Unknown Place

Unknown Time
I started to get up and promptly rolled onto my side and was violently ill. After the initial sparkles and floaters vanished from behind my eyes, I tried to get up again. Feeling ague and breaking out into a clammy sweat, I gripped my belly and tried to avoid throwing up again. “What the kriff did I have to drink last night?” I thought to myself as I passed out again.

Unknown Place

Unknown Time Later
Wishing the constant roaring noise would stop assaulting my ears, I slowly opened my eyes, hoping to get an idea of where I was and what the noise was. I immediately felt the knives of light stab into the back of my brain, causing severe pain and vertigo. Reeling from the dizziness, I clamped my eyes shut again and grabbed my head in both hands to keep it from exploding. Taking a deep breath and facing what I hoped was down, I tried again.

The blinding light slowly resolved itself into a riot of neon colors and the roar faded into the constant drone of airspeeders zipping through the sky lanes. The neon colors came into focus and I could see giant holographic nude Twi’leks dancing, advertising their sex for sale, next to advertisements for bars, restaurants and numerous other places to lose a person's credits.

There were at least four different sky lanes of different kinds of airspeeders going in the cardinal directions. High above roiling clouds reflected the riotous light of the city.

I finally realized I was passed out on a large glass floored patio that extended out to a docking berth with a beautiful red and white Chevverlot 57 B3L-41R airspeeder parked in it. 

“I know that vehicle,” I thought as I slowly climbed to my feet. Turning around, I found myself looking at a rather plush apartment.  

A soft droning noise caught my attention and I saw a small, flat disk shaped droid about twenty-four inches across and five inches tall come rolling out of a recess in the patio wall. I headed towards where I had been sick and promptly began sanitizing the mess and cleaning it up. I shook my head at the weirdness of it and threw up again as another violent wave of vertigo washed over me.

I staggered away from the mess and slammed into the door of the apartment. Looking through the glass I could see a fancy room. Then I noticed my reflection shimmering in the glass.

The outfit I was in wasn’t my usual grays, blacks and Obelisk blue. I was wearing obnoxious bright reds, purples and green jewel tones. The robes were a soft silk-like material that were a loose fit. The pants and soft shoes were of the same material as the robe - only both were bright, metallic silver. My lightsaber was still attached to a ridiculous gold linked belt, but the robes kept me from being able to draw it effectively. My vibroblades were strapped to my forearms instead of their usual places in my belt and boot. “What the kiff is this?” I said in shock.

“Voice recognized, welcome home sir,” the door lock chimed at me. I looked at the door as the lock light switched from red to green and the door opened.  

I staggered into the entry hall, still feeling the effects of whatever landed me here. “Welcome home sir,” a robotic voice said in a polite tone, “I hope you had a pleasant trip. You have fifteen calls waiting and Miss Vekan will be over later tonight to go to the symphony with you.”

I looked around the hall and opted to head into the nearest room, hoping to get some kind of read as to where I was at, and why the house recognized my voice. “Computer, identify yourself by name,” I said as loud as I could, as I looked around a small room filled with data cubes and assorted house cleaning supplies.

"Certainly sir, I am House 0 mark 3 abbreviated as H0m3. Usually called 'Home', or simply 'H' by you. I am your personal living quarters assistant," the voice answered in a male timber with robotic overtones.

I rolled my eyes at the silliness of such an amenity. The Clan didn't use such things, it made one weak. Reliance on something easily hacked or corrupted by another was always an issue. "Lilith would hate this," I thought as I walked back into the hallway and towards another door.

"H, give me a rundown of the day's schedule again, who am I meeting tonight?" I called out. Looking around, I spotted two more doors at the end of the hall and a deeply recessed alcove with what appeared to be a set of elevator doors in it.

"Yes sir, you have an appointment with Miss Vekan tonight for the symphony at 1745 NSL," it responded. "Your calendar is still free for tomorrow, per your instruction."

“Yeah, yeah, fine,” I muttered, “what the hell does NSL mean?” I asked myself. I finally found the bedroom and could not believe the ridiculous opulence. Sculptures were hidden in alcoves, dimly lit from above. Tapestries and painting graced the walls. What kind of mess was this?  

I walked into the room and looked around. Spying an ajar door, I went and peeked in. The short hall had two doors, one on the side and one in front of me. The door on the side was folded back, revealing more gaudy clothing. I looked with dismay at the colors and fabrics. All silken and velvet in make and colors to make you squint, no soft woven tunics of beige or brown or gray to be seen. A section of the closet had some more feminine clothing and shoes in it. “,Huh, apparently I have someone in my life important enough to waste closet space on.” I thought to myself.

Stepping past the closet, I opened the third door, behind which was a shower/bath combination and toilet, along with a sink and cupboards with towels and toiletries in them.

I went in and stripped out of my filthy clothing, stashing my lightsaber and vibroknives in a drawer. Looking in a mirror I gazed at myself, but a much, much thinner, more muscular and extremely younger self. I had the figure of someone who worked out and took good care of themselves, but appeared to be only nineteen or twenty years old. “H, does this room offer a diagnostic scanner? Or do I have one somewhere else in this monstrosity of a living area?”

“If Sir will stand still for a moment, I can run a diagnostic scan on Sir’s person.” The computer replied in a condescending tone. Apparently I had managed to hurt its feelings with my monstrosity comment.

Standing still, I watched as a medical scanner lowered from an opening in the ceiling. It began to hum as it got closer and then a fan shaped beam of light was emitted from it. It quickly began  to sweep back and forth over my body, stopping by my bad right knee and then continuing on. When finished, the scanner arm retracted into the ceiling and then a panel closed and hid it

“Sir, you appear to be somewhat dehydrated and suffering from fatigue. You have damaged your right knee somehow and I have begun fabricating a bacta brace for it, so it will heal correctly. Some of your vitals do not match with previous scans, however they are within acceptable limits.” 

“Fine,” I said stepping into the cleanser, “is there a holoscreen I can watch the news on in here?” I asked turning the water on and trying to get the filth off of me. I then opened my mouth and bent my head so the stream of water filled my mouth. Swishing and gargling, I worked to get the taste of bile out of my mouth and throat. I almost fell over when a large screen on the wall above the shower mount flashed to life.

“--nk you for standing by. Good evening, I’m Blert Earnst and you are watching Nar Shaddaa News Channel 13. Our top story. It has been made official: Supreme Chancellor Finis Valorum has been removed from power. In his place, Senator Sheev Palpatine of Naboo has been elected. We take you now to the Senate House for further updates.”  

I stopped watching and listening and collapsed into the tub, letting the water drum on my head and back as I began to weep from shock and fear.

I felt the cleanser shut off and heard the news cut out. “Sir? Master Stormwind? Your heart rate is very rapid and I am detecting an increase of stomach acid and respiration. Should I notify your personal physician?” The computer asked in a worried tone.

“No, and turn the water back on,” I answered, “then stop scanning me until I ask you to.”

The water turned on and I let it drum across my neck and back hoping it would ease the tension in them. Frantically I thought about what I had heard. “Okay, I’m on Nar Shaddaa. Palpatine is now in power. I’m young and it’s what, 38 BBY, 37? What in the Sith spit am I doing here? How do I get back to my own time? Oh Gods, Lilith is gonna kill me!”

I turned off the water after about 20 minutes and got out, found a towel and started drying off. While drying off I looked in the medicine cabinet to see if there was anything that could tell me who I was. No luck, nothing had a name on it.

I headed into the bedroom and walked over to the window to look out at the city. “Well this is new, and my, my what a lovely view.” said a feminine voice behind me.

Spinning around to face the intruder I let my towel drop and began channeling the Force only to not feel it. “What the?” I thought, “kriff it! Who are you? What are you doing in my room?”

The woman reclining on the bed rolled off away from me dropped off the far side. Quickly she drew a small slug thrower and pointed at me.

“Who are YOU! You have his face and body, but something is wrong. What did they do to you on Mustafar?” She asked, pointing the pistol between my eyes.

I raised my hands and tried to calm the situation down. “Listen, I just woke up on the landing pad, I have a killer headache and I only found out where and when I am about ten minutes ago. Somehow I have traveled back and time and space almost sixty years or so. For some reason the damn computer knows me and thinks I live here. I have no idea what is going on, and apparently my connection to the Force is gone. My wife is going to be very upset because I left without telling her in the middle of the night. And to top all this I have some crazy woman threatening me in what is suppose to be MY house!”

The woman cocked an eyebrow as an answer to my tirade. “So what’s to stop me for killing you right now?” She said, walking around the bed and towards me? 

I shook my head at her foolishness. “Oh, I don’t know, you might cause a shift in time and space. You will alter your future in some way. And you will have to explain a dead body to the authorities?” I asked, hoping any of what I said was correct.

The woman started laughing. “Idiot! WE ARE the authorities! Well, I am, you are, were, anyway I could dispose of you and no one would ever know what happened.” She said walking up to me, the barrel of the weapon never wavering from between my eyes. “Wait, you said you have a wife?”

Suddenly I felt an excruciating pain as her knee connected with me testicles, making me hunch over as I felt the bile rise in my throat once again. The last thing I felt was a blinding pain as she clipped me smartly with the butt of the weapon accelerating my fall and knocking me out cold.

Unknown Place

Unknown Time

The foul smell of Deathsticks and the chatter of multiple voices brought me around. My head throbbed from where I had been buttstroked. 

“He’s coming around Grooba, want me to hit him with a med pack?” Said a female voice near me.

“Tagwa, Jee banag jen naa an nesue” Someone, apparently Grooba answered in what sounded like Huttese.

“Okay, one awake and alert somebody coming up.” Said the voice. I felt a needle jab into my neck and suddenly the pain began to fade as a fluid was injected into me. My head cleared and I was able to focus.

Looking around I realize I was locked into and interrogation chair, my head, chest, crotch, wrists and ankles secured.

The woman from the apartment stepped back and walked over to a shadowed shape in the corner.

“Jee bla goo joday che mi, um wonkee koose jen wata?” Said the shape.

“I brought him here because I need help interrogating him. And also because he works for you, I didn’t want you to think I had killed him due to a lovers spat.” The woman answered.

Grooba laughed and came into view. He was a Hutt, and a big one at that. He slithered over to me and looked at me closely.

“Ah'chu apenkee?” He demanded.

I looked at him in confusion and then at the woman. “What’s he saying? I don’t speak Huttese.”

“Grooba asked who you are. And stop playing, you speak it as well as I do.” she snapped back.

“No I don’t I told you, I have no idea what’s going on. I don’t speak Huttese, I have never had a reason to learn it. My name is Firith’rar Janos Versea-Stormwind. I am a Grey Jedi with Clan Naga Sadow of House Shar Dakhan. I hold the rank of Mystic.”

Grooba retreated when I claimed Jedi and then looked at me speculatively. “Dan ohk a Mlebi Juno'hervoe? Qa ohk cea y Mlebi Juno'hervoe dan tilor bo? Qato nie dan fic a Cme'as goh? Vil cea y Mystic, Shar Dakhan, vil Naga Sadow? Ceu koo anasan Kek tilor.”

Only recognizing a couple of words I looked at the woman again. “What did he say?”

“ Grooba wants to know why you have a Twi’lek name, what this Gray Jedi thing is, What a Mystic is and what the Sith sounding names mean.” She ticked off an item on each finger. “And I want to know what you meant earlier by having a wife and not being able to use the Force.”

I took a deep breath, realizing I may have caused more trouble than I intended. The Brotherhood was a secret organization and telling them about it might cause a shift in time. Maybe if I mixed up the facts a little. “Okay where I come from there is a planet in the outer fringes of the galaxy we call House Shar Dakhan, because it is our homeworld. I hold the rank of Mystic in group we call a ‘clan’ that is called Naga Sadow.” Taking a deep sigh I continued. “I have a Twi’lek name because I was adopted into a Twi’lek family with my wife and we are her bodyguards. As for the Force, I have been training as a Jedi since I was six or seven and for some reason I cannot connect with it.”

The Hutt and the woman looked at each other and then at me. “What do we do? Do we believe him?” She asked

“Goo wohot lova num panwiya, um Dobra tee gahke. Uba bla jen yuna, woy uba canta goo doth toupee bu naha-ag? Woy gahke goo bla whao goo wohot tee yoieu mi bu copah doi Kitkowe cay bu wen dee hou goo doth banieie." Grooda said, slithering away.

“What did he say?” I asked.

The woman turned back to look at me and drew her slug thrower. “He want’s to know if I believe you, he thinks because I know you best I should be able to figure you out.” The woman responded walking over to me and pressing the barrel right up under my chin. “He want’s to know why you can not use the Force, but most of all he want’s me to tell you that you are a dead man if you don’t deliver what you brought back from Mustafar.”

I looked her dead in the eye and started laughing. “I have never even heard of Mustafar, so go ahead and kill me. Maybe I’ll wake up from this nightmare and be home in bed with my loving wife having passionate sex, and I can go back to my normal life!”

Her eyes narrowed and without warning she pulled the weapon back from where it was grinding into my throat only to come back at high speed and connect with my jaw.

I felt my jaw break and saw stars as the barrel connected with it, the forward sight raking a bloody gash across the skin.

I barely registered the sound of the hammer clicking back.

Unknown Place

Unknown Time
I heard voices fading in and out. “It was close, six slugs in the abdomen and chest. Trying to work around the broken jaw was difficult. For now it is wired shut…”

“When will he wake up?” I heard Lilith, my wife ask someone.

Pain, the throb of the pain is too much. The sound of a heart monitor flat lining. “Code Blue! Code B—“

Unknown Place

Unknown Time Later
Hazy light, distorted sounds, “—ll be better soon, the bacta and your Force healing will have him up and out of here in no time at all. His heart—“

“Honey? Wake up my love, wake up” A soft voice calls to me.  

Slowly I open my eyes, feeling weak and disoriented. Looking around I spied my wife, Lilith sitting by my bed. “Mirror.” I croak.

A droid nurse hands me a mirror and I am afraid to look into it. A sigh escapes me when I finally do look. It is me, old and worn out. Same hard look in the eyes, same graying hair. A new fresh scar across my lower cheek and jaw…”

