 Vanishing The Lady 

R40 Heavy Cruiser Justice
Outskirts of the Doran System

Hutt Space
The conference room was in chaos, with screens and holograms scattered around the room, and people in armour, robes and tattered and patched uniforms stood over them pointing and arguing loudly, the resulting affect a loud babbling hum that hit you as you walked in. Largely unnoticed near the back a hooded figure in robes stood leaning against the wall, regarding the chaos passively. Malisane looked around the room studying the various parties and factions. 

The loosely allied Tenixr Remnants wore rough clothing or a rough semblance of military dress, and amongst them he recognised the various colours of the Clan's of the Brotherhood. He regarded them coldly, Arconans  mixed with Taldryans and  that was not even the worst of it. He recognised several from the new Clans that had sprung up from somewhere while he had been away, the confused Jedi and the ones for who the force was saleable commodity. He was practically the only Sadowan to join the Remnants, though he had spotted the Keibatsu's comically oversized personal ship hovering in space as he approached, so they were hanging around somewhere. He had no wish to run into them though. After a year back in the House Summit it was good to get away and just look after himself. 

He continued to ignore the hubbub around him and walked over to one of the smaller terminals that no one was paying attention to. He scrolled through until he came to a list of proposed mission objectives. There was something about destroying a Interdictor and a Nebulon B, and something else about a heist of some sort. He paused and then continued scrolling. He stopped again and read it curiously, considering the details. Then he removed his data pad from beneath his robe and connected it to the terminal, downloading the information. With a glance at the Revenants and the other Clan volunteers, he made his way quickly out of the room.

He walked along the corridor, looking in each room he passed until he stopped at the sound of loud conversation. He paused for a few seconds listening, and then following the sound he entered the next room.

Inside were a group of individuals of mixed species and gender. A trandoshan in battered heavy armour stood next to a kel dor in black leathers. At a table with scattered glasses and bottles sat a human male in plain clothing with closely shaved hair, a nautolan female in grey medium armour, and a sullustan male in what looked like a black imperial flight suit that had clearly been adjusted for his size. There was also a falleen female sprawled on a battered arm chair at the back of the room, wearing what looked like black nightsister armour with Imperial captain's bars stuck on. 

At the entrance of the intruder the conversation stopped and all heads turned, watching him. Those seated did not rise, but the trandoshan and the kel door stood straighter, hands moving to their holsters. The air became heavier as they studied the robed and masked Sith.

As Malisane looked round the room at each in turn  the human spoke up as his hand gripped a drink. “Who are you? And what do you want here?”

As Malisane noticed the falleen give the questioner a quick glance, he looked directly at the human.  “In reverse order I am a volunteer here,” he replied, “and what I want depends on who you are.”

The falleen spoke up. “We are the Agitators,” she replied, “and I lead them.” She glanced at the saber hilt at his belt. “Are you a Jedi?”

“Definatley not,” the Sith replied firmly, “though I am a force user. My name is Malisane Sadow.”

“I am Shareth,” she told him, still sprawling in her chair with one leg over the arm as she looked at him curiously. “As I said I lead the Agitators, those you can see before you.”

“You are mercenaries?” Malisane asked.

“Definatley not,” she replied echoing his own words with the same cold emphasis, “we go where needed to fight the oppressors, the Severian filth that imprisoned us. We make them pay. We do earn some money here and there but to pay for what we do.”

“Good,” Malisane replied, “then you may what I am looking for.”

“And what would that be exactly?” the human demanded harshly, and received a second and sterner glance from the falleen.

She turned back to the Sith. “Gavrick asks a fair question, mister force user. What do you want from us?”

Malisane looked round the room. “Have you heard of an umbarran called Kalee Reecchi?”

The falleen's face darkened and there was an increase in the level of tension in the room. “Of course,” Shareth replied, “she is one of the Severians senior commanders, and a woman of dark history if the rumours are to believed. The universe would be a better place without her.”

“Indeed,” Malisane replied with a nod, “and with your help I intend to retrieve her and bring her back here.”

There was a pause. The Gavrick, the sullustan and the nautolan shared an amazed glance and there was a growl from the trandoshan. Shareth's eyes did not leave the warlord's masked face. “Leave. Now.” 

“I am serious,” Malisane pressed, “this is an opportunity to score a blow against the Severians. And to gain valuable intelligence that will help your faction in the future.”

There was a slight stirring amongst the gathered members, and he could sense the kel dor and the nautolan looking intently at him now. The rest were passive or angry.

“And how do you intend to pull off that miracle?” the falleen leader asked, “I assume you have a plan?”

“Not as yet,” Malisane replied, and over the snort from the trandoshan added, “however I have all the intelligence your faction has on the this leader. She may be intelligent, organised, and  confident, but everyone has a weakness and every system has a flaw.”

Gavrick the human spoke up, “Seriously who are you Jedi, or whatever you are?”

Shareth looked intently at the warlord. “Remove your mask if you want us to listen further, I like to see the faces of those I do business with.”

Malisane nodded and pulled back his hood, the featureless mask coming with it, revealing his features. The Agitators took in his pale and bald scarred skin, ripped ears and mouth, and missing nose and eyelids, with the embedded black lenses occasionally blinking shut over his piercing blue eyes. 

“Are you sure about that last sentence Shareth?” the nautolan said in a sarcastic tone as the sullustan and the human shuddered in unison. “he looks like that massiff we used to have.”

Malisane ignored her, meet the falleen's face as she studied him passively. “What happened to you?”she asked.

“I was caught in an explosion I caused, and then a building collapsed on me.”

“An explosion you caused on purpose?” she asked sensing his tone.

“It was the only way to destroy a powerful enemy that threatened my Clan,” he replied, “I survived, she did not. I have never regretted it, even for a second.”

He sensed a slight change in the atmosphere, and the falleen looked around at the faces of her group, studying them. “Gavrick you know already,” she told him, then pointing to the nautolan, sullustan, kel dor and trandoshan in turn she said “Nasune, Xik, Ty'zal and Klesshk.” Each gave him a slight nod, except for Xik who was staring at him, and Gavrick who was looking annoyed.

“We will go with you, Malisane,” she told him, “and we will decide if we have a plan worth attempting. We are not afraid of risks, but we are not suicidal”

“Very well,” he replied.

“Do you have a ship?” she asked.

“Outside on autopilot,” he replied, “the hangar is busy.”

“We will fetch our gear and meet you in the hangar. We can board from there.” 

They made their way through the tube into the Deathshead. Xik looked around the lancer's interior in interest, his nervousness about the warlord's appearance forgotten. “Nice. You fly this well human?”

“I normally have a pilot,” Malisane replied, “otherwise I manage to get from A to B.”

Shareth turned to them. “Xik will do better then,” she replied, “he is very good.” 

Malisane nodded. “The cockpit is straight ahead. The cabins and fresher is on the right, galley and lounge is on the left. Stay out of the pilot cabin.”

As they began to make their way across the hold there was a deep and loud bell sound and an black astromech appeared in the corridor straight ahead, rifle and blaster cannon extended from their compartments and aimed at the group. As the Agitators backed off and raised their weapons, Malisane shouted. “Zero, stand down!”

The droid backed off slightly, its head revolving back and forth as it studied the intruders suspiciously. Finally its weapons retracted and with another deep tone it turned, and motored off down the corridor.

“Any more surprises?” Gavrick demanded angrily as the rest turned to the Sith.

The ship's personality takes some getting used to,” the Sith replied, “otherwise, no.”

“Xik, find the cockpit and get us out of here. Head for Dandoran orbit.” Shareth ordered, “The rest of you, go and amuse yourselves or relax. I want to speak with our host about his intentions.”

When the door to the pilot cabin had shut Shareth sat on the bed while the Sith turned the chair around to face her. She studied his ravaged features. “Alright Sith,” she began, “just so you know I am aware of your brotherhood, and even of your clan, Malisane 'Sadow'. I have been around a long time.” She looked at his face for a reaction, but there was none. “The group I have put together are criminals, who found themselves on the wrong side of what the Severians call law, and they are not perfect. But the reason they, and I, joined the Expansionists is they want a chance of a better future, which is why they're not off exploding, looting and pillaging with the Retributionists.”

“Admirable,” Malisane commented.

She looked into his eyes. “I know members of your brotherhood have joined us, instead of the Severians. I know many have done so for profit, or adventure, or because they seem to genuinely believe in our cause. However I do not get that feeling from you. So why are you here?”

His own eyes met her. “I believe balance between yourselves and the Severians suits my Clan,” he replied, “to be honest as you say I do not believe in your cause, however two groups of equal strength is preferable to one stronger one. I do not trust the Severians, they switch allies and are their intentions are not to be trusted.” He paused. “They abducted our Admiral on a diplomatic mission, then allowed the Collective to take him.”

“Friend of yours?” she asked with a raise of an eyebrow.”

“No, but someone I came to respect, and a great asset.” he replied.

“Very well,” she replied, “I guess we had better view your intelligence on Reecchi. A plan may present itself.”

Cressh Battalion HQ

Dandoran

Doran System

The guards stood to attention as the black lancer patrol craft landed in the main compound, near several supply shuttles and an engineers station. As the ramp lowered, a major approached, accompanied by a sergeant and two troopers. The major waited until it reached the ground and then looked into the ship. He raised an eyebrow as a figure walked down the rank, wearing a long heavy cloak and a black hood. Following him was a surly looking human male and a heavily armoured trandoshan, carrying a heavy blaster rifle. The major glanced down at the robed figures belt, noting the clearly visible saber hilt, and the slug thrower pistol. Then he looked back up at the masked face where blue eyes were studying him curiously. “May I ask who you are?”

The figure drew his hood back, and the major blanched at the ravaged features. The battered man reached down and drew a document from his belt. “I am Adept Malik Sadow of Clan Naga Sadow, currently pledged to the Harmonists. Here are my identification papers.”

The major looked at them. “The name is smudged, sir.”

The adept shrugged. “These things happen Major.”

The sergeant was studying his data pad. “His name is on the list of Brotherhood members who joined the Harmonists sir,” he reported. “He has ambassadorial status.”

The major glanced at the datapad, and then back at the ravaged human in front of him. “I says here that you are a neti, sir.”

“Indeed,” the adept replied, “as you may be aware my species is able to adapt its physical appearance for purposes of disguise or convenience.” The major and the sergeant looked at the features of the adept and shared a glance. An unspoken question hung in the air. After an uncomfortable silence their guest answered it. “An unfortunate accident during my last transformation. I am assured my natural appearance will be restored in time.”

“Very good sir,” the major replied doubtfully. He glanced at the other human and the trandoshan. The humans mood did not seem to have improved. “And your companions sir?”

“They accompany me, one can never have too much security.”

“Very good sir, would you like some refreshments in the officer's mess?”

“A simple drink of water and some sun fulfils my needs. My loyal companions will require some though, if you will excuse us.”

“Yes sir,” the major replied, “oh and sir, we have a visitor later Kalee Reecchi, one of our most respected commanders. She is here for an routine inspection.”

The adept smiled, which in his case causes his ripped lips to draw back over his broken teeth. “That is excellent, I have heard much good of her. It will be a pleasure to meet her.” With a slight bow he drew his hood back over his head and headed for the main building, his companions following.

“I can not believe they fell for that complete load of garbage,” Gavrick muttered as they walked away. Klesshk made a disapproving growling sound.

Malisane's hooded head turned to him. “It is not hard to fool military minds, they lack imagination.” he replied.

“What happens if this real Malik turns up?” 

“He will not,” Malisane replied, “I have known him a long time. He will be meditating somewhere. He is not the battlefront type.”

“Very well,” the man replied, “so what now?”

“The pair of you may as well feed yourselves. My droid will secure the ship and our 'cargo'.”

“Suits me,” Gavrick replied. The trandoshan made a noise of agreement.

Malisane sat looking round the compound. Soldiers were parading and sergeants were shouting at them, presumably making ready for the targets inspection. Others were cleaning and polishing everything that was not moving. The barracks and the mess hall were near by, the latter of which ought to contain the moody human and the trandoshan. On the other side of the compound was his ship and several shuttles and a pair of TIE fighters. There were about three hundred troopers in the camp right now, suggesting some were off on other duties, and about fifty support personnel. Plenty of people around to potentially get in the way. 

In truth he was not exactly happy about this plan. He had favoured a more direct approach but Shareth had firmly suggested it and the falleen had made clear it was the only possible one she would agree to taking part in. The rest had backed her up. As far as he could see they were relying on luck. If this umbarran decided to change her schedule then they would have to make an exit and cancel or change the plan. He was also unsure how long he could realistically pretend to be a mutilated neti Jedi.  

Several hours later there was a sudden stirring of activity in the camp and he looked up to see soldiers heading into the main compound and forming up into companies, officers and senior NCOs at the front. He waited patiently, keeping his hood over his head as he felt Gavrick and Klesshk join him. 

“I guess this is it,” the human said quietly.

“Do not do anything rash,” Malisane replied, “stick to the plan.”

“We will follow Shareth's plan,” Gavrick replied, “and I suggest you remember her coaching, so they believe you are this neti.”

“I will do my part,” the Sith replied.

They watched as a roar of engines announced the arrival of the shuttle, two more TIE fighters accompanying it. It landed in an empty space in front of the assembled battalion, its escorts landing behind. A company to the left of the others began playing instruments, and a ramp slowly began to lower on the shuttle.

They watched as the major stepped forward to greet a figure who stepped down from the shuttle, accompanied by two troopers. He saluted and the figure responded. Malisane studied her. She was wearing light armour, with a simple helmet. She spoke briefly with the major, looking at the assembled companies, and then Malisane stood calmly as the major pointed directly at him, still speaking, and the Severian leader's head turned to follow and regard the black robed and masked Sith. 

“Wait here.” Malisane walked forward slowly, pulling back his hood and mask, revealing his ravaged features as he walked. He felt her eyes studying him curiously though the helmets tinted sockets. He reached her and gave a polite nod of his head.

“So you are Adept Sadow,” she said curiously returning the gesture, “the major was just telling me about you. It is good to meet you. We appreciate your clan's support.”

Malisane kept his features neutral. “It is good to be here,” he replied, “and to meet you. I have have heard much about you.”

The eyes studied him further, “All good, I hope?”
“Of course,” Malisane replied.

“Good,” she replied, “if you will excuse me I have duties to perform here. I will be dining with the officers in the mess. Will you join us Adept Malik, I am sure the battalion cooks will have something excellent prepared for our pleasure?”

“I do not eat, in the conventional sense anyway.”” he replied. 

“Ah of course,” she replied meaningfully, “then perhaps you would join me for a discussion in my quarters later, about twenty one hundred hours.”
“It would be my pleasure.” Malisane bowed and left. Maintaining this identify was becoming a strain but he did his best to remain calm. He waited until she had begun to walk up and down the ranks, accompanied by the major. Then he spoke quickly to Gavrick who quietly walked back to the Deathshead.



Evening had fallen over the headquarters. The compound was quieter now, with most of the troopers and support staff eating or engaging in entertainments. A few patrols walked here and there and guards on the wall kept watch over the surrounding area. In the corner the black lancer patrol craft sat quietly amongst a few shuttles still. Inside it was dark, the only sound the BT1 droid moving on its small wheels down the corridor. Finally Zero reached its destination and emitted a loud deep tone. 

Immediately the floor panels began to move, lifting and pushing back quietly. First Shareth emerged, lifting herself up smoothly and then standing. Ty'Zal followed her, and then offered a hand to Nasune who shook it away, and  Xik who accepted the help. The sullustan looked nervous and Shareth addressed him. “Go to the cockpit and wait. Keep the lights off and stay out of sight until you get our signal. We may need to make a quick escape.”

“Of course,” he replied quietly.

She looked at the nautolan and the kel dor. “Follow me, keep to the shadows. If anyone stops us we  will deal with them. No fatalities though unless necessary.” She looked down at the black droid. “That goes for you as well. We are working with your master. He warned me about you. If you blow this for us it is likely he will die as well. Do you understand?”

The droid made another deep tone. “That had better mean yes,” she replied.

She led them across the compound, the kel dor and the nautolan following her closely and the assassin droid bringing up the rear. They kept to the shadows, watching out for security patrols and spotlights. Shareth glanced at her data pad showing the display of the compound. Gavrick had slipped back again to indicate the officers quarters Reecchi had been allocated. They would likely be well defended but Shareth knew military minds and she knew how to get past them. 

The kel dor made a quick warning noise and Shareth looked ahead. A helmet less trooper was leaning against a wall ahead, smoking something. 

“Mine,” Nasune muttered under her breath. Shareth nodded and she flattened herself against the wall, the kel dor doing the same. Shareth watched as the nautolan made her way forward slowly, and then crouched picking up a small rock. Nasune waited a few seconds, and then threw the rock. As it bounced across the floor the trooper looked towards the noise curiously, away from the nautolan. Nasune moved quickly forward, raising a hand and bringing it down flat against the base of the troopers skull. The nautolan caught him as he fell, and the kel dor quickly moved forward to help her as they dragged him back into the shadows. Shareth nodded in satisfaction and led them on again.

They reached a side door to the main building. It was guarded by two troopers. Once again the nautolan moved forward and ducked into the shadows, as did the kel dor moving in the other direction. At a signal from the falleen, Zero moved forward into the light, moving quickly towards the door. The guards raised their rifles as he approached, then seemed to relax.

“You, what are you doing here?” one demanded. 

The droid stopped, looking at them, and made a quiet tone. 

The trooper moved forward, blaster aimed. Distracted by the droid, he did not notice the nautolan grab his colleague, dragging him down until he hit the ground. As he began to turn the kel dor appeared from the shadows and swing his rifle, smashing it against the helmeted head. Shareth watched again while they hid the troopers, then looked down at Zero. “Get that door open.”

The droid looked at her for a few seconds, and then moved forward extending a tool from its chassis. A few seconds later the door slid open, and Shareth led them inside as the droid turned and sped away.

Malisane reached the door to the targets assigned room and pulled back his hood showing his face. The trooper requested his name, and then let him inside, though insisting on taking his saber and pistol. The Sith entered and looked around. The room was large but basic, with a bed, wardrobe, and a desk and chair and some larger chairs surrounding a table. An open led to a bathroom and there was a locked window at the other side of the room. 

The umbarran leader was stood watching him. She was still wearing her armour, though away from the glare of the daytime sun she had removed her helmet revealing her cold features and sunken eyes. “Good of you to join me Adept Malik,” she greeted him.

“It is my pleasure,” Malisane replied keeping his voice passive.

“Would you like a drink?” she asked him as she poured herself one. 

“No thank you,” Malisane replied, though he felt he could really do with one at that moment.

She poured herself a glass and bade him sit, joining him.

“We are pleased to have so many of the Dark Brotherhood supporting us at the present time.”

“You are welcome,” Malisane replied, “though none of us are here officially. Many of us have joined depending on our own personal beliefs.”

“And many of course have joined the Tenixir?” she pressed him quickly.

“Less from my own Clan,” the Sith replied choosing his words carefully, “the Brotherhood is a diverse group, more now than before. However my own Clan mostly supports the right side.”

“That is good,” she replied. “so may I ask you a question?”

Malisane felt his blood pressure rise. “Of course.”

She looked at him intently. “Who are you?”

Malisane looked back at her, his mind racing. “What did you say?”

A cold smile touched her lips. “You are not a neti, if you were and were somehow stuck transformed you would have died by now. You are also not Adept Malik Sadow, we are tracking those who joined us and he was recorded as being on one of our vessels an hour ago, ironically in his natural form under artificial sunlight. So who are you?”

Malisane looked at her. Finally he dropped the act. “I am pledged to the Tenixir. That is all you need to know.”

“I do not think you are not here to kill me,” she told him, “you have had the opportunity. So why are you here?”

“To take you back with me,” he replied.

She laughed. “On your own? Amongst three hundred troopers? We know where your  human and your trandoshan are. They are being observed. And we scanned your ship. You have one astromech there. What are you going to do, persuade me to come quietly or appeal to my better nature?”

“I could kill you now,” he told her, “before anyone opened that door.”

“True,” she replied, “and maybe you could reach your ship. Or maybe not. Do not think of using me as a hostage, the major and his officers will rather have me shot than taken. I would prefer that as well. The Tenixir would give me a worse death.”

“So what now?” he asked her.

“You can tell me precisely who you are, and then you will surrender. If as I suspect you are a senior member of whatever Clan you belong to, you will be kept in one of our detention centres until this is over, then handed back to the Brotherhood.”

“I think not,” he replied. It was about the right time.

Reecchi looked up in surprise as the door opened and Shareth entered, followed by the nautolan and kel dor, the latter dragging the guard. “Who the hell are you?” she asked.

The falleen looked at her coldly. “Someone who has waited a long time to meet you, Severian scum. Your security is not as good as you think and you are over confident, so much you let our friend in here alone.”

Malisane nodded. “We have little time,” he said quietly as the others moved into the room surrounding the furious umbarran leader. His hand suddenly snaked out, smashing his fist against the side of Reecchi's head and she sagged in her chair. 

Shareth frowned. “Careful with her, she is no use if she can not talk later.”

“I know what I am doing,” the Sith replied, “do your part.”

The falleen nodded. Bidding the nautolan to help, they carried Reecchi into the bathroom and shut the door. After he had retrieved his weapons, Malisane and Ty'zal waited a few minutes, until they emerged again. Shareth checked her Severian armour was all in place and then glanced at the unconscious umbarran, now wearing a simple bath robe. “Unlock the window,” she ordered, “as he says we have little time.”

Nasune obliged, as the kel dor lifted the Severian leader and carried her. After the nautolan had opened the window, Malisane leaned out. “All clear?”

There was an answering tone from the droid outside. Nasune climbed through and then Ty'Zal pushed the umbarran through, before following. 

Malisane turned to the falleen. “There is no point in us waiting. I will fetch the other two and head for the ship through the front door.”

She nodded as she pulled the helmet on, hiding her features. “I will ensure they allow you to take off.”

He studied her. He now had a grudging respect for her. “You are sure of this course of action?”

“I am resolved,” the falleen replied, “I will not be taken alive. Once you are clear I will take a quick way out.”

“Very well,” he replied. 

A few moments later Malisane led Klesshk and Gavrick out through the doors. They were walking slowly but confidently. He knew that the nautolan, kel dor and Zero would be taking their time to avoid detection. 

“I am not happy about this Sith,” Gavrick muttered, “she is valuable to our cause. A lot more than you.”

“It was her plan,” Malisane replied coldly, “and this Reecchi is a valuable asset as well. The falleen understands that, so should you.”

Gavrick did not respond, and the trandoshan made a slight growl that was neither agreement or disagreement.

They continued to walk across the compound, appearing natural. The others should have reached the ship by now. They were nearly done. Then all hell broke loose as alarms began to sound and they heard the sound of running feet from all around them. “Run!” 

They broke into a run towards the ship as troopers began to pour from the buildings, and they could make out the nautolan firing a blaster pistol as the kel dor appeared, the umbarran over one shoulder and a blaster rifle in his free hand. They were making for the ship with its lowered ramp, but had a large open space to make their way through. Both ducked into cover and continued firing as Severian troopers returned fire in organised formations, years of training aiding them. Malisane headed straight for them , his lightsaber in his hand as he focused the force on his body and his movements sped up as he raced across the compound, leaving the human and the trandoshan in his wake. As he did so the black assassin droid lurked in the shadows, and then began to fire its blaster cannon and explosive rifle, giving him covering fire. 

The Sith reached the nautolan and the kel dor and ducked behind cover. “Give me her.”

Confused the kel dor handed the umbarran over to the Sith, who braced himself, and then leapt for the Deathshead's ramp. 

“What the hell?” Nasune asked as she watched him disappear inside, the black droid following.

There was a burst of swearing from beneath the kel dor's mask, as both continued to fire. Then they saw Gavrick and Klesshk fall to the ground, stun bolts hitting both. They glanced to the left as the Deathshead engines roared and began to take off, as shots hit its shields. “Get back here!” Nasune shouted over the roar, but the ship continued to rise. A second later there was a boom as the lancers engines powered up fully and it soared into the sky, adjusting it's course to avoid laser fire from the turrets. Then it was gone.


“You are surrounded,” the voice of the major roared through a hailer, “surrender now or you and your friends will die.” The nautolan and the kel dor watched as their half stunned companions were surrounded by blaster wielding troopers. Slowly they dropped their weapons and stepped out into the light.

They were pushed forward to where Gavrick and Klesshk lay, and the major watched them coldly. Then from the the building they saw Shareth walking out, the falleen still wearing the umbarran's armour but helmet less and her hands behind her head as troopers herded her forward. She had been taken before she had time to act.

Shareth joined the others as the human and trandoshan were dragged to their feet and held up. 

The major faced them coldly. “Who are you, and where has he gone with our leader?”

Shareth met his gaze coldly, “The first we are not going to tell you, the second we can not. His sudden departure was a surprise to us as well.”

He nodded. “I see you want to do this the hard way. Very well. We have people who are skilled at getting answers. You will be taken to them.”

A while later they sat, wrists and feet chained to the seating on the small shuttle. As it took off they could hear a pair of TIEs escorting them as they left the compound.

“I knew we could not trust that Sith,” Gavrick muttered, though his head was still swimming from his stunning. Klesskh made a grumbling sound in agreement. 

Shareth looked at him. “Hopefully he will take her back as agreed, some good will come of this.” Gavrick looked at her but did not reply.

“We are done for,” the kel dor muttered darkly from beneath his mask, “our end will not be pleasant. We are not merely prisoners this time.”

There was a silence for a few minutes, then Nasune said, “I wonder what happened to Xik?”

“He could be dead,” Shareth replied, “or the Sith persuaded him to disappear and keep quiet. We will never know.”

“I suppose not,” the nautolan replied.

They were still flying when suddenly the ship rocked, and they grabbed onto their seats. “What?” Gavrick asked as they all looked around. A second later they heard blaster fire and the sound of their escorts powering up their twin ion engines. Then there was an booming explosion that rocked them again. The felt the ship lurch as the pilot fought to manoeuvrer and then they shuttle rocked again as what sounded like laser fire and missiles hit it, and then they were pushed back in their seats as the shuttle suddenly began to rapidly descend. 

“Brace yourselves!” Shareth shouted and they sat forward in their seats as much as they were able to, heads nearly touching their knees. They waited as they heard the engines struggling and more explosions from near by, and then after what seemed like an eternity the ship rocked as it hit the ground and seem to bounce, and they gritted their teeth until it finally stopped. They opened their eyes and smoke began to fill the room. 


“What is going on?” Gavrick finally shouted. 

“Keep calm,” Shareth ordered, “ and keep your breathing shallow.” 

They sat there in silence for a few minutes as the smoke began to slowly fill the room. Then there was a  noise and the ramp to their left began to lower slowly with a scream of ripping metal. As the smoke began to drift out through the opening they saw a dark figure enter the shuttle, followed by an astromech droid.  “You?” Shareth asked. 

Malisane shrugged, “When I pledge my loyalty, I keep it.” He paused. “You were right by the way.”

“About what?” she asked.

“Your sullustan is a very good pilot.”

As Malisane and the droid moved forward and began to release them, Shareth stood rubbing her wrists. “Where is Kalee Reecchi?” she demanded. 

“In my secondary cargo hold,” the Sith told her, “she is quite secure.”

“Good,” the fallen replied as she stepped outside. She surveyed the scene. The black lancer patrol craft was nearby, and the two crashed TIE fighters were smoking in the distance. There were also a couple of dead troopers and a pilot nearby, with lightsaber burns. 

“We should leave,” she commented as the rest of their party left the shuttle, “they will be looking for us soon.”

“I think that is wise,” the Sith replied. 

