 “Acolyte Bitshiver to report, sir,” spoke the sentry on duty. 

“Send him in.” 
The sentry stepped aside, and I pushed open the door. I looked around the cramped office, neatly stuffed with reports, tech, computer systems and a few droids idling in wall sockets.

“Hello Tyraal,” came the slightly tired but energetic voice of the Aleena Ranger. I glanced over and saw Corvus walk out from behind a pile of boxes stacking above even his head crest. The cobalt across his flesh seemed dimmer than normal, and the Aleena himself seemed tired. I shrugged it off, attributing it to how hard Corvus had been working; he had been assigned management of our Zirael outpost. Our outpost, roughly guarded, was actually there to assure protection over our Essadan warehouse, which Corvus took a high-ended, slightly peculiar interest in the stored items in the warehouse.

In fact, I think Corvus spent more time focusing on what was IN the warehouse than his squad stationed at the Ess Outpost, or what was going INTO the warehouse. 

“What do you need, master Corax?” I asked, hands clasped behind me, military-like. Corvus waved his hand, sighing.

“Oh drop the damn master Corax, will you?” He asked. The usual genial soul of the Aleena was…. absent.
“If you wish.” I replied, struggling not to raise an eyebrow in interested confusion.

“Damn it Tyraal, just drop the strictness, will you?” 


I obliged, unclasping my hands and relaxing my pose slightly.

“What’s on your crested mind then?”


He motioned me up, tossing aside a pile of reports with a flick of the force. They slammed into the wall and scattered. He sighed, shook his head, and instead turned his attention to the one sheet pinned under his finger. 
“This collection of crates is missing.” He said, running his finger across a dozen marked slots.

“Missing?” I queried, not sure I’d heard correctly. And then the important bit of intel hit me: “Collection???”

“Yes. Collection gone Missing. Should I spell it out?” A piece of sarcastic wit had returned to Corvus. I grinned.

“Maybe.” He glowered at me.

“C O L L E—”

“Alright, alright, I don’t need spelling.”

“Then don’t ask for it.”

“Proceed on your brief.”

“That’s all.” Answered Corvus, surprisingly. “I want you to track them down. Bring them back intact. That’s all.” I blinked. “You’re dismissed.”


He hopped down from the desk and began picking up and reorganizing the scattered papers from earlier. I took the silent cue to leave, and did, taking the warehouse inventory with me. I left the room, passing the sentry.
“Where are you off to?” He asked as I passed.

“Classified. I answered, not breaking stride.

“Section AL-6 is over here.” Said Tyv, the warehouse foreman.

“Was.” I corrected.

“Well, yeah.” He waved his hand at a space of nothingness.

“How nice…” Muttered Torezza, a Chiss friend of mine who had tagged along for the mission.

“Where do we start, Tyraal?” Asked Nils, my Grey Jedi buddy who had worked with me on previous occasion.

“Who had access to this area of goods?” I asked.

“Ranger Corax…” mused Tyv. “Myself…. Obviously my team of workers…. But only I and the Ranger were here the past week.”

“And it disappeared…?”

“6 days ago.”
“And you don’t believe your crew took it?” 

“No.”


I walked over to the now empty patch where Section AL-6 should have been. Nothing but a small trinket.

“What about this?” I asked, handing it to Tyv. He examined it for a moment.

“One of the pieces from Crate G2.”

“Out of how many crates…?” Interjected Nils.

“Too many,” hissed Torezza.

“Twelve,” Tyv and I corrected simultaneously.

“Where’d you find this?” Asked Torezza, taking the trinket. Tyv frowned.

“It was on the outskirts of the southeastern plateau.”
“On the surface?” I gasped.

“Why did you bring it back??” Nils demanded. 

“I didn’t. Corvus did.”


I frowned slightly. Corvus didn’t pursue a lead when he had found on staring at him in the face? I decided to ponder that later, when I had a better idea of where I was going.

“Torezza, will you have a chat with Tyv’s crew?” She gave me a dirty look.

“You want me to seduce them?”

“Did I say that?”

“You said—”

“Have a CHAT with them.”

“Alright, alright.” Torezza and Tyv walked off for her interview, and me and Nils looked at each other.

“You want me to do some Psychometry?” He asked.

“If you wouldn’t mind.”

“And if I do?”

“You don’t have room to negotiate, Nils.”


He gave one of his easy grins, and we both made our way out of the warehouse, towards the airdock. We needed gear and transport in order to last a few hours on the surface.
The rocky dust of the plateau flew up as we dismounted our two speeders, enwrapped in our cloaks and life-support armor.
“What do you see??” I shouted above the windy roar.

“The crates were unloaded here!” Nils shouted back, eyes closed in concentration in his Psychometry, fingers playing across the trinket’s surface.

“Anyone we know?”

“No one! They specifically pulled out this though, and tossed it aside!”

“You mean they purposefully left us a track??”

“No; I mean they purposefully left SOMEONE a track!”


Another piece of information I didn’t like. I didn’t want to make my own thoughts.

“Where did they head off too??” I shouted.

“East!!” He thundered back, pointing. “Probably into the mountains!”

“Oh absolute joy…” I growled, glaring at the distant shapes.

“Follow me!” Roared Nils, leaping onto his speeder.


I dove at mine to avoid being buried in the sand that would be kicked up from his take-off. I threw myself onto the seat, and managed to throw my hood around my face before Nils rocketed off. Several seconds later, I streaked after him.


Through my various adventures, I’ve learned to hate and despise mountains. Which is quite upsetting, considering I was born and raised in a mountain range. My homeworld, Naboo, and my native world, Jutrotha, both have a mountain ranges; the latter much more so than the former. The reason I hate them is that once I passed my juvenile years, mountains seemed to have gained a desire to end my life: or at least make it miserable while it lasts. From the sandy and rock mountains of Tatooine, to the rocky alcoves of Korriban, New Tython, Hoth and the dozen other planets my journey to Knighthood has taken me: they are all unified by my traversing a mountain range… and being shot at or stabbed.

Suffice to say, I wasn’t filled with joy in the current situation, slinking around the catacombs of a mountain range in far East Kiast. Especially made wonderful by the dying sunlight. Me and Nils both moved with weapons drawn; he his yellow lightsaber and me my ELG blaster. By now, we could follow where the crates had been dragged through, and we were following the dented rock and the occasional shard of crate material. About eight minutes into the mountains, we were both away of footfalls echoing behind us. Me and Nils, one glance enough, both stepped on either side of the path, waiting for our pursuer to pass between us.


We waited. For a long time. Eventually, we could hear the pants and grunts of the individual as they came along. A flash of brown, blue and black went by and Nils leapt. And then Nils was on the ground, groaning from being flipped down. I heard something crack, and I couldn’t tell if it was armor or bone. I pulled up my blaster, getting a solid kick into my opponent from behind. They stumbled forward and fell to the ground.

“WHERE’S THE CRATE?!” I roared, stepping back and keeping my blaster trained on their back.

“Hell Tyraal, can’t you be any louder?” Moaned the body, rolled carefully over in pain. Torezza had been trying to catch up with us.

“Where’d you come from?” I demanded.

“The infirmary. None of the crew took anything, though none of them like Tyv.”

“Why the infirmary?” I paused. “Don’t tell me you incapacitated them…”

“Nah,” said Torezza, dry as usual. “I OUT-capacitated them.”
“Even better,” growled Nils, weakly rising to his feet.

“Well regardless, I think we need to continue on before it gets dark.” I said, reaching a hand to Torezza. She glared at it, shook her head, and accepted it.
“Remind me to kick you in the back next time we’re on rock.” She snarled.

“I’ll be sure to.” I replied sardonically, resuming my trek up the mountainside.


We continued on, now as a trio, along our path to find the stolen crates. 
“I don’t like this…” Muttered Torezza. 

“Like what?” Asked Nils.

“Look up; there’s a rock face. Anyone could pop over the edge and get a shot in before we have time to react.”


I felt a tingle, and turned. Nils was already on it, lightsaber flicking to life as he brought up his weapon in a block. A blaster bolt bounced away.

“Oh ye of little faith…” I chortled at Torezza, holstering my blaster and igniting my lightsaber. She fumed silently, getting between me and Nils’ protective haze of lightsaber blades. 


Five heads were over the edge of the rock, as Torezza had just foretold: two had sniper rifles, the others had a scattered assortment of weapons. A few shots fired, but we reflected them back.

“Three behind,” warned Torezza, bringing up her blaster and pulling off several shots.


Nils threw his lightsaber and leapt at the rocks. As he hit, he bounced the other side, moving forward and up the stone walls. His lightsaber beheaded one enemy and clattered on the other side of the rocks. I hurled my lightsaber towards another head. Nils sailed neatly over the rocks, somersaulting over the now dead adversary and collecting my spinning lightsaber as he passed.


Nils accounted for, I drew my blaster and dove for cover amid a little rock nest. Torezza was still gunning at the trio behind, so I focused on the two remaining in front. I pulled off a few shots, not being well aimed due to constant fire at me. 
“Torezza!” I cried. “Turn!”


She understood the command and whirled, pulling off a dozen shots at the duet causing trouble above us. I, meanwhile, dove out from cover, taking several shots at the trio behind us. Two of my shots hit, dropping one and killing the other. Torezza hadn’t fared at all, missing on all shots. She scrambled for my previous spot, and we traded targets. I took another few shots at the last one. One of his shots got my helmet, punching a hole clear through. The poisonous, overheated air from the surface rushed into my helmet. I gasped for breath, and got a lungful of 200 degree poison. 

I coughed, and ripped off my helmet, reaching for my backpack. I held my breath, pulling off another few shots. One finally clipped his head, blowing out his helmet, which was almost guaranteed to finish him off. I finished off the dropped enemy, and then searched madly through my pack, searching for the simply oxygen converter. It wouldn’t save me from the elements, but I could at least breathe. I found it, exhaled, and pulled it on. Now capable of breathing, I turned towards Torezza’s duo. One of them threw something.
“Detonator!” I hissed. And Torezza dove from her nest, stumbling towards my cover. She slammed into me.

“Hi Tora…” I said, feigned discomfort from her physical closeness to me.

“Hey there Tyraal…” She answered, as if trying to seduce me. The same old same old that we always joked with. Which was probably why so many asked if we were married. I pulled her against the rock and turned my back on the outside as the detonator went off. A massive explosion shredded the rock nest she’d been hidden in. I felt the pulse from the explosion slam into me, rocking me forward.

“Ouch…” I muttered. I noticed Torezza’s head was exposed, so I hastily yanked her down.

“Aww…. Look at you two cozies, would you…?” I heard a sarcastic but cheery voice say from above. I glanced over to see Nils standing there, both lightsabers ignited in his hands. “I found the crates too.”


I immediately forgave him for his crack about me and Tora, instead rushing towards him, leaving Torezza leant against empty space.

“Where?” I demanded.

“You’ll have to help your girlfriend up, lover boy.” He stated. “It’s buried under a ledge across the second rock face.”


I glanced over at Torezza, who was reloading her blaster.

“What do you think, DEAR. Should I boost you up?” I asked. She gazed at me very dryly.

“No thank you, HANDSOME. I think I’m capable of getting myself up. Maybe your Jealous Friend wants to help me up?” We both looked at Nils. He shook his head.
“You’re on your own, BABE.” He commented, leaping across the gap and landing out of sight. 


I followed him, leaping up to the rock face and pulling myself over the ledge. Torezza scrabbled up behind me. I could feel my skin searing on my face, and I could feel my eyes burning and watering from the atmosphere and heat. I reloaded my blaster, recovered my lightsaber from Nils, and followed him as he lead us to the crates. They were indeed jammed under a ledge.

“How’d they get them down there?” Asked Torezza.

“I don’t know, but I think we should be more concerned with setting up a camp,” returned Nils, glancing at the sun which was now behind the horizon.

“You two can,” I said, hopping down and crawling in with the crates to find one particular bin. “I’m planning on heading back….”

“Now?” Asked Torezza, incredulously.

“No, when the sun sets again.” I spat. “Yes, now, whenever I find this thing….”

“What thing?” Asked Nils.

“Whatever it is in here that Corvus wants recovered so badly.”

“Is there something in there that Corvus wants recovered so badly?”


I didn’t answer. I had found what it was. I was mute in shock.

“Tyraal?” Asked Nils.

“I’m going back now…” I said, my voice slightly quavering. I reached into the crate, grabbing the object’s wrap, and crawled out. 

“What is it?” Asked Nils.


I didn’t answer. I instead vaulted over the stone side, and began as quickly as possible to make my way back to the ground. The last shards of light were just disappearing, and the wind was picking up again as I mounted my speeder.

“Acolyte Bitshiver to see you,” said the Sentry, a new one from when I had last visited.

“Again?”

“Yes sir. He says it’s important.”

“Very well…. Send him in.”


The sentry stepped aside, and I nearly pushed him aside as I stormed into Corvus’ office. The Aleena seemed surprised but not disappointed to see me.

“Well, Tyraal, what’s—”


I slammed the object down on his desk.

“What the hell is that, Corvus?!” I thundered.


Corvus very calmly but curiously took the object and examined it.

“That’s what was in Section AL-6, wasn’t in? In G4, the reason why you were so interested in that shipment, isn’t it?”


Corvus didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. He appeared innocent, but I had the footnote in his theatre due to the fact that I had my answer.

“It’s a murder weapon, Corvus.”

“It would appear so.” He answered. His voice was slightly tightened.

“What do you want it for?” No answer. “CORVUS, ANSWER THE QUESTION!”


He looked at me, his dark grey eyes boring into mine.

“No.” He replied simply.

“IT’S A SITH –”

“That’s enough,” said Corvus, flicking his hand.


I raised my hand and something slammed into it. I knew what it was when it hit me: a coin.

“Corvus, what—”


Another coin was flying; I didn’t react in time. The coin struck a glancing blow on my forehead. It hurt. A lot. Even more than it would’ve normally, due to my Kiast exposed skin. I reeled and another hit me.


I was black in seconds.
