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Xen’Mordin rubbed his eyes before reaching and pushing a button on his desk. The lights of his lavish office dimmed a few levels. Xen took several hard blinks still trying to battle the dryness of his bloodshot eyes. He let his hand rest idly on the cold metal of the mask he wore when conducting business as the Sith he truly was. He was grateful that at least here in his office he could get away without wearing it. Being exhausted and enclosed in the hot mask was far worse than just being exhausted. 
A decent night’s sleep was a luxury Xen hadn’t experienced in years, doubly so since becoming Quaestor. The dual aspects of being both the leader of his House, and the public Emperor of the Cocytus System made his workdays quite lengthy. Even now he was dealing with a multitude of issues; Open rebellion on Antenora, a mystery man named Fias Zahn claiming the Emperor’s Throne was his by right, pressure from the Iron Throne and the will of the Dark Council. Yes, Xen’s life was busy, so he worked usually well before the sun rose to well after it set. Xen yawned and eyed the clock.
3:12 AM. The green lights of the clock seemed to burn Xen’s eyes even more. Xen sighed and stood up slowly, stretching.
It is already well into another day. I need to sleep in an actual bed tonight and not over my desk, again, Xen thought as he stretched. 
“3:12 in the morning. You realize what date that makes it?” came a clear voice. Xen spun around looking into the corners of his office, expecting to find someone. He couldn’t look in a specific direction, the voice didn’t just come out clear, it was like it came out of the entire space of the office. It was almost as if the office itself was making a comment. Xen’s left hand shot out to the control panel on his desk, bringing up the lights in the office. There was definitely no one in there but himself. 
“Voices. Right. It is definitely time I head to bed,” Xen said aloud. 
“But its not just any voice though,” the voice spoke up in reply. It was feminine and had a slightly playful tone to it. Xen did another quick scan of the room, making certain he hadn’t missed anything obvious. There was no way someone was hiding in his office. The Sith shook his head and began muttering to himself. His mind hadn’t been broken enough to do the voices thing in years. Xen walked and started to pour himself a stiff drink. 
To help the mind and soul.
“Now I’m a bit hurt you don’t recognize me,” the voice said. Xen nearly dropped his glass. After a quick save, he placed it carefully on his desk. He knew he couldn’t just be imagining the voice. 
“Recognize you? A disembodied voice?” Xen asked to the empty office. He began sifting through objects on his desk, looking for any hidden bugs. If someone had managed to plant a speaker and microphone in his office, all kinds of very bad information could get out to the public. 
“You still haven’t figured out the date yet have you?” 
Xen swore under his breath and got on his hands and knees to crawl under his desk, still looking for any bugs. 
Why does the date matter? I know I wouldn’t schedule an appointment with just a voice. 
Xen fiddled with one of the fancy control panels on his desk to check the wiring. No sign of any tampering. 
“Is sixteen years all it takes to forget?” This time the voice didn’t sound like it was coming from the whole room. It sounded like it was coming from directly above him. Xen’s eyes got wide. The Sith slowly pushed himself back from underneath his desk. He looked up and found himself staring face to face with a ghost. 
“And there is the look of understanding. You use to be a lot quicker with figuring things out babe,” the woman sitting on Xen’s desk said while giving a playful smile. Xen stared slack-jawed at her. She was young and beautiful. Her dark brown hair framed her smiling face and her crystal blue eyes sparkled with life. 
“Kara?” he managed to whisper after a moment of shock. Kara reached out and poked him on the nose. Xen scrambled backwards toward the wall, unable to contain a slight scream. The door to his office hissed open and in stepped one of Xen’s Bodyguards, Perthac. 
Perthac scanned the room, focus and control lining his face. He spotted Xen sitting on the floor behind his desk. Perthac’s expression changed to one of worry as he stepped closer to Xen.
“Sir, did something happen? Why are you on the floor?”
Xen gave half a glance at Perthac and then returned to staring at Kara. Perthac looked confused and looked around the room, believing he was missing something obvious. 
“Sir?” Perthac tried to probe again. Xen took several deep breaths as he realized his guard couldn't see the woman sitting on his desk. 
“Its fine, Perth. I… I must have just nodded off for a moment and startled myself awake,” Xen lied. He slowly got to his feet. 
“You can go back outside. Really, I’m fine,” Xen assured the guard. Perthac stood tall, saluted and went back out the door. Xen spent a few moment staring off into space lost in thought before Kara spoke up again. 
“Well at least you figured out he couldn’t see me quickly enough. I’m sure that would have led to some awkward rumors.” 
Xen snorted and took a seat back in his chair. He was trying to come up with a rational explanation for how Kara could be sitting on his desk in his office.
“I still can see some of the man I fell in love with behind that moody expression Kilan,” She added. 
“That man died the same night you did,” Xen managed to say, pain dripping from each word. It was a night he had spent the last sixteen years of his life running away from. It was the night he had let his old self die, and had Xen’Mordin rise out of the ashes. Kara frowned. 
“Big bad Xen’Mordin. Sith. Warlord. Quaestor. Emperor. Before all that you were mine. And I was yours,” she said. She slid off the desk and pushed a hidden button on the side. A secret latch on the top of the desk opened. Kara reached in and pulled out an inactive holopic disk. Xen looked away as Kara clicked it on. His eyes were starting to get very heavy. He had to stay awake to figure out what was going on. 
“Most of him might have died. But I think this part is still very much alive,” Kara said as she looked at the holopic. Xen couldn’t stop himself, and he turned and looked at it. The world was starting get blurry but he could still clearly make out what the holopic showed. It was an image of the one woman he had ever truly loved. It was of the woman he ultimately failed to keep safe. It was of the woman whose body grew cold in his arms sixteen years ago. It was of the woman who now stood in Xen’s office holding the disk. 
And it was the last thing Xen was able to make out as the darkness overcame his vision and he fell into the indifferent embrace of sleep. 
22 ABY
Nar Shaddaa
Xen’Mordin sat straight up. His head smacked into the bunk above his. He lay back clutching his head. 
“FRAK!” he swore loudly. His mind felt like it was in a fog. His body ached like had just finished a strenuous workout. And his skull, well, it hurt. He clutched at it and let out a few more curses with his eyes closed. 
I don't have anything over my bed. What in the name of Palpatine did I just hit?
He slowly opened his eyes, stars still dancing in his vision. He blinked a few times and began to take in his surroundings. He was in a bunk. It was narrow and the mattress was rather lumpy. He looked to his side. Kara was sitting on the bunk oppose him. 
“Good morning sleepyhead. Well, technically good evening,” Kara said as he looked over at her. 
“The crew was ever so worried about you oversleeping. You may want to report in,” Kara continued as Xen closed his eyes again. With his head hurting it took a moment for Xen to mentally register the word crew. 
“Woah wait, crew?” He said, sitting back up much more carefully than before. 
“Yes crew, you made port here in Nar Shaddaa late last night. You all were tired so you got some sleep. They tried to wake you up a few times to no avail. I think I heard them talking about getting a doctor,” Kara explained. 
“Nar Shaddaa? Port? I am a Quaestor and Emperor. I haven’t worked on a ship since I was eighteen!” Xen exclaimed. Xen knew something powerful was at work here.
To have me drugged and removed unnoticed from the Palace? That is impossible. 
There was the clanging of boots approaching. Xen’s apparent crewmates were coming back to check on him. In stepped a Human and a Zabrak, both male. They looked relieved to see Xen sitting up in his bed. 
“I was beginning to think we over worked you Xen,” said the human. Xen paused glancing back and forth between the two men who had entered the sleep quarters and Kara who had moved to stand next to them. 
“Not yet it seems,” Xen said hesitantly. The two men exchanged looks. 
“I think that is the first time I’ve ever heard you not use sir when addressing the Captain. You sure you are okay?” The Zabrak spoke up. Xen opened his mouth but didn’t speak. He looked at Kara obviously hoping for some input. She rolled her eyes.
“The human is Captain Horace Tror. The Zabrak is one of the crew men for the ship, Kortro Uvent. This is quite a large smuggling ship so you have a sizeable crew. First Officer Xen.” Kara smiled. Xen tried to quickly process how he could end up as First Officer on a Smuggling Ship. 
“I am sorry sir, my head is still a bit… woozy,” Xen said looking Horace directly in the eyes. He stood up, ignoring the coldness of the metal floor on his bare feet. Horace and Kortro seemed to ease a bit at seeing Xen get to his feet. 
I need to get home. I will cut through these two and force the others to take me home. 
“Good luck with that,” Kara said. She had her arms up on Horace’s shoulder and was leaning on him as she smiled at Xen. Xen’s left hand went to his waist and he tried his best to mask his shock. His lightsaber hilt was gone. He tried to reach out with the force to slam the two men into the ceiling. He could still feel the force, but it was no good. Nothing happened. He was going to have to use his wits and whatever bits of information he could get from Kara to get home. 
“Have we begun to offload the cargo sir?” Xen asked trying to act casual as he slid his feet into some near by boots. They fit and something told Xen these were his own anyway. 
“Aye. Being most is already in transit to Garnalo’s storage place. Payment received in full,” Horace responded. Kortro nodded before speaking up.
“And the lads we were trying to convince the Captain here we should have a few days here in port to uh… Enjoy the spoils as it were. Think you could help convince him?” Xen tried to give as natural of a laugh as he could. 
Garnalo, good. I know the Hutt, it has been a while but maybe I can get him to help me back to Judecca. 
“Well it wasn’t an easy score, and I know I definitely wouldn’t mind some time off ship. We all know too much time in the black can make a man’s head funny,” Xen began speaking. The words came easier than before. They felt right in Xen’s mouth. 
“Alright, alright, alright. You boys have been trying hard enough to get it, a few days won’t hurt,” Horace said. He gestured to Xen before continuing, “Make sure they get the rest of the stuff off ship before you lot head out. And make sure Cetlian goes and buys the parts he needs for the engine before he starts drinking. I’ll meet you boys in the city when you all are done. I’ll try not to drink all the booze before you get there.” 
Xen smiled and nodded in agreement. He followed the two out the door and down the hallway. Kara followed smiling like she knew some great joke Xen didn’t. Xen and Kortro made their way down the stairs to the large cargo hold of the ship. Xen felt oddly comfortable on the ship. In a way it felt like home. It had been fifteen years since he had served on the Smuggler Vessel The Ruthless Eagle. That was back in his first days and year as Xen’Mordin. The more he could learn on this ship the more he had to work with to get back home. He didn’t know how long he had been out, but it had been long enough to make it to Nar Shaddaa.
They will be looking for me by now. It is just a matter of time before I’m found. 
Xen stood in the cargo bay and barked orders. That was something he had gotten good at after his days as a smuggler. But he knew what had to be done. The sooner they got the rest of this haul off the ship, the sooner he could get off it. Kara leaned up against a wall and watched carefully as he worked, her eyes never leaving him. 
“Merebo’s Cantina? That place closed years ago,” Xen said as he read the sign for the Cantina. The soft catchy beat of typical cantina music could be heard coming out the doors.
“You remember it?” Kara asked him. Xen nodded.
“Years ago? Merebo’s has been an institution on this little moon the entire time we’ve been doing work for Garnalo,” One of the men from the ship said. Xen thought his name was Vontra or something along those lines, but he couldn’t remember. 
“That last job put you through the ringer, eh Xen?” said another. That one is Jorrac. Xen tried to shrug it off. Several of the men ran ahead eager to get inside and start a lively evening of celebration of another successful haul of cargo. The wind was also beginning to picking up, signalling a coming storm. The dirt and grime of the city kicked up into the air. Kara arched an eyebrow as she and Xen made contact. Xen dropped his voice to nearly a whisper to explain. 
“The smugglers I found work with after you… after your incident liked to frequent Merebo’s. We must have came here half a dozen times before it closed down. Merebo failed to make some protection payments and well, you know how the Hutts react to things like that.” Kara nodded in understanding. Xen felt oddly comfortable with her around. Luckily his shipmates had picked up their pace to get out of the wind, so he did not have to worry about being overheard. Xen was very uncomfortable with was that this place was open, just where it use to be. Merebo had ended up getting crushed to death by Garnalo.
This is wrong. 
As Xen neared the doors to the cantina out walked two men. They eyed Xen and his shipmates and turned to walk away from them down toward some more night clubs. Xen paused again, certain he was seeing more deadmen. Those two were clearly Kevan and Lothran from the Ruthless Eagle. Xen did a double take and studied them as they walked away. He knew for certain they were dead. He was the one who had murdered them after all. 
This is very wrong. 
Kara smiled at him. She knew what was going on but clearly enjoyed watching Xen struggle with it. She always did like teasing him. 
“Still figuring it out aren’t you. I’m sure you will get there soon enough,” she said. Xen muttered a few swear words under his breath as he entered the cantina. There was Merebo himself behind the bar like he always was back in the day. It was starting to get crowded as the people of the Smuggler’s Moon came out to indulge in their debaucheries. Xen hummed along with the tune of the cantina music, trying to make himself at ease. While the rest of his shipmates went and found the table that Horace had planted himself at earlier, Xen approached the bar. 
“Merebo you sly dog, I thought Garnalo taught you a lesson. How did you manage to open the place back up?” Xen asked, smile on his face. He was more than use to playing the friendly and charismatic role from his duties in the Cocytus System. Inside however he was beginning to experience a confused terror he had never endured before. 
“Whoa whoa whoa, Xen, buddy. You start the night out early or sumthin? Are people sayin’ Merebo ain’t toeing the line with the Hutts? I know betta than to skip payments to Garnalo,” Merebo said, street accent coming through. Xen was even more confused than he was when he woke up on the ship. 
“Ask him what year it is,” Kara said calmly as she leaned forward on the bar. Xen found his eye running up her backside before he snapped back to attention.
“You, uh, caught me, been drinkin’ for a while,” Xen said, hoping he was properly slurring his words. “Can you do me a favor, we were out in the black for a while. Whats the date?” 
Merebo gave him a look and responded. 
“And uh, the year?” 
“There looks to be a bruise on your head, the boys knock you around too hard while you were out there Xen?” Merebo responded. Xen stared at him eyebrows raised, indicating he still wanted an answer. Merebo sighed and told him the year. Xen backed away from the bar quickly. The room started to spin. Xen ran forward to the restroom, locking himself in one of the toilet stalls. 
He ignored how filthy it was. Instead, Xen had his hands on his knees and was hunched over breathing deeply. All the little off things he had noticed were clicking into place. After a moment the nausea passed and Xen straightened up. 
That is impossible.
“Is it really impossible when all the evidence points to it? Kara said from behind Xen. Xen felt her hands grab the back of his neck and shoulders. She lightly massaged them while Xen continued to take deep breaths. 
Xen turned and placed a hand under her chin, drawing her face up to look him in the eyes. 
“This is the past. This is the year you died. What is going on woman?” Xen asked in a hushed but angry tone. Kara sighed before speaking.
“This isn’t just the year I died. This is the night I died. You and I are out there, right now.” Xen dropped his hand from under her chin. He opened and closed his mouth a few times as if he was going to start speaking but then thought better of it. Xen’s mind raced and then he knew what he had to do. He felt it down in his soul. He pushed Kara aside and unlocked the door to the stall. 
Xen walked out of the restroom and toward the table his shipmates were crowded around. They all were sucking down drinks like their lives depended on it. 
“There he is. Where did you go?” Kortro asked. Horace gestured for him to take the empty seat next to him. 
“Come on Xen, you helped convince me we should let off some steam. You look like a nexu has your balls,” Horace said. Xen tried to make his posture less rigid. 
“Sorry sir, I gotta bail for a few hours. I got a message from a... friend asking to meet up. Haven’t seen them in over a decade. Is it cool if I meet back up with you guys in a bit?” Xen asked. He wasn’t use to having to ask for permission to leave, that was reserved for his interactions with his superiors on the Dark Council, not simple smugglers. But the command was command, and Xen couldn’t afford to raise any more suspicion. 
“Friend eh? Sure sure, I was starting to get worried you were never going to break this dry spell,” Horace said laughing. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a coin. 
“Here, make sure to tip her well,” Horace added as he flipped the coin through the air to Xen. Xen caught it with an awkward laugh, stepping away quickly before any of the others could get in a joke. 
Xen wove between the buildings, occasionally cutting through one to get to his destination. The wind had picked up even more, and the storm had officially arrived. Rain poured from clouds high above that were masked by the darkness and pollution of the planet. Kara didn’t run along Xen. Instead she would appear ahead of him, helping mark the path he needed to take to reach the scene of her murder. He knew he was close to the walkway where it happened, bits of buildings were starting to pop out as familiar from his memories of that night. 
Xen rounded a corner and saw Kara ahead of him again. However, before he reached her, Xen made a sudden right hand turn. Instead of making his way onto the walkway where Kara had been killed, Xen raced down a back alleyway until he found a ladder. He began to climb the side of the building it was attached too. He wanted a good vantage point. The rungs of the ladder were slick with water, and the wind pushed at Xen, fighting to push him into the open air. But Xen was a man determined to reach the top. As he finally did so, Kara was standing there waiting to greet him. 
“We were nearly there, why are you coming up here?” She asked as Xen pulled himself up and onto the roof of the building. From the walkway below, this was a relatively short building, something Xen was glad for. Each rung of the climb up had nearly sent him falling to the ground. As Xen stood tall he looked deep into Kara’s blue eyes and didn’t respond. Instead he walked toward the side of the building that faced the walk way. Even in the storm, Xen had a good view of what was going to happen there. But beyond the safety of the poorly lit walk way hung the void of empty air, a large gap leading into the many speeder routes around the moon. It was at least a 150 meter drop to the roofs of other buildings below. 
Kara stood next to Xen in the rain and wind and waited. She kept her eyes on her former lover losing focus on everything else below. Xen tensed up, alerting her to action below. She directed her attention to the walkway. It was about to happen. 
Down on the walkway, there they were, running through the rain, hurrying to make it to the cover of the next building. Two young, lovesick, secretly trained Jedi. All they had wanted was to make the galaxy a better place, together. Little did they know what was about to happen. 
Up on the building Xen took a sharp inhale of air as it begun, holding in his chest. He watched the seventeen year old version of himself, Still going by the name Kilan get flung far back down the walkway. Xen had forgotten how hard his head had hit the ground. Up on the building Xen reached up with a hand to the back of his head, the long repressed memories came back as they unfolded literally before his eyes. Kilan lay still on the ground, dazed by the unexpected blow. 
“So you are just going to watch? Not stop it?” Kara asked, voice straining with concern. She obviously expected Xen to jump down and stop her murder. Xen shook his head, eyes focused back on the young woman now left alone on the walkway. Out of the shadows below where Xen stood on the building stepped a cloaked and hooded figure. The figure pulled something from his waist, a lightsaber hilt, and clicked it on. Red light illuminated the walkway around the figure. He moved with an unnatural speed toward Kara, who was activating her own lightsaber. Xen clenched his fists, his face turned a ghastly white. 
Kara managed three successful parries. The walkway was slick with rain and she faltered. Down the alleyway, Kilan was getting back to his feet, but it was already too late. The hooded figure lunged and Kara was left staring down at a red blade sticking through her torso. The lightsaber clicked off and Kara fell to the ground, lifeless. The figure that had attacked her was already bounding toward the railing preventing people from falling out into the void. With a tall leap the figure was in the air, and then he was swallowed by the darkness. Lights of a speeder came into view from below where he fell, and then raced off out of sight. 
Kilan raced as fast as he could to Kara’s crumpled body. He slid on his knees as he came to it. Holding her lifeless head in his lap, Kilan let out an inhuman howl of anguish. Watching from above, Xen remained silent and tense. Thirty seconds of pure chaos and the woman he had loved was dead. Again. 
“This really did break you didn’t it?” Kara whispered after a moment. She stared at Kilan who was still screaming on the walkway. Xen didn’t acknowledge the question, he was too engulfed in the scene below to to look away. Kara took his silence as the answer. 
“So why did you only watch?”
“I told you earlier. The man I was died this night,” Xen said flatly after a moment. His voice was mostly swallowed up by the wind, but he knew Kara still heard him. 
“And you could have prevented that,” she responded. Xen could feel her breath on the side of his head. Her mouth was mere inches from his ear. He didn’t turn to look at her. 
“Not all love stories have a happily ever after ending Kara. This was going going to happen. Kilan had to die. Xen’Mordin had to rise from Kilan’s ashes. If not today, they would have gotten to you tomorrow. If not tomorrow then next week.” Xen swallowed hard, fighting the memories of the pain that Kilan was going through. 
“I know,” was her response. Xen unclenched his hands. They, like his face were white. He turned and walked back toward the ladder, rain dripping down his face. He turned and started to head down.
“What are you going to do now?” Kara asked. Xen paused a moment. He had only gone down enough rungs for his head to be visible from the roof.
“I’m going to find the son-of-a-bantha who did this.” 
“He took off on a speeder, you aren’t going to find him. And what are you going to do if you do manage that? You don’t have a lightsaber and your force connection is barely there,” Kara pressed as she walked briskly alongside Xen. They were indoors again, but the water from the rainstorm was still dripping heavily from them. Xen glanced around the spacious open hall, trying to get his bearings. He needed to acquire a speeder for himself. 
“I have the benefit of many years of experience since last time I was here. And I can still feel his presence. He is out there waiting to be found,” Xen said as he spun around and changed the direction he was heading, “Plus, it just feels like that kind of night.” 
“The kind of night where you wake up in the past just to watch the moment you fight each day forgetting? That kind of night?” She asked. Xen couldn’t help but smile. He had greatly missed hearing her voice and playful banter. 
“Yes. That kind of night,” he replied. Xen bolted out of another set of doors to find himself on a much busier walk way than the one Kara had been murdered on just minutes earlier. It helped this one was covered, which left it a degree dryer than the other one. Speeders were also going with an alarming frequency. 
Xen didn’t hesitate. He strategically bumped into a man who was walking away from a close group of parked speeders. In a swift motion he snagged the keys to a speeder out of the man’s pockets and kept walking, muttering what could pass as an apology for bumping into the man. A click of the lock button signaled what speeder the man owned. Xen opened the door and quickly closed it behind him as he sat down. Kara had already appeared, sitting in the passenger seat. With a fluid motion he clicked the speeder one, popped it into gear and was gunning the throttle. 
The speeder was gone and out of sight, with no one any the wiser. 
They had spent a good twenty minutes in the speeder, weaving between buildings and traffic before Xen set it down. He pointed out the window as he parked it. 
“That speeder right there. That was the one,” he said. Kara nodded in agreement. Xen hopped out of the car, and put the keys in his pocket. The speeder might come in handy again later. At the very least he had a few hours before the man he stole it from noticed it was missing. And when he did, it wouldn’t really matter. This was Nar Shaddaa, and if you were stupid enough to let someone pickpocket you, a missing speeder was the least of your problems. 
Xen picked up his pace, following the feeling in his gut. Before he knew it he was standing in the lobby of a mid priced hotel. He walked up to the turbolift to call it down. 
“I still don’t know what exactly you expect to accomplish with this,” Kara stated as she watched the numbers above the lift doors. 
“I just want to talk,” Xen replied. His clenched his fists again. 
“Talk. Right. I know what that look is in your eyes.” 
“I mean it. I just want to talk.” 
There was a soft beep announcing the lift’s arrival. Xen stepped in and hesitated for a moment before pressing a button. 
Level Nineteen.
The turbolift shot up and the two stood in silence. There was another soft beep and the turbolift doors opened into a hallway. Xen stepped out and paused again, reaching out and feeling for where he needed to go. He turned left and started walking. 
1912. 1913. 1914… He counted off the rooms as he passed him. Finally he reached 1917 and stopped. 
“This is it,” he said flatly. Kara put a hand on his shoulder. It was reassuring and a reminder of what he needed to do. He looked back at her. She nodded. He thought about kicking in the door for a moment, but then he just knocked. 
The door opened. 
“Kiith don’t tell me you forgot your key,” came a voice from within the room. Xen marched across the threshold. There was a man, mid fifties sitting crosslegged on the floor. He must have been meditating. The man did a double take in realizing it was not who he expected entering the room. His hand went to his waist, but Xen was on top of him before he would reach his lightsaber. 
There was a loud crack as Xen’s fist met the man’s face. Blood started to stream out of the man’s nose. He looked both horrified and confused. There was another loud crack as Xen punched him again. Xen reach and grabbed the man’s robes with both hands and yanked him to his feet. Xen held the man up so his feet dangled unable to reach the floor. 
“Look. At. Me.” Xen commanded. The man blinked a few times while trying to struggle away from Xen’s grip. After a moment he stopped fighting. Xen could see a look of understanding grow in the man’s eyes. 
“You! How?” the man asked, spewing blood from his mouth. It looked like Xen knocked a few of the man’s teeth loose. 
“Does it matter? I am here,” Xen replied.
“So tonight was a success. I can see the power of the Dark Side burning through you.” 
“No. Tonight you failed. All you accomplished was killing Kara and Kilan.”
“Killing Kilan? You are standing right here, proof Kilan must still be alive.”
“No. He is very much dead. Or at least in the process of dying. I am what walked away from his ashes. Kilan is locked away somewhere stricken with grief beyond your understanding. His mind couldn’t handle it. So I was born as a way for him to live beyond his pain. The man who walks out the hole he has secured himself in couldn’t move a toothpick with his mind. He couldn’t wield a lightsaber. He couldn’t sense the Force if it came up and smacked him on his ass. You failed.” 
The man’s eyes went wide with confusion.
“But you are here. And you are clearly empowered by the Dark Side.”
“Yes. Yes I am. I spent a year with the memories of tonight, of my whole life as Kilan, and most importantly my connection to the force hidden away by my subconscious. You need to act again if you ever hope to wake me from my slumber.”
The man nodded in understanding. 
“How and where does it happen?” 
“I will leave this planet with a group of Smugglers. In eleven months, seventeen days we will find ourselves in the HP-8-C System. A remote unremarkable system. There we will land on a planet. A planet that has a lone structure on its surface. A Sith Temple constructed directly over a nexus of Dark Side Energy. It is there I shall awaken and begin my path to who I am today.” Xen lowered the man back to his feet. 
“Being reawoken by a nexus of Dark Side energy? That must have been painful.”
“Oh it was. Incredibly painful. More pain than I thought was possible to experience. As was what I then did to my brother. And to you.” 
The man nodded. There was no look of fear in his eyes. He would fight it when the time came, but it was the way of the Sith. The old must die so the young can take their place. They all understood it. They all would hold off as long as they could. And when their time came, they would go knowing it was what had to be. 
Xen stepped back from the man. He had passed on the message he needed to deliver. The ball was in motion, now he just had to ensure that his younger self made it on to the crew of the Ruthless Eagle. There was a hiss as the door opened.
“I couldn’t find where Kilan ran off to. He is out there somewhere, master. I will find him.” The man who entered stopped in his tracks as he saw Xen standing there and the blood running from his master’s face. Xen looked into his brother’s eyes and saw rage. He also saw a brief flicker of recognition before his mind clicked in with how illogical it was. Xen couldn’t be his brother, he was clearly far older than seventeen. 
“Kiith. Don’t worry. I’m done here,” Xen spat and walked past his elder brother. Another year and Kiith would be left dead. Kiith looked at his master, waiting to see if he was expected to attack. His master shook his head. As Xen left the room, before the door closed behind him he could hear his brother asking his master a question.
“Who was that? I feel like I know him from somewhe-” and the door sealed shut. Xen took a deep breath and started shaking. Kara walked next to him, half holding him as they walked down the hallway. She didn’t say anything as they rode the turbolift down. She also didn’t say anything as Xen found a quiet dark corner and sank to the floor. She sat down next to him and held him while he cried.
It took Xen a few more hours to make his way back to Merebo’s Cantina. By then he had composed himself enough to put the next piece of the puzzle in action. 
“There he is. I expected you to look more chipper! You were gone long enough. Did your friend not satisfy your needs?” Horace called out as Xen approached the group of smugglers. Xen waved off the question and sat next to his captain. Horace slapped him on the shoulders and handed him a drink. Xen took a deep long gulp of the amber ale. 
While he drank and laughed with his fellow shipmates he took assessment of each one of them. He needed to act as they expected him to act, or else it would ruin everything. And most importantly he needed to assess Cetlian. He was the key piece of how Xen was going to get his younger self on to the crew of the Ruthless Eagle. Xen bought a round of drinks and took extra care to add some extra shots of Corellian Whiskey to the glass he handed off to Cetlian. He also made sure to waterdown his own glass. He needed his mind to stay sharp and alert if he was going to pull this off. 
After quite a few more drinks, the crew made their way back to their ship. Xen could only remember it was in bay fifteen. He was glad he had people to lead the way back to it. Xen noticed the Ruthless Eagle parked just a few bays over. He made sure to stick close to Cetlian as they got back to the ship. Kara had remained silent since the confrontation at the hotel. Something Xen was partially grateful for. He couldn’t afford to slip up and acknowledge her while around the others. 
“Hey Cetlian, did you remember to get those parts you needed?” He asked when the docking area finally came into view. Cetlian nodded. 
“Yuuuuuup. Ssssshould be delivere’ mornin’,” Cetlian managed to say. Xen threw the man’s arm around his neck to help prop him up. Xen looked over to the man he was pretty sure was Vontra and smiled. 
“Lightweight isn’t he?” 
They boarded the ship. Xen, with the help of Vontra, helped drag Cetlian and deposit him in his bunk. He had finally passed out as they were making their way up the loading ramp of the ship. Xen slapped Vontra on the back and went and laid down in his own bunk. Kara sat on the floor beside him, holding his hand. Together they waited in silence for the crew to fall asleep. When everyone was finally out and snoring. Xen got out of his bunk. He had work to do.
Xen awoke to commotion. He bolted up right, but swung his body to the side just in time to avoid hitting his head again. He had remembered just as his hair swept against the bunk above him. He could hear yelling. Frantic yelling. Xen focused and wore an appropriate expression of concern instead of the smile he felt like displaying. He got up and raced along the hallways of the ship toward the yelling. It was coming from near the bathroom. He along with the rest of the crew piled into the room to see what was wrong. 
Cetlian lay on the floor near a toilet. Blood pooled around his cool and slightly blueing body. He had been dead for a while, and lost what appeared to be most of the blood in his body. His pants were undone, and cock in hand. It appeared he had fallen over while trying to take a piss in the middle of the night. There was a large chunk of flesh caught on the corner edge of the sink. The blood there had been resting long enough to dry. The crew of the ship stood there shaking their heads. 
“Fool would have been better off pissing his pants in bed.” Jorrac spoke up. Captain Horace stood from the crouched position he had be in over the body. 
“We should have cut him off earlier,” The captain finally said. Xen could feel the weight of guilt and grief in the air. These weren’t just simple smugglers. They were a family. In his old life Xen would have felt guilty about it. But here and now it just brought him one step closer to finishing what he needed to see done. 
“Someone cover up the body. It isn’t proper to leave him exposed like that,” Xen said. Someone ran and grabbed a towel. It was delicately draped over the body. 
It hadn’t been easy for Xen to carry the mechanic to the bathroom. Once there, it had been easy enough to set the scene. He had driven Cetlian’s head down hard enough to drive the corner of the sink deep into the brain matter. One blow and the blood started flowing. It did require some quick footwork to avoid getting any of the blood on himself, but Xen had managed. 
Xen had spent a while in his journey back to Merebo’s the previous night straining his memory. He knew he had managed to get a position on the Ruthless Eagle because their main mechanic had just jumped ship to work with another crew. Xen had now just created the opening for that mechanic to land in. 
“Seems like such a waste. He seemed like a good kid.” Kara said, looking over Xen’s shoulder. Xen nodded his head slightly but didn’t reply. 
“We need to get this cleaned up,” Horace said. “I’m going to make a call and see if we can get the body picked up and cremated.
There came a buzz from the comm system. Kortro was closest to the nearest system box so he hit the comm button. 
“Parts delivery,” came the crackling voice. 
Right on time. 
“Parts… The engine. Cetlian hadn’t fixed the engine yet,” Horace whispered. 
“One second, I’ll open up the ramp and doors,” Horace said louder at the box. Xen looked at the captain.
“We are going to need a new mechanic, sir,” Xen said with a undertone of regret. Horace nodded in agreement. 
“I’ll have to look into later. After this,” Horace swept a hand toward the body of Cetlian, “is cleaned up and dealt with.” 
Xen turned and walked with Horace as he made his way down to grab the parts that were being delivered. 
“Sir, Garnalo expects us to be loaded up and on our way in three days. Can we afford to wait?” Xen probed. Horace shook his head.
“No you are right. I’ll have to focu-” Horace began. 
“Sir, let me handle it. The crew needs her captain to be focused on the tragedy at hand. You trust me enough as First Officer. I’ll find us a good man to join the family.” Xen interrupted. He was taking a gamble by trying to force the issue. He didn’t know Horace well enough to predict how he would react. Xen counted his heartbeats as he waited for Horace to respond. He got to seven. 
“Yes, that would be good. Get it done. We need to be ready to deliver for Garnalo. As tragic as this is, we will all be dead if we fail him,” Horace said. Xen stood straight and gave a slight bow. 
“I’ll get right on it sir.”
Xen stood with his back against the wall near the entrance of the bay where the Ruthless Eagle was parked. It was a much smaller ship than the one Xen found himself working on at the moment. He had forgotten just how fragile that ship had been. Its crew was half starved. Convincing the mechanic to jump ship shouldn’t take too much effort. The crew Xen worked with now had a steady set of jobs thanks to their connection to Garnalo. The crew of the Ruthless Eagle could only dream of having such an opportunity. 
“How will you know who to talk to?” Kara asked. She was leaning on the wall opposite Xen. 
“I’m looking for the one person I don’t recognize there. They had only lost the mechanic when they took me on. They were desperate for anyone with mechanical history. I wasn’t exactly what they needed at the time, but I had more experience than anyone else they were going to find and convince to join up with them. That ship was sketchy to fly on at the best of times,” Xen explained. He pushed himself off the wall and stood tall. There was his mark. A Rodian. 
He looks kind of like Koryn. Xen thought. But then again all Rodians look the same. 
“Hey you!” Xen called out waving. The Rodian looked confused. 
“Yes you. Rodian. I’ve been asking around. I hear you are a pretty good mechanic,” Xen said. The Rodian began to reply with a heavily accented basic. 
“Good? Yes. Good. What you want? I busy.” 
“I’m here to offer you a job.”
“Job? Have job. Please go.” 
Xen sighed and raised a hand to his forehead trying to remember what the going cuts on the Eagle were. 
“You are on the Ruthless Eagle right?” The Rodian paused then nodded. 
“Yes. Mechanic.” 
“Yes, we established that. You see that big ship in bay fifteen? The one not falling apart? I’m first officer there.”
“Very nice. Still busy. Good day.” 
Xen held up a hand and stepped in front of the Rodian. He was going to have to force the issue.
“You make four percent on each job you take. When you have jobs to take. We have a… relationship with Garnalo the Hutt. We always have jobs. And we can give you five point five.” 
That made the Rodian stop trying to push past Xen. He cocked his head. 
“Good ship?”
“Reliable. We have some engine parts that need to be replaced. We are kind of in a hurry here.”
“What happen to old mechanic.”
“He got too drunk and ended up killing himself in an accident.” 
That didn’t give the Rodian any pause. The thought of a higher cut of consistent jobs was already stabbing its way through its brain. Xen could practically smell the gears turning in the Rodians head. 
“Bay fifteen. Need ten minutes. Will meet you there.”
The Rodian practically ran toward the Ruthless Eagle. Xen took a deep breath, relieved he had convinced the alien to sign up. 
“That went quite well I think.” Kara said. Xen looked at her and smiled.
“Why yes it did.”
Xen spent the next two days working hard to keep up appearances. It was menial work, but it kept him busy. All the while he kept an eye out for his younger self to wander into the port. He had been totally shut off from the world in the days following Kara’s death, he wasn’t even sure how long he had spent in there. 
The Rodian mechanic from the Ruthless Eagle had jumped right into. It had only taken him eight minutes to get his stuff from the Ruthless Eagle, talk to the captain and make his way to bay fifteen. The crew was still uncomfortable around him, but once the shock of Cetlian’s unfortunate and completely accidental death wore off, he knew they would accept him with open arms. The smuggling game was too volatile to not develop a willingness to move on from past allies and on to new ones. Some would say there was no honor amongst thieves. There was, but you had to be one to see just what kind of honor it was. 
It was early afternoon when Xen finally spotted the lanky awkward seventeen year old version of himself make his way into the port. It wouldn’t take long for the boy to be taken in by the smugglers. They had a few days of panic, not being able to convince any other mechanics to come to their crew. Still, Xen wanted to be sure it happened. He snuck away from his own ship and followed his younger self. He stuck to the shadows as he watched. His younger self was practically begging for a position on a ship. He had been so desperate to get off Nar Shaddaa. That’s when Kevan from the Eagle walked by. 
Xen watched Kevan and his younger self go back and forth for a few moments. Kevan slapped the boy on the shoulder and escorted him toward the Ruthless Eagle. 
“Well. You set the ball in play and made sure the pieces were in place. Are you happy?” Kara sounded annoyed.
“Happy? I haven’t been truly happy a day in my life since you died. Content though. Yes. I am content. Young me will be able to go where he needed to.” 
“And what now?” Kara cocked her head to the side. 
“I keep working as a smuggler and hope I wake back up where I belong. If I have to keep this up for too much longer I might have to kill myself.” 
Kara laughed at this. 
“Is it that bad?” 
Xen nodded.
“Having servants is nice. I highly recommend it.” 
They both smiled and walked hand in hand back to the ship. 
38 ABY
Royal Palace
Judecca, Cocytus System
Xen stirred slightly. His head was still heavy. He was being gently shaken by the shoulder. He raised his head from the desk. 
“Sir, are you okay?” Perthac asked. Xen rubbed his eyes. He had been asleep at his desk again.
“Sir, we heard you screaming, I’m sorry for waking you, but I had to make sure you were okay.” 
Xen nodded and sat back in his chair. Perthac walked over and pours a glass of water for the Emperor. He placed it on the desk and stood back at attention. 
“One of these days I’ll actually sleep in my bed,” Xen said giving a weak smile to Perthac. He took a deep drink of the water. His throat was quite hoarse. 
Was that all a dream? No. It was all so real. Too real. 
“Are you sure you will be okay sir? It is still early, you can get a few more hours of sleep in your bed,” Perthac pressed. Xen waved the question off. Sleep just didn’t have the allure it had earlier in the night. Xen slowly looked around the room. No sign of Kara. Xen didn’t know what he had expected. 
Part of Xen felt guilty for not trying to step in, even if it had just been a dream. But the hole her death had caused in his soul was one he had lived so long with, he wasn’t sure he knew how to live without it. The pain, grief, anguish, rage is what drove him every single day of his life. 
Perthac saluted and made his way out the door. Xen stared off into space, deep in thought. He did a double take as the door started to slide shut behind his guard. A woman with dark brown hair and deep blue eyes was leaning against the wall opposite the office door. She smiled a heartwarming smile. 
They held each other’s eyes for the brief moment until the door cut them off. It clicked securely shut leaving Xen alone in his office again, with nothing but his thoughts for company. 
