She started as the baby kicked.  “Not now little one.” She whispered as she rubbed her swollen belly. Cautiously she peered out just as a shadow fell across her.  She froze with trepidation and waited with baited breath for the shadow to pass.  

Carefully, she moved out of her hiding place and off in the opposite direction glancing behind her to ensure she hadn’t been spotted.

Vaneera Sarin moved quickly through Nar Shaddaa, ducking behind crates and bins, around corners, and slipping in and out of crowds until she made her way to the landing docks.

She had secured a ship there and hoped to get off planet undetected.

She pulled a data pad out and double checked everything. Winding her way around the ships she finally found what she was looking for.

“Is it ready?” She glanced around nervously as she approached the man who was selling it to her.
“Yeah, it’s ready. Where’s my money?”  The gruff voice stared hard at her as she fumbled with her data pad.  

“There, transfer has been made.”  She pulled her hood around her as her eyes darted all over.

He looked at her sternly for a moment before checking his own data pad.  Nodding he said, “Alright. It’s all yours.  Good luck.”

The Zabrak climbed aboard the Dunelizard and started her pre-flight check. Suddenly she looked out the cockpit window.  The man she had just paid for the Dunelizard was talking to a Trandoshan. She watched in abject horror as he pointed towards her ship. The Trandoshan nodded his thanks and looked her direction.
Quickly Vaneera started the engines and began to taxi out. 
------------------------------

Lights flashed in an arithmetic display all around her as the ship shook violently with a series of hits. The Trandoshan had found her and was firing upon her relentlessly.
Flames erupted from the back of her ship as she made her way to the nearest planet. Her heart thumped wildly in her throat as she braced for what she knew would be a very nasty crash landing. 

Warning lights and alarms assaulted her ears as she dragged her self from the wreckage, clutching at her belly. Her head exploded in blinding pain and she stumbled to get her bearings. 

The sound of ship engines overhead grabbed her attention as panic ensued. She flattened herself against a rock and tried to blend in as much as she could.

Vaneera’s blaster found purpose in her hand as she debated whether or not to fire at the ship. Deciding against it, she watched as the ship moved off looking for a place to land among all the overgrowth that this lush forest seem to be ripe with.
‘Where the hell am I anyway?’  Her mind raced as she tried to figure out her next move.
The wind picked up sending a light breeze to rustle through the trees. 

‘Where there is wind there is water. If I can cross water I might be able to through off my scent.’ She started moving off, struggling against the foliage in search of a stream or a river.

As she moved, she had a little time to think about the days leading up to this.  How she sold intel she had gathered concerning a hermit living in the hills on Tatooine to an Alderaanian on Ord Mantell. It was soon after she had been running for her life and that of her little one too.
Her arms and face were scratched and sore from moving through undergrowth. She came over a knoll and found the water source she was hoping for.  With no hesitation, she dove in. Icy water pulled at her as she bounded her way across.  Pulling herself out on the other side, she moved up the embankment. Water falling in rivulets down her face. 
She moved through the woods at a quick pace, eyes darting all around.  Something felt off, like she was being watched.  Could the Trandoshan have gained on her this quickly?

She kept moving faster and faster until her limbs felt as if they would explode from shear exhaustion when suddenly the ground came crashing into her and sending her sprawling from the trip wire her feet had found. 

Groaning she opened her eyes and looked around.  A white skull stared down at her sending her into panic and forcing a scream to escape her. The skull retreated suddenly and that’s when she saw the other one. They talked excitedly to one another in a language she didn’t recognize. 

“Please!” She cried out. “Please! I mean you no harm!”  She hoped they understood basic though she had her doubts considering their primitive attire.

“What are you running from, girl?”  The dialect was odd but clear. 

Vaneera jumped to her feet suddenly remembering the Trandoshan. “There’s no time…” she started, but a blaster fire erupted next to her sending splinters of wood raining down on her.  The zabrak spun on her heel bringing her blaster up and firing in the direction the shots had come from. 

A second shot exploded into her chest. The world around her swam as she fell back, crashing into the forest floor yet again and gasping for breath.  For a moment she saw one of the skull faces move in front of her, arms frantically waving and then the sky darkened. A peel of thunder rolled across it and the wind picked up.
She heard one word from the Trandoshan as he had emerged from his hiding spot before blacking out.

“Nightssssssisters!”

