE ENCRYPTED
STAND BY STAND BY
GEONOSIS FORWARD CONTROL TO FLEET SUPPORT, ORD MANTELL.
PREPARE TO RECEIVE CASEVAC TRANSPORT. MED TRIAGE TEAM ESTIMATE SERIOUS INJURIES, TWELVE THOUSAND, REPEAT TWELVE THOUSAND. WALKING WOUNDED EIGHT THOUSAND, REPEAT EIGHT THOUSAND. ETA TEN HOURS. LOGISTICS PRIORITY FOR BACTA TANK SUPPORT TEAMS.
PREP FOR SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND COMBAT-FIT TROOPS, REPEAT SEVENTY-TWO THOUSAND, PENDING REDEPLOYMENT. PRIORITY WEAPONS SUPPORT FOR COMMANDO UNITS.
THAT IS ALL. OUT.
Republic assault ship Implacable: inbound for extraction from Geonosis. Stand by.
Republic Commando 1136 studied every face in line waiting to board the gunships.
Some were helmeted, and some were not, but—one way or another—they all had his face. And they were all strangers.
“Move it,” the loadmaster shouted, gesturing side-to-side with one outstretched arm. “Come on, shift it, people—fast as you can.” The gunships dropped down in clouds of dust and troopers embarked, some turning to pull comrades inboard so the ships could lift again quickly. There was no reason to scramble for it. They’d done it a thousand times in training; extraction from a real battle was what they’d prepared for. This wasn’t a retreat. They’d grabbed their first victory.
The gunships’ downdraft kicked the red Geonosian soil into the air. RC-1136—Darman—took off his helmet and ran his gauntlet carefully across the pale gray dome, wiping away the dust and noting a few scrapes and burn marks.
The loadmaster turned to him. He was one of the very, very few outsiders whom Darman had ever seen working with the Grand Army, a short, wrinkled Duros with a temper to match. “Are you embarking or what?”
Darman continued wiping his helmet. “I’m waiting for my mates,” he said.
“You shift your shiny silver backside now,” the loadmaster said irritably. “I got a schedule.”
Darman carefully brought up his knuckle plate just under the loadmasters’s chin, and held it there. He didn’t need to eject the vibroblade and he didn’t need to say a word. He’d made his point.
“Well, whenever you’re ready, sir,” the Duros said, stepping back to chivy clone troopers instead. It wasn’t a great idea to upset a commando, especially not one coming down from the adrenaline high of combat.
But there was still no sign of the rest of his squad. Darman knew that there was no point in waiting any longer. They hadn’t called in. Maybe they had comlink failures. Maybe they had made it onto another gunship.
It was the first time in his artificially short life that Darman hadn’t been able to reach out and touch the men he had been raised with.
He waited half a standard hour more anyway, until the gunships became less frequent and the lines of troopers became shorter. Eventually there was nobody standing on the desert plain but him, the Duros loadmaster, and half a dozen clone troopers. It was the last lift of the day.
“You better come now, sir,” the loadmaster said. “There’s nobody unaccounted for. Nobody alive, anyway.”
Darman looked around the horizon one last time, still feeling as if he were turning his back on someone reaching out to him.
“I’m coming,” he said, and brought up the rear of the line. As the gunship lifted, he watched the swirling dust, dwindling rock formations, and scattered shrinking patches of scrub until Geonosis became a blur of dull red.
He could still search the Implacable. It wasn’t over yet.
The gunship slipped into the Implacable’s giant docking bay, and Darman looked down into the cavern, onto a sea of white armor and orderly movement. The first thing that struck him when the gunship killed its thrusters and locked down on its pad was how quiet everyone seemed.
In the crowded bay full of troopers, the air stank of sweat and stale fear and the throat-rasping smell of discharged blaster rifles. But it was so silent that if Darman hadn’t seen the evidence of exhausted and injured men, he’d have believed that nothing significant had happened in the last thirty hours.
The deck vibrated under the soles of his boots. He was still staring down at them, studying the random patterns of Geonosian dust that clung to them, when an identical pair came into view.
“Number?” said a voice that was also his own. The commander swept him with a tally sensor: he didn’t need Darman to tell him his number, or anything else for that matter, because the sensors in the enhanced Katarn armor reported his status silently, electronically. No significant injury. The triage team on Geonosis had waved him past, concentrating on the injured, ignoring both those too badly hurt to help and those who could help themselves. “Are you listening to me? Come on. Talk to me, son.”
“I’m okay, sir,” he said. “Sir, RC-one-one-three-six. I’m not in shock. I’m fine.” He paused. Nobody else was going to call him by his squad nickname—Darman—again. They were all dead, he knew it. Jay, Vin, Taler. He just knew. “Sir, any news of RC-one-one-three-five—”
“No,” said the commander, who had obviously heard similar questions every time he stopped to check. He gestured with the small bar in his hand. “If they’re not in casevac or listed on this sweep, then they didn’t make it.”
It was stupid to ask. Darman should have known better. Clone troopers—and especially Republic commandos—just got on with the job. That was their sole purpose. And they were lucky, their training sergeant had told them; outside, in the ordinary world, every being from every species in the galaxy fretted about their purpose in life, searching for meaning. A clone didn’t need to. Clones knew. They had been perfected for their role, and doubt need never trouble them.
Darman had never known what doubt was until now. No amount of training had prepared him for this. He found a space against a bulkhead and sat down.
A clone trooper settled down next to him, squeezing into the gap and briefly clunking a shoulder plate against his. They glanced at each other. Darman rarely had any contact with the other clones: commandos trained apart from everyone, including ARC troopers. The trooper’s armor was white, lighter, less resistant; commandos enjoyed upgraded protection. And Darman displayed no rank colors.
But they both knew exactly who and what they were.
“Nice Deece,” the trooper said enviously. He was looking at the DC-17: troopers were issued the heavier, lower-spec rifle, the DC-15. “Ion pulse blaster, RPG anti-armor, and sniper?”
“Yeah.” Every item of his gear was manufactured to a higher spec. A trooper’s life was less valuable than a commando’s. It was the way things were, and Darman had never questioned it—not for long, anyway. “Full house.”
“Tidy.” The trooper nodded approval. “Job done, eh?”
“Yeah,” Darman said quietly. “Job done.”
The trooper didn’t say anything else. Maybe he was wary of conversation with commandos. Darman knew what troopers thought about him and his kind. They don’t train like us and they don’t fight like us. They don’t even talk like us. A bunch of prima donnas.
Darman didn’t think he was arrogant. It was just that he could do every job a soldier could be called upon to do, and then some: siege assault, counterinsurgency, hostage extraction, demolitions, assassination, surveillance, and every kind of infantry activity on any terrain and in any environment, at any time. He knew he could, because he’d done it. He’d done it in training, first with simunition and then with live rounds. He’d done it with his squad, the three brothers with whom he’d spent every moment of his conscious life. They’d competed against other squads, thousands just like them, but not like them, because they were squad brothers, and that was special.
He had never been taught how to live apart from the squad, though. Now he would learn the hardest way of all.
Darman had absolute confidence that he was one of the best special ops soldiers ever created. He was undistracted by the everyday concerns of raising a family and making a living, things that his instructors said he was lucky never to know.
But now he was alone. Very, very alone. It was very distracting indeed.
He considered this for a long time in silence. Surviving when the rest of your squad had been killed was no cause for pride. It felt instead like something his training sergeant had described as shame. That was what you felt when you lost a battle, apparently.
But they had won. It was their first battle, and they had won.
The landing ramp of the Implacable eased down, and the bright sunlight of Ord Mantell streamed in. Darman replaced his helmet without thinking and stood in an orderly line, waiting to disembark and be reassigned. He was going to be chilled down, kept in suspended animation until duty called again.
So this was the aftermath of victory. He wondered how much worse defeat might feel.
Imbraani, Qiilura: 40 light-years from Ord Mantell, Tingel Arm
The field of barq flowed from silver to ruby as the wind from the southwest bent the ripening grain in waves. It could have been a perfect late-summer day; instead it was turning into one of the worst days of Etain Tur-Mukan’s life.
Etain had run and run and she had nothing left in her. She flung herself flat between the furrows, not caring where she fell. Etain held her breath as something stinking and wet squelched under her.
The pursuing Weequay couldn’t hear her above the wind, she knew, but she held her breath anyway.
“Hey girlie!” His boots crunched closer. He was panting. “Where you go? Don’t be shy.”
Don’t breathe.
“I got bottle of urrqal. You want to have party?” He had a remarkably large vocabulary for a Weequay, all of it centered on his baser needs. “I fun when you get to know me.”
I should have waited for it to get dark. I could influence his mind, try to make him leave.
But she hadn’t. And she couldn’t, try as she might to concentrate. She was too full of adrenaline and uncontrolled panic.
“Come on, you scrag-end, where are you? I find you …”
He sounded as if he was kicking his way through the crop, and getting closer. If she got up and ran for it, she was dead. If she stayed where she was, he’d find her—eventually. He wasn’t going to get bored, and he wasn’t going to give up.
“Girlie …”
The Weequay’s voice was close, to her right, about twenty meters away. She sipped a strangled breath and clamped her lips shut again, lungs aching, eyes streaming with the effort.
“Girlie …” Closer. He was going to step right on her. “Gir-leeeeee …”
She knew what he’d do when he found her. If she was lucky, he’d kill her afterward.
“Gir—”
The Weequay was interrupted by a loud, wet thwack. He let out a grunt and then there was a second thwack—shorter, sharper, harder. Etain heard a squeal of pain.
“How many times have I got to tell you, di’kut?” It was a different voice, human, with an hard edge of authority. Thwack. “Don’t—waste—my—time.” Another thwack: another squeal. Etain kept her face pressed in the dirt. “You get drunk one more time, you go chasing females one more time, and I’m going to slit you from here to—here.”
The Weequay shrieked. It was the sort of incoherent animal sound that beings made when pain overwhelmed them. Etain had heard too much of that sound in her short time on Qiilura. Then there was silence.
She hadn’t heard the voice before, but she didn’t need to. She knew exactly who it belonged to.
Etain strained to listen, half expecting a heavy boot to suddenly stamp on her back, but all she could hear was the swish and crunch of two pairs of feet wading through the crop. Away from her. She caught snatches of the fading conversation as the wind took it: the Weequay was still being berated.
“… more important …”
What was?
“… later, but right now, di’kut, I need you to … okay? Or I’ll cut …”
Etain waited. Eventually all she could hear was the breath of the wind, the rustling grain, and the occasional fluting call of a ground-eel seeking a mate. She allowed herself to breathe normally again, but still she waited, facedown in ripe manure, until dusk started to fall. She had to move now. The gdans would be out hunting, combing the fields in packs. On top of that, the smell that hadn’t bothered her while she was gripped by terror was starting to really bother her now.
She eased herself up on her elbows, then her knees, and looked around.
Why did they have to manure barq so late in the season anyway? She fumbled in the pockets of her cloak for a cloth. Now if only she could find a stream, she could clean herself up. She pulled a handful of stalks, crushed them into a ball, and tried to scrape off the worst of the dung and debris stuck to her.
“That’s a pretty expensive crop to be using for that,” a voice said.
Etain gulped in a breath and spun around to find a local in a grubby smock scowling at her. He looked thin, worn out, and annoyed; he was holding a threshing tool. “Do you know how much that stuff’s worth?”
“I’m sorry,” she said. Sliding her hand carefully inside her cloak, she felt for the familiar cylinder. She hadn’t wanted the Weequay to know that she was a Jedi, but if this farmer was considering turning her in for a few loaves or a bottle of urrqal, she’d need her lightsaber handy. “It was your barq or my life, I’m afraid.”
The farmer stared at the crushed stalks and the scattered bead-like grains, tight-lipped. Yes, barq fetched a huge price in the restaurants of Coruscant: it was a luxury, and the people who grew it for export couldn’t afford it. That didn’t seem to bother the Neimoidians who controlled the trade. It never did.
“I’ll pay for the damage,” Etain said, her hand still inside the cloak.
“What were they after you for?” the farmer asked, ignoring her offer.
“The usual,” she said.
“Oh-ah, you’re not that good looking.”
“Charming.”
“I know who you are.”
Oh no. Her grip closed. “You do?”
“I reckon.”
A little more food for his family. A few hours’ drunken oblivion, courtesy of urrqal. That was all she was to him. He made as if to step closer and she drew her arm clear of her cloak, because she was fed up with running and she didn’t like the look of that threshing tool.
Vzzzzzmmmm.
“Oh, great,” the farmer sighed, eyeing the shaft of pure blue light. “Not one of you lot. That’s all we need.”
“Yes,” she said, and held the lightsaber steady in front of her face. Her stomach had knotted, but she kept her voice under control. “I am Padawan Etain Tur-Mukan. You can try to turn me in, if you want to test my skill, but I’d prefer that you help me instead. Your call, sir.”
The farmer stared at the lightsaber as if he was trying to work out a price for it. “Didn’t help your Master much, that thing, did it?”
“Master Fulier was unfortunate. And betrayed.” She lowered the lightsaber but didn’t cut the beam. “Are you going to help me?”
“We’re going to have Ghez Hokan’s thugs all over us if I—”
“I think they’re busy,” Etain said.
“What do you want from us?”
“Shelter, for the moment.”
The farmer sucked his teeth thoughtfully. “Okay. Come on, Padawan—”
“Get used to calling me Etain, please.” She thumbed off the lightsaber: the light died with a ffumm sound, and she slipped the hilt back inside her cloak. “Just to be on the safe side.”
Etain trailed after him, trying not to smell herself, but it was hard, nauseatingly hard. Even a scent-hunting gdan wouldn’t recognize her as a human. It was getting dark now, and the farmer kept glancing over his shoulder at her.
“Oh-ah.” He shook his head, engaged in some internal conversation. “I’m Birhan, and this is my land. And I thought you lot were supposed to be able to use some sort of mind control tricks.”
“How do you know I haven’t?” Etain lied.
“Oh-ah,” he said, and nothing more.
She wasn’t going to volunteer the obvious if he hadn’t spotted it for himself. A disappointment to her Master, she was clearly not the best of the bunch. She struggled with the Force and she grappled with self-discipline, and she was here because she and Master Fulier happened to be nearby when a job needed doing. Fulier never could resist a challenge and long odds, and it looked as if he’d paid the price. They hadn’t found his body yet, but there had been no word from him, either.
Yes, Etain was a Padawan, technically speaking.
She just happened to be one who was a breath away from building permadomes in refugee camps. She reasoned that part of a Jedi’s skill was the simple use of psychology. And if Birhan wanted to think the Force was strong in her, and that there was a lot more behind the external shell of a gawky, plain girl covered in stinking dung, then that was fine by her.
It would keep her alive a little longer while she worked out what to do next.
Fleet Support, Ord Mantell, barrack block 5 Epsilon
It was a waste, a rotten waste.
RC-1309 busied himself maintaining his boots. He cleaned out the clamps, blowing the red dust clear with a squirt of air from the pressure gun. He rinsed the liners and shook them dry. There was no point being idle while he was waiting to be chilled down.
“Sergeant?”
He looked up. The commando who had walked in placed his survival pack, armor, and black bodysuit on the bunk opposite and stared back. His readout panel identified him as RC-8015.
“I’m Fi,” he said, and held out his hand for shaking. “So you lost your squad, too.”
“Niner,” RC-1309 said without taking the proffered hand. “So, ner vod—my brother—you’re the sole survivor?”
“Yes.”
“Did you hold back while your brothers pressed on? Or were you just lucky?”
Fi stood there with his hands on his hips, identical to Niner in every way except that he was … different. He spoke a little differently. He smelled subtly different. He moved his hands … not like Niner’s squad did, not at all.
“I did my job,” Fi said carefully. “And I’d rather be with them than here … ner vod.”
Niner considered him for a while, and went back to cleaning his boots. Fi put his kit in the locker beside the bunks, then swung himself up into the top rack in one smooth motion. He folded his arms under his head very precisely and lay staring up at the bulkhead as if he were meditating.
If he had been Sev, Niner would have known exactly what he was doing, even without looking. But Sev was gone.
Clone troopers lost brothers in training. So did commandos. But troopers were socialized with whole sections, platoons, companies, even regiments, and that meant that even after the inevitable deaths and removals during live exercises, there were still plenty of people around you whom you knew well. Commandos worked solely with each other.
Niner had lost everyone he had grown up with, and so had Fi.
He’d lost a brother before—Two-Eight—on exercise. The three survivors had welcomed the replacement, although they had always felt he was slightly different—a little distant—as if he had never quite believed he’d been accepted.
But they performed to expected levels of excellence together—and as long as they did, their Kaminoan technicians and motley band of alien instructors didn’t seem to care how they felt about it.
But the commandos cared. They just kept it to themselves.
“It was a waste,” Niner said.
“What was?” Fi said.
“Deploying us in an operation like Geonosis. It was an infantry job. Not special ops.”
“That sounds like criticism of—”
“I’m just making the point that we couldn’t perform to maximum effectiveness.”
“Understood. Maybe when we’re revived we’ll be able to do what we’re really trained for.”
Niner wanted to say that he missed his squad, but that wasn’t something to confide in a stranger. He inspected his boots and was satisfied. Then he stood up and spread his bodysuit flat on the mattress and checked it for vacuum integrity with the sweep-sensor in his glove. It was a ritual so ingrained in him that he hardly thought about it: maintain boots, suit, and armor plates, recalibrate helmet systems, check heads-up display, strip down and reassemble DC-17, empty and repack survival pack. Done. It took him twenty-six minutes and twenty seconds, give or take two seconds. Well-maintained gear was often the difference between life and death. So was two seconds.
He closed the top of his pack with a clack and secured the seal. Then he checked the catches that held the separate ordnance pack to see that they were moving freely. That mattered when he needed to jettison explosive materials fast. When he glanced up, Fi was propped on one elbow, looking down at him from the bunk.
“Dry rations go on the fifth layer,” he said.
Niner always packed them farther down, between his spare rappelling line and his hygiene kit. “In your squad, maybe,” he said, and carried on.
Fi took the hint and rolled over on his back again, no doubt to meditate on how differently things might be done in the future.
After a while he started singing very quietly, almost under his breath: Kom’rk tsad droten troch nyn ures adenn, Dha Werda Verda a’den tratu. They were the wrath of the warrior’s shadow and the gauntlet of the Republic; Niner knew the song. It was a traditional Mandalorian war chant, designed to boost the morale of normal men who needed a bit of psyching up before a fight. The words had been altered a little to have meaning for the armies of clone warriors.
We don’t need all that, Niner thought. We were born to fight, nothing else.
But he found himself joining in anyway. It was a comfort. He placed his gear in the locker, rolled onto his bunk, and matched note and beat perfectly with Fi, two identical voices in the deserted barrack room.
Niner would have traded every remaining moment of his life for a chance to rerun the previous day’s engagement. He would have held Sev and DD back; he would have sent O-Four west with the E-Web cannon.
But he hadn’t.
Gra’tua cuun hett su dralshy’a. Our vengeance burns brighter still.
Fi’s voice trailed off into silence the merest fraction of a section before Niner’s. He heard him swallow hard.
“I was up there with them, Sarge,” he said quietly. “I didn’t hang back. Not at all.”
Niner closed his eyes. He regretted hinting that Fi might have done anything less.
“I know, brother,” he said. “I know.”
REBELLION
(0–5 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
This is the period of the classic Star Wars movie trilogy—A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi—in which a ragtag band of Rebels battles the Empire, and Luke Skywalker learns the ways of the Force and must avoid his father’s fate.
During this time, the Empire controls nearly the entire settled galaxy. Out in the Rim worlds, Imperial stormtroopers suppress uprisings with brutal efficiency, many alien species have been enslaved, and entire star systems are brutally exploited by the Empire’s war machine. In the central systems, however, most citizens support the Empire, weighing misgivings about its harsh methods against the memories of the horror and chaos of the Clone Wars. Few dare to openly oppose Emperor Palpatine’s rule.
But the Rebel Alliance is growing. Rebel cells strike in secret from hidden bases scattered among the stars, encouraging some of the braver Senators to speak out against the Empire. When the Rebels learn that the Empire is building the Death Star, a space station with enough firepower to destroy entire planets, Princess Leia Organa, who represents her homeworld, Alderaan, in the Senate and is secretly a high-ranking member of the Rebel Alliance, receives the plans for the battle station and flees in search of the exiled Jedi Master Obi-Wan Kenobi.
Thus begin the events that lead her to meet the smuggler and soon-to-be hero Han Solo, to discover her long-lost brother, Luke Skywalker, and to help the Rebellion take down the Emperor and restore democracy to the galaxy: the events of the three films A New Hope, The Empire Strikes Back, and Return of the Jedi.
If you’re a reader looking for places to jump in and explore the Rebellion-era novels, here are five great places to start:
• Death Star, by Michael Reaves and Steve Perry: The story of the construction of the massive battle station, touching on the lives of the builders, planners, soldiers, and support staff who populate the monstrous vessel, as well as the masterminds behind the design and those who intend to make use of it: the Emperor and Darth Vader.
• The Mandalorian Armor, by K. W. Jeter: The famous bounty hunter Boba Fett stars in a twisty tale of betrayal within the galactic underworld, highlighted by a riveting confrontation between bounty hunters and a band of Hutts.
• Shadows of the Empire, by Steve Perry: A tale of the shadowy parts of the Empire and an underworld criminal mastermind who is out to kill Luke Skywalker, while our other heroes try to figure out how to rescue Han Solo, who has been frozen in carbonite for delivery to Jabba the Hutt.
• Tales of the Bounty Hunters, edited by Kevin J. Anderson: The bounty hunters summoned by Darth Vader to capture the Millennium Falcon tell their stories in this anthology of short tales, culminating with Daniel Keys Moran’s elegiac “The Last One Standing.”
• Luke Skywalker and the Shadows of Mindor, by Matthew Stover: A tale set shortly after the events of Return of the Jedi, in which Luke must defeat the flamboyant dark sider known as Lord Shadowspawn while the pilots of Rogue Squadron duel his servants amid tumbling asteroids.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the Rebellion era.
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FLIGHT DECK, IMPERIAL-CLASS STAR DESTROYER STEEL TALON, POLAR ORBIT, PLANET DESPAYRE, HORUZ SYSTEM, ATRIVIS SECTOR, OUTER RIM TERRITORIES
The alert siren screamed, a piercing wail that couldn’t be ignored by any being on board with ears and a pulse. It had one thing to say, and it said it loud and clear:
Scramble!
Lieutenant Commander Villian “Vil” Dance came out of a deep sleep at the blaring alarm, sat up, and leapt from his rack to the expanded metal deck of the Ready Room quarters. Save for the helmet, he already wore his space suit, one of the first things an on-call TIE pilot learned to do was sleep in full battle gear. He ran for the door, half a step ahead of the next pilot to awaken. He grabbed his headgear, darted into the hall and turned to the right, then sprinted for the launching bay.
It could be a drill; there had been plenty of those lately to keep the pilots on their toes. But maybe this time it wasn’t. One could always hope.
Vil ran into the assembly area. A-grav on the flight deck was kept at slightly below one g, so that the pilots, all of whom were human or humanoid, could move a little faster and get to their stations a little sooner. The smell of launch lube was acrid in the cold air, and the pulsing lights painted the area in bright, primary flashes. Techs scrambled, getting the TIE fighters to final-set for takeoff, while pilots ran toward the craft. Vil noticed that it was just his squad being scrambled. Must not be a big problem, whatever it was.
Command always said it didn’t matter which unit you got. TIE fighters were all the same, down to the last nut and bolt, but even so, every pilot had his or her favorite ship. You weren’t supposed to personalize them, of course, but there were ways to tell—a scratch here, a scuff mark there … after a while, you got to where you knew which fighter was which. And no matter what Command said, some were better than others—a little faster, a little tighter in the turns, the laser cannons a hair quicker to fire when you touched the stud. Vil happened to know that his assigned ship this rotation was Black-11, one of his favorites. Maybe it was pure superstition, but he breathed just a little easier, knowing that particular craft had his name on it this time around.
The command officer on deck, Captain Rax Exeter, waved Vil over.
“Cap, what’s up? Another drill?”
“Negative, Lieutenant. A group of prisoners somehow managed to take over one of the new Lambda-class shuttles. They’re trying to get far enough away to make the jump to hyperspace. That isn’t going to happen on my watch. The ID codes and tracking will be in your fighter’s computer. Don’t let ’em get away, son.”
“No, sir. What about the crew?” Vil knew the new shuttles carried only a pilot and copilot.
“Assumed dead. These are bad guys doing this, Dance—traitors and murderers. That’s reason enough to cook them, but we do not want them getting away to tell anybody what the Empire is doing out here, do we?”
“No, sir!”
“Go, Lieutenant, go!”
Vil nodded, not bothering to salute, then turned and ran. As he did, he put his helmet on and locked it into place. The hiss of air into his face was metallic and cool as the suit’s system went online. It felt very comforting. The vac suit’s extreme-temp-resistant weave of durasteel and plastoid, along with the polarizing densecris helmet, were the only things that would protect him from hard vacuum. Suit failure could make a strong man lose consciousness in under ten seconds, and die in under a minute. He’d seen it happen.
TIE fighters, in order to save mass, had no defensive shield generators, no hyperdrive capability, and no emergency life-support systems. They were thus fragile, but fast, and that was fine with Vil. He’d rather dodge enemy fire than hope it would bounce off. There was no skill in piloting some lumbering chunk of durasteel; might as well be sitting with your feet up at a turbolaser console back on the ship. Where was the fun in that?
The TIE tech had the hatch up on Black-11 as Vil arrived at the gantry above the ship. It was the work of an instant to clamber down and into the fighter’s snug cockpit.
The hatch came down and hissed shut. Vil touched the power-up stud, and the inside of the TIE—named for the twin ion engines that drove it—lit up. He scanned the controls with a quick and experienced eye. All systems were green.
The tech raised his hand in question. Vil waved back. “Go!”
“Copy that, ST-One-One. Prepare for insertion.”
Vil felt his lips twitch in annoyance. The Empire was determined to erase all signs of individuality in its pilots, on the absurd theory that nameless, faceless operators were somehow more effective. Thus the classification numbers, the anonymous flight suits and helmets, and the random rotation of spacecraft. The standardizing approach had worked reasonably well in the Clone Wars, but there was one important difference here: neither Vil nor any other TIE pilot that he knew of was a clone. None of the members of Alpha Squad had any intention of being reduced to automata. If that was what the Empire really wanted, let them use droid pilots and see how well that worked.
His musing was interrupted by the small jolt of the cycling rack below the gantry kicking on. Vil’s ship began to move toward the launching bay door. He saw the tech slip his own helmet on and lock it down.
Already the bay pumps were working full blast, depressurizing the area. By the time the launch doors were open, the air would be cycled. Vil took a deep breath, readying himself for the heavy hand of g-force that would push him back into the seat when the engines hurled him forward.
Launch Control’s voice crackled in his headphones. “Alpha Squad Leader, stand by for launch.”
“Copy,” Vil said. The launch doors pulled back with tantalizing slowness, the hydraulic thrum of their movement made audible by conduction through the floor and Black-11’s frame.
“You are go for launch in five, four, three, two … go!”
Outside the confines of the Star Destroyer, the vastness of space enveloped Lieutenant Vil Dance as the ion engines pushed the TIE past the last stray wisps of frozen air and into the infinite dark. He grinned. He always did. He couldn’t help it.
Back where I belong …
The flat blackness of space surrounded him. Behind him, he knew, the Steel Talon was seemingly shrinking as they pulled away from it. “Down” and to port was the curvature of the prison planet. Though they were in polar orbit, Despayre’s axial tilt showed more of the night side than day. The dark hemisphere was mostly unrelieved blackness, with a few lonely lights here and there.
Vil flicked his comm—though it came on automatically at launch, a good pilot always toggled it, just to be sure. “Alpha Squad, pyramid formation on me as soon as you are clear,” he said. “Go to tactical channel five, that’s tac-fiver, and log in.”
Vil switched his own comm channel to five. It was a lower-powered band with a shorter range, but that was the point—you didn’t want the enemy overhearing you. And in some cases, it wasn’t a good idea for the comm officer monitoring you back on the base ship to be privy to conversations, either. They tended to be a bit more informal than the Empire liked.
There came a chorus of “Copy, Alpha Leader!” from the other eleven pilots in his squad as they switched over to the new channel.
It took only a few seconds for the last fighter to launch, and only a few more for the squad to form behind Vil.
“What’s the drill, Vil?” That from Benjo, aka ST-1-2, his second in command and right panelman.
“Alpha Squadron, we have a Lambda-class shuttle captured by prisoners. They are running for hyper. Either they give up and come back, or we dust ’em.”
“Lambda-class? That’s one of the new ones, right? They have any guns?”
Vil sighed. That was Raar Anyell, a Corellian like Vil himself, but not somebody you’d want to hold up as a prime example of the human species. “Don’t you bother to read the boards at all, Anyell?”
“I was just about to do that, sir, when the alarm went off. Was looking right at ’em. Had the latest notices right in my hand. Sir.”
The other pilots laughed, and even Vil had to grin. Anyell was a foul-up everywhere except in the cockpit, but he was a good enough pilot that Vil was willing to give him some slice.
His sensor screen pinged, giving him an image of their quarry. He altered course to intercept.
“Anybody else behind on his homework, listen up,” he said. “The Lambda-class shuttle is twenty meters long, has a top speed of fourteen hundred g, a Class-One hyperdrive, and can carry twenty troops in full battle gear—probably a couple more convicts in civvies.
“The ship carries three double-blaster cannons and two double-laser cannons. It can’t accelerate worth a wheep and it turns slower than a comet, but if you get in its sights, it can blow you to itty-bitty pieces. It would be embarrassing to have to inform your family you got shot apart by a shuttle, so stay alert.”
There came another chorus of acknowledgments:
“Copy, sir.”
“Yes, sir!”
“No sweat.”
“Anyell, I didn’t hear your response.”
“Oh, sorry, sir, I was taking a little nap. What was the question?”
Before the squad commander could reply, the shuttle suddenly loomed ahead. It was running as silently as possible, with no lights, but as its orbit brought it across the terminator and out of Despayre’s night side, the sunlight struck rays from its hull.
“There is our target, four kilometers dead ahead. I want a fast flyby so they can see us, and then I want a fountain pattern dispersal and loop, two klicks minimum distance and bracket, one, four, four, and two, you know who you are. I’ll move in close and have a word with whoever they have flying the stolen spacecraft.”
Benjo: “Aw, Lieutenant, come on, let us have a shot, too.”
“Negative. If you had a clue about the vessel, I might, but since you’re just as likely to shoot each other as the quarry, you’ll hold the bracket.”
More acknowledgments, but without much enthusiasm. He couldn’t blame his squad—they hadn’t had any action except drills since they’d been assigned to this project—but his secondary goal was to bring all his men back alive. The primary, of course, was to accomplish their mission. He didn’t need a squad for this; any fighter pilot worth his spit should be able to deal with a lumbering shuttle, even one with the new-vehicle smell still in it. The Lambda’s delta vee wasn’t all that efficient, but with constant drive it could get above the solar plane and far enough out of the planet’s gravity well to engage its hyperdrive fairly soon—and once it was in the chute, they’d never find it.
But that wasn’t going to happen.
The pyramid-shaped formation zipped past the fleeing shuttle, close enough for Vil to see the pilot sitting in the command seat. He didn’t look surprised, of course—he would have seen them coming on the sensors. But he couldn’t outrun them, couldn’t dodge, and no way could he take out a full squad of TIE fighters even if he was the best gunner who’d ever lived, not in that boat. And anyway, Vil wasn’t going to give him the opportunity to try.
The squad flowered into the dispersal maneuver as ordered, looping out and away to their assigned positions, angled pressor beams in their arrays providing maneuverability. Vil pulled a high-g tight turn and came around to parallel the shuttle a few hundred meters away, slightly above it. He watched the wing turrets closely. As soon as they started to track him, he jinked to port, then to starboard, slowed, then sped up. They tried to keep up with him, but they were a hair too slow.
Vil toggled to a wide-band channel. They’d hear this back in the Destroyer, he knew.
“Attention, shuttle RLH-One. Turn the craft around and proceed immediately to Star Destroyer Steel Talon’s tractor beam range.”
There was no answer; nothing but the slight hiss of the carrier.
“Shuttle craft, do you copy my transmission?”
Another pause. Then: “Yeah, we hear you, rocketjock. We aren’t of a mind to do that.”
Vil looked at his control panel. They were two minutes away from Minimum Safe Distance—the point far enough from Despayre where they could safely attempt the jump to lightspeed. Jump too close to a planet’s gravity well and the shift would tear the vessel apart. If the guy he was talking to had enough skill to fly the shuttle, he’d know that. His control panel would tell him when he reached MSD, and then it would be over. Lieutenant Dance would have failed a mission, for the first time.
Never happen, he thought. “Turn it around, or we will fire,” he said.
“You’d do that? Just blow us apart? Essentially murder fifteen men—and two women? One of them is old enough to be your granny. You can live with that?”
He was stalling for time, Vil knew. The beings on that shuttle were bad enough to have been sent to the galaxy’s number one prison planet, and the Imperial courts didn’t bother to do that with petty thieves or traffic violators. His granny hadn’t robbed any banks or killed anybody. Not that he knew of, anyway.
“Shuttle pilot, I say again—”
Vil saw the port turret on the shuttle open up. He cut across the craft’s flight path, angling away aft as the starboard gun began firing. He hit his thrusters full, coming up in a half loop and twisting away from the incoming laserfire.
Even a good gunner couldn’t have spiked him at this angle, and these guys weren’t anywhere close to good enough. Still, the pulsed incandescent beams came close.
“Lieutenant—!” That from Benjo.
“Hold your position, Alpha Squad, there’s no problem here.” Cool and calm. Like discussing what they might be having for dinner.
He zipped Black-11 out of range.
The clock was running down. Less than a minute to MSD.
“Last chance, shuttle. Turn it around. Now.”
In answer, the pilot pulled the shuttle topward so his gunners could get a better angle. They started shooting again.
The shots were wild, but there was always a chance a stray beam could hit you, even by accident. And wouldn’t that be a glorious end to an unblemished career? To be killed by a convict on a milking shuttle?
Enough of this. Vil hit the drive controls and damped the thrust to zero. Then he pushed the throttles to full, angled to port and topside, did a roll and loop, and came around, driving at the shuttle amidships.
He pressed the fire-control button.
Black-11 spat twin laser bolts from the low-temp tips—blip-blip, blip-blip, blip-blip—
Vil Dance was a better-than-average shooter. The bolts ripped into the shuttle, chewed it up, and as he overflew and peeled away to starboard-downside, the Lambda blew apart, shattering into at least half a dozen large pieces and hundreds of smaller ones amid a cloud of flash-frozen air, liquid, and debris.
And pinwheeling bodies.
Vil switched back to tac-five. “Anyell, Lude, move in and check for survivors.” He kept his voice calm, emotionless, no big deal. His pulse was racing, but they didn’t have to know that. Let them think his heart pumped liquid oxy.
“None of ’em were wearing suits, Lieutenant,” Lude said a moment later. “No survivors. Too bad about that brand-new ship.”
“Good hit, Vil,” Benjo said. “Congratulations.”
Vil felt a warm glow of satisfaction. It had been a good hit. And they had been firing at him, so it wasn’t like shooting yorks in a canister. It had been a righteous response.
He switched back to the main op-chan. “Fighter Control, this is ST-One-One, Lieutenant Vil Dance of TIE fighter Alpha Squadron. Mission accomplished. You might want to send out a recovery vessel to pick up the pieces.”
“Copy, ST-One-One,” said Captain Exeter. “Good job.”
“Thank you, sir. Let’s return to base, Alpha Squad.”
Vil smiled as he waited for his team to form up again. This was the best job in the galaxy, being a fighter pilot. He couldn’t imagine a better one. He was young, not even twenty-five yet, and already a legend among his peers—and among the ladies as well. Life was good.
As they started for the Destroyer, Vil saw in the distance the frame of the gigantic battle station that was being built in planetary orbit. They were a hundred kilometers away from the structure, and it was still skeletal, its interior construction only just begun, but even so, it looked impossibly huge at this distance. It was to be the size of a small moon when it was finished, dwarfing the largest Star Destroyer.
Incredible to think about. And if he kept racking up missions like the one just completed, there was a very good chance that he would be assigned as unit commander on board the new station.
He led his squad back to the equatorial launching bay. Looking at the awe-inspiring base, he felt a surge of pride in the Empire, and a feeling of gratitude at being a part of the Tarkin Doctrine’s glorious mission. There was no official appellation or designation, other than battle station, that he knew of for the Grand Moff’s vision, but there was a name for it that everybody he knew, officers and enlisted alike, used.
They called it the Death Star.
THE NEW REPUBLIC
(5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
The destruction of the second Death Star and the death of Emperor Palpatine—the climactic conclusion of Return of the Jedi—has shaken the Empire to its core. While the remnant of the loyal Imperials settles in for a long, drawn-out last stand, the victorious Rebel Alliance and its supporters found a galactic governing authority they name the New Republic. Troops and warships are donated to the cause, as New Republic military leaders forge plans to seize Imperial fortress worlds, invade the Core Worlds, and retake Coruscant itself. Eventually, the Imperial Remnant is pushed back to a small part of the Outer Rim, and the New Republic is finally able to focus on restoring just and democratic government to the galaxy.
At last the heroes of the Rebellion are free to pursue their own lives. Han and Leia marry … but before the birth of their twins, Jacen and Jaina, the galaxy is once again torn asunder by war, as the Imperial forces—under the control of military mastermind Grand Admiral Thrawn—step up their campaign of raids against the New Republic. Even after Thrawn is defeated, the Imperial forces forge on, harrying the New Republic and Luke’s nascent Jedi academy—the start of Luke’s dream to rebuild the Jedi Order from the ground up. Plagues, insurrections, and rogue warlords add to the chaos and push the New Republic back a step for every two steps it takes forward in its quest for peace and prosperity for all. Meanwhile, Leia becomes Chief of State of the New Republic, and the Solos’ third child, a boy they name Anakin, after his grandfather, is born; Luke has met Mara Jade, a secret dark side apprentice to the Emperor whom he helps bring into the light, and the two subsequently fall in love and marry.
Finally, after a series of further setbacks and plots against the young galactic government and Luke’s Jedi, a peace treaty formally ends the long conflict between the New Republic and the remnants of the Empire. The events of these years are the answer to the question … “What happened after the movies?”
If you’re a reader looking to dive into the New Republic era, here are three great starting points:
• X-Wing: Rogue Squadron, by Michael A. Stackpole: A taste of life at the edge, Rogue Squadron and the subsequent X-Wing novels bring to life Wedge Antilles and his brave, sometimes rambunctious fellow pilots in fast-paced adventures that switch smoothly and easily between entertaining repartee and tense battlefield action.
• Heir to the Empire, by Timothy Zahn: The book that reintroduced a generation of fans to Star Wars is full of the elements that made the movies great—space battles, intriguing villains, and derring-do.
• Before the Storm, by Michael P. Kube-McDowell: With a harder sci-fi edge to Star Wars, this novel features the classic heroes Han, Luke, and Leia, and explores everything from military forensics to the nature of the Force.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Republic era.
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You’re good, Corran, but you’re no Luke Skywalker. Corran Horn’s cheeks still burned at the memory of Commander Antilles’s evaluation of his last simulator exercise. The line had been a simple comment, not meant to be cruel nor delivered that way, but it cut deep into Corran. I’ve never tried to suggest I’m that good of a pilot.
He shook his head. No, you just wanted it to be self-evident and easily recognized by everyone around you. Reaching out he flicked the starter switches for the X-wing simulator’s engines. “Green One has four starts and is go.” All around him in the cockpit various switches, buttons, and monitors flashed to life. “Primary and secondary power is at full.”
Ooryl Qrygg, his Gand wingman, reported similar start-up success in a high-pitched voice. “Green Two is operational.”
Green Three and Four checked in, then the external screens came alive projecting an empty starfield. “Whistler, have you finished the navigation calculations?”
The green and white R2 unit seated behind Corran hooted, then the navdata spilled out over Corran’s main monitor. He punched a button sending the same coordinates out to the other pilots in Green Flight. “Go to light speed and rendezvous on the Redemption.”
As Corran engaged the X-wing’s hyperdrive, the stars elongated themselves into white cylinders, then snapped back into pinpoints and began to revolve slowly, transforming themselves into a tunnel of white light. Corran fought the urge to use the stick to compensate for the roll. In space, and especially hyperspace, up and down were relative. How his ship moved through hyperspace didn’t really matter—as long as it remained on the course Whistler had calculated and had attained sufficient velocity before entering hyperspace, he’d arrive intact.
Flying into a black hole would actually make this run easier. Every pilot dreaded the Redemption run. The scenario was based on an Imperial attack on evacuation ships back before the first Death Star had been destroyed. While the Redemption waited for three Medevac shuttles and the corvette Korolev to dock and off-load wounded, the Imperial frigate Warspite danced around the system and dumped out TIE fighters and added bombers to the mix to do as much damage as they could.
The bombers, with a full load of missiles, could do a lot of damage. All the pilots called the Redemption scenario by another name: the Requiem scenario. The Warspite would only deploy four starfighters and a half-dozen bombers—known in pilot slang as “eyeballs” and “dupes” respectively—but it would do so in a pattern that made it all but impossible for the pilots to save the Korolev. The corvette was just one big target, and the TIE bombers had no trouble unloading all their missiles into it.
Stellar pinpoints elongated again as the fighter came out of hyperspace. Off to the port side Corran saw the Redemption. Moments later Whistler reported that the other fighters and all three Medevac shuttles had arrived. The fighters checked in and the first shuttle began its docking maneuver with the Redemption.
“Green One, this is Green Four.”
“Go ahead, Four.”
“By the book, or are we doing something fancy?”
Corran hesitated before answering. By book, Nawara Ven had referred to the general wisdom about the scenario. It stated that one pilot should play fleethund and race out to engage the first TIE flight while the other three fighters remained in close as backup. As long as three fighters stayed at home, it appeared, the Warspite dropped ships off at a considerable distance from the Korolev. When they didn’t, it got bolder and the whole scenario became very bloody.
The problem with going by the book was that it wasn’t a very good strategy. It meant one pilot had to deal with five TIEs—two eyeballs and three dupes—all by himself, then turn around and engage five more. Even with them coming in waves, the chances of being able to succeed against those odds were slim.
Doing it any other way was disastrous. Besides, what loyal son of Corellia ever had any use for odds?
“By the book. Keep the home fires burning and pick up after me.”
“Done. Good luck.”
“Thanks.” Corran reached up with his right hand and pressed it against the lucky charm he wore on a chain around his neck. Though he could barely feel the coin through his gloves and the thick material of his flight suit, the familiar sensation of the metal resting against his breastbone brought a smile to his face. It worked for you a lot, Dad, let’s hope all its luck hasn’t run out yet.
He openly acknowledged that he’d been depending quite a bit on luck to see him through the difficulties of settling in with the Alliance forces. Learning the slang took some work—moving from calling TIE starfighters “eyeballs” to calling Interceptors “squints” made a certain amount of sense, but many other terms had been born of logic that escaped him. Everything about the Rebellion seemed odd in comparison to his previous life and fitting in had not been easy.
Nor will be winning this scenario.
The Korolev materialized and moved toward the Redemption, prompting Corran to begin his final check. He’d mulled the scenario over in his mind time and time again. In previous runs, when he served as a home guard to someone else’s fleethund, he’d had Whistler record traces on the TIE timing patterns, flight styles, and attack vectors. While different cadets flew the TIE half of the simulations, the craft dictated their performance and a lot of their initial run sequence had been preprogrammed.
A sharp squawk from Whistler alerted Corran to the Warspite’s arrival. “Great, eleven klicks aft.” Pulling the stick around to the right, Corran brought the X-wing into a wide turn. At the end of it he punched the throttle up to full power. Hitting another switch up to the right, he locked the S-foils into attack position. “Green One engaging.”
Rhysati’s voice came cool and strong through the radio. “Be all over them like drool on a Hutt.”
“I’ll do my best, Green Three.” Corran smiled and waggled the X-wing as he flew back through the Alliance formation and out toward the Warspite. Whistler announced the appearance of three TIE bombers with a low tone, then brought the sound up as two TIE fighters joined them.
“Whistler, tag the bombers as targets one, two, and three.” As the R2 unit complied with that order, Corran pushed shield power full to front and brought his laser targeting program up on the main monitor. With his left hand he adjusted the sighting calibration knob on the stick and got the two fighters. Good, looks like three klicks between the eyeballs and the bombers.
Corran’s right hand again brushed the coin beneath his flight suit. He took a deep breath, exhaled slowly, then settled his hand on the stick and let his thumb hover over the firing button. At two klicks the heads-up display painted a yellow box around the lead TIE fighter. The box went green as the fighter’s image locked into the HUD’s targeting cross and Whistler’s shrill bleat filled the cockpit. Corran’s thumb hit the button, sending three bursts of laser bolts at the lead fighter.
The first set missed but the second and third blasted through the spherical cockpit. The hexagonal solar panels snapped off and spun forward through space while the ion engines exploded into an expanding ball of incandescent gas.
Corran kicked the X-wing up in a ninety-degree snap-roll and sliced through the center of the explosion. Laser fire from the second fighter lit up his forward shields, making it impossible for him to get a good visual line on the TIE. Whistler yowled, complaining about being a target. Corran hurried a shot and knew he hit, but the TIE flashed past and continued on in at the Korolev.
Time to write a new chapter for the book on the Requiem scenario. Corran throttled back almost all the way to zero and let the X-wing decelerate. “Whistler, bring up target one.”
The image of the first TIE bomber filled his monitor. Corran switched over to proton torpedo target control. The HUD changed to a larger box and Whistler began beeping as he worked supplying data to the targeting computer for a missile lock.
“Green One, your velocity is down to one percent. Do you need help?”
“Negative, Green Two.”
“Corran, what are you doing?”
“Making the book a short story.” I hope.
The HUD went red and Whistler’s tone became constant. Corran punched the button and launched the first missile. “Acquire target two.” The HUD flashed yellow, then red, and the pilot launched the second missile.
Numbers scrolled away to zero as the missiles streaked in at their targets. Two kilometers away the first missile hit, shredding the first TIE bomber. Seconds later the second missile hit its target. A novalike explosion lit the simulator’s cockpit, then melted into the blackness of space.
“Acquire target three.”
Even as he gave the order he knew the rate of closure between the bomber and his ship would make the last missile shot all but impossible. “Cancel three.” Corran throttled up again as the third bomber sailed past and brought his ship around. He switched back to laser targeting and climbed right up on the bomber’s stern.
The dupe’s pilot tried to evade him. He juked the double-hulled ship to the left, then started a long turn to the right, but Corran was of no mind to lose him. He cut his speed, which kept the bomber in front of him, then followed it in its turn. As he leveled out again on its tail, he triggered two laser bursts and the targeting computer reported hull damage.
The bomber’s right wing came up in a roll and Corran did the same thing. Had he continued to fly level, the X-wing’s lasers would have passed on either side of the bomber’s fuselage, giving the bomber a few seconds more of life. Keeping the bomber centered in his crosshairs, Corran hit twice more and the bulky craft disintegrated before him.
Pushing his throttle to full, Corran scanned for the fighter he’d missed. He found it two klicks out and going in toward the Korolev. He also found five more TIEs coming in from the other side of the corvette, eighteen kilometers away. Damn, the bomber took more time than I had to give it.
He brought the torpedo targeting program back up and locked on to the remaining fighter. The HUD seemed to take forever before it went red and acquired a lock. Corran fired a missile and watched it blast through the fighter, then turned his attention to the new TIEs.
“Green One, do you want us to engage?”
Corran shook his head. “Negative, Two. Warspite is still here and could dump another flight.” He sighed. “Move to intercept the fighters, but don’t go beyond a klick from the Korolev.”
“On it.”
Good, they can tie the fighters up while I dust these dupes. Corran studied the navigational data Whistler was giving him. The Korolev, the bombers, and his X-wing formed a shrinking triangle. If he flew directly at the bombers he would end up flying in an arc, which would take more time than he had and let them get close enough to launch their missiles at the corvette. That would be less than useless as far as he was concerned.
“Whistler, plot me an intercept point six klicks out from the Korolev.”
The R2 whistled blithely, as if that calculation was so simple even Corran should have been able to do it in his head. Steering toward it, Corran saw he’d have just over a minute to deal with the bombers before they were in firing range on the Korolev. Not enough time.
Flicking two switches, Corran redirected generator energy from recharging his shields and lasers into the engines. It took the acceleration compensator a second to cycle up, so the ship’s burst of speed pushed Corran back into the padding of his command seat. This better work.
“Green One, the Warspite has hyped. Are we released to engage fighters?”
“Affirmative, Three. Go get them.” Corran frowned for a second, knowing his fellow pilots would make short work of the TIE fighters. They would deny him a clean sweep, but he’d willingly trade two TIEs for the corvette. Commander Antilles might have gotten them all himself, but then he’s got two Death Stars painted on the side of his X-wing.
“Whistler, mark each of the bombers four, five, and six.” Range to intercept was three klicks and he had added thirty seconds to his fighting time. “Acquire four.”
The targeting computer showed him to be coming in at a forty-five-degree angle to the flight path of his target, which meant he was way off target. He quickly punched the generator back into recharging lasers and his shields, then pulled even more energy from his quartet of Incom 4L4 fusial thrust engines and shunted it into recharging his weapons and shields.
The resource redirection brought his speed down. Corran pulled back on the stick, easing the X-wing into a turn that brought him head-on into the bombers. Tapping the stick to the left, he centered the targeting box on the first of the dupes.
The HUD started yellow, then quickly went red. Corran fired a missile. “Acquire five.” The HUD started red and Whistler’s keen echoed through the cockpit. The Corellian fired a second missile. “Acquire six.”
Whistler screeched.
Corran looked down at his display. Scrolling up the screen, sandwiched between the reports of missile hits on the three bombers, he saw a notation about Green Two. “Green Two, report.”
“He’s gone, One.”
“A fighter got him?”
“No time to chat …” The comm call from the Twi’lek in Green Four ended in a hiss of static.
“Rhysati?”
“Got one, Corran, but this last one is good.”
“Hang on.”
“I’ll do my best.”
“Whistler, acquire six.”
The R2 unit hissed. The last bomber had already shot past the intercept point and was bearing in on the Korolev. The pilot had the wide-bodied craft slowly spinning, making it a difficult target for a missile lock. The Korolev, being as big as it was, would present large enough of a target that even a rolling ship could get a lock on it.
And once he has that lock, the Korolev is so much space junk. Corran switched back to lasers and pushed his X-wing forward. Even though two klicks separated them, he triggered a couple of laser blasts. He knew his chances of hitting were not good at that range, but the light from the bolts would shoot past the TIE and give the pilot something to think about. And I want him thinking about me, not that nerf-vette grazing there.
Corran redirected all power back into the engines and shot forward. Two more laser blasts caused the TIE bomber to shy a bit, but it had pushed into target-acquisition range. The ship’s roll began to slow as the pilot fixated on his target, then, as Corran brought his lasers to bear, the bomber jinked and cut away to port.
The Corellian’s eyes narrowed. Bror Jace has got to be flying that thing. He thinks it’s payback time. The other pilot, a human from Thyferra, was—in Corran’s opinion—the second best pilot in the training squadron. He’s going to kill the Korolev and I’ll never hear the end of it. Unless …
Corran pulled all his shield energy forward and left his aft as naked as the shieldless TIE bomber. Following Jace through a barrel roll, he kept the throttle full forward. As they leveled out again Corran triggered a snapshot at the bomber. It caught a piece of one wing, but Jace dove beneath the X-wing’s line of fire. Here we go!
Corran shoved his stick forward to follow the bomber’s dive, but because his rate of speed was a good twenty percent faster than that of Jace’s ship, the X-wing moved into a broad loop. By the time Corran inverted to finish the turn off, Jace’s bomber came back up and banked in on the X-wing’s tail.
Before the bomber could unload a missile or two into his aft, Corran broke the fighter hard to port and carved across the bomber’s line of fire. Basic maneuver with a basic response. Without even glancing at his instruments, and paying no attention to Whistler’s squealed warning, Corran cut engine power back into recharging his shields. One more second.
Jace’s response to Corran’s break had been a reverse-throttle hop. By bringing the nose of the bomber up in a steep climb, then rolling out in the direction of the turn, Jace managed to stay inside the arc of the X-wing’s turn. As the bomber leveled off, it closed very quickly with the X-wing—too quickly for a missile lock, but not a laser shot.
The TIE bomber shrieked in at the X-wing. Collision warning klaxons wailed. Corran could feel Jace’s excitement as the X-wing loomed larger. He knew the other pilot would snap off a quick shot, then come around again, angry at having overshot the X-wing, but happy to smoke Corran before taking the Korolev.
The X-wing pilot hit a switch and shifted all shield power to the aft shields.
The deflector shield materialized as a demisphere approximately twenty meters behind the X-wing. Designed to dissipate both energy and kinetic weapons, it had no trouble protecting the fighter from the bomber’s twin laser blasts. Had the bomber used missiles, the shields could even have handled all the damage they could do, though that would have been enough to destroy the shields themselves.
The TIE bomber, which massed far more than the missiles it carried, should have punched through the shields and might even have destroyed the fighter, but it hit at an angle and glanced off. The collision did blast away half the power of the aft shield and bounced the X-wing around, but otherwise left the snubfighter undamaged.
The same could not be said of the unshielded bomber. The impact with the shield was roughly equivalent to a vehicle hitting a ferrocrete wall at sixty kilometers per hour. While that might not do a land vehicle much damage, land vehicles are decidedly less delicate than starfighters. The starboard wing crumpled inward, wrapping itself around the bomber’s cockpit. Both pods of the ship twisted out of alignment so the engines shot it off into an uncontrolled tumble through the simulator’s dataspace.
“Green Three, did you copy that?”
Corran got no response. “Whistler, what happened to Three?”
The R2 unit gave him a mournful tone.
Sithspawn. Corran flipped the shield control to equalize things fore and aft. “Where is he?”
The image of a lone TIE fighter making a strafing run on the Korolev appeared on Corran’s monitor. The clumsy little craft skittered along over the corvette’s surface, easily dodging its weak return fire. That’s seriously gutsy for a TIE fighter. Corran smiled. Or arrogant, and time to make him pay for that arrogance.
The Corellian brought his proton torpedo targeting program up and locked on to the TIE. It tried to break the lock, but turbolaser fire from the Korolev boxed it in. Corran’s HUD went red and he triggered the torpedo. “Scratch one eyeball.”
The missile shot straight in at the fighter, but the pilot broke hard to port and away, causing the missile to overshoot the target. Nice flying! Corran brought his X-wing over and started down to loop in behind the TIE, but as he did so, the TIE vanished from his forward screen and reappeared in his aft arc. Yanking the stick hard to the right and pulling it back, Corran wrestled the X-wing up and to starboard, then inverted and rolled out to the left.
A laser shot jolted a tremor through the simulator’s couch. Lucky thing I had all shields aft! Corran reinforced them with energy from his lasers, then evened them out fore and aft. Jinking the fighter right and left, he avoided laser shots coming in from behind, but they all came in far closer than he liked.
He knew Jace had been in the bomber, and Jace was the only pilot in the unit who could have stayed with him. Except for our leader. Corran smiled broadly. Coming to see how good I really am, Commander Antilles? Let me give you a clinic. “Make sure you’re in there solid, Whistler, because we’re going for a little ride.”
Corran refused to let the R2’s moan slow him down. A snap-roll brought the X-wing up on its port wing. Pulling back on the stick yanked the fighter’s nose up away from the original line of flight. The TIE stayed with him, then tightened up on the arc to close distance. Corran then rolled another ninety degrees and continued the turn into a dive. Throttling back, Corran hung in the dive for three seconds, then hauled back hard on the stick and cruised up into the TIE fighter’s aft.
The X-wing’s laser fire missed wide to the right as the TIE cut to the left. Corran kicked his speed up to full and broke with the TIE. He let the X-wing rise above the plane of the break, then put the fighter through a twisting roll that ate up enough time to bring him again into the TIE’s rear. The TIE snapped to the right and Corran looped out left.
He watched the tracking display as the distance between them grew to be a kilometer and a half, then slowed. Fine, you want to go nose to nose? I’ve got shields and you don’t. If Commander Antilles wanted to commit virtual suicide, Corran was happy to oblige him. He tugged the stick back to his sternum and rolled out in an inversion loop. Coming at you!
The two starfighters closed swiftly. Corran centered his foe in the crosshairs and waited for a dead shot. Without shields the TIE fighter would die with one burst, and Corran wanted the kill to be clean. His HUD flicked green as the TIE juked in and out of the center, then locked green as they closed.
The TIE started firing at maximum range and scored hits. At that distance the lasers did no real damage against the shields, prompting Corran to wonder why Wedge was wasting the energy. Then, as the HUD’s green color started to flicker, realization dawned. The bright bursts on the shields are a distraction to my targeting! I better kill him now!
Corran tightened down on the trigger button, sending red laser needles stabbing out at the closing TIE fighter. He couldn’t tell if he had hit anything. Lights flashed in the cockpit and Whistler started screeching furiously. Corran’s main monitor went black, his shields were down, and his weapons controls were dead.
The pilot looked left and right. “Where is he, Whistler?”
The monitor in front of him flickered to life and a diagnostic report began to scroll by. Bloodred bordered the damage reports. “Scanners, out; lasers, out; shields, out; engine, out! I’m a wallowing Hutt just hanging here in space.”
With the X-wing’s scanners being dead, the R2 droid couldn’t locate the TIE fighter if it was outside the droid’s scanner range. Whistler informed Corran of this with an anxious bleat.
“Easy, Whistler, get me my shields back first. Hurry.” Corran continued to look around for the TIE fighter. Letting me stew, are you, sir? You’ll finish the Korolev then come for me. The pilot frowned and felt a cold chill run down his spine. You’re right, I’m no Luke Skywalker. I’m glad you think I’m not bad, but I want to be the best!
Suddenly the starfield went black and the simulator pod hissed as it cracked open. The canopy lifted up and the sound of laughter filled the cockpit. Corran almost flicked the blast shield down on his helmet to prevent his three friends from seeing his embarrassed blush. Nope, might as well take my punishment. He stood and doffed his helmet, then shook his head. “At least it’s over.”
The Twi’lek, Nawara Ven, clapped his hands. “Such modesty, Corran.”
“Huh?”
The blond woman next to the Twi’lek beamed up at him. “You won the Redemption scenario.”
“What?”
The grey-green Gand nodded his head and placed his helmet on the nose of Corran’s simulator. “You had nine kills. Jace is not pleased.”
“Thanks for the good news, Ooryl, but I still got killed in there.” Corran hopped out of the simulator. “The pilot who got you three—Commander Antilles—he got me, too.”
The Twi’lek shrugged. “He’s been at this a bit longer than I have, so it is not a surprise he got me.”
Rhysati shook her head, letting her golden hair drape down over her shoulders. “The surprise was that he took so long to get us, really. Are you certain he killed you?”
Corran frowned. “I don’t think I got a mission end message.”
“Clearly you have too little experience of dying in these simulators because you’d know if you did.” Rhysati laughed lightly. “He may have hit you, Corran, but he didn’t kill you. You survived and won.”
Corran blinked, then smiled. “And I got Bror before he got the Korolev. I’ll take that.”
“As well you should.” A brown-haired man with crystal blue eyes shouldered his way between Ooryl and Nawara. “You’re an exceptionally good pilot.”
“Thank you, sir.”
The man offered Corran his hand. “Thought I had you, but when you shot out my engines, your missile caught up with me. Nice job.”
Corran shook the man’s hand hesitantly. The man wore a black flight suit with no name or rank insignia on it, though it did have Hoth, Endor, and Bakura battle tabs sewn on the left sleeve. “You know, you’re one hot hand in a TIE.”
“Nice of you to say, Mr. Horn—I’m a bit rusty, but I really enjoyed this run.” He released Corran’s hand. “Next time I’ll give you more of a fight.”
A woman wearing a Lieutenant’s uniform touched the TIE pilot on the arm. “Admiral Ackbar is ready to see you now, sir. If you will follow me.”
The TIE pilot nodded to the four X-wing pilots. “Good flying, all of you. Congratulations on winning the scenario.”
Corran stared at the man’s retreating back. “I thought Commander Antilles was in that TIE. I mean it had to be someone as good as him to get you three.”
The ends of Nawara Ven’s head tails twitched. “Apparently he is that good.”
Rhysati nodded. “He flew circles around me.”
“At least you saw him.” The Gand drummed his trio of fingers against the hull of Corran’s simulator. “He caught Ooryl as Ooryl fixed on his wingman. Ooryl is free hydrogen in simspace. That man is very good.”
“Sure, but who is he?” Corran frowned. “He’s not Luke Skywalker, obviously, but he was with Rogue Squadron at Bakura and survived Endor.”
The Twi’lek’s red eyes sparked. “The Endor tab had a black dot in the middle—he survived the Death Star run.”
Rhysati looped her right arm around Corran’s neck and brought her fist up gently under his chin. “What difference does it make who he is?”
“Rhys, he shot up three of our best pilots, had me dead in space, and says he’s a bit rusty! I want to know who he is because he’s decidedly dangerous.”
“He is that, but today he’s not the most dangerous pilot. That’s you.” She linked her other arm through Nawara’s right elbow. “So, Corran, you forget you were a Security officer and, Nawara, you forget you were a lawyer and let this thing drop. Today we’re all pilots, we’re all on the same side”—she smiled sweetly—“and the man who beat the Redemption scenario is about to make good on all those dinner and drink promises he made to talk his wingmates into helping him win.”
THE NEW JEDI ORDER
(25–40 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A NEW HOPE)
A quarter century after A New Hope and the destruction of the Death Star, the galaxy is free of wide-scale conflicts—but the New Republic must contend with many regional brushfires. And Luke Skywalker’s Jedi Order faces its own growing pains: Some New Republic officials want to rein in the Jedi, leading Luke to wonder if the Jedi Council should be restored.
On the planet Rhommamool, Leia Organa Solo, Mara Jade Skywalker, and Jaina Solo meet with a mysterious rabble-rouser named Nom Anor. Anor rejects Leia’s diplomatic entreaties, but she’s more disturbed by what she finds when she reaches out to him in the Force: nothing. It’s as if he isn’t there.
Anor is a secret agent of the Yuuzhan Vong, powerful warriors from another galaxy who regard technology as blasphemous, relying on biological constructs to serve as their starships, weapons, and communicators. Long ago, a devastating war destroyed much of the Yuuzhan Vong’s galaxy and cut them off from the Force, sending their clans across the intergalactic void in search of a new home. Now they are at the edge of the Star Wars galaxy, ready to invade.
As head of the New Jedi Order, Luke is central to the galaxy’s defense; Leia’s skills as a former Chief of State and respected political adviser are also called on. The five-year war shakes the galaxy to its foundations. Technologically advanced worlds within the Yuuzhan Vong invasion corridor are subjected to the newcomers’ biotechnology and altered into strange hybrids combining what they had been with the new Yuuzhan Vong ecosystem. Entire species are enslaved—or eradicated. The New Republic is ill prepared to meet the extragalactic threat, with regional rivalries, political dissension, and concern over the Imperial Remnant limiting the effectiveness of its military response. Wrangling in the Senate snarls the war plans, as do disagreements between planetary fleets and armies, while assassination and war thin the ranks of the New Republic’s leaders. Officers and pilots who battled for so long against the Empire, such as Admiral Ackbar and Wedge Antilles, work feverishly to figure out how to outmaneuver their new enemies.
The invasion sorely challenges the Jedi, as well. Some take it upon themselves to meet the Yuuzhan Vong threat head-on, disdaining foot-dragging by politicians—and some of those skirt the dark side of the Force, giving in to their anger and fear as the Yuuzhan Vong ruin worlds and lives. The Yuuzhan Vong come to recognize the Jedi as the biggest threat to their plans, and begin hunting them down using New Republic traitors and bioengineered killers. At the forefront of the war against the Jedi are the Solo children—now teenagers and Jedi Knights in their own right. By the time the war is over, the Solo family will never be the same again.
The other heroes of the Rebellion, too, face personal struggles and tragedies. Luke fears for the life of his wife, Mara—infected with a Yuuzhan Vong–engineered disease—and for that of his newborn son, Ben, hunted by the Jedi’s enemies. Han and Leia’s losses are even harder to bear, as their oldest friends and children risk everything to stop the Yuuzhan Vong.
If you’re a reader looking to explore the epic tale of the Yuuzhan Vong war and the era of Luke’s New Jedi Order, the best place to start is with the first book in the series:
• The New Jedi Order: Vector Prime, by R. A. Salvatore: The first novel in the series introduces the pitiless Yuuzhan Vong and immediately makes clear that the heroes of the Rebellion are in mortal danger.
Read on for an excerpt from a Star Wars novel set in the New Jedi Order era.

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

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 minimam 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.


THE PAST:
5,000 YEARS BEFORE THE BATTLE OF YAVIN
THE CRUST OF PHAEGON III’S LARGEST MOON BURNED, buckled, and crumbled under the onslaught. Sixty-four specially equipped cruisers—little more than planetary-bombardment weapons systems with a bit of starship wrapped around them—flew in a suborbital, longitudinal formation. The sleek silver cruisers, their underbellies aglow in reflected destruction, struck Saes as unexpectedly beautiful. How strange that they could unleash annihilation in such warm, glorious colors.
Plasma beams shrieked from the bow of each cruiser and slammed into the arboreal surface of the moon, shimmering green umbilicals that wrote words of ruin across the surface and saturated the world in fire and pain. Dust and a swirl of thick black smoke churned in the atmosphere as the cruisers methodically vaporized large swaths of the moon’s surface.
The bright light and black smoke of destruction filled Harbinger’s viewscreen, drowning out the orange light of the system’s star. Except for the occasional beep of a droid or a murmured word, the bridge crew sat in silence, their eyes fixed alternately on their instruments and the viewscreen. Background chatter on the many comm channels droned over the various speakers, a serene counterpoint to the chaos of the moon’s death. Saes’s keen olfactory sense caught a whiff of his human crew’s sweat, spiced with the tang of adrenaline.
Watching the cruisers work, watching the moon die, Saes was reminded of the daelfruits he’d enjoyed in his youth. He had spent many afternoons under the sun of his homeworld, peeling away the daelfruit’s coarse, brown rind to get at the core of sweet, pale flesh.
Now he was peeling not a fruit but an entire moon.
The flesh under the rind of the moon’s crust—the Lignan they were mining—would ensure a Sith victory in the battle for Kirrek and improve Saes’s place in the Sith hierarchy. He would not challenge Shar Dakhon immediately, of course. He was still too new to the Sith Order for that. But he would not wait overlong.
Evil roots in unbridled ambition, Relin had told him once.
Saes smiled. What a fool his onetime Master had been. Naga Sadow rewarded ambition.
“Status?” he queried his science droid, 8K6.
The fires in the viewscreen danced on the anthropomorphic droid’s reflective silver surface as it turned from its instrument console to address him.
“Thirty-seven percent of the moon’s crust is destroyed.”
Wirelessly connected to the console’s readout, the droid did not need to glance back for an update on the information as the cruisers continued their work.
“Thirty-eight percent. Thirty-nine.”
Saes nodded, turned his attention back to the viewscreen. The droid fell silent.
Despite Harbinger’s distance from the surface, the Force carried back to Saes the terror of the pre-sentient primates that populated the moon’s surface. Saes imagined the small creatures fleeing through the trees, screeching, relentlessly pursued by, and inevitably consumed in, fire. They numbered in the hundreds of thousands. Their fear caressed his mind, as faint, fleeting, and pleasing as morning fog.
His fellow Sith on Harbinger and Omen would be feeling the same thing as the genocide progressed to its inexorable conclusion. Perhaps even the Massassi aboard each ship would, in their dim way, perceive the ripples in the Force.
Long ago, when Saes had been a Jedi, before he had come to understand the dark side, such wholesale destruction of life might have struck him as wrong. He knew better now. There was no absolute right and wrong. There was only power. And those who wielded it defined right and wrong for themselves. That realization was the freedom offered by the dark side and the reason the Jedi would fall, first at Kirrek, then at Coruscant, then all over the galaxy.
“Temperature in the wake?” he asked.
The science droid consulted the sensor data on its compscreen. “Within the tolerance of the harvester droids.”
Saes watched the cruisers slide through the atmosphere and light the moon on fire. He turned in his command chair to face his second in command, Los Dor. Dor’s mottled, deep red skin looked nearly black in the dim light of the bridge. His yellow eyes mirrored the moon’s fires. He never seemed to look up into Saes’s eyes, instead focusing his gaze on the twin horns that jutted from the sides of Saes’s jaw.
Saes knew Dor was as much a spy for Naga Sadow as he was an ostensible aide to himself. Among other things, Dor was there to ensure that Saes returned the Lignan—all of the Lignan—to Sadow’s forces at Primus Goluud.
The tentacles on Dor’s face quivered, and the cartilaginous ridges over his eyes rose in a question.
“Give the order to launch the harvester droids, Colonel,” Saes said to him. “Harbinger’s and Omen’s.”
“Yes, Captain,” Dor responded. He turned to his console and transmitted the order to both ships.
The honorific Captain still struck Saes’s hearing oddly. He was accustomed to leading hunting parties as a First, not ships as a Captain.
In moments hundreds of cylindrical pods streaked out of Harbinger’s launching bay, and hundreds more flew from her sister ship, Omen, all of them streaking across the viewscreen. They hit the atmosphere and spat lines of fire as they descended. The sight reminded Saes of a pyrotechnic display.
“Harvester droids away,” 8K6 intoned.
“Stay with the droids and magnify,” Saes said.
“Copy,” answered Dor, and nodded at the young human helmsman who controlled the viewscreen.
The harvester droids’ trajectories placed them tens of kilometers behind the destruction wrought by the mining cruisers. Most of them were lost to sight in the smoke, but the helmsman kept the viewscreen’s perspective on a dozen or so that descended through a clear spot in the sky.
“Attrition among the droids upon entry is negligible,” said 8K6. “Point zero three percent.”
The helmsman further magnified the viewscreen again, then again.
Five kilos above the surface, the droids arrested their descent with thrusters, unfolded into their insectoid forms, and gently dropped to the charred, superheated surface. Anti-grav servos and platform pads on their six legs allowed them to walk on the smoking ruin without harm.
“Give me a view from one of the droids.”
“Copy, sir,” said Dor.
The helm worked his console, and half the viewscreen changed to a perspective of a droid’s-eye view of the moon. A murmur ran through the bridge crew, an exhalation of awe. Even 8K6 looked up from the instrumentation.
The voice of Captain Korsin, commander of Harbinger’s sister ship, Omen, broke through the comm chatter and boomed over the bridge speakers.
“That is a sight.”
“It is,” Saes answered.
Smoke rose in wisps from the exposed subcrust. The heat of the plasma beams had turned the charred surface as hard and brittle as glass. Thick cracks and chasms lined the subcrust, veins through which only smoke and ash flowed. Waves of heat rose from the surface, distorting visibility and giving the moon an otherworldly, dream-like feel.
Hundreds of harvester droids dotted the surface, metal flies clinging to the moon’s seared corpse. Walking in their awkward, insectoid manner, they arranged themselves into orderly rows, their high-pitched droid-speak mere chatter in the background.
“Sensors activating,” intoned 8K6.
As one, long metal proboscises extended from each of the droids’ faces. They ambled along in the wake of the destruction, waving their proboscises over the surface like dowsing rods, fishing the subsurface for the telltale molecular signature of Lignan.
Thinking of the Lignan, Saes licked his lips, tasted a faint flavor of phosphorous. He had handled a small Lignan crystal years before and still remembered the charge he had felt while holding it. His connection with that crystal had been the first sign of his affinity for the dark side.
The unusual molecular structure of Lignan attuned it to the dark side and enhanced a Sith’s power when using the Force. The Sith had not been able to locate any significant deposits of the crystals in recent decades—until now, until just before the battle for Kirrek. And it was Saes who had done it.
A few standard months ago, Naga Sadow had charged Saes with locating some deposits of the rare crystal for use in the war. It was a test, Saes knew. And Los Dor, his ostensible aide, was grading him. The Force had given Saes his answer, had brought him eventually, and at the last possible moment before the conflict began, to Phaegon III. The Force had used him as a tool to ensure Sith victory.
The realization warmed him. His scaled skin creaked as he adjusted his weight in his chair.
He would harvest enough Lignan from Phaegon III’s moon to equip almost every Sith Lord and Massassi warrior preparing for the assault on Kirrek. If he’d had more time, he could have mined the moon in a more methodical, less destructive fashion. But he did not have time, and Sadow would not tolerate delay.
So Saes had created his own right and wrong, and the primates and other life-forms on Phaegon III’s moon had died for it.
He tapped his forefinger on his lightsaber hilt—its curved form reminiscent of a claw—impatient to see the results of the droids’ sensor scans. He leaned forward in his chair when an excited beep announced the first discovery of a Lignan signature. Another joined it. Another. He shared a look with Dor and could not tell from the fix of Dor’s mouth, partially masked as it was by a beard of tentacles, if his colonel was pleased or displeased.
“There it is, Saes,” said Korsin from Omen. “We’ve done it.”
In truth, Saes had done it. Korsin had been simply following his lead. “Yes.”
“It appears to be a large deposit,” said 8K6.
More and more of the harvester droids chirped news of their discovery over the comm channel.
“Perhaps more than we have time to acquire,” said Dor. “Shall I recall the mining cruisers, Captain? Further destruction seems … unwarranted.”
Saes heard the question behind the question and shook his head. Dor would find no pity in Saes. “No. Incinerate the entire surface. What we cannot take before the battle at Kirrek, we will return for after our victory there.”
Dor nodded, and a faint smile disturbed the tentacles. “Yes, Sir.”
Saes fixed his colonel with his eyes, and Dor’s gaze fell to Saes’s jaw horns. “And when you report back to Lord Sadow, you tell him all that you saw here.”
Dor looked up, held Saes’s eyes only for a moment before his tentacles twitched and he turned away.
Saes allowed himself a moment’s satisfaction as drill-probes extended from the droids’ abdomens and began pulling the rare crystal from the burning corpse of the moon. The Force continued to carry the terror of the primates to Saes’s consciousness, but with less impact. There were fewer left. He could not help but smile.
“Use the shuttles to collect the ore,” he said to Dor. “Omen’s, too. We take as much as we can as quickly as we can.”
“Copy.”
Several standard hours later, Phaegon III’s smoking moon and all its inhabitants were dead. The mining cruisers, having finished their work, had jumped out of the system. A steady stream of transport shuttles traveled between the moon and Omen and Harbinger’s cargo holds, filling both ships with unrefined Lignan ore. The presence of so many crystals so near caused Saes to feel giddy, almost inebriated. Dor and the other Force-sensitives aboard Harbinger and Omen would be feeling much the same way.
“Extra discipline with the Massassi,” Saes said to Dor. The Lignan would agitate them. He wanted to head off outbreaks of violence. Or at least he wanted the violence appropriately directed.
“I will inform the security teams,” Dor said. “Do you … feel that, Captain?”
Saes nodded, drunk on the dark side. The air in the ship was alive with its potential. His skin felt warm, his head light.
With an effort of will, he regained his focus. He had little time before he would rendezvous with Naga Sadow and the rest of the Sith force moving against Kirrek. He opened a comm channel with Omen.
“An hour more, Korsin,” he said.
“Agreed,” Korsin answered, and Saes felt the human’s glee through the connection. “Do you feel the power around us, Saes? Kirrek will burn.”
Saes stared at the incinerated moon in his viewscreen, spinning dark and dead through the void of space.
“It will,” he said, and cut off the connection.
Relin stared out of the large, transparisteel bubble window that fronted the cockpit of his starfighter. Beside him, his Padawan, Drev, tapped hyperspace formulae into the navigation computer. Drev’s body challenged the seat with its girth. His flight suit pinched adipose tissue at neck and wrist, giving his head and hands the look of tied-off sausages. Still, Drev was almost thin by the standards of Askajians. And Relin had never before met an Askajian in whom the Force was so strong.
Their Infiltrator hung in the orange-and-red cloud of the Remmon Nebula. The small ship—with its minimal, deliberately erratic emission signature, sleek profile, and sensor baffles—would be invisible to scans outside the swirl.
Lines of yellow and orange light veined the superheated gas around them, like terrestrial lightning frozen in time. Relin watched the cloud slowly churn in the magnetic winds. He had been across half the galaxy since joining the Jedi, and the beauty it hid in its darkest corners amazed him still. He saw in that beauty the Force made manifest, a physical representation of the otherwise invisible power that served as the scaffolding of the universe.
But the scaffolding was under threat. Sadow and the Sith would corrupt it. Relin had seen the consequence of that corruption firsthand, when he had lost Saes to the dark side.
He pushed the memory from his mind, the pain still too acute.
The conflict between Jedi and Sith had reached a turning point. Kirrek would be a fulcrum, tilting the war toward one side or the other. Relin knew the Jedi under Memit Nadill and Odan-Urr had fortified the planet well, but he knew, too, that Sadow’s fleets would come in overwhelming force. He suspected they would also strike Coruscant, and had so notified Nadill.
Still typing in coordinates, Drev asked, “We will be able to pick up the beacon’s pulse once we enter hyperspace?”
“Yes,” Relin said.
At least that was the theory. If they were right about the hyperspace lane Harbinger and Omen had taken; if Saes had not diverted his ship to another hyperspace lane; and if Harbinger and Omen remained near enough the hyperspace lane for the beacon’s signal to reach them.
“And if the agents did not place the hyperspace beacon? Or if Saes located it and disabled it?”
Relin stared out at the nebula. “Peace, Drev. There are many ifs. Things are what they are.”
Matters had moved so rapidly of late that Relin had not had time to report back to his superiors as regularly as he should, just the occasional missive sent in a subspace burst as time and conditions allowed.
He had picked up Saes’s trail near Primus Goluud. There, he’d seen the armada of Sith forces marshaling for an assault; he’d seen Saes’s ship leave the armada with a sister ship, Omen, falling in behind.
After sending a short, subspace report back to the Order on Coruscant and Kirrek, Relin had received orders to follow Saes and try to determine the Sith’s purpose. He had learned little as Harbinger and Omen moved rapidly from one backrocket system to another, dispatching recon droids, scanning, then moving on.
“He is searching for something,” Relin said, more to himself than Drev.
Drev chuckled, and his double chin shook. “Saes? His conscience, no doubt. He seems to have misplaced it somewhere.”
Relin did not smile. The loss of Saes cut too sharply for jest.
“I worry over your casual attitude toward matters of import. Many will die in this war.”
Drev bowed his head, his shoulders drooping, trying to look contrite under his mass of thick brown hair. “Forgive me, Master. But I …” He paused, though his round face showed him struggling with a thought.
“What is it?” Relin asked.
Drev did not look at him as he said, “I sometimes think you laugh too little. Among my people, the shamans of the Moon Lady teach that tragedy is the best time for mirth. Laugh even when you die, they say. There is joy to be found in almost everything.”
“And there is also pain,” Relin said, thinking of Saes. “Are the coordinates ready?”
Drev stiffened in his chair and in his tone. “Ready, Master.”
“Then let us find out what it is that Saes is looking for.”
Relin maneuvered the Infiltrator out of the nebula and checked it against Drev’s coordinates. Stars dotted the viewscreen.
“We go,” Relin said.
Drev touched a button on his console, and the transparisteel cockpit window dimmed to spare them the hypnotic blue swirl of a hyperspace tunnel. Relin engaged the hyperdrive. Points of light turned to infinite lines.
THE PRESENT:
41.5 YEARS AFTER THE BATTLE OF YAVIN
Darkness plagued Jaden, the lightless ink of a singularity. He was falling, falling forever. His stomach crawled up his throat, crowding out whatever scream he might have uttered.
He still felt the Force around him, within him, but only thickly, only attenuated, as if his sensitivity were numbed.
He hit unseen ground with a grunt and fell to all fours. Snow crunched under his palms and boots. Gusts of freezing wind rifled his robes to stab at his skin. Ice borne by the wind peppered his face and rimed his beard. He still could see nothing in the pitch. He stood, shaky, shaking, freezing.
“Where is this place?” he called. The darkness was so deep he could not see his frozen breath. His voice sounded small in the void. “Arsix?”
No response.
“Arsix?”
Odd, he thought, that the first thing he called for in an uncertain situation was his droid rather than a fellow Jedi.
He reached for the familiar heft of his primary lightsaber, found its belt clip empty. He reached around to the small of his back for his secondary lightsaber—the crude but effective weapon he had built as a boy on Coruscant without any training in the Force—and found it gone, too. His blaster was not in his thigh holster. No glow rod in his utility pocket.
He was cold, alone, unequipped, blind in the darkness.
What had happened? He remembered nothing.
Drawing his robes tightly about him to ward off the cold, he focused his hearing, but heard nothing over the wind except the gong of his heartbeat in his ears. With difficulty, he reached out with his Force sense through the fog of his benighted sensitivity, trying to feel the world around him indirectly. Through the dull operation of his expanded consciousness he sensed something …
There were others there with him, out in the darkness.
Several others.
He sharpened his concentration and the tang of the dark side teased his perception—Sith.
But not quite Sith, not entirely: the dark side adulterated.
He tried to ignore the familiar caress of the dark side’s touch. He knew the line between light and dark was as narrow as a vibroblade-edge. His Master, Kyle Katarn, had taught him as much. Every Jedi walked that edge. Some understood the precipice under their feet, and some did not. And it was the latter who so often fell. But it was the former who so often suffered. Jaden frequently wished he had remained in ignorance, had stayed the boy on Coruscant for whom the Force had been magic.
Summoned from the past, his Master’s words bounced around his brain: The Force is a tool, Jaden. Sometimes a weapon, sometimes a salve. Dark side, light side, these are distinctions of insignificant difference. Do not fall into the trap of classification. Sentience curses us with a desire to categorize and draw lines, to fear that after this be dragons. But that is illusion. After this is not dragons but more knowledge, deeper understanding. Be at peace with that.
But Jaden never had been at peace with that. He feared he never would. Worse, he feared he never should. After completing his training, Jaden had done some research into unorthodox theories about the Force. He had come to think—and fear—that his Master had been right.
“Show yourselves,” he called into the darkness, and the howling wind devoured his words. He knew the Sith would have sensed his presence, the same as he had sensed theirs.
They were all around him, closing fast. He felt vulnerable, with nothing at his back, unable to see. He sank into the Force and denied his fear.
Finding his calm, he stood in a half crouch, eyes closed, mind focused, his entire body a coiled spring. Even without his lightsaber, a dark side user would find him a formidable foe.
“Jaden,” whispered a voice in his ear, a voice he’d heard before only on vidscreen surveillance.
He spun, whirled, the power of the Force gathered in his hands for a telekinetic blast, and saw … only darkness.
Lumiya.
It had been Lumiya’s voice. Hadn’t it? But Lumiya was long dead.
A hand clutched at his robe.
“Jaden,” said another voice. Lassin’s voice.
He used the Force to augment a backward leap, flipping in midair, and landed on his feet three meters behind Lassin, a fellow Jedi Knight who should have been dead, who had died soon after the Ragnos crisis. Lassin’s voice unmoored him from his calm, and Force lightning, blue and baleful, came unbidden and crackled on his fingertips …
He saw nothing.
The hairs on Jaden’s neck rose. He stared at his hand, the blue discharge of his fingertips. With an effort of will, he quelled it.
“Jaden Korr,” said a voice to his left, Master Kam Solusar’s voice, but Jaden felt not the comforting presence of another light-side user, only the ominous energy of the dark side.
He spun, but saw only darkness.
“What you seek can be found in the black hole on Fhost, Jaden,” said Mara Jade Skywalker, and still Jaden saw nothing, no one.
Mara Jade Skywalker was dead.
“Who are you?” he called, and the wind answered with ice and screams. “Where am I?”
He reached out again with his Force sense, trying to locate Lumiya, Lassin, Solusar, and Skywalker, but found them gone.
Again, he was alone in the darkness. He was always alone in darkness.
It registered with him then. He was dreaming. The Force was speaking to him. He should have realized it sooner.
The revelation stilled the world. The wind fell silent and the air cleared of ice.
Jaden stood ready, tense.
A distant, sourceless cry sounded, repeated itself, the rhythm regular, the tone mechanical. It could have been coming from the other side of the planet.
“Help us. Help us. Help us. Help us …”
He turned a circle, fists clenched. “Where are you?”
The darkness around him diminished. Pinpoints of light formed in the black vault over him. Stars. He scanned the sky, searching for something familiar. There. He recognized only enough to place the sky somewhere in a Rimward sector of the Unknown Regions. The dim blue glow of a distant gas giant burned in the black of the sky, its light peeking diffidently through the swirl. Thick rings composed of particles of ice and rock belted the gas giant.
He was on one of the gas giant’s moons.
His eyes adjusted more fully to the dimness and he saw that he stood on a desolate, wind-racked plain of ice that extended as far as he could see. Snowdrifts as tall as buildings gave the terrain the appearance of a storm-racked ocean frozen in time. Cracks veined the exposed ice, the circulatory system of a stalled world. Chasms dotted the surface here and there like hungry mouths. Glaciers groaned in the distance, the rumbles of an angry world. He saw no sign of Lumiya or Lassin or any of the other Sith imposters he had sensed. He saw no sign of life anywhere.
His breath formed clouds before his face. His left fist clenched and unclenched reflexively over the void in his palm where his lightsaber should have been.
Without warning, the sky exploded above him with a thunderous boom. A cloud of fire tore through the atmosphere, smearing the sky in smoke and flame. A shriek like stressed metal rolled over Jaden. Ice cracked and groaned on the surface.
Jaden squinted up at the sky, still lit with the afterglow of the destruction, and watched a rain of glowing particulates fall, showering the moon in a hypnotic pattern of falling sparks.
His Force sense perceived them for what they were—the dark side reified. He disengaged his perception too slowly, and the impact of so much evil hit him like a punch in the face. He vomited down the front of his robes, fell to the frozen ground, and balled up on the frozen surface of the moon as the full weight of the dark side coated him in its essence.
There was nowhere to hide, no shelter; it fell all around him, on him, saturated him …
He woke, sweating and light-headed, to the sound of speeder and swoop traffic outside his Coruscant apartment. The thump of his heartbeat rattled the bars of his rib cage. In his mind’s eye, he still saw the shower of falling sparks, the rain of evil. He cleared his throat, and the sensors in the room, detecting his wakefulness, turned on dim room lights.
“Arsix?” he said.
No response. He sat up, alarmed.
“Arsix?”
The sound of shouts and screams outside his window caused him to leap from his bed. With a minor exercise of will, he pulled his primary lightsaber to his hand from the side table near his bed and activated it. The green blade pierced the dimness of his room.
The black ball of Korriban filled Kell’s viewscreen. Clouds seethed in its atmosphere, an angry churn.
He settled Predator, a CloakShape fighter modified with a hyperspace sled and sensor-evading technology copied from a stolen StealthX, into low orbit. The roiling cloak of dark energy that shrouded the planet buffeted Predator, and the ship’s metal creaked in the strain. Kell attuned his vision to Fate and saw the hundreds of daen nosi—fate lines, a Coruscanti academic had once translated the Anzati term—that intersected at Korriban, the planet like a bulbous black spider in a web of glowing potentialities. The past, present, and future lines of the galaxy’s fate passed through the Sith tomb-world’s inhabitants, threads of glowing green, orange, red, and blue that cut it into pieces.
Space–time was pregnant with the possible, and the richness of the soup swelled Kell’s hunger. He had first seen the daen nosi in childhood, after his first kill, and had followed them since. He thought himself unique among the Anzati, special, called, but he could not be certain.
Thinking of his first kill turned his mind to the food he kept in the cargo hold of Predator, but he quelled his body’s impulse with a thought.
His own daen nosi stretched out before him, the veins of his own fate a network of silver lines reaching down through the transparisteel of the cockpit and into the dark swirl, down to the tombs of the Sith, to the secret places where the One Sith lurked. He had business with them, and they with him. The lines of their fates were intertwined.
He punched the coded coordinates of his destination into the navicomp and engaged the autopilot. As Predator began its descent through the black atmosphere, he left the cockpit and went below decks to the cargo hold. He had half a standard hour before he would reach his destination, so he freed his body to feel hunger. Growing anticipation sharpened his appetite.
Five stasis freezers stood against one wall of the hold like coffins. Kell had given them their own clear space in the hold, separated from the equipment and vehicles that otherwise cluttered the compartment. A humanoid slept in stasis in each freezer, three humans and two Rodians. He examined the freezers’ readouts, checking vital signs. All remained in good health.
Staring at their still features, Kell wondered what happened behind their closed eyes, in the quiet of their dreams. He imagined the zest of their soup and hunger squirmed in his gut. None were so-called Force-sensitives, who had the richest soup, but they would suffice.
He glided from one freezer to the next, brushing his fingertips on the cool glass that separated him from his prey. His captives’ daen nosi extended from their freezers to him, his to them. He stopped before the middle-aged human male he had taken on Corellia.
“You,” he said, and watched his silver lines intertwine with the green lines of the Corellian.
He activated the freezer’s thaw cycle. The hiss of escaping gas screamed the human’s end. Kell watched as the freezer’s readout indicated a rising temperature, watched as color returned to the human’s flesh. His hunger grew, and the feeders nesting in the sacs of his cheeks twitched. He needed his prey conscious, otherwise he could not transcend.
He reached through the daen nosi that connected him to his meal.
Awaken, he softly projected.
The human’s eyes snapped open, pupils dilated, lids wide. Fear traveled through the mental connection and Kell savored it. The freezer’s readout showed a spiking heart rate, increasing respiration. The human opened his mouth to speak but his motor functions, still sluggish from stasis, could produce only a muffled, groggy croak.
Kell pressed the release button, and the freezer’s cover slid open. Be calm, he projected, and his command wormed its way into the human’s mind, a prophylactic for the fear.
But growing terror overpowered Kell’s casual psychic hold. The human struggled against his mental bonds, finally found his voice.
“Please. I have done nothing.”
Kell leaned forward, took the human’s doughy face in his hands. The human shook his head but was no match for Kell’s strength.
“Please,” the Corellian said. “Why are you doing this? Who are you? What are you?”
Kell watched all of the human’s daen nosi, all of his potential futures, coalesce into a single green line that intersected Kell’s silver one, where it … stopped.
“I am a ghost,” Kell answered, and opened the slits in his face. His feeders squirmed free of their sacs, wire-thin appendages that fed on the soup of the sentient.
The human screamed, struggled, but Kell held him fast.
Be calm, Kell projected again, this time with force, and the human fell silent.
The feeders wormed their way into the warm, moist tunnels of the Corellian’s nostrils, and rooted upward. Anticipation caused Kell to drool. He stared into the human’s wide, bloodshot eyes as the feeders penetrated tissue, pierced membranes, entered the skull cavity, and sank into the rich gray stew in the human’s skull. A spasm racked the human’s body. Tears pooled in his wide eyes and fell, glistening, down his cheeks. Blood dripped in thin lines from his nose.
Kell grunted with satisfaction as he devoured potential futures, as the human’s lines ended and Kell’s continued. Kell’s eyes rolled back in his head as his daen nosi lengthened and he temporarily became one with the soup of Fate. His consciousness deepened, expanded to the size of the galaxy, and he mentally sampled its potential. Time compressed. The arrangement of daen nosi across the universe looked less chaotic. He saw a hint of order. Revelation seemed just at the edge of his understanding, and he experienced a tingling shudder with each beat of his hearts.
Show me, he thought. Let me see.
The moment passed as the human expired and Kell let him drop to the floor of the bay.
Revelation retreated and he backed away from the corpse, gasping. He came back to himself, mere flesh, mere limited comprehension.
He looked down at the cooling body at his feet, understanding that only in murder did he transcend.
He retracted his feeders, slick with blood, mucus, and brains, and they sat quiescent in their sacs.
Sighing, he collected the human’s corpse, bore it to the air lock, and set the controls to eject it. Through the centuries, he had left such litter on hundreds of planets.
As he watched the automated ejection sequence vacate the air lock, he consoled himself with the knowledge that one day he would feed on stronger soup that would reveal to him the whole truth of Fate.
Reasonably sated, he returned to the cockpit of Predator and linked his comm receiver to the navicomp, as he had been instructed. In moments the autopilot indicator winked out—reminding Kell of the way the Corellian’s eyes had winked out, how the human had transformed from sentience to meat in the span of a moment—and another force took control of Predator. Kell settled into his chair as the ship sped through the malaise of Korriban’s atmosphere toward the dark side of the planet.
A short time later Predator set down in the midst of ancient structures. Lightning illuminated weathered pyramids, towers of pitted stone, crystalline domes, all of them the temples and tombs of the Sith, all of them the geometry of the dark side. Black clouds roiled and jagged runs of lightning formed a glowing net in the sky.
Kell rose, slid into his mimetic suit, checked the twin cortosis-coated vibroblades sheathed at his belt, and headed for Predator’s landing ramp. Before lowering it, he took a blaster and holster from a small-arms locker and strapped them to his thigh. He considered blasters inelegant weapons, but preferred to be overarmed rather than under.
He pressed the release button on the ramp. Hydraulics hummed and the door lowered. Wind and rain hissed into Predator. Korriban’s air, pungent with the reek of past ages, filled his nostrils. Thunder boomed.
Kell stared out into the darkness, noted the clustered pinpoints of red light that floated in the pitch. He shifted on his feet as the lights drew closer—a silver protocol droid. He attuned his vision to Fate, saw no daen nosi. Droids were programming, nothing more. They made no real choices and so had no lines. The false sentience of the droid unnerved Kell and he cut off the perception.
The anthropomorphic droid strode through the wind and rain to the base of the landing ramp and bowed its head in a hum of servos.
“Master Anzat,” the droid said in Basic. “I am Deefourfive. Please follow me. The Master awaits you.”
The droid’s words rooted Kell to the deck. Despite himself, Kell’s twin hearts doubled their beating rate. Adrenaline flowed into his blood. The feeders in his cheeks spasmed. He inhaled, focused for a moment, and returned his body to calmness, his hormone level to normal.
“The Master? Krayt himself?”
“Please follow,” the droid said, turned, and began walking.
Kell pulled up the hood of his suit but did not lower the mask; he strode down the ramp and stepped into the storm. Korriban drenched him. With a minor effort of will, he adjusted his core body temperature to compensate for the chill.
The droid led him along long-dead avenues lined with the ancient stone and steel monuments of the Sith Order. Kell saw no duracrete, no transparisteel, nothing modern. On much of Korriban, he knew, new layers had been built on the old over the millennia, creating a kind of archaeological stratification of the Sith ages.
Not here. Here, the most ancient of Sith tombs and temples sat undisturbed. Here, Krayt wandered in his dreams of conquest.
A flash of lightning veined the sky, painting shadows across the necropolis. Kell’s mimetic suit adjusted to account for the temporary change in lighting. As he walked, he felt a growing regard fix on him, a consciousness.
Ahead, he saw a squat tower of aged stone—Krayt’s sanctuary. Spirals of dark energy swirled in languid arcs around the spire. Only a few windows marred its otherwise featureless exterior, black holes that opened into a dark interior. To Kell, they looked like screaming mouths protesting the events transpiring within.
The droid ascended a wide, tiered stairway that led to a pair of iron doors at the base of the spire. Age-corroded writing and scrollwork spiraled over the door’s surface. Kell could not read it.
“Remain here, please,” the droid said, and vanished behind the doors.
Kell waited under Korriban’s angry sky, surrounded by the tombs of Korriban’s dead Sith Lords. Checking his wrist chrono from time to time, he attuned his senses to his surroundings and waited on Krayt’s pleasure.
Footsteps sounded behind him, barely audible above the rain. He changed his perception as he turned, and saw a thick network of daen nosi that extended through the present to the future, wrapping the galaxy like a great serpent that would strangle it.
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The Hutt Gambit
Rebel Dawn
The Adventures of Lando Calrissian
The Force Unleashed
The Han Solo Adventures
Death Troopers
The Force Unleashed II
REBELLION 0–5 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Death Star
Shadow Games
0
STAR WARS: EPISODE IV: A NEW HOPE
Tales from the Mos Eisley Cantina
Tales from the Empire
Tales from the New Republic
Allegiance
Choices of One
Galaxies: The Ruins of Dantooine
Splinter of the Mind’s Eye
3 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE V: THE EMPIRE STRIKES BACK
Tales of the Bounty Hunters
Shadows of the Empire
4 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
STAR WARS: EPISODE VI: RETURN OF THE JEDI
Tales from Jabba’s Palace
The Bounty Hunter Wars
The Mandalorian Armor
Slave Ship
Hard Merchandise
The Truce at Bakura
Luke Skywalker and the Shadows of Mindor
NEW REPUBLIC 5–25 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
X-Wing
Rogue Squadron
Wedge’s Gamble
The Krytos Trap
The Bacta War
Wraith Squadron
Iron Fist
Solo Command
The Courtship of Princess Leia
A Forest Apart*
Tatooine Ghost
The Thrawn Trilogy
Heir to the Empire
Dark Force Rising
The Last Command
X-Wing: Isard’s Revenge
The Jedi Academy Trilogy
Jedi Search
Dark Apprentice
Champions of the Force
I, Jedi
Children of the Jedi
Darksaber
Planet of Twilight
X-Wing: Starfighters of Adumar
The Crystal Star
The Black Fleet Crisis Trilogy
Before the Storm
Shield of Lies
Tyrant’s Test
The New Rebellion
The Corellian Trilogy
Ambush at Corellia
Assault at Selonia
Showdown at Centerpoint
The Hand of Thrawn Duology
Specter of the Past
Vision of the Future
Fool’s Bargain*
Survivor’s Quest
NEW JEDI ORDER 25–40 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Boba Fett: A Practical Man*
The New Jedi Order
Vector Prime
Dark Tide I: Onslaught
Dark Tide II: Ruin
Agents of Chaos I: Hero’s Trial
Agents of Chaos II: Jedi Eclipse
Balance Point
Recovery*
Edge of Victory I: Conquest
Edge of Victory II: Rebirth
Star by Star
Dark Journey
Enemy Lines I: Rebel Dream
Enemy Lines II: Rebel Stand
Traitor
Destiny’s Way
Ylesia*
Force Heretic I: Remnant
Force Heretic II: Refugee
Force Heretic III: Reunion
The Final Prophecy
The Unifying Force
35 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
The Dark Nest Trilogy
The Joiner King
The Unseen Queen
The Swarm War
LEGACY 40+ YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Legacy of the Force
Betrayal
Bloodlines
Tempest
Exile
Sacrifice
Inferno
Fury
Revelation
Invincible
Crosscurrent
Riptide
Millennium Falcon
43 YEARS AFTER STAR WARS: A New Hope
Fate of the Jedi
Outcast
Omen
Abyss
Backlash
Allies
Vortex
Conviction
Ascension
Apocalypse
*An eBook novella