


Destinies Entwined: Family Skeletons- The Nubian Son

By PadmeLeiaJaina

Prologue:

Welcome to part 2 of the Adventures of Jaina and Marxx. Part one focused on Jaina and her quest to
find out about her family roots. With that now being pretty well established, it is time to delve into the
mystery surrounding the Racees family, and specifically the riddle of Marxx Racees. If you thought he
was fascinating before, you haven’t seen anything yet!

I’ve always believed that Tatooine is the nexus or spiritual Vergence in the Star Wars Universe. People
don’t end up there without reasons. And if interesting things happen to the characters, it is because
destiny will come knocking at their door one day- seeking a high admission price for freedom.

Eighteen months have past since the time of Jaina s Journey. Our young lovers are apart from each
other working on their own individual goals in the Galaxy.

Meanwhile Luke Skywalker feels the tremors of a disturbance in the Force... uncertain of whether this
“Vergence in the Force” Marxx Racees is the cause he begins a quest to uncover the developing

mystery.

(I forgot who the other Jedi Master was on Yavin 4- so I created my own!)

Destinies Entwined: Family Skeletons- The Nubian Son
Chapter 1

Marxx Racees glided though the dense forested floor on Yavin 4. His heart beat steady as he raced
through the brush. He inhaled the wonderful earthy scented mixture of pine and composting leaves as
his feet trod over the soft soil. Effortlessly jumping over fallen trees, leaping up and grabbing vines, he
flew deeper into the never-ending undergrowth on the green moon. Nothing bothered him as he ran.
His mind clear and focused- he was one with the Force. He darted past a gorseed tree and spotted his
destination ahead.

The eighty-foot tall pallanberry tree beckoned him. The luscious fruit that grows only in the top most
branches had now ripened and was ready to be picked. Barely breathing after his fifteen mile run,
Marxx wiped a hand over his bare head removing the excess sweat. Upon arriving on Yavin, Marxx
found his worst enemy not to be the poisonous lumernier snakes, endless mosquitoes, Yavinese Lions,
or Frayt lizards, but the humidity. Growing up on an arid desert planet, it took him nearly a month to
acclimate to the muggy air on the moon. Marxx examined several options with his hair, he tried tying
his thick curly hair back and then he cut it shorter. However these changed did not alter the fact that his
hair made him even hotter, more miserable, and unable to concentrate on his lessons. So he shaved it all
off.



He chuckled remembering the first time he sent a holophone message to Jaina on Naboo. He turned his
back to the holophone so all she could see was the back of his head. In a mirror behind him, he saw
Jaina jump at the large oval shaped head. When he turned around, he lowered his face into view so she
could just see his eyes, to assure her of his true identity. She looked at him puzzled, then laughed
realizing immediately why he did it. In response, she reached up to the top of her head, plucked out a
hairpin, and her hair fell down in flowing curls well past her shoulders and half way down her arms.
She’d never worn her hair long before, and found a strange new pleasure in styling it up into intricate
twists. After several viewings, Jaina decided she liked Marxx’s new look. She told him that he had an
attractive shaped head. The lack of hair projected out his pool blue eyes and accentuated his thick
eyelashes.

Marxx readjusted his backpack and leaped twenty feet straight up, grabbed a branch, and started
weaving his way up through the limbs towards the fruit. Upon reaching the top fourth of the tree, the
uppermost limbs all leaned over, heavy with the hard crusted fragrant sweet fruits. Marxx sat down,
and readjusted his backpack so it faced him in the front. He pulled out his carving knife, stood up and
started selecting the sweetest smelling fruits. After nearly filling his backpack, he pulled one close to
his face. The fruity scent of the pallanberry reminded him of an ingredient used in Jaina’s shampoo. He
felt an overwhelming rush of warmth pass over him as he savored its heady scent. He put it in his
pouch, grabbed one more, and determined he could not fit it in his bag. He sat down and carved away
the hard rind. He attacked the pulpy sweet fruit with blissful joy, gently kicking his legs against the
smooth tree limb. On Tatooine, such things as fruit trees were non-existent. He took pleasure in the
freshly picked pallanberry fruit believing it to be a true wonder to the world.

Marxx looked out across the green canopy of trees and felt contentment in his pleasant surroundings.
He listened as a large flock of owlgrets flew overhead, softly calling to each other. From deep in the
forest he heard a mating roar of a Yavinese Lion. He just couldn’t drink in enough of the sight of trees.
The only thing that could have made this moment sweeter would have been if Jaina were there, sitting
on the tree limb next to him. His heart yearned and ached for Jaina.

Back on Naboo, construction of Theed kept her too busy for making trips to Yavin 4. She’d only
managed to come once to visit him seven long months ago. And even that trip was cut short by a frantic
call from his father Rowlon concerning some building fiasco. Marxx found himself daily longing to
return to Naboo, to be with her, to help her with the Reconstruction of Theed. At times when he saw her
tired expression from her long days of work over the holophone, he wished he could be there to
massage her neck and help erase her tension. Jaina enjoyed fulfilling her promise to rebuild Theed, but
it was obvious the strain of her duties were wearing on her resolve and spirit.

Marxx also felt a longing to return to Naboo. The planet spoke to him; it churned in his blood. He loved
the simple, elegant beauty of the land. Each tree seemed to represent the four principles of the planet,
beauty, truth, art and love. He loved the people and the wonderful cool breezes that blew into the Lake
County from the many surrounding lakes. He couldn’t wait to return to Naboo. He had a secret surprise
for Jaina. He couldn’t wait to see her expression when he showed it to her.

Marxx gazed at the glowing red gas giant of Yavin that loomed along the horizon. He contented himself
with being on Yavin 4, because he wanted desperately to become a Jedi Knight. He reasoned that by
being patient, the day would come that much sooner in which he would be released into the Galaxy,
fully trained, and back into the arms of the woman he loved.



Placing the pit in his bag, Marxx readjusted it on his shoulders and threw himself down the tree, limb
by limb. When he reached about forty feet he took a deep breath and dropped, landing on his feet,
knees bending to absorb the shock. He bounced the pack firmly into place and ran back towards the
Temple.
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In the depths of the Temple Jedi Master Tionne and Jedi Master Rodersuin looked at Luke Skywalker
in the holo-emitter. Luke sat in his meditation chamber back on Coruscant as the Jedi Masters gave him
their weekly updates.

“Honestly Master Skywalker, I don’t see any reason to keep him here. I know it’s only been eighteen
months, but really there is nothing left for us to teach him. The boy has exceptional skills and talents.
He has surpassed everyone here in his abilities- present company included,” Jedi Rodersuin said.

“How would you rank him for peace and calmness with the Force?”” Luke asked.

Tionne spoke up, “Master Skywalker, if Marxx was any calmer we’d have to prod him awake. The boy
just exudes calmness and confidence with his abilities. I can’t explain it. Nothing bothers him. He just
doesn’t get impatient. A few weeks back we sent all of our students into individual chambers to see
how long they could last in solitary confinement, most were screaming to come out after a few hours.
We completely forgot about Marxx. He was in there for over 40 hours! When we finally got him out he
just said, ‘Oh that must be why I’'m hungry.” I’ve never seen anyone like him.”

Luke chewed on that for a moment, “And you both seem absolutely certain there is nothing to worry
about the boy.”

“Should there be?” Jedi Rodersuin asked, scratching his cocoa colored hand. “I wish all of my students
were as quick and qualified as he is around here. My job would be a lot simpler. He does go through
bouts of loneliness, and misses his family, and especially your niece. But overall he seems content with
finishing his training and is able to put his emotional bonds aside.”

Luke nodded his head, “Give him another month of training. Let me know if anything suspicious
arises, and then forward him through the trials.”

Tionne bowed, “Yes Master. And thank you.” They shut off the emitter. “So what should we do with
Marxx for another month?”

“We’ve got a whole pack of five year old younglings he can work on beginning saber techniques to.
That’s more than enough to get anyone’s temper flaring. If he passes the day without losing his patience
once, we should just grant him the title of Jedi Knight on the spot,” Jedi Rodersuin said smiling.
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Chapter 2
Marxx raced through the forest when he felt a jolt of terror and pain in the Force. He stopped, closed

his eyes and extended his hearing. From somewhere to the west he heard screams. He zeroed in on the
exact location of the distress and flew with Force-assisted speed deep into the forest towards the pain.



As he surged forward, he sensed he would never reach them in time. He closed his eyes, focused
completely on the pain, threw out a hand and vanished.

Three preteen Jedi cadets, Trenton, Brandssi, and Carloos stood nervously around their injured Togruta
friend, Shuma-Tu. Valiantly she kept her eyes open, reaching up through the pain, trying desperately to
stay focused and conscious. Her leg throbbed. She held her hand tightly over the gushing wound but
could not stop the pain, or the bleeding. She threw her head back, black and white tentacles flailing in
the grass, as she screamed.

The three standing cadets nervously swayed their lightsabers as the three Frayt lizards closed in on
them from three different directions in a vast open field, drawn to the pungent smell of fresh blood and
fear.

Brandssi turned his head and glanced to his right. In a flash Marxx Racees appeared behind the lizards.
Marxx didn’t run into the field or fall out of a tree, he simply appeared. Marxx dropped his backpack
and took full measure of the situation. Frayt lizards, indigenous to the planet, can grow up to 20 feet in
length and their tails contain rows of deadly spikes. Marxx suspected that one of the creatures had
attacked Shuma-Tu. The lizard in front of him neared dangerously close to the cadets as the other two
stalked towards the young Jedi to the creatures right.

Lightsaber in hand, finger poised on the activation switch Marxx raced towards the lizard in front of
him. In a fluid movement he leaped straight in the air, activated his green blade with a snap hiss, landed
on the closest beasts shoulders and thrust the lightsaber right through the beasts skull, killing it
instantaneously. The two other lizards bellowed in anger, shaking the meadow with the vibrations from
their screams.

The center Frayt charged straight towards his fallen companions. Marxx took off after it, leaped high in
the air, vaulted spinning over its head and landed squarely on its back. He jumped up as the creature
whipped around mid run, throwing its tail towards him. Marxx kicked his legs up and straight out to
avoid the tail, and threw his lightsaber into his left hand and slashed the crackling blade through the air
severing the tail mid flight and threw him off his back. Marxx fell with a thump and an audible groan
onto his stomach, sending up dirt. He pounced up, shirt covered in grass stains and dead leaves. The
creature roared out in rage, sending a wave of rancid lizard breath in his wake. Marxx reached out with
his right hand and Shuma-Tu’s lightsaber leaped up into his hand. He charged the creature once more.
Stepping lightly on its head Marxx spun and landed on its back. Marxx ignited the second blue saber
with a snap hiss, reached down diagonally with both sabers and sliced the lizards head clean off.

Marxx stood on top of the carcass of the beast, heart racing, and turned to fac the last Frayt lizard. It
snorted and snarled at him. The children, bolstered by Marxx’s actions, raced on either side of the
carcass, their lightsabers alit and humming, ready to assist with the last creature. The female lizard
looked down at its fallen mate, then back at the glowing swords. She pawed at the ground, kicking up
clouds of dust and dirt clods, nostrils flaring. Her black mottled flesh heaved as it readied its charge.
Marxx poised himself for the attack. Then he sensed something from the beast and changed his mind.

Marxx closed his eyes and pointed his left arm towards the woods. The trees started to rustle, and large
thumping sounds echoed. The eighteen-foot creature looked over alarmed. From across the meadow
came a hunting scream of a Yavinese Lioness. In a split second the Frayt lizard turned tail and charged
wildly into the brush, crashing through the forest and out of sight.



“A Yavinese lioness is out there? We need to get out of here!” Carloos said, now more worried than
before.

“Relax boys, that was just me. I imitated the lioness cry to fool the lizard. What happened?” he said
turning off both sabers, and thrusting them into his belt. He ran over to the fallen cadet, and placed his
fingers on her neck, checking her vitals.

“They came out of nowhere, we were out here practicing our jumping and Jedi reflexes and they just
charged. The tail caught Shuma in the leg.” Marxx looked at the large open gash in the cadet’s leg. He
ripped her pants leg and quickly made a tight tourniquet to stop the bleeding. The bright red coloring
on her face had paled to a dull pink and he realized that she was fading fast.

“Trenton go get my backpack- I dropped it over there.” The boy raced across the meadow and fell back
on his knees moments later. Marxx reached inside and from the front compartment he extracted a first
aid kit. He slathered on some anti-biotic cream right into her wound, causing the unconscious Togruta
to groan and flutter her eyelids. Marxx then pulled out an expandable thermoblanket, and wrapped it
around the girl to keep her warm.

“Trenton can you carry that?” the boy nodded as he lifted the heavy backpack on his shoulders.
“You’ve got everything else?” Marxx asked as he slowly and gently picked the young girl up.

“Yes Jedi Marxx.” The three boys said in unison.

Marxx briefly looked at the cadets, wondering about the salutation he just received, but shook it off.
“Come on let’s get her back to the Temple, time is running short.”
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Master Tionne stood on the Temple stairs, sensing a wave of distress in the Force. She gasped in horror
as Marxx and the three cadets all raced towards the large temple. Marxx blasted past her and took the
fallen Jedi into the infirmary. The medical droids sprang into action as he barked out the root of her
injuries to them. Marxx and the children were then pushed out of the room as the droids got to work.

Marxx sat down on a bench outside and the children crowded around him. He looked at them all,
flashing a confident smile, and said, “She’ll be alright guys. 22-D and 21-T will take care of her.
Masters Tionne and Rodersuin will want the full details of what happened. Tell them everything. I’ll be
by to give my account as well,” he took a sniff of himself and made a grossed out face, “After I take a
bath.” The boys giggled as he retrieved his backpack, and headed off into the Temple.

Marxx stopped by the kitchen and dropped off the fruit he’d picked earlier. Carmellio, the Twi’lek chef
looked up at him, and seductively massaged one of her green tentacles. “What did you bring me today,
Marxx?”

“A whole bag of pallanberries.” He leaving all but two. “Gotta go, will chat later Carm.”

“Thanks Marxx.” She sighed as the handsome young man jogged off down the corridor.
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Marxx emerged from his quarters clean and wearing fresh Jedi clothes, long brown coat swirling like a
dust devil in the cool evening breeze. He hummed softly as he walked down the hallowed halls,



absently twirling Shuma-Tu’s lightsaber. While showering he sensed through the Force that Shuma’s
recovery was progressing properly. He headed to the assembly hall and found Master Tionne, Master
Rodersuin and the three children there. Marxx walked up the long hallway towards them.

“Sorry I'm late, I just felt the need to clean myself up before giving a full report,” he said, footsteps
softly echoing through the cavernous, high vaulted ceiling room.

Master Tionne smiled at the young man, aware of his habit of cleaning several times a day from the
humidity and exercise. “It’s no problem Marxx. Please have a seat. Cadets, you can leave now.”

Marxx nodded as the boys waved at him on their way out. Brandssi, stopped and gave Marxx a quick
hug. Marxx returned the embrace and smiled at the boy. Tionne continued, “The children have told us
their side of what happened, can you please tell us your view of things?”

“I was out running, picking pallanberries, when I felt a jolt of pain, fear in the Force. I heard the
children scream and raced towards the sound,” Marxx began. He then proceeded in giving a detailed
explanation of the events.

“Cadet Brandssi said you appeared out of nowhere. How did you get there?”

Marxx shifted uncomfortably under his Master’s black-eyed gaze. “Honestly? I’m not sure. [ ran
through the forest and I felt Shuma-Tu’s pain increasing. I...I focused on the pain and then appeared on
the edge of the field.”

Tionne looked at him, eyes narrowed. “You don’t remember how you got there?”

Marxx shook his head, “One moment I was running through the woods, the next I was right behind the
lizards. I can’t explain it.”

Rodersuin rubbed his dark mouth, clearly confused and decided to go onto other things. “Why did you
scare off the last lizard instead of killing it?”

“I realized she was pregnant. I know they are predators of ours, but we are only guests on this planet. |
killed two of the beasts, she deserved to give life to her young.”

Tionne shook her head. The young man never ceased to amaze her.

“Shuma’s going to be fine right?” Marxx asked, suddenly worried. He realized he was still holding her
lightsaber and put it down.

“Yes. Luckily you got that tourniquet on in time. She lost a lot of blood. Much longer she either could
have bled to death, or lost a leg,” Master Rodersuin said, rubbing his long gray beard.

“You showed tremendous grace under fire today Marxx. Not only that, but you thought clearly
completely the entire time of the event. You didn’t even think of your own life, you only thought to
save the other children. What was running through your mind?”” Master Tionne asked.

“Honestly, I don’t much remember. I just acted completely on instinct. The Frayts were closing in on
the children, and I just had to take care of them. The children were torn between protecting Shuma and



attacking the beasts”
“You could have been killed,” Tionne said.

“True, but my death I suppose could have given the children time to escape. I don’t foresee my doom
anytime soon, so [ wasn’t really worried,” he said with a small smile. “Besides in the ways of the
Force, death is only the beginning, correct? Doesn’t Master Skywalker tell us repeatedly, luminous
beings we are, not this crude matter?”

Master Rodersuin leaned back in his assembly chair and studied the boy. “Master Luke is crazy to think
he needs another month of training.” He looked over at Tionne, and they shared a knowing glance.

Marxx looked at them worried, “What?”

“We want you to go into deep mediation for a week. Then we are going to start you on the Trials,”
Master Rodersuin said.

“But I’ve only been here eighteen months! There’s got to be more for me to learn about the Force,”
Marxx said, visibly upset.

“There is always more to learn about the Force Marxx. Always. But you are ready, trust me. There is
little more that we can teach you here. Life will be a better teacher for you in the end,” Tionne smiled
brightly, her silver skin glowed with pride.

Marxx realized the finality of their decision, stood up, and bowed deeply to them, “As you wish
Masters.”

A setting sunray bounced brightly off of Marxx’s bare head, casting him in an ethereal, radiant, light.
He stepped out of the light and into the shadows. Marxx reached his chambers, grabbed a sleeping roll
and his fruit and retreated to the meditation chamber to await his trials and to set forth on the next leg
of his journey in life.

Rodersuin leaned over to Tionne, “Get Master Skywalker on the holo-emitter. I think this latest incident
is the kind of information he is looking for.”
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Chapter 3

Jaina paced in her office, fuming at her datapad as it listed a myriad of problems that contributed to her
pounding headache. She tossed the pad down on her desk, sending off a cloud of dust that permeated
her life from construction. She coughed and sulked in her chair. She thought back to that day eighteen
months ago when she declared in front of family and friends her noblest of intentions to rebuild Theed.

“Idiot,” she cursed at herself.
Jaina had spent a lifetime shirking responsibility from becoming a slave to protocol, agendas, and

decision making. In short becoming her mother. Yet here she was the head liaison for the entire Theed
Reconstruction project. She found rebuilding a city a lot more complicated and frustrating than



rebuilding an X-Wing’s engine. Half of her time, Jaina battled with regulatory issues and reports
dealing with parts deliveries, labor disputes, broken machinery, national protests, and every
inconceivable problem that could arise from rebuilding a capital city from complete destruction. She
found herself missing the carefree, thrilling life as the Captain of Rouge Squadron. She didn’t even
have her X-Wing around for quick flights to relieve her tensions and frustrations. She had traded ships
with Marxx, as his Nubian Yacht boosted local morale and had extra cargo room.

Today one of the three towering demolition droids, assigned to pulling wreckage off of the left capital
wing chambers broke a main assembly belt. The belt breakage caused a chain of destruction throughout
the entire droids mainframe. Waiting for either a replacement droid, or parts will put them at least a
month behind schedule.

Jaina supposed she should be somewhat pleased. The main capital building, and courtyard that
extended out in front of it, were nearly completed. Artisans from all over the planet descended with
glee to recreate the amazing tiled mosaics that lined the Theed courtyard. Plants flourished in large
raised gardens and beds.

Also, thanks to the efforts of the best soil scientists in the galaxy, the surrounding scarred miles were
again green with life. After many tests of the soil’s ph levels, the scientists dumped raw nutrients onto
the soil. They brought in tractordroids that hoed the soil, balancing it. Then the scientists reseeded the
whole area with native grass seed. Saplings of many varieties of local trees, flowers, and shrubs were
sparsely planted to give the area a more natural appearance. The surrounding miles around Theed no
longer looked like a barren wasteland. Debris had been removed from the lips of the surrounding
waterfalls and they now flowed vigorously, with deafening regularity.

With the influx of people coming to the planet to assist with repairs, the surrounding city of Theed also
started to regenerate. Stores, homes, restaurants, and churches all began sprouting up as the Nubians
cleared out the rubble. Remapped roads allowed for access in and out of Theed.

The vision of Padme’s Theed became more focused in reality. From out of her office window Jaina
could see saplings and flowerbeds sprouting to life along the newly formed streets, perfectly blending
nature and manmade construction.

Even though her project appeared to be on schedule, Jaina felt depressed and lonely. Gloomily Jaina
picked up a holograph that rested on the corner of her desk. In it, Marxx held her tightly, both brightly
smiling, happy, and carefree. She gazed at his dark curls and grinned, thinking of his now bald
appearance. She rubbed the holograph frame and wondered how he was doing. She’d spent the last
several days trying to reach him on Yavin 4, only to be told by Master Tionne that he was in meditation.
She missed him terribly. Her heart ached for him, mostly because at certain times of the day, she could
feel him reaching out to her through the Force, longing for her touch as well. Marxx completed her,
with him not around, she felt like only half-alive.

Jaina bolted up as her door burst open. Covered in dirt, pearly whites gleaming, Anakin leaned into her
office. “Hey sis, you’ve got to come see this.”

“Now what?” She said, pushing herself up from her desk.

“Trust me. You want to come out here.”



“Why do I have a bad feeling about this?”

Anakin flashed her a cocky smile. “With you lately everything is bad, isn’t it?”
“Give me one good thing to be happy about.”

“Hey, you get to see my gorgeous face everyday.”

Jaina headed to the door. “I’m still waiting on a valid reason.”
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“So exactly what am I looking at?” Jaina asked, placing a hardhat on her head, as they approached the
part of the nearly cleared left capital wing. “Why are the demolition droids turned off? You know it
takes three days to recharge them!”

“Patience sister, patience!” Anakin said, his bright blue eyes flashing with delight, a soft wind rustled
through his straight, dark sable hair.

Anakin lead her to a large hole in the ground. “The demolition droid blasted through the roof a few
minutes ago. When the dust settled, we looked inside to see what was in here. Upon investigation, we
turned off the droids, knowing you would want to see for yourself.”

Before approaching the hole, Jaina called out to Sruga Munn the Ithorian hammerhead in charge of
demolition. “Sruga, get this thing moved down to the right wing, so we can at least get some work
accomplished, ok?” Sruga nodded and barked out orders to the crew below.

Anakin extended a hand out to her, Jaina crawled on her knees and peered into darkness. But in the
blackness, mysterious forms and shapes solidified. She looked at her brother questioningly, moved
around, and dangled her feet in the hole. She then plunged in, landing on a hard marble surface below,
sending up clouds of dust. Jaina coughed and wiped dust from her face. She the wiped her hands off,
reached up and turned on her hat’s lantern. She found herself in some kind of storage facility, filled
with statues, furniture, paintings, trunks, rolled up rugs, and every other kind of antiquity one could
imagine. Jaina jumped when Anakin landed beside her.

“See I thought this would brighten your day.”

Jaina closed her eyes, testing the air; it smelled dry and stale. “Does this feel temperature controlled to
you? You notice the lack of humidity in here? There must be some kind of backup power system rigged
up to this room. Even after power was taken out in the Clone Wars the generators are still working.
Help me find the controls.”

“Of course, there are priceless antiques in the room and what does my sister the mechanic concentrate
on? The mechanical environmental settings in the room.” Jaina’s glower could have melted a glacier on
Hoth. Anakin threw up his hands, “Fine, fine, I’ll look around.”

The two wandered around the room in opposite directions. Try as they might, they couldn’t find
anything to explain the even temperature. “Maybe it’s the stone itself.” Jaina thought. She put her ear
and hands to the smooth, cool marble wall trying to determine if she could sense anything mechanical



behind the stone. She felt and heard nothing.

Dejected, she yanked a canvas sheet off of a large ornamental chair and sat down in it, staring blankly
at the walls. Her vision swam. “We must rely upon negotiation.” Jaina shook her head as the image of
her grandmother in full on Queen regalia faded. She gently stroked the luxurious armrests. Her

grandmother must have sat in this very chair.

Suddenly she found herself completely intrigued by all the objects in the room. In the enormous room,
Jaina could barely make out the other end in the dim light.

“Anakin? Where are you?”

She didn’t get a response. “Anakin?” Jaina got up from the chair, turned a sharp corner, as a grotesque
Shalubian monkrat jumped out from behind a wardrobe. Jaina screamed. She clutched her chest, as the
monkrat doubled over with laughter. Jaina bubbled up peels of laughter from inside of her. She plucked
the fanged mask off of her brother’s head. Anakin collapsed on the ground unable to speak in a fit of
hysterics. Jaina allowed herself a good hard laugh as well, desperately needing the emotional release.
She swatted him playfully on the shoulder. “Don’t do that again.”

Anakin rolled to his feet. “That was excellent Sis.” Jaina half-heartedly scowled at him. “So what do
you want to do with all this stuff?”

“I don’t know. Hold on a second.” She reached down to her belt and pulled out a portable holophone
and laid in a call to Coruscant.

Randolla, the Senate secretary answered the hail. “Hello Jaina, what can I do for you today?”
Jaina looked at the older woman, ““Hi Randolla, any idea where my mother is? I need to talk to her.”

“She’s in a means committee meeting right now. The session started a while ago, but I don’t know
when she’ll be out.”

“Can you go get her?”
The stern woman shook her head, “You know she doesn’t like that.”

“Yes but she doesn’t mind when it’s one of her children who calls her out of a meeting,” Jaina said
sternly.

“Alright, hold on.” Jaina collapsed back into the chair, waiting for her mother. Anakin wandered around
pulling canvases off from objects, sending up clouds of dust. He barked out happy exclamations at the
various wondrous things he uncovered. Jaina ignored him.

“Hi Jaina.” Leia said as she moved into the holo-phones range.

“Sorry to pull you out of your committee meeting Mom.”

“You know very well I’'m willing to leave a meeting to talk to you. What is it?” Jaina gave her a
rundown of Anakin’s discovery. “I have no idea what to do with all of this stuff.”



“Well maybe you should think of constructing some sort of museum on the capital grounds. And I’'m
sure you can probably fill the halls of the capital building with a lot of those sculptures.”

“Ok but what do I do with them now?”” Jaina said.

Leia chuckled, “I doubt they are going anywhere dear. I’d advise constructing a large door to cover the
hole created, and lock it up until you are ready to remove anything. You may want to find some local
scholars and historians to see if they could help you to catalogue the items in there.”

“Good ideas Mom. Thanks.”

“I’m proud of you honey,” Leia said noticing the forlorn expression on her daughters face. “How’s
Marxx doing?”

“I don’t know, he’s been in meditation for the last several days.”

“Well I’d think that’s safe to assume he’s probably fine then.”

“Yeah, I guess so. I’d better let you go Mom. Thank you. I love you.”

“I love you too sweetie. I love you too Anakin.”

“I love you too Mom,” came the muftled cry from deep within the chamber.

“He said he loves you too.” Jaina said and she signed off. “Anakin, let’s see if we can find the doorway
that they got all this stuff in here with. Then let’s call it a day.”

Anakin stopped his random searching and the two set about on their new mission. “At least this gets me
away from paperwork,” Jaina thought. Mood brightening she set about her new task with renewed
vigor.
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Chapter 4

Thirteen parsecs Northwest of the Rishi Maze a lone Imperial II —class Star Destroyer named The
Vengeance lurked inside an uncharted ion cloud. Its crew diligently worked on bringing the aging relic
back into full running order.

Captain Hydin marched, head erect, through the corridors, datapad in hand. He entered a turbolift with
two guards and hailed for level 11. The guards shared a nervous glance. The doors opened and Hydin
strode purposely out of the doors, never bothering to acknowledge the two cowering men behind him.
He walked down a long empty hallway, smoothed his tunic, and straightened his cap. He stopped at the
only door on the entire level and chimed.

The door opened. Captain Hydin stepped into the reception hallway of the Admiral’s main quarters.
The walls, painted in rich earth tones, held many expensive and rare pieces of art, purchased and stolen
from all over the galaxy. The side table, created by the late great Oron Welkis, sold at last auction for



30 million credits.

“Come in Captain Hydin,” hailed a metallic voice from living room. Hydin again smoothed his tunic
and stood at attention behind the high-backed Rangoolian lounge chair. A single, gloved hand reached
out, clawed palm upwards, seeking the datapad. Hydin stepped forward and quickly delivered it. The
hand slinked back behind the chair. Hydin swallowed deeply as he waited for some word, any word
regarding the progress of repairs. An even, rthythmic respirator breathing sound filled the silent void.
Calming Walsenian incense, 2000 credits an ounce, wafted through the room.

After several excruciating long minutes, the hand curved back around, extending the pad again. Hydin
reached forth and took it. “Excellent progress. How much longer before the hyperdrive can be brought
back online?”

“Admiral, the engineers tell me it should be online within two weeks.”
“Two weeks? Tell them one week.”

Hydin swallowed, as he saw two long, leather- bound legs sweep over to the side of the lounge. The
Admiral stood up.

“Yes, I will see the engineers double their efforts.” He felt his mouth go dry as the Admiral, walked
towards him.

“I hope so, for their sake, Captain.” Hydin stared, lip quivering. “Do I make you feel uncomfortable?”

“No. Of course not. Sir.” Hydin tried to control the tremors in his legs. Admiral Darkglider rarely ever
stood before him. He swallowed, knowing the Admiral has been rumored to dabble in the Jedi arts.
Intimidating and tall, the Admiral wore a menacing dark full-faced gray helmet, which connected with
a broad metallic chest plate. The chest plate covered a breathing apparatus. Underneath the metal the
Admiral wore a tight fitting black leather jacket and pants, with a sheer black long skirt over covering
that hugged a slim female form. From a utility belt hung a lightsaber.

Satisfied that the man was properly terrified the Admiral said, “You may go now.”
“Thank you Admiral.” The captain couldn’t leave fast enough.

Admiral Darkglider pulled off a glove, revealing a long white hand with sickly blue fingernails.
Darkglider stroked a finger across the Welkis table, enjoying the feel of the slightly flawed, natural
wood grain against her bare skin. Slowly and carefully with measured mechanical breaths Darkglider
walked around the living room chamber admiring all of the objects of art. A Tubukian stained glass
lamp brightened the southern corner, as it sat upon a Nubian end table. She paid dearly for each item.
The price paid had been her innocence.

Darkglider reached out a bony finger and through the Force turned on a Sullustian opera from the
stereo across the room. The soothing music washed over her briefly transporting her to a time when her
cares were limited. Back when she felt safe and loved.

She glanced at a large wooden panel, lighted softly with dayglow lights. The Nubian painting topped
her collection of valuables. She loved Nubian art and furniture for their beauty and rarity. Since the



planet was wiped out in the Clone Wars, any piece of Nubian art has increased in value a thousand fold.
Intuitively picked it up years ago for pennies, the painting was now worth a fortune. She admired the
painting. A Queen stood looking downcast out a sunlit window, of some great royal hall. Darkglider
gently massaged her neck wondering if that palace still existed. No matter, Naboo was of not of any
concern to her.

Darkglider felt a coughing fit come over her. She threw open the frontal portion of the face plate,
clutched the corner of her lounge wheezing, and then coughed until blood flew from her oxygen
deprived, blue lipped mouth. She cursed as she wiped away the blood. She slowly regained her breath,
then lowered her facemask again, deeply breathing in oxygen, calming her spasms. She cursed her frail
body. But more than anything, she cursed her mother. She loathed the woman who abandoned her so
many years ago, merely because she was a frail, sick, little girl.

She purposely strode over to her office, Force opened the safe, and pulled out the holograph. In the
image she saw a sea of happy healthy faces, and one very pale, sickly little girl in the center. She felt
the hate swelling in her, as it swelled, her internal organs shriveled, closing any and all holes that may
cause another coughing fit.

“One day you will pay, one day you will pay for abandoning me.”
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Chapter 5

Deep in a Force meditative trance, images swirled in Marxx’s mind. Flashes of his days as a pod racer,
to dancing with Jaina, to working at Watto’s shop, to lightsaber practicing sessions all raced in front of
his eyes. Seeing that they were all recent memories, Marxx decided to see how far back he could look
into his past. He flashed back through his grade school years, remembering moments of joy,
humiliation, and friends long forgotten.

He sensed a flittering of a memory, beckoning him. He reached out to the tendrils, latched on and
pulled deeper into his mental web. Blurred at first, he saw his living room on Tatooine, from a very
small perspective. His mother, father, and Tanella snapped into focus. They were all sobbing
uncontrollably. Marxx felt tears on his face and he heard himself say, “Wheres Rayran? I want to play
with Rayran.”

Chariss glanced down at her son, “Oh my precious boy, come here sweetie. She s gone baby. She's
gone. Her little heart gave out and she flew away.” Chariss picked Marxx up and snuggled him. Marxx
cried loudly, not because he understood what his mother just told him, but that he couldn t stand her
being in so much pain.

Puzzled and fascinated, Marxx gently jerked on that memory cord, twisted it, and journeyed further
into the abyss. A new image flared behind him. His mother Chariss sat in a rocking chair, softly
singing and rocking a sickly baby. The baby coughed and spat all over her, sobbing in pain. Chariss
cleared away the gunk and continued to sing, her eyes filled with love and concern. The image then
morphed He saw himself sitting calmly on the living room floor playing with toy speeders. Sitting next
to him was a girl, probably the same age as he. The dark -haired girl looked very unhealthy with bright
blue eyes, and pale skin. “Come on Rayran, this is your speeder, where do you want to go?”



The girl looked at Marxx adoringly, and with deep labored breaths. “Do you want it to go here?”
Marxx asked moving the toy off to the left. She scrunched up her nose, stared at the speeder and moved
the toy around on the floor with the Force towards the right. The girl smiled. Marxx turned his head as
a cackling laugh and clapping of hands erupted behind him. He glanced up to see an older woman who
stared at the girl, “Excellent my girl, excellent.” The girl beamed.

The door to the meditation room swung open and the image vanished from his mind’s eye. Master
Tionne was startled by the expression on Marxx’s face. His pool blue eyes clouded over and appeared
haunted, as if he had just seen a ghost.
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Luke Skywalker stood with his hands on his hips, legs spread apart, staring out the window of his
Coruscant apartment. The constant afternoon traffic sailed by, obscuring any full view of the skyline.
Luke felt uneasy. He’d received word from the Academy of Marxx’s recent escapade and the decision
of the Masters to forward him through the Trials. Luke didn’t blame them. The boy did appear to be
ready. He wondered if his concerns over Marxx were prejudiced by the memory of what happened to
his father.

Luke found himself focusing repeatedly upon the puzzle of how Marxx just appeared in the field. It
didn’t make sense. He had witnessed this same occurrence with Ben and Yoda. However, both of those
Jedi became one with the Force and did not reappear again into the material world.

Recently Luke had settled into a deep meditative state and felt the first tremors of a disturbance in the
Force. He sank deeper into the trance and realized the vibrations were not coming from Yavin 4, but
somewhere deep in the outskirts of the New Republic. This only heightened his concerns further. He
tried to decide the best course of action to tackle this new threat. For the moment, no answer came to
him.

Behind him, he heard a small, happy, giggling laugh. Luke turned around and saw Mara walking
through the apartment, bouncing their new baby, Ben in her arms. The boy reached out a pudgy arm
and pulled on a lock of his mother’s fiery red hair and squealed with delight.

“Did we disturb you?” Mara asked; concern etched on her face.

Luke smiled, “No, you could never disturb me.” He reached out his hands and took his son from Mara.
He marveled at the little boy before him. Bright titian hair crowned his head. Luke smiled and merrily
chattered baby talk to his boy. Luke danced in happy circles with his son, making him squeal merrily
with delight.

Mara sat down in a chair and watched the bliss that washed over her husband, erasing the worry lines

from his ruggedly handsome face. Reveling in the security of his family and the joy that they gave him,
Luke momentarily forgot about his oppressive thoughts of that far off disturbance.
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Chapter 6

Day five of Marxx's trials came quickly. Having already completed the tests of dexterity, levitation,
dueling techniques, and endurance, Marxx faced the formidable mental calisthenics match up with



Master Rodersuin.

Marxx closed his eyes and felt Master Rodersuin testing his mind. Looking for an opening, Rodersuin
pushed against Marxx's mental walls. They played a game of cat and mouse for several minutes.
Rodersuin would test one mental region, then try a completely new area. Each move, Marxx matched
perfectly. This went on for an hour. Rodersuin found himself increasingly frustrated. Marxx put up
shields in the exact spot he was headed. His choices, completely random, should have made it
impossible for Marxx to predict where he was going. Marxx just appeared to know where Rodersuin
planned to attack, even before he did.

The Jedi Master ended the trial and let the young man out of the room. As Marxx left, Rodersuin
couldn't help but pity the person who ever tried to mind torture Marxx.
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"Master Rodersuin is this really necessary?" Jedi Tionne asked. She looked down in the practice
chamber below. Marxx became a whirl of movement against an increasing barrage of stun shots fired
out at him from all corners of the room. His green lightsaber blurred as Rodersuin flicked up the speed
and number of shots.

"You're going much higher than we ever have done to a cadet in trials. Stop this! If he gets hit by those
things at that velocity, he could be seriously hurt."

Rodersuin shook his head, "I don't think we have to worry about that. Watch him." He further increased
the speed, dangerously close to the highest setting. Rodersuin dropped his jaw and Tionne pressed her
hands against the glass. Marxx spun in the room deflecting shot so quickly it appeared as if he wasn't
even there.

Tionne reached over and turned the simulator off. Marxx held up his lightsaber, looked up at the
window, "Well that was invigorating!" he said with a savage smile on his face.

"Well done, you can come out now." Rodersuin said. Marxx shut off his saber, strapped it to his belt
and exited the open door.

"Go get cleaned up. After dinner please meet Master Tionne and I in the main assembly hall,"
Rodersuin said. Marxx bowed to both Masters and trotted off.

"I've never seen anyone move like that, have you?" Tionne asked.

"No, I am beginning to think there may actually be a reason Master Luke is so worried about the boy,"
Rodersuin said.

"And what reason would that be?" Tionne asked.
"Marxx could quite possibly be the most powerful and gifted Jedi we'll see in our lifetime."
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Marxx walked into the great assembly hall to find it completely alit and filled with all of the cadets



attending the Jedi Academy. Master Tionne smiled at the young man as he looked around the assembly
room with a puzzled expression. He nervously tugged on the cuffs of his Jedi robe.

"Come up here Marxx," Tionne said.

Marxx walked the full length of the room. He looked straight ahead, nerves tightening with each step.
He felt the oppressive weight of dozens of eyes falling upon him as he passed the rows of cadets of all
ages and species. He realized the magnitude of what was about to happen. In his eighteen months on
Yavin 4 he had witnessed this ceremony only one time. He reached the steps, walked up three, then
kneeled, bowing his head.

"Rise." Marxx raised his head and stood up.

Master Rodersuin sternly looked down at Marxx. "You have successfully passed the tests to becoming
a Jedi Knight. Do you vow to use your training to further peace and order in the Galaxy?"

"Yes Master."
"Will you use your talents to further your own ambitions?"

"No Master, the Force is to be used for the purpose of good and not self gain. I am but a humble servant
to the Force."

Tionne smiled, "Then let all be witness here today, that from now on Marxx Racees will be known to
the Galaxy and the universe as Jedi Master Marxx Racees!"

Marxx tilted his head slightly, puzzled by the title. He expected only to be named Jedi Knight. He
beamed and bowed, "Thank you Master Tionne, and thank you, Master Rodersuin."

The assembly hall erupted in applause. He looked out over the crowd. His eyes fell on Shuma-Tu, as
she stood clapping merrily beside her friends. Trenton whistled loudly. Shuma's recovery was nearly
complete. The girl grinned at Marxx with eyes that were filled with gratitude. He bowed to the crowd
and smiled broadly at the young Togruta, making her smile even brighter.

The next day, after saying his goodbyes, Marxx climbed into the cockpit of Jaina's X-Wing and set in a
course home to Naboo.
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Chapter 7

Jaina scowled at the door as her frustration grew. Two days ago in the process of cataloging the objects
in the underground chamber, they had moved aside a heavy mosaic tiled sculpture of a Gungan, an
extinct species from Naboo, at the far northern end of the room; behind the sculpture hid a door that
would not open. Jaina spent hours trying to manipulate the mechanisms on the lock, but could not get it
to unravel its mystery. The mechanic within screamed in despair.

Head cocked and out of options, she fingered her lightsaber. “I guess I could just cut my way through
it,” she thought.



“And what would that accomplish? Who knows what lurks behind that door? You might slice through
something priceless.” Jaina’s heart soared. She whirled and in one swift motion found herself in
Marxx’s waiting arms.

“Are you really here? Why are you here?”
“Don’t I even get a hello kiss before the interrogation?” Marxx asked grinning.

Jaina smiled slyly, and peeked around the room. Junay and Doolin, two of the curators working to
catalogue the antiques smiled at the couple and moved out of sight, giving them privacy. Jaina jumped
down, and yanked Marxx behind a large mirror and kissed him. Jaina and Marxx wrapped their arms
tightly around each other, sinking deeper into their kiss savoring each other’s touch and closeness.
Marxx felt something he hadn’t felt for a long time, complete contentment. Training had been
necessary for him, but all he really wanted was to be on Naboo with Jaina. Jaina pulled her lips from
his, and ran her hands down his strong muscled arms.

Jaina’s eyes sparkled with desire, her breath quickened. Marxx gave her a lopsided wicked smile and
raised an eyebrow, “I hardly think this is the appropriate place for such thoughts M’lady, unless you
wish to really give these people some juicy gossip about the boss.”

She pouted at him longingly. “I guess you’re right.” A twinkle set off her brown eyes and she kissed her
finger, then seductively brushed it down his neck towards the opening in his shirt. “Besides, I have
work to do.” Marxx felt his whole body jolt with desire and then scream out realizing all yearnings
would be unfulfilled.

He closed his eyes, forcing himself under control, as she walked away from him, “So how are we going
to get this door open?”

“I don’t know. I’ve tried everything. I’ve had R4 down here trying to decipher the mechanisms. Even
Anakin can’t figure it out, and he can figure anything out.”

Jaina stood in front of him and pointed out the series of switches, levers, and catches. Marxx stared at
the controls, and then found his attention waver as Jaina reached down, fingers lightly tickling, tracing
the top of his legs. His body responded to her touch.

“Thank you. Eighteen months of intense emotional control have just gone down the drain. You really
do know how to torture a man, don’t you?” he whispered into her braided hair. As Jaina gazed up at
him, he bent down and kissed her. While they kissed, he arched a hand over the controls. His mind’s
eye flared and he envisioned a flash of a hand reach up and open the door. Marxx abruptly broke apart
from their kiss, and ticked off the series of switches and catches that triggered the door open.

Jaina’s mouth dropped open as the door screeched and rumbled open. “How did you do that?”
“Remember, you’re not the only Jedi Knight around here.” He smiled at her, blue eyes sparkling.

She caught what he said then and threw her arms around him. “I’m so proud of you. You went through
with the Trials and they Knighted you?”



“They did M’lady. You can now call me Jedi Knight Marxx Racees. Actually... for some reason they
named me Jedi Master,” Marxx waved a hand, “I think they just said the wrong title. Don’t you even
try calling me Master!”

Jaina laughed and then pouted, “Yes Master Marxx. Anything you say Master.

Marxx reached out to tickle her, “Stop that! You know I’ve spent my whole life dreaming of earning
that title, now that I have it, I don’t know what to do with it.”

“Trust me, Uncle Luke will find plenty for you to do!” Jaina said laughing.

“Ahem... so do the two of you actually want to see what is behind this mystery door?”” Anakin asked
rubbing a hand through his dark brown hair. Jaina and Marxx glanced over and saw the group of
workers surrounding them, anxious to see what wonders the second room held. They blushed and
walked to the open doorway.

Anakin sent a group of levitating lights into the room. As they illuminated the length of the room, the
contents plunged the observers into a pit of confusion. The whole room contained file cabinets,
thousands of them. Each one was about 15 feet high floor to ceiling with drawers. Levitating ladders
magnetically clung to the cabinets throughout the room. Jaina walked over to the closest cabinet and
opened one of the drawers. She moaned.

“For the love of the Force. Welcome to the bane of my existence, they are filled with files. PAPER
files.”

Anakin poked his head over Jaina’s shoulder, “Files of what? Committee meeting minutes? Phone
numbers of gorgeous Nubian girls? What?”

Jaina recognized that the files were alphabetized. She stood at the A’s. She looked at the headers on the
files and she pondered the contents, confused, “I think these are files on Nubian citizens.” She flipped
through the files, reading names. She pulled the first file and opened it up. It contained individuals birth
date, health records, family ties, marriage certificates, economic status, and job titles and history. The
particular document she held was over two hundred years old. The corners of the paper where her
fingers touched a document disintegrated at her touch. She looked up and saw Marxx racing off down
the files. He stopped about twenty rows down and feverishly searched each drawer. He pulled over a
ladder and climbed up it to the top.

“What are you doing?”’
“Just checking something.” He pulled out a drawer, farther and farther.

“Don’t let that thing fall out! We’ll never get that mess cleaned up!” Jaina said placing her hands on her
hips.

“Have you lost all faith in me M’lady? Do you really think I would want to give you extra work? I can
think of better ways for us to spend our time together,” he said, wiggling his eyebrows at her. Jaina let
out a small laugh. Marxx pulled a pile of files out, placed them atop the dusty cabinets, shut the drawer,
grabbed them, and descended the ladder.



“What did you just take?” Jaina asked, looking over at the files in his hand. All said Brannoush at the
top of them. She raised an eyebrow at him.

“I don’t see there being an organized government on this planet to stop me from taking these. I’ll return
them,” he leaned in towards her, “Besides, I think I know the lady in charge around here.” He moved in
for a kiss, and Jaina stepped away, all business.

“Well don’t openly advertise what you did. The last thing I need is for everyone left on Naboo to
descend upon this place and demand their family files.” Everyone evacuated the room at her command,
and Marxx closed the door.

The sun began to set outside and the workers all called it a day. Jaina and Marxx left the storage
chamber into the waning afternoon Nubian sun. Jaina looked closely at her love. Dark stubble spiked
up all over his head.

“You going to let that grow out again?” She said tickling the stubble.

“I was thinking about it, it’s up to you M’lady.”

Anakin rolled his eyes at his sister and Marxx after locking up the storage room. “I’ll see you two later.
Hey Marxx...”

Marxx ripped his eyes off of Jaina, “Yes?”

“Why don’t you take her away somewhere for a while? She hasn’t had a day off in months.” Anakin
smiled broadly at both of them and then winked at Marxx.

“Trying to get rid of me, eh?” Jaina said. ““You really want me to leave you in charge around here?”
When her brother didn’t answer she relented, “Remember, you asked for it. Just don’t go into that file

room ok? And don’t let anyone else in there.”

“Well considering he’s the only one who knows how to open that door, I don’t see that as being a
problem. Later.” Anakin jogged off towards the town to hang with the workers.

“I know just the place we need to go to M’lady.”
“Lead on Jedi Knight Marxx Racees.”
Marxx held Jaina’s hand and the two climbed aboard The Nubian Hope.

Marxx kicked the ship’s engines to life and lifted off of the ground. He laid in a course for the Lake
County.
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Chapter 8

Jaina and Marxx stopped briefly at each of their homes. Jaina changed into dinner apparel and picked
up an overnight bag. The brief time gave a chance for Marxx to check in with his family, let them know



about his Knighthood, and pick up a particular item his Grandfather had acquired for him.

All breath escaped from Marxx’s lungs upon seeing Jaina exit her bungalow. She wore a straight long
sky blue dress that perfectly hugged her curves. The strapless gown with plunging backline seemed to
magically cling to her body. She pulled her milk chocolate brown hair up into a delectable series of
buns and spirally curls. She completed the look with one of her grandmother’s silver headdresses, silky
long white gloves, and silver bangles that jingled on her wrist. Marxx devoured her with his eyes, he
thought she resembled a living goddess. He placed his Jedi robe over her shoulders to protect her from
the early evening chill. Jaina delighted to see him wearing a new brocaded golden vest, natural cotton
long-sleeved shirt, and brown trousers. He wore his dancing dress shoes.

They drove to the lake in Jaina’s landspeeder that she kept in the Lake Country. Marxx helped Jaina
step into the rented hydroboat and the captain directed them across the lake. Jaina wondered why they
were headed out across the lake. Desperately she had wanted to update and rebuild her grandparent’s
special resort, but it took low precedence over Theed.

She luxuriously leaned back into Marxx’s broad chest. Marxx wrapped his arms protectively around
her as they flew across the lake with the cool breeze caressing their faces. Jaina stroked his forearms,
and raised his right hand up to her face. She gently pressed it to her lips and kissed each of his
knuckles. Marxx closed his eyes and drank in the quivers of pleasure that her lips produced in his body.
The royal blue sky blackened as the last traces of daylight raced from the skyline. Stars emerged from
their daily hibernation, dotting the sky with their awakening brilliance.

The hydroboat turned a corner, and Jaina bolted upright in her seat. The resort glimmered and gleamed
with life. Fully restored and rebuilt, even in the dark, Jaina could tell it looked exactly as she
remembered it from her visions.

“When did this happen?” She asked.
Marxx smiled behind her, “Do you like your surprise?”
She turned around. “You did this? How? When? How?”

Marxx chuckled at her reaction. “Always full of questions M’lady. My father is responsible. He put a
lot of our family savings into rebuilding it. The result is the Racees now own the resort. Grandfather
helped with providing details about the inside since he used to visit here a lot when he was in the
Legislative Youth program.”

Recalling the exchange between Marxx and Anakin, Jaina asked, “Wait! Did Anakin know about this?”

“Yes, he did. In fact he helped arrange many of the cargo deliveries up to the Lake County. Jace spent a
lot of time helping with assembling construction crews. He helped negotiate a large labor dispute that
would have prevented the resort from being finished on time. Even your goofy brothers knew how
important this was to you. And considering the hard work you’ve put into restoring Theed, they wanted
to help bring this into reality for you,” Marxx caressed her neck, “It was my idea though.”

Jaina shook her head in disbelief, and in the blanket of darkness, she turned her face up towards him
and whispered, “Have I told you recently that I love you?”



Marxx cupped a hand on her chin, his pinky etched the contours of her full lips, “I know you do... I
love you too. I will do anything, and everything to make you happy Jaina.” She threw her arms around
him to hide her tears. The captain docked the boat. He then stepped out, and took the couple’s
overnight bags and headed up the stone stairs. Marxx stepped up and offered to Jaina his hand in
assistance out of the boat.

In the starlight Jaina studied the balcony and courtyards of the resort. All traces of destruction were
erased. Fragrant vines of white moonflowers opened, sending out sensual wafts of floral sweetness.
Jaina couldn’t wait to see the resort in the light of day. She gripped Marxx’s hand and guided him over
to the part of the balcony where a year and a half ago in the rubble they had first declared their love for
each other.

Tears swelled in Jaina’s eyes as she admired at the fully restored balcony complete with wonderfully
detailed cherubs. “I don’t know how to thank you all. It’s just perfect.”

The moon silently rose over the surrounding valley’s hills, and sent glittery sparkles of light over the
lake’s waves. Jaina face glowed white in its brilliant radiance.

Marxx cleared the tears from her eyes. “I’'m just following through with my pledge.”

Jaina clasped her hands behind his head, brought him down towards her. The two shared a long tender
kiss. They broke apart, and Jaina rested her head contently against his chest. She whispered, “I’ve
missed you so much. I just didn’t feel complete without you around.”

“My heart ached for you as well. Nothing can keep us apart now... Nothing...I...I have something I
want to ask you... and I think now is as good of a time as any,” Marxx said, holding her tightly for just
a moment longer, he took a deep breath. His nerves rattled, and his legs started to quake. “So much for
Mr. Calm, Cool, Collected Jedi Knight,” he thought. He gently pulled Jaina off of him, withdrew
something from his pocket, and bent down on the ground on one knee.

Jaina appeared rather confused, and noticed with a start that he was shaking. “What are you doing?
What’s wrong?”

“I’m fine,” blue eyes swimming with love, Marxx took a deep breath and began, “Since the day you
stepped into my life, practically any and every dream I ever fantasized about as a young boy has come
true. However there was always one thing I dreamed of, but never really considered could ever really
happen to me. That dream was to meet the most amazingly wonderful woman in the Galaxy and fall
head over heels in love with her... and hope she felt the same way for me,” He gave a small smile and
continued, “I still have one dream left. Only you can realize that dream for me. I can only hope that my
dream would also be your dream.”

Jaina shook her head, liking what she was hearing, but still unsure what he was talking about.

Marxx nervously wet his lips and caressed her hand. “There’s only one thing left that could make my
life absolutely complete. I want to spend every day of my life making you happy... I love you... more
than I ever thought it possible to love another person. You complete me... Jaina Solo, the love and light

of my life,” Marxx gulped and caught his breath, “Will you marry me?”

Jaina stared down at Marxx, suddenly lightheaded, black spots appeared briefly before her eyes. She



couldn’t speak, she forgot to breathe. She reached out to the balcony to steady herself. Her heart
dropped violently into her stomach. Try as she might, no words could escape her lips as she started
crying. She vigorously nodded her head up and down.

Marxx nervously glanced up perplexed and worried, he squeaked, “Is that a yes?”
“Yes, YES!” Jaina blurted out.

Marxx let out a big sigh of relief and beamed. He glanced at her gloved hand. Jaina rolled her eyes at
herself and tugged on the fingers. The glove wouldn’t budge. Frustrated she grabbed it from the top
with trembling fingers and ripped it off.

“That was really elegant, wasn’t it?” she said giggling.

“We can just forget about that moment when we retell this to our grandchildren some day,” Marxx
laughed and slipped his ring on her finger.

Marxx stood up and the two wrapped their arms around each other tightly. The crescent crickets broke
into song, a convoy of ships overhead launched into hyperspace, leaving long glowing vapor trails
across the sky, and the stars glittered in a harmony of festive overhead lights, as the young couple
basked in the glory of their love.
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Chapter 9

Jaina couldn't remember what they ate or talked about at dinner. Her head still swam from the amazing
events of the evening. She struggled not to gawk at her ring. Being a mechanic, she'd never gotten into
the habit of wearing jewelry. She thought the ring felt blissfully out of place on her hand. Marxx also
felt that they weren't getting much across to each other, but he just couldn't take his eyes off his
gorgeous fiancée. He pushed back from the table and led her onto the balcony. Marxx caressed Jaina's
tight brown curls that pranced around her neck and down her back. Soft music filled the air and they
waltzed in time to the slow beat. After a while they came off their emotional high and simply enjoyed
being close to each other. While they danced, staff swept into their quarters, removed the remains of
their dinner and lit a fire in the fireplace.

Jaina thought of something and questioned Marxx, "You didn't by any chance ask for my father's
approval did you?"

Marxx chuckled, "Bless the Force, that man terrifies me. I did actually. He came to deliver some
supplies on Yavin 4 and I managed to ask him for your hand. Boy, that was the most nerve-wracking
day of my life! Masters Rodersuin and Tionne both felt waves of distress coming from me and had to
check to see what was the matter."

"How did he take it?"

Marxx thought back to that day on Yavin and gave Jaina the details. Marxx spent the morning working
with the younglings on jumping techniques. When he heard of the Falcon's arrival he ended the class.
He raced out of the temple and ran smack into Han. Two large cargo boxes of plates soared in the air.



Han let out an annoyed yell, and Marxx threw up a hand stopping the boxes from crashing to the
ground. He lightly set them down with the Force.

"Sorry about that General Solo. Here, let me help you."

Han squinted his eyes, "Marxx?"

"Yes sir?" Marxx said.

"What did you do to your hair, or should I say lack there of?" Han said, grinning.

"Oh, you know the humidity. It's cooler,” Marxx said, smile emerging across his face.

"What does Jaina think about that?" Han asked, eyebrow raised.

"She doesn't mind it. In fact she told me she liked it," he said leaning down to pick up a box.
"Never trust anything a woman tells you regarding your looks, kid. They'll tell you one thing, but
secretly, they are thinking another. Well unless you're married to a woman like Leia who has no

problem speaking her mind on....anything!"

Marxx smiled, on edge, silently wondering about Han's sudden pleasant demeanor, "Thank you sir, I'll
keep that in mind."

"Stop that."
"Stop what?" Marxx said, worry creeping into his voice.
"Calling me sir, it makes me feel like a decrepit old man," Han replied.

"Sorry. What would you prefer that I call you?" before he could suck the word back in he added,
"Dad?"

"Dad? Now why would I let you call me Dad? You ain't an orphan you know,"” Han said, with a
lopsided grin.

Realizing his error, Marxx decided he couldn't backpedal. "Actually, I would not presume to be able to
call you that now. However I would hope that someday I could get the blessing from you to call you
that.”

"Marxx, you're talking in riddles. Out with it."

Marxx tried thinking of a how to properly phrase what he wanted to say, he blurt out, "l want to marry
your daughter sir, and am hoping I can get your blessing before I ask her."

Any look of civility left Han's face. "You want to marry my little girl?"

"I...I wanted to ask you properly, before proposing...you know?" Marxx said, as Han's ears changed to
an unflattering shade of maroon. Marxx squeaked, "Are you alright General?"



Blood boiling, Han pointed a finger in Marxx's face, "She's just a kid, you're just a kid! What do you
know about marriage? You've got no job prospects. You're in training. How are you planning to
support her? Huh?"

Marxx tripped over one of the fallen boxes, regained his footing and started taking backwards steps
inside the temple as Han stalked him. Marxx yammered, "We are both in our twenties. I... think we are
old enough to make rational decisions regarding our lives. I love Jaina, more than anything! I'll never
let anything happen to her. As to my training I wouldn't dream of proposing until after I have been
knighted."

"You think marriage is easy? You think being married to a daughter of Leia will be easy? Jaina's as
bull headed as her mother."”

"I know marriage is not something to be entered into lightly. I would never, ever ask her if I didn't
believe that I could properly provide for her and for any childre..." Marxx watched in horror as Han's
face turned murderous.

"Children. Why did you bring them up? Oh...so that's it, huh? Is that what brought this whole little
conversation up? You got my little girl.."

Marxx waved his hands furiously, "No SIR! I haven't touched your daughter. I would never dishonor
her that way. Bless the Force! I was speaking strictly in a future context only," Marxx suddenly felt
hard cold stone against his back. Nowhere left to run. Sweat trickled down his forehead and back, his
palms were clammy. "Please, I have nothing but the purest of intentions for Jaina. I love her and want
to spend the rest of my life with her."

A low questioning growl came from the door as Chewie arrived with an armload of cargo. Marxx
glanced to his left and saw Masters Tionne and Rodersuin watching on with bemused expressions.

Han stared long and hard at Marxx. He remembered the way Marxx and Jaina looked at each other at
the Ryoo's house. He also recalled how his usually stoic and coolheaded little girl wept on and off for
days after Marxx left her to come to Yavin 4 to start his training. It dawned on him that Jaina would
never forgive him if he refused Marxx. Losing his only daughter, ultimately, would be a hell of a lot
worse than gaining a smart son-in-law.

Han snarled at Marxx with a lopsided smile forming, "You know, I just can't seem to escape Jedis in my
life. Every time I turn around I seem to be surrounded by more and more of 'em. I never even believed
in the Force when I was young. And now it's like I'm a magnet for Jedi." Marxx looked on patiently,
unsure of what to say. "lf she accepts your proposal, I won't object.”

Marxx let out a huge sigh of relief, "Thank you sir."
Han let out a long sigh as all anger left him. He smiled at the nervous young man, "l said stop calling
me that. If you're eventually going to become family...call me Han. Come on kid, we've got a whole

cargo bay of supplies to unload."”

"I don't know why he doesn't like you," Jaina moaned.



Marxx drowned in her soulful brown eyes. "He doesn't like me because I have replaced him as being
the most important man in your life...At least I hope that's why."

Jaina grinned. "Well he'll just have to get over it. I'm no longer a little girl."

"You most certainly are not," Marxx said. Biting on his lower lip, he reached out an inquisitive hand
towards the top of her dress line. Nervous fingers delicately traced the raised patterns on the fabric of
her dress, and lightly danced between fabric and skin. Jaina tingled as his warm fingers flittered over
her cool bare skin.

Marxx bent down towards her, face hovering. His long eyelashes fluttered as he etched every contour
of her heart shaped face into memory. Jaina chased his lips as he moved around. She let out a small
laugh as he dodged her, teasing, taunting. He moved in and held a position just out of reach above her
lips and smiled, eyes sparkling. Jaina gazed into his turquoise eyes and pouted.

She quickly reached up and crashed his face down to hers and kissed Marxx passionately. Marxx felt

reality blur around him. His arms circled her cool, bare back. Jaina's fingers caressed his head, gently
massaging his scalp. She broke off their kiss, leaving him breathless. She led him into the living room
by his vest. Marxx noticed a particular twinkle in her eye.

"M'lady, what is going on in that mind of yours?"
She touched her full lower lip. "Why don't you read my mind, Jedi Knight, and tell me?"

Marxx didn't need to read her mind to figure out her intentions. He glanced over to a table, "Look they
brought in dessert for us."

Jaina snaked a finger through the buttons on his vest and released them from their holes. With a throaty
voice she said, "That's not exactly the kind of dessert I was hoping for."

"I reserved a suite with two bedrooms here M'lady, don't you be getting any funny ideas."

"I think you wasted your credits. Afraid to give the cleaning staff something to gossip over?" Jaina
asked, her body pressed against him as she pulled off his vest and let it fall to the floor.

Marxx felt himself shake, breath deepen, as her dress slipped, exposing a bit more skin and cleavage.
Jaina's fingers worked down towards the fastenings on his trousers. Now absolutely certain of her
intentions, he grabbed her hand and took a step backwards away from the main bedroom door. Marxx
felt his mouth go dry, "M'lady, we are not married yet. Such thoughts, ideas are...are unacceptable. I
finally gained the confidence of your...very scary father. The last thing I'm going to do is... well...
anything to jeopardize that trust."

Brown eyes narrowed, Jaina looked at him sharply, "You're not a prude are you Marxx?"
"What? What!.. No. I just...just...don't you want our wedding night to be special?"
Jaina sashayed away from him. She climbed the steps leading towards the master suite door. She slid

her hand down the back of her leg, removed a shoe, and dropped it with a thump on the floor, "Don't
you think it will be more special if we knew what each other likes and dislikes?" A second shoe came



off. Thump.

She stepped into the shadows of the room. Marxx sucked in breath as he heard a match flare up, and a
series of candles burned to life, sending flickering shadows on the room's ceiling. He heard Jaina blow
out the match. A soft fruity fragrance filled the room.

Marxx rubbed a hand at the back of his neck, mind racing for any excuse, "Don't you want me to have a
full head of hair?" No response came from the bedroom, "Your father will kil/ me!"

"Sorry sweetie, that won't work this time. We are engaged after all." Marxx looked on helplessly as a
bracelet bounced down the stone stairs towards him, jingling to a stop by his boot.

He walked over to the bottom of the stairs and called in towards Jaina's silhouetted form, with more
conviction than he felt, "We cannot do this."

"If you are still worried about my father, [ will take full responsibility and bear his wrath."
"Ha...It doesn't work that way M'lady," Marxx said defiantly, fists on waist.

"You know, had you not been away for eighteen, long months, we would have likely been married long
ago. I'd say we're just catching up on lost time, wouldn't you?" She said, leaning now at the doorway,
long hair flowing down her back.

Marxx walked up the stairs and towered over Jaina. He traced his finger along her chin, then brushed a
hand through her long hair, savoring its softness. "You are beautiful," he whispered. Jaina rested a hand
on his chest and pulled him down closer to him, their faces nearly touched, as their chests moved
rapidly with heightened breaths. Marxx felt all decorum walls and barriers falling rapidly around him,
as he stared into Jaina's willing eyes.

Marxx closed his eyes, releasing himself from her spellbinding glance, and inhaled a long, deep breath.
He released himself from her hold and gently held her hands. "Let's get married as quickly as possible.
Then we can do whatever we wish and nothing can stop us..."

Jaina interrupted, ""You mean so you can't stop us."

Marxx pleaded, "...I know we may feel ready- but I think we should wait. Do you have ANY idea how
hard this is for a man to say? Trust me this isn't easy for me- you are irresistible..." he leaned his head
towards the balcony and smiled, "Come on, the night's still young. I hear a waltz playing out there- let's
dance some more."

Jaina felt tears forming in her eyes. "What white Bantha did you come riding in here on?"

Marxx flashed her a brilliant smile, "One that said if I tried to do even the slightest thing to dishonor
you, it would ride me straight to your father for immediate execution."
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Chapter 10



The oppressive air stuck to Marxx like glue. The surrounding engine room pounded with deafening
noise. Lightsaber ignited, he called out into the thick steamy fog. Sensing danger, he turned quickly and
raised his sword in time to counter with a fiery red lightsaber. The two blades crashed violently in a
flurry of parries and twists. The steam obscured the identity of his opponent. All he could hear
emanating from the figure was mechanical rhythmic breathing. From the darkness came a shining
purple blade as Jaina joined in the fight. The dark figure twisted and turned, feet lightening fast. From
above, Jacen dropped down into the melee. Outnumbered three to one, the dark figure snarled and
leapt out of sight.

Jaina, Marxx and Jacen all stood together back to back, waiting for another attack. From out of the
cloud the red lightsaber flared and skewered Jaina in her middle. She screamed in agony as she
dropped to the floor. Marxx felt waves of panic and despair wash over him. A cackling laugh filled the
room. Jaina gazed at Marxx, her eyes glassed over, then she stopped breathing. Jacen let out a deep
mournful wail as he felt his twin's spirit leave her body. Marxx felt his rational mind snap as he
screamed out in rage. Lightsaber raised like a club he attacked.

Marxx bolted upright drenched in sweat, desperately trying to catch his breath, and suck back his
screams. He focused his eyes into the unfamiliar environment confused. Marxx felt the now wet silky
sheets below him and he remembered that he was at the resort. Heart racing from terror, he pulled off
his covers, and walked out of the room and through the living room. He stopped in front of Jaina’s
slightly ajar door and stared at it. He silently crept up the stairs and peered in her room. Jaina lay curled
on her left side hugging a pillow.

From somewhere in her subconscious she felt his presence and stirred. Marxx tried a rapid retreat,
“Marxx? What’s the matter?”

Too late. “I just wanted to make sure you were Ok. I heard a noise is all.”
Nearly wide awake, Jaina asked, “Is everything fine?”

Marxx smiled, “Yeah. I’ll head back to bed now.”

“Wait.” Jaina sensed there was something else wrong.

He stopped mid turn. “Yes?”

“You want to come in here?”” She smiled, patting her bed, “I promise, your precious virtue is safe with
me. Besides it’s kind of cool in here.”

Marxx didn’t feel much like returning to his empty bed. Jaina flipped over the sheets and he climbed in
with her. She snuggled back into his strong arms. Marxx nestled his face into her downy hair and
inhaled its comforting fruity fragrance. He gently caressed the soft skin on her arm, and laced his
fingers with hers. Jaina pulled their hands down by her chest, closer to her heart. Marxx encircled her
in a warm embrace. Jaina sighed. Any and all tension he’d felt earlier vanished as they drifted blissfully
off to sleep together.
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In the early morning prior to dawn, Luke strode with purpose through the maze of Coruscant’s



underbelly landscape. He briefly stopped and consulted with the coordinates on his datapad. He then
resumed his course. He stopped minutes later and verified his surroundings. His brown Jedi cloak
swirled as he descended a flight of stairs, leading him far below the Galaxy Quest Shopping Mall. He
opened the locked doors. His footsteps echoed through a series of long gray empty corridors,
established for delivering stock to the thousands of stores above.

Luke thought it ironic that in the same spot where the mighty Jedi Temple of Coruscant had stood for
nearly a thousand years, there now existed a multiplex shopping center. One religion replaced another.

He found another series of stairs and descended deeper into the bowels of the building. Twelve flights
down, he came upon a thick steel door. Casually, he opened the lock with the Force. Greeted with
absolute darkness, Luke pulled out three levitating lights from his robes and sent them out into the
blackness. Mounds and mounds of musty smelling debris greeted his eyes, debris long forgotten on
Coruscant to all. From in the room he heard the rhythemic sound of water dripping.

Luke only discovered this place after recently spending hours pouring over ancient maps of Coruscant
at the local library archives. In a city that constantly builds on top of buildings, one forgets quickly
what the original landscape looked like months ago, much less decades ago. With the chaos involved
with building the New Republic, Luke never found much time to try and find this place. Knowing he
likely wouldn’t get to talk to Ben again, he had a valid reason now to search through the ruins.

Silently Luke removed his robe and began to sift through the miles of ruins.
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Jaina woke to the warm caresses of the Nubian sunbeams on her face. She stretched her toes and arms
luxuriously, allowing herself the pleasurable feel of the silky sheets. She then realized Marxx wasn’t in
the bed anymore. Grinning, she snuck her hand out from under the covers and stared at the large
sparkling diamond ring on her finger. Tiny kaleidoscope rainbow drops glittered around her as the
Nubian sunlight danced off of the stone. She’d never felt so alive and happy before in her life. She sat
up and saw her robe neatly set out on the end of the bed. Her slippers rested neatly side by side on the
floor and a cup of pallanberry juice sat on her bedside table. Her heart swelled with love at Marxx’s
thoughtfulness.

She took a long drink of the sweet juice. Then she begrudgingly hopped out of bed and then gave
herself a once over in the refresher’s mirror. Her once dazzling coiffeur spiked out in all directions. She
grabbed a brush and worked through the knots. Satisfied with her more manageable appearance, she
wandered out of the bedroom yawning.

Marxx sat in sleeping trousers on the couch in the living room. The room smelled of spent fire, jawa
juice, and untouched breakfast. As she neared him she noticed all his family files lay out on a low table
in front of him. She saw that the more recent files had replaced papers with datapads. A barely touched
cup of Jawa juice sat beside him on an end table. She smiled; practically overnight his hair had grown a
half an inch.

Marxx didn’t move or acknowledge her arrival, as he continued to stare deeply reading the papers
before him. Jaina snuck up behind him and lightly moved her fingers over the tips of his spiked hairs,
tickling them. Marxx shook his head slightly. She suppressed a giggle, and ever so lightly tickled the
tip of his earlobe. In a movement faster than she could register, Marxx reached up behind him, and



drew her down into his lap, sending her slippers flying. Her foot knocked over the cup, sending it
shattering to the floor. Their lips locked together in a kiss. Marxx eased her onto the couch and lay on
top of her, holding her arms far above her head.

“You didn’t really think you could sneak up on a Jedi, did you M’lady?” Marxx asked, eyes bright and
full of vigor.

Jaina pouted, “Well a girl can always hope. I see I have you at my mercy.”

Marxx laughed shaking her hands firmly, “Exactly how are you the one in charge of this situation,
M’lady?” Jaina smiled deviously, and moved a foot down his leg and started to gently pull the bottom
of his pants leg up with her toes. Marxx shifted, lopsided grin forming on his face, and looked down at
what she was doing. As he did so she moved her foot up and down his leg, then she bent up and
captured his lips in a kiss.

Jaina broke apart and asked teasing, “Do you surrender?”

“Long ago M’lady, long ago.”
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Luke sliced a large wooden arch in half with his lightsaber. He then lifted the heavy pieces off of a pile
of debris. Instinct drove him to this spot. Stripped down to his black tank shell, Luke removed
mountains of stone and wood, until his dirt crusted and bloody fingers fell upon the item he believed
called for him, a datadisk. He Force pulled over one of the lights and looked it over, it appeared to be
intact. He carefully placed it on his Jedi robe and found more files the more he dug around. Many of
the datadisks had damage to them. Many did not. He climbed out of the hole he created, put his shirt
back on, and yanked out a storage bag he’d hidden in the depths of his robe’s pockets and stashed away
the disks.

He gathered the lights, locked the door, and headed back up to the now jumping and bright streets of
Coruscant.
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“Before you so rudely interrupted me...”Marxx began.

“Rudely? Rudely? I hardly heard you complaining, Jedi.” Jaina said, barely able to believe what she
heard.

“Touchy, aren’t we?”” Marxx said. He flicked a long mass of newly tousled hair from Jaina’s face. “I
was kidding, M’lady.”

“Sorry.” She said sitting up. She wrapped her arms around his chest, and he circled her shoulder.
“Accepted. Where was [?”

“I have no idea,” Jaina said, admiring his strong jaw and profile.



“Oh I was looking through my family files and was just about to look at my grandfathers before you
came over here.”

“So what’s in it?” She asked.
“What’s in what?”
“Your grandfathers file.” She let go of him as he leaned forward.

“Let’s look and see shall we?” Marxx pulled out the datapad and flicked through the particulars,
birthdate, age, profession, marriage certificate... his heart dropped into his stomach, “Oh my Force.”

Jaina frowned with concern as Marxx lost all color from his face. She gripped his arm, “What is it?”

Marxx felt tears form in his eyes and his body started to shake, “Oh my Force. No... No... This can’t
be...this just isn’t possible.”

“Marxx! What is it?”” Marxx abruptly stood up back turned to Jaina. He placed a hand on his neck.
Jaina jumped up, “What is the matter?” He turned around; his eyes hollow and haunted. “Marxx? What
is it? TALK TO ME!”

“I need to sit down.” He collapsed on the couch, dropping the datapad, clattering on the floor. He
buried his head in his hands, “Why?...Why did they lie to me all these years?”

Jaina stooped down, picked up the datapad, set it on the table and wrapped her arms around him. “Who
lied to you? What are you talking about?”

Marxx sat silent for the longest time, Jaina regarded him helplessly as he tried to form words. Tears
streaked down his face. Marxx sat up, fingers on his temple. “You shouldn’t marry me.... ’'m poison.”

“WHAT?”

“I’m poison. I’'m poison.” He repeated himself over and over as he rocked back and forth. Completely
confused, Jaina reached out and picked up the datapad. She flicked through the list of particulars about
Paulo, when her heart stopped. The marriage certificate revealed the name of Marxx’s grandmother’s
maiden name: Gwynalyn Palpatine.

Jaina felt a small laugh bubble of inside her. She then trembled with laughter. “This is just perfect.”

“I hardly think this is something to laugh over. This is horrible.”

“Honey, Marxx, look at me,” Jaina grabbed his strong jaw. Marxx’s blue eyes glistened, hang-dogged.
“You accepted me, even though I’'m Darth Vader s granddaughter. Do you think I’'m going to let one
little thing, like you being a Palpatine, stop me from wanting to be with you?”

Marxx smiled through his tears and pain. He crushed her in a tight embrace. “Thank you, I needed

that.... I love you.” He broke free, “Pack your things. We need to leave.” He gathered together all of
the files and stood up, determination building in him.



“Where are we going?” She said, drinking in the sight of his strong back.

“Back to the records room to find out exactly how closely I’m related to the Emperor. Then we are
going to pay a little visit to my family. I’ve got two things to bring up with them now.”

“What’s the first? Our engagement?”

His features softened, “Well Ok, three things. No, a couple weeks ago I had a vision that has lead me to
believe that I may have had a twin sister whom nobody has ever bothered to mention to me.”

Jaina sat on the couch mouth agape, not sure how to respond to that startling revelation. Marxx
approached her and kissed her gently. “Come on, I'll tell you all about it on our way back to Theed.”

Jaina stomped her foot, stood up and muttered, “So much for a tour of the grounds here.”
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Chapter 11

The Vengeance moved slowly through the hazy pink ion cloud. Captain Hydin argued with the
engineering crew, as they spewed out a flurry of excuses for their delays. Hydin pinched the bridge
over his nose in frustration. He started to sweat profusely from tension and fear. The Admiral grew
restless below. He felt her wrath building with each session he approached her with more disheartening
news.

“Tell me exactly how many days before the hyperdrive will be back on line. I need a definite answer.”

“We are expecting delivery of the main reactor for the drive today Captain. When installed, it should be
ready before evening.” Corporal Arving said.

Somehow, Hydin did not feel reassured. He’s been told this before. He hated relying upon smugglers.
He turned and stalked out of the engineering department and headed back to the bridge. He sulked
down into his command chair, staring without seeing, the pink mist that swirled outside the windows.
Suddenly his heart stopped. He heard loud footsteps, clanging along the bridge’s gangplank, followed
by a quickening metallic breathing.

Terrified Hydin leaped to his feet, in time to find himself lifted off of his feet, suspended five feet in air,
airwaves constricting. Surrounding crewmen either busily typed away at their terminals or fled from
the bridge.

Darkglider stood far below him, right hand pointed upwards, left on her hip. “Captain Hydin, why are
we still in this forsaken Ion Cloud? Where is my hyperdrive?”

Hydin clutched at his neck, and squeaked through his increasing lack of breath, “The engineers tell me
it will be activated tonight, sir.”

“You told me this same answer five days ago. I do not like incompetence, Captain.”

Hydin’s vision clouded as the lack of oxygen started plunging him blissfully towards the abyss.



Darkglider growled, lowered her hand, and the Captain fell in a heap on the deck. He gasped, sucking
in precious air. He regained his vision only to find himself face to face with Darkglider’s hideous mask.

“Take me to these engineers of yours. Perhaps my powers of persuasion can finally motivate them.”
She turned around, long black skirt swirling.

Hydin pushed himself up massaging his neck. He briefly wished she had just finished him off. “Yes
Admiral, right away.”
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Mara walked with Luke to the landing pad, baby Ben in her arms.

“I won’t be long, I just need to drop these off at Yavin 4 and do a little research,” Luke said taking his
son from Mara. Ben squashed up his face and bellowed sensing his father was about to leave. Luke
grinned.

“Sure you can smile because you’re not going to have to try and calm him down,” Mara said unhappily.
“I’1l be back before you know it.” Luke kissed his son on the forehead, handed him back to his wife.
He then bent over and gave Mara a long tender kiss.

“May the Force be with you.” Mara said.

“May the Force be with you both,” Luke said, gently caressing his son’s hair before heading up into the

cockpit of his X-Wing. He locked himself in, put on his helmet, fired up his engines, waved to his wife
and son, and lifted off into the Coruscant atmosphere.
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Admiral Darkglider sat in the command chair and gazed into the pink haze. Out in the void of space,
three bodies floated after being unceremoniously dumped with the trash from 7The Vengeance. “Is the
hyperdrive back online?

“Yes Admiral,” Captain Hydin gladly reported, grasping his collar.

“Good, lay in a course, for Tatooine.”

Without flinching or hesitation, Hydin replied, “Yes, Admiral.”

The ion cloud disappeared into a sea of streaking white lines.
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During his flight, Luke felt tremors of anger and pain in the Force. Anger came from one side of the
galaxy, pain from Naboo. He furrowed his brows, uncertain what these shock waves meant.



Luke landed his ship and then strode purposefully, Jedi robe swirling, into the depths of the Jedi
Archives in the Great Temple on Yavin 4. He flicked through the datadisks looking for something,
anything that would give him new insight into the riddles of Marxx Racees. He hoped he had pulled
enough files from the rubble on Coruscant.

His fingers moved over the disks, sensing one calling to him. He reached into the bag and pulled one
out and plugged it into the terminal. Suddenly before him, a disk unraveled a history lesson to him. He
read rapt with interest. Phantom mysteries began taking form.

Long ago, a millenium before the birth of the Old Republic, the Force was discovered by a few
enlightened souls. The Force, being a necessary component of all living things, through its inherent
intelligence, occasionally found women of honor and goodness and bestowed upon them the gift of
child. That child would be strong with the Force. It was from these initial women that the Force
planted its seed into the lives of those it felt worthy of enlightenment. Oftentimes, these women would
give birth to twins. One twin would usually be stronger and the weaker would perish. Survival of the
Force fittest was born. These great survivors became the ultimate champions of light in the Galaxy, the
founding Jedi Knights. In time when enough Jedi lived and breathed in the Galaxy, the Force stopped
impregnating women. Then the Prophecy of the Chosen One came into existence, as the Force's only
means of reintroducing its will upon mankind.

Luke stared at the ancient text and began to wonder if Ben’s take on Marxx’s birth could be correct.
Could, the Force be working to again replenish the Galaxy with Force Strong children? Luke had
noticed in recent years a surge in the numbers of new Jedi cadets. He had to wonder, if this was the
case, how many other children like Marxx and his long dead sister Raven were out there?
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Chapter 12

Chariss realized something was wrong when Marxx barged into the house without acknowledging her.
Jaina sailed in on his storming wake. Having just spent several hours trying to calm Marxx, she found
her victories failing.

“Where’s Dad? I need Dad, Grandfather and you in here, NOW! And make sure Tanella is here too!”
Marxx paced the living room snarling like a caged rancor monster.

“Hold on, I’ll go get them dear,” Chariss said, she glanced at Jaina. Jaina gave her a sympathetic smile,
but offered no insight.

“Marxx,” Jaina said, grabbed his arm, stilled him mid pace. She couldn’t believe it as she heard herself
spouting Jedi wisdom. “Don’t let yourself get taken over by anger. Clear your mind.” Marxx resisted.
“Marxx, look at me! Do it, NOW!”

Marxx stared down at Jaina and let out a deep long breath of air. She threw her arms around him.
Visions of Marxx tearing though the file room, pounding on the file cabinets, screaming out in anger
filled her mind. She’d never seen Marxx nearly lose control and be so upset over anything. He had
shook from his building rage. Jaina nearly had to slap him to snap him out of his state. His words rung
in her mind. “You know, I can handle the fact that they didn t tell me I had a twin who died long ago.



I’'m sure that was painful for them. But to not tell me I was related to Palpatine? I asked them
repeatedly if I had Jedi blood in me and they flat out denied it. How can I ever trust a word any of them
tell me again?”

Marxx closed his eyes and drank in the calming smell of Jaina’s shampoo. He fingered the tight twists
that scattered all over the top of her head.

“Remember you love these people and they love you.” Jaina said pushing herself deeply against his
broad chest.

“I know.” He continued to play with her hair and felt the rising heat in his cheeks dissipate. He glanced
over as Tanella and Krishta tiptoed into the room.

“Hey Sis, hey Krishy,” Marxx said, still holding Jaina.
“What’s wrong Marxx? Jaina is he alright?”

“Just take a seat,” Marxx let go of Jaina, “You want a drink?” he asked her as he wandered off to the
kitchen.

“What’s going on?” Tanella whispered to Jaina.

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

Marxx returned shortly with a pitcher filled with ice water and glasses for everyone. Assembled in the
living room at his bidding, his family now stared at Marxx with confused expressions. Marxx rubbed a

hand nervously across his neck, then up through his stubbled hair, unsure of how to begin.

He let his eyes fall on each of his family members. They rested on his dark haired mother and he spoke,
“You told me growing up that no one in our family had Jedi abilities. Why did you say that?”

Chariss stared at her son, “Because it’s true. You are the only one in our family to have Jedi abilities
Marxx.”

Marxx turned his eyes towards his grandfather, “Grandfather, you know that’s not true, don’t you?”
Paulo looked around startled. Hands covered in dry paint, he asked, “What are you talking about boy?”

“So no one is going to fess up?” he pulled out Paulo’s datapad and handed it to his grandfather. “Does
that maiden name ring any bells to you?”

Paulo looked at the file, “Where did you get this?”
“Does that really matter? I think the facts speak for themselves. You all didn’t bother to ever mention
that I have Palpatine’s blood running through my veins. I think that’s a big indication that we have Jedi

in our family tree. No wait, even better, we have Sith in our family roots.”

“Your grandmother was a good woman. She never had any Jedi powers,” Paulo said. “She was a true
Nubian woman, a great artist who loved culture...”



Marxx felt his cheeks get hot again as his temper flared, “But she was Emperor Palpatine’s youngest
sister. I know. I just checked her files as well. You can’t be a sibling to someone and get completely
bypassed for Jedi abilities. It’s not possible.”

He walked over to Tanella and placed a finger on her forehead. He felt around to the back of her brain
and pushed. He jolted slightly back. He then moved to Krishta and did the same, and got the same
reaction. He then walked over to his mother, and pushed. He nearly fell back from the force of the
push. “See we all have the ability. For some reason, it’s stronger with me though than all of you. I could
have been training as a Jedi long ago had you ever bothered to mention this little fact to me. I could
have gotten off of that backworld planet and been exploring the Galaxy!”

“Would you really have wanted that? What about Jaina?” Chariss asked.

“We would have met eventually. I’'m not too worried about that.” Marxx said, frustration bubbling.

Jaina sensed his conflict and took his hand. She reasoned, “Let’s not worry about what could have
been, Ok? Let’s concentrate on the here and now.”

Chariss seemed to squirm in her seat as she gazed at her son’s obvious distress. “Is that all?”
Marxx narrowed his eyes and snarled, “Well actually no. Who’s Ray-ran?”

Everyone in the room gasped. Krishta looked on with confusion. Chariss said in a small voice, “How
did you find out about Raven?”

“Raven,” he let her name linger over his tongue, “I think I’ve always known about her, I had just
forgotten. It’s funny, that’s what happens when someone dies and nobody ever mentions her again,
never even having a holo-image around to remind you of a loved one long gone. She may not even

have ever existed. What happened to my twin?”

Rowlon stood up, angry, seeing his wife shaking with tears, “Is this what you wanted boy? To see your
mother upset? If it is, you succeeded. Yes you had a twin sister. We named her Raven.”

“What happened to her?”” Marxx asked, oblivious to his mother’s pain.

“The girl was frail and sick. She died at the hospital in Mos Espa of a heart condition. We loved her
dearly. You in fact, were the light of her life. But she was sickly and died. We all still miss her
tremendously. We actually did have a holo-image of us all together, but it disappeared.”

“Rowlon stop it. It’s time he knew the truth. The whole truth. We knew this day was coming.”
Tanella looked on with distress, “What are you two talking about?”

“Are you sure, do you want me to tell him?”” Rowlon asked Chariss.

Chariss looked on with vacant eyes and stilled her husband, “No let me do it. Marxx sit down. Your

pacing is making me nervous.” Marxx reluctantly collapsed on the floor, Jaina beside him. “The three
of us fled Naboo during the attacks of the Clone Wars. We ended up alone, and near penniless on



Tatooine. Your grandfather got work and began saving for us to leave the planet. My mother hated
Tatooine, passionately hated it. She hated the dust, the scum, the gambling, she hated everything about
it.”

Paulo chimed in, “She would be gloomy for months, even years. I couldn’t shake her out of her funk.
Even worse, she grew angry and course over the years. The loving woman I married years ago
vanished before my eyes the longer we stayed on that planet.”

“When I married Rowlon, she got irate. She couldn’t believe I had fallen in love with a man who
appeared to never want to leave Tatooine. That wasn’t true- Rowlon said he would follow me to the
opposite end of the universe if I requested it.” Chariss smiled and gave her husband’s hand a squeeze,
“When I gave birth to Tanella, I had hoped a granddaughter would help lift her from her depression. It
didn’t. Rowlon then wanted a boy, we tried for several years to no avail. Then one night, after another
failed results test came back, I asked the stars to give me a son. And they granted my wish,” Chariss
said.

Rowlon looked at her strangely.

“Marxx, you and your sister were conceived by some greater power. That is why you are stronger with
the Force than any of us and why Palpatine’s blood means nothing.”

“What do you mean, you think the Force conceived Marxx? That’s impossible, he’s my son!” Rowlon
asked.

Tanella stared at her parents closely, then looked at Marxx, “No he’s not Dad. Look at him. He doesn’t
look like us much except for his coloring.”

Jaina held tightly to Marxx’s arm as he stared blankly at his parents. “Marxx? Are you alright?”

“So I’'m a child of the Force?” Marxx sat contemplating that bit of information for a moment, “Jaina,
surprisingly yes. Did you ever mention that to Master Skywalker?” he said.

“Yes, he asked me about your abilities and I told him.”

Marxx smiled and let out a small laugh. He felt his anger abating, replaced by curiosity. “That explains
why he seemed so keenly interested in my training. Go on.”

“Your sister was born with a weak heart. Your grandmother suddenly found a cause and nursed that
child devoutly. For two years we suffered watching Raven wither away before our eyes. Raven’s heart
gave out and she died. With Raven gone, your grandmother vanished at that time as well. We never saw
or heard from her again.”

Marxx glanced around the room, “Is that it?”

“What you need more?”” Rowlon asked, clearly agitated.

“No, I guess that’s fine. So you buried Raven somewhere and that was the end of it.”

“We never got her body from the hospital. There was some kind of mix-up and she was cremated.”



Rowlon said.

“Did you ever see her body?”

“What? No. Why would the hospital lie about that? She died son, accept that.”

Marxx stood up and started pacing again. “What were her symptoms?”

“She had a defective heart, it wouldn’t pump blood properly throughout her body- areas like her lips,
toes and fingernails would be blue from the lack of oxygen. She’d also cough constantly. One of her
lungs didn’t work properly.”

“So how did you keep her alive? Why wasn’t she given implants?”

“She had a respirator that we would hook her up to. But she was too young and small for surgery. The
medics couldn’t fit her with a lung implant due to the fact she would still be growing,” Rowlon said,

“Marxx why do you need to know this?”

“I’m just curious. I still don’t understand why wouldn’t you have told me that I had a twin? And why
keep the Palpatine lineage from me? What would either fact have hurt?”

“That’s just it son, the memories of both things hurt too much,” Rowlon said, he walked over to Marxx.
He smiled lovingly at Chariss seeking approval, she nodded her head, “After the baby died and then
when Gwynalyn walked out, your mother had to be hospitalized for stress, for quite a long while. We
don’t talk about Raven or your grandmother, because they bring up a very dark time for our family. We
are sorry to have ever kept this from you.”

“And you didn’t know about our ‘special’ birth?”

“No this is the first I’ve heard of it. Not that I’'m surprised. If there was a more noble young man in the
galaxy, I’d like someone to show him to me. I doubt he’d hold up next to you,” Rowlon said.

Marxx felt a tear fall down his cheek. He hugged his father tightly. “I’m sorry for the way I just acted.
Mom, can you forgive me?”

Chariss stood up and joined the embrace, “Of course dear. We should have told you long ago.”

Marxx glanced over at Jaina, wiped the tears from his eyes and extended his hand out to her. Jaina
wrapped her arms around his chest and he circled her shoulder tightly with his arm. Marxx breathed out
and smiled brightly for the first time all evening. “Well you may have lost a daughter years ago, but

you are about to gain a daughter-in-law. Jaina and I are engaged.”

The Racees welcomed the happy news and all congratulated the couple. Marxx and Jaina were
embraced warmly by Marxx’s family. After a bunch of happy chatter and dessert, Marxx and Jaina left.

“Where are we going now?”” Jaina asked sensing Marxx had no intention of letting matters rest.

“To Tatooine. I need Raven’s hospital records.”



“Well if we’re going to do some covert work, we’ll need help,” Jaina said stopping mid walk and
placed her hands on her hips.

“Who’d you have in mind?” Marxx asked turning around to face her.

“Jacen, he can charm a Gamorrean guard out of his double sided axe.”

“Any idea where he 1s?”” Marxx asked flicking his hand upwards.

“Yeah he’s on the other side of Naboo in the marble mines handling a border dispute.”
“Let’s go get him then,” he said reaching out for her hand.

“Why do you need Raven’s records?” Jaina asked as she held his hand tightly and turned her face
upwards to him.

Marxx smiled down at her. The setting sun brightened his excited face, “Because I don’t think Raven is
dead. I don’t think she ever died. I’'m more certain than ever, she’s alive.”
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Chapter 13

Jacen rested, head downcast, on the galley seat in the dining quarters on the Hope nursing a mug of
steaming Jawa Juice. Marxx wandered in after leaving Jaina alone in the cockpit verifying their flight
course to Tatooine. She found a fluctuation in the life support system and busied herself to find the
remedy. She also wanted to send in a call to Anakin to check on how things were going at Theed.

Marxx peeked in at Jaina’s twin. Over the past year and a half the two had become as close as brothers
while they worked together in secret to get the resort built without Jaina’s knowledge. Marxx found it
refreshing to have a close male pal with like- minded ambitions. Having grown up in a household of
women, Marxx found it refreshing to be entering into a family with a couple of males his age. He had
friends on Tatooine, but none of them ever wanted to leave, or seemed to have any dreams of bettering
their lives. He often found that aside from conversations about mechanics and podracing, he had very
little in common with his Mos Espa friends. He always believed he was meant for a life outside of just
being a junkyard worker, and now with those dreams realized, he couldn’t be happier.

Marxx noticed Jacen seemed rather depressed, when they picked him up from the marble mines. And it
appeared his mood hadn’t changed much. Marxx grabbed a couple snack packs out of a cupboard,
chucked one at Jacen and sat down at the table. He opened the pack and tossed back a handful of nuts
and dried fruits.

“Thanks Marxx,” Jacen said, ripping open the pouch with his teeth, he spit out the corner onto the
table.

“Jace,” Marxx said ripping into his packet. “What’s up?”

“Huh?” Jacen said drinking from his mug.



“What’s up?” Marxx flung a nut at Jacen’s head.

Jacen swatted at his brown hair, and the nut fell onto the table, he immediately chucked it back at
Marxx. It missed its intended mark and whizzed over his shoulder, clattering off onto the floor.

“Come on gloom and doom out with it!”
Jacen peered towards the cockpit, Jaina nowhere to be seen. “Did you do it?”

“What? Oh yea.” Marxx said knowing his friend had just diverted the conversation.

Marxx gave Jacen a sly smile, “So you want the job as best man or what?”

Jacen pounded his mug down on the table and extended his hand. “Congratulations, welcome to the
family.”

Marxx shook Jacen’s hand and beamed. “Thank you. Who’d have thought me, a former outlander pod
racer, would be marrying into the famous Skywalker and Solo family? Not me, that’s for sure!”

Jacen rubbing his chin and batting his eyes, he teased, “So was it romantic like you had hoped, with the
crickets singing, full moon rising?”

“Honestly?” Marxx chuckled, “I can’t remember. I was too blasted nervous. All I remember is Jaina.
She looked amazing. She nearly made me pass out though, took her long enough to answer my

question. Guess she wasn’t expecting the proposal.”

Jacen laughed. “All that planning we put into things and you don’t even remember? You nerf-herder!
Did she like the resort at least?”

“Yea, I’ve never seen her happier.”
“And I suppose you, her man, took all the credit?”” Jacen asked, eyebrow raised.

Marxx pointed at himself indignantly, “Who me? Hey I told her you and Anakin contributed. Fair’s fair
buddy.”

“Uh huh. Right.” Jacen studied his friend closely, brown eyes narrowing.

“I did, just ask her,” Marxx said pointing towards the cockpit, blue eyes indignant.
“Alright, I believe you.” Jacen said, throwing a bunch of nuts in his mouth.

“So what about you?” Marxx said, lopsided grin forming on his mouth.

“Wha abou me wha?”’ Jacen asked chewing.

“When are we going to hear wedding chimes for you?” Marxx lifted his eyebrow.



Jacen hacked and choked on a nut. He coughed and grabbed his drink, swallowing mightily, tears
flowing down his face. He squeaked out, “Me?”

“You alright there, Jace?” Jacen nodded sucking in breaths. “So?”
“So what?” Jacen scowled. “You have to have a potential bride before you can propose, don’t you?”

Marxx’s eyes sparkled with bemusement. “Oh come on what about your one armed, Hapesian Warrior
Princess?”

“Tenal Ka sees me as a friend, | don’t think she’ll be interested in me in any other way.”

Sensing this was the reason for Jaina’s twin’s unease, Marxx asked, “And whose fault is that? Hey Jace,
what have I said before?”

Jacen rolled his eyes and parroted back, “You re never gonna get anywhere with the girl unless you tell
her how you feel. What about you?”

“Me? What about me?” Marxx asked.

“How long before you told Jaina how you felt about her?”

Marxx thought about it, “Second day after meeting her, I told her I was falling in love with her.”
“QGreat Mr. Calrissian himself,” Jacen fell back in his chair and crossed his arms.

“Well you can’t get what you want, if you don’t put yourself out on the line. Sorry, pal. Women like to
be swept off their feet. They like to feel like they are the center of your universe. You have to say
something in order to get things going. What’s the worst that can happen?”

“She’ll laugh in my face,” he said turning his face aside.

“I thought you said she had no sense of humor.”

Jacen scowled. “You know what I mean. Then where would I be then, huh bud?”

“Free to move on,” Marxx said.

“Move onto what?”

“Who knows, maybe the girl of your dreams is out there somewhere, just waiting for you to land at her
feet and be her dream Jedi Knight, ready to rescue her from a nightmarish existence...Like your sister

did for me.”

Jacen stared gloomily at his sister’s fiancé. “Oh sure having every gorgeous girl on Tatooine throwing
themselves at your feet was such a nightmare.”

Jaina waltzed into the room and settled herself into Marxx’s lap, wrapping her arms around his broad



shoulders. “Forty five more minutes until we reach Tatooine. And the life support is fully functioning
again.”

Marxx grabbed a napkin and wiped engine grease off of Jaina’s forehead, then tapped her nose. “Thank
you M’lady. How’re things on Naboo?”

“Going fine, Anakin’s groaning about the joys of paperwork. He tried begging me to come back.”

“I bet he wants you back. Our little brother isn’t exactly the king of patience. So are you going to show
it to me or what?” Jacen asked.

Jaina glanced back and forth at the guys, “Is that what you two were in here talking about? I thought
only girls sat around talking about such things!” she said, extending her hand across the table for Jacen
to examine her ring.

“Yikes I think I’'m blinded!” Jacen said covering his eyes.

“Excuse me for being a happy man, Miss Solo,” Marxx said tightening his grip around her waist.
Jaina planted a kiss on his forehead. “That’s soon to be Mrs. Solo-Racees to you! You guys want to
come help me clean the thermal intake vents?”” Marxx and Jacen shared a glance, realizing that wasn’t

really a question.

“After you M’lady,” Marxx said, setting her on her feet. She bounded out of the galley towards the
engine compartment.

Jacen stood up and pushed Marxx, “Hey Marxx, you know once you marry her, you won’t ever get to
win another argument.”

Marxx shot Jacen a lopsided smile, “What difference would that make. I never win any arguments with
her.”

“I’ll remember that!” Jaina shouted from across the ship.

The two soon to be brothers smiled. Jacen pounded Marxx on the shoulder, and Marxx pushed Jacen
into the table. The two then headed off after her laughing.
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Chapter 14

“They’re going to owe me big time, ” Jacen thought as he leaned over the emergency room front desk
batting his eyes at a blue six hundred pound Twel’ik. He sent a “Coast s clear” message off to Jaina
through the Force as he commented on the Twel’ik’s black eyes.

Marxx hid inside the medical emergency speeder with Jaina strapped to the emergency hoverboard.
Fully dressed in Healers gear he pulled up the dust mask and exited the speeder and bust open the doors
of Mos Espa General. He sent the hoverboard careening through the emergency room doors and
directed it down the hall. Jaina let out a painful moan. Jacen waved his hand in front of the desk clerk,



clouding her mind from viewing the wayward duo.

Jaina tilted her head upwards when they crashed into a recovery room. The hoverboard knocked over a
large bottle of cleansing alcohol sending it clattering to the floor. The stinging, pungent scent brought
tears to their eyes. Marxx pulled down all the blinds, and lowered the lights.

“Marxx!” Jaina whispered from the hoverboard.

“Sorry,” he said and released Jaina, while shucking his disguise. Jaina bounced over to the computer
terminal, and began looking over the database structure. She placed a hand on the terminal.

“Come on, come on. They’re going to find us in here,” Marxx said, blue eyes darting around the room.
“Patience, Marxx. Blast I wish Lowie was here- he lives for this kind of computer hacking.”

“What you don’t think you can figure it out?”” Marxx asked.

“Hey, it’s me.” Marxx gave her a somewhat suspect look at her confidence.

Jaina allowed her mind to connect with the maps of code embedded in the database. She sifted through
the large mass and web of security blocks. She triumphantly squealed when she located the mainframe
password. She typed it in and found herself face to face with a client search page.

Frantically her fingers flew over the keys, entering the name Raven Racees. Four pages of files
appeared. She plugged her datapad into the connection port and selected “Open, download all” and

waited for the commands to process.

Jaina sensed waves of distress coming from the lobby. “Oh no, I think Jacen’s loosing control out
there.”

Marxx walked over to the blinds and peeked out in time to see the large blue Twi’lek gripping Jacen on
the face and planting a huge sloppy kiss on his lips. Jacen’s brown eyes grew huge with horror.

Marxx’s face writhed with disgust, and then he laughed, “Nah, he’s fine.”

The computer screen beeped in completion. Jaina went back to the front page and intuitively typed in
the name Raven again. Two more pages appeared with the name Raven Palpatine. Smiling
triumphantly, she downloaded those files as well.

“Are you done?”

“Almost.” She drummed her fingers rapidly against the desk. Her eyes flitted over the information that
scrolled on the screen. She found herself glad to have decided to download the second set of files.

Shouting could be heard in the lobby. Marxx peered out and a bunch of Nikto security guards
surrounded the front desk. Jacen managed to wiggle his way through the throng of people and headed

out the door, casting a worried expression in their direction.

“Time’s up.” As if on cue, the terminal beeped, and Jaina removed the datapad, slipping it into her gray



flightsuit pocket. She then typed in a bunch of commands.
“What are you doing?”

“Just covering my tracks.” The screen went black. Then the characters all began to morph and change.
“A little trick Lowie taught me once. I planted a temporary bug in the system. Let’s go.” Hospital
personnel screamed all over the building and in the emerging chaos, Marxx and Jaina slipped out
unnoticed.

Jacen raced up behind them as they all wandered the crowded, dusty streets of Mos Espa. He frantically
wiped his face. “I think next time you both ask for my help, I’ll pass on it.”

“Jacen’s got a new girlfriend!” Jaina said in a singsong voice. Jacen’s eyes grew murderous and he
gave her a hard shove. Jaina howled with laughter.

“Come on you two, let’s get back to the ship and away from this hellhole,” Marxx said, suppressing a
laugh.
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Jaina guided The Nubian Hope out of the Tatooine atmosphere, and began laying in the coordinates into
the hyperdrive system for Naboo.

“Well, will you look at that,” Marxx asked as he flipped through the files for the second Raven Jaina
had downloaded.

“When I was copying the files for your sister, it occurred to me that if your sister was still alive, that
she may have been brought back there under a different name. I found these files for a Raven

Palpatine.”

Marxx scanned the contents of the file, “Gee, my Grandmother wasn’t all that original in concealing
Raven’s identity was she?”

“Lucky for us she wasn’t.”

Jacen, sitting in the navigator seat behind the co-pilot’s seat, let out a shout. Jaina and Marxx looked up
to see an enormous Imperial Class Star Destroyer appeared in front of them. Jaina pulled back on the
throttle and sailed them out of a direct collision course.

“Where in the galaxy did that thing come from?”” Marxx said.

Jaina studied the readouts in front of her, “More importantly, why are they scanning us?”” As if to
answer her question, the destroyer opened fire on them.

Marxx flung himself into the co-pilot seat, and strapped himself in and pounded on the hyperdrive
controls. “I think now is a good time to get those co-ordinates set.”

“Why are they firing on us?” Jacen yelled. Another ear pounding barrage of laser fire burst around their
outer hull, deflecting off of their shields and shaking the ship. Jacen pitched forward and felt



excruciating pain blossom in his forehead after slamming it into the navigation controls. Jacen moaned
in pain.

“I don’t know, and really don’t feel like sticking around to find out. How long for the lightspeed co-
ordinates to set?” Jaina asked.

“Four minutes,” Marxx said checking the scan.
“Four minutes? We’ll be dead in four minutes,” Jacen said, still holding his forehead.

“I think it’s time to show us those fancy flying skills of yours, Captain,” Marxx yelled back. Jaina
plunged the Hopeinto an inverted tailspin past the laser canons.

“Jacen, push all power to the shields,” Jaina shouted.

“Already on it. Blast!” They stared out the window as a convoy of battered Tie-Fighters flew out of a
western shuttle bay.

“Oh this is not good. Where are the targeting systems on this ship?” Jaina asked.
Marxx pinched his forehead. “Uhhh.....there are no artillery guns aboard this Yacht.”
“WHAT? "Jaina and Jacen screamed in unison.

“It was designed for royal members of the Nubian Courts to arrive on diplomatic missions. They
usually had armed escorts.” His last words were drowned out as the Tie-fighters opened fire at them.

“I think we’re in trouble!” Jacen said turning pale. A group of three Tie-Fighters swooped in from the
left and blanketed them with fire 7he Hope shook in protest.

“I don’t suppose this relic has a cloaking device does it?” Jaina asked as ship shook from the laserfire.
She sent the ship into another spin, narrowly avoiding a barrage of laser fire.

“Shields down 92 percent!” Jacen shouted.
“What do you think?” Marxx said with raised eyebrow.

“Remind me that when we get out of this mess to install weaponry on this ship,” Jaina said. She sent
the ship into an inverted tailspin to try and shake the fighters.

“Yes M’lady,” Marxx said, turning slightly green as the stars spun in dizzying circles from Jaina’s
flying techniques

Jaina pushed forward with the starboard engines and moved in closer to the Star Destroyer.

“Why are you going closer to that thing?” Jacen asked. From behind them they heard two explosions as
two inexperienced Tie-Fighters crashed into the hull of the large cruiser.

“That’s why.” Jaina said, wicked smile appearing on her face. Jaina felt her adrenaline pumping as



battle fury starting surging in her veins. She then plunged the ship into a ninety- degree nosedive and
sailed under the destroyer, right through another convoy of oncoming Tie-Fighters. She smiled when
she heard an explosion of as two Tie-Fighters crashed into each other. Green laser fire sprayed all over
the Hope as it bounced through a swarming mass of ships.

“Shields down to 84 percent!” Jacen yelled. Boom! More laser fire commenced from behind them as
they all pitched forward in their seats, "Make that 77 percent. Shields are failing rapidly.”

“Why are they firing on us? We didn’t do anything!” Jaina asked as she soared through space. “And
why isn’t anyone coming to assist us?”
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Aboard the command deck of The Vengeance Admiral Darkglider watched, legs apart, hands clasped
behind back, as the Nubian vessel maneuvered, effectively evading capture. From the moment they fell
out of hyperspace, Darkglider recognized the make of the ship and issued the order to attack, wanting it
captured.

“Is the tractor beam ready Captain Hydin?”

“Yes, Admiral.”

“Good. Engage.”
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The hyperdrive computer chimed its readiness.

“Punch it!” Marxx shouted as relief washed over him.

The ship jolted and the engines whined at an alarming pitch.

“Blast it! We’re caught in a tractor beam!” Jaina yelled.

“Full forward engines!” Marxx shouted. Suddenly the cabin filled with the stinging stench of burning
wire and fuses.

“I can’t do that, the engines are overheating, I’'m going to have to turn them off,” Jaina shouted.
“You mean we’re just going to give up?” he asked looking over at her helplessly.
“That’s right Marxx, unless you want me to fry your ship,” Jaina yelled and activated the escape pod.

“What did you do that for? Do you have any idea how much one of those babies fully restored cost?”
Marxx asked standing up and staring at the pod decreasing in size out the window.

“I think we have other things to worry about than your precious escape pod. Where are the secret cargo
holds on this ship?”’ Jaina asked.



“Lower deck,” Marxx said, slumping his shoulders, then raced after Jaina’s retreating form.
“Come on, time to hide,” Jaina said as she threw herself down the stairs.
“Why does this all seem familiar?” Jacen asked as he chased after Marxx and Jaina.

“Well you know, trouble always manages to find us Solos.”
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Chapter 15

Admiral Darkglider paced outside the Nubian vessel. The initial scanning party she sent aboard came
back with nothing to report. Contrary to reports, she knew that the crew did not abandon ship in the
escape pod. That was a decoy tactic. She could feel their presences still on board the craft somewhere.
Anger swelled around her, tainting the air.

“The pitiful creatures are hiding,” she thought.

“Wait them out, then alert me when you’ve captured the crew,” she barked to the underlings. She slid
her gloved hand over the shiny hull of the Nubian ship. “What a fabulous addition to my collection this
is,” she thought. She then turned heel and left the docking bay.
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On Yavin 4, the archival room in the Great Temple’s walls were made entirely of brown granite that
reached heavenwards by over sixty-feet. Luke sat in front of his terminal contemplating his findings.
His gentle finger strokes on the keys echoed in the room, void of any other activity. Luke discovered
that many of the datadisks he recovered from Coruscant included embedded layers of secret coded
extra material. Upon much manipulation with his computer, he used a descrambler and decoded the
text. He found a wealth of previously unknown information regarding the older Jedi Order. He
determined that these files were most likely protected due to their highly sensitive content.

After this discovery he revisited the first datadisk he had read and found it had coded files embedded
on it as well. He activated the decoder and found another ancient text appear on his terminal. It told of a
founding Jedi named Draptua-Raag who could manipulate the Force with great ability.

Draptua-Raag managed to glide in and out of the Force. On the doomed planet of Trottana, Draptua-
Raag rescued the last two hundred wolf-like Trottanians by carrying them through the Force. The dying
planet, exploding in volcanic activity made landing a craft on the planet impossible. Somehow
Draptua-Raag, managed to grab three to four of the residents at once, step into the Force, deliver them
to his ship above the planet, then return back to the planet below until all who remained of the species
were nestled safely on his ship, ready for relocation.

Luke leaned back in his chair and chewed on his thumbnail. This was exactly the kind of story he had
hoped to uncover. Unfortunately, it shed no light on how such feats were accomplished. Nor did it
explain why this particular story should have been heavily coded and hidden from the general Jedi
community.



Luke closed his eyes and could hear a pair of Yavinese ticktie birds chirping merrily near the high
window in the chamber. Their song reverberated lightly, filling the air with calming, natural song. Luke
turned around as Tionne approached him carrying two mugs of warm spice tea. Luke took one. “Thank
you Master Tionne.”

“How is the research going, Master Skywalker?” Tionne said sitting in the chair next to him.

“Better than I had hoped. However, I just have a feeling though, that this particular riddle I’m trying to
uncover, may not have an answer. We may end up being the ones to record any historical events.”

Tionne regarded Luke, his disheveled sandy brown hair and dark circled eyes spoke of much needed
sleep. “Marxx is a good man. I don’t know why you are so worried about him. He has great power, but
he uses it always for good.”

“The problem is though, he’s never really been tested. He grew up in a very sheltered, loving
environment. I don’t think he’s ever experienced real pain or anger. I guess... I guess I’'m just worried
what could happen. There’s something you don’t know about him.” Knowing Tionne would never
divulge of the information to anyone, Luke told her about their former student’s birth and how it related
to his father.

“From what I understand of your father, he had issues with weakness. Marxx does not have any
weakness in his spirit or character. I believe he will always choose the path of righteousness, when
presented to him two options. You must know that as well. That’s why you wanted us to name him Jedi
Master, correct? Why don’t you take a nap? You look like you could use the rest.”

Luke yawned, “I think I’ll do that. And then I think I’ll head back to Coruscant. I’ll leave these here for
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you.
Luke showed her how to decode the secret files and asked her to contact him if she found anything new

that might enlighten them on Marxx’s newfound abilities with the Force. He then headed off and found
a room to catch up on some sleep before returning to his family.
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“Jacen, I think your foot is in my face,” Jaina complained in complete darkness.
“Sorry Sis, it’s a bit crowded in here,” Jacen responded.

“Do you hear anything?”

“That angry presence outside seems to be gone,” Jacen said.

“What do you think Marxx?” Jaina asked.

“What?” Marxx replied. His mind focused on a tremor in the Force.

“Do you think we can get out of here now?” Jaina asked.

“Yes,” he replied, reached up and pulled open the cargo door. The three Jedis blinked at the light and



crawled out of the tiny dark compartment, sucking in clean air.

“We need to get to the controls for the Tractor Beam and disable them,” Jacen said.

“Right, level 6,” Jaina responded.

“Great, and how do you know that?” Jacen asked.

“I’m a ship junkie, remember?” Jaina said straightening her jumpsuit.

“Right, my sister the mechanic, always up on Imperial ship designs.” Jacen said, rolling his eyes.
“Well it’s a good thing, isn’t it?”” Jaina replied and balled her hands on hips.

“Shhhh, you two,” Marxx said, listening intently towards the upper levels of the ship.

“We go together,” Jaina said

Marxx saw a flash of memory, a vision from his dream, before his eyes, “Jaina you should stay here.”
“What? Right, like I’'m going to stay here ready to be captured. I’'m going with you.”

“You could check and see if you can upgrade the shields, we’ll likely need them at full maximum when
we leave here,” Marxx argued weakly, eyes full of concern.

“And how do you plan to find the tractor beam controls? I know the readouts from these starships
inside and out. I’'m going with you,” Jaina said, hands on hips, shaking her head. “Don’t even look at
me like that. You are not leaving me behind.”

“Marxx, she’ll be more help to us on the mission than staying here,” Jacen said.

Marxx cupped a hand on Jaina’s chin and stared deeply into her determined brown eyes. “Jacen, I want
you to watch her back at all costs.”

“What is wrong with you?” Jaina asked noticing the concern etched on his face. “Tell me.”

“I...Ijust have a really bad feeling about this.”

Jaina closed her eyes and felt out with the Force. She sensed a darker presence on board the ship, but
nothing to make her feel mortally worried. “I can take care of myself you know. I’ve gotten out of
worse situations than this in the past. Besides I have the both of you to watch my back, same as I will
watch yours.”

Marxx didn’t say anything. Jaina found herself squeaking for air as Marxx crushed her into a tight hug.

Jacen readjusted his lightsaber, “You know the sooner we get to those controls- the faster we can get off
this cruiser.”

“Right. Let’s go,” Marxx said leading the way up to the top level of the ship towards the exit ramp.



>k 3k sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk st s sk sk ook sk skoskosk kok

Jaina readjusted her hair up into a tight bun at the top of her head as she covered it with the cap. Marxx,
Jacen and Jaina looked each other over.

“Here goes nothing,” Jacen said.

They picked up the scanning equipment and left the ship wearing the uniforms of the three privates sent
aboard to try and locate the hidden crew. The privates were knocked unconscious and unceremoniously
dumped into their soundproof cargo holds.

Jaina, Marxx and Jacen marched out with a determined gait past a couple crewman. Marxx shook his
head towards them, hoping to indicate they found nothing. The three headed over to farthest point in
the shuttle bay and snuck around the corner. They found a storage room and stashed the scanning
equipment. Jaina readjusted her hair and they took off down a long corridor, heads high. They came to
a turbolift and were relieved to find it empty. They descended to level 6.

“So far so good,” Jacen said smiling.

“Don’t let your guard down.” Marxx countered.

“You need to stop worrying.” Jaina said.

Marxx turned around and looked down sternly at her, “I’ll stop worrying once we are all safely off this
ship and headed into hyperspace.” As the turbolift passed level 11 Marxx felt something wash over
him, a familiar sensation, a tremor in the Force.

“Hey Marxx, you Ok?” Jacen asked as Marxx started to weave a bit.

Marxx licked his lips, “Straighten up folks, we’re here.” The turbolift doors opened into a steam filled
engineering room. Deafening noise from compressors and engines masked the sound of their shoes as
they stepped onto the metal railing. Thick, sticky air swirled in clouds around the catwalks.

“Where to?” Jacen yelled into Jaina’s ear.

She pointed her finger right and the three marched along through a series of grated metal catwalks
about eight feet wide that traveled deep into the control room. The steam built up in the room,
blanketing it with humidity. Marxx swallowed hard at the sickening sensation of déja vu washed over

him, the palpable smell of oil only heightened his nervousness, as they twisted deeper and deeper into
the belly of the cruiser.
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Chapter 16

Darkglider paced anxiously back and forth in her quarters. Her eyes fell upon a purple Alderannian
vase of hers and the sight of it, slightly calmed her nerves. She clicked on a holo-emitter as it chimed.



“Yes, Captain?” she sneered, already knowing the answer.

“It appears whoever was on the ship eluded capture, the third scanning crew located the previous
scanning crew hidden in some smuggling compartments. The ship’s crew are disguised as the scanning
crew sent on board their ship.” Darkglider groaned at the incompetence of her crew. Hydin nervously
stared at the monitor.

Darkglider lifted her head, and suddenly felt something shimmer in the Force.

“Install a tracking device on that ship,” she said as she flicked off the monitor, clutched her lightsaber
at her belt, and raced out of her quarters. She watched the turbolift as it chimed off the levels as it
descended to level 6.

“The tractor beam controls,” she thought as she raced towards the doors and pressed the call lift button.
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Jaina peered through the steam and spotted the round control center for the tractor beam. She ran
towards the console and moved her hands over the controls, seeking, searching. Then she laid her
hands on the deactivation switches. Marxx stood behind her, fingers poised over his lightsaber hilt.
Jacen peered over the guardrail towards the large cranks and mechanisms for the ship’s engine fifty feet
below.

Jacen wiped his forehead on the sleeve of his gray uniform, leaving a dark smear. He said, “I hate
humidity.”

“Keep on your guard, Jacen,” Marxx said closely to Jaina’s twin.
“For what?”
Jaina finished the proper sets of procedures to shut off the beam and turned around. “All set, let’s go.”

They raced about a hundred feet back along the catwalks towards the turbolift when Marxx stopped
dead in his tracks. A presence from his past, a presence that seemed to be a part of him, stood between
them and the turbolift. From out of the mist came the familiar sounding snap hiss of a lightsaber
igniting, followed by a lengthening flare of glowing red light. Marxx powered up his saber with a snap
hiss at the same moment, green clashed against red.

Marxx and his dark opponent danced in a perfectly choreographed tango of swirling parries and thrusts.
Darkglider’s skirt swirled as she blocked and matched her Jedi opponents thrusts. Darkglider shifted
her saber towards his head, and Marxx perfectly deflected it. She swung her arms outward to the left
slashing down towards his knees. Marxx let instinct counter her saber mid slash. The two lightsabers
sizzled and hissed as they remained locked. The opponents stared at each other, locked in a stalemate.
Marxx felt sweat trickle down his face and back.

“A Jedi? What is a Jedi doing on my ship?” called out a metallic voice, rhythmic breathing added to the
cacophony of deafening noise in the engine room.



“Better question than that is, what are three Jedi doing on your ship?” Jacen asked, igniting his green
lightsaber, Jaina activated her glowing amethyst blade.

The mist cleared revealing the holder of the red lightsaber. Jaina and Jacen both gasped at the sight of
the mask, although not exactly the same- it was similar enough to Vader’s in design to throw them off
slightly. Raven flipped backwards, landing ten feet away from Marxx.

“Do you not like my mask? Not all of us are fortunate enough to be able to breathe on our own without
one. Nor fortunate enough to be able to show their pretty faces to the world without worrying about
dying,” Darkglider sneered at Jaina.

Darkglider sprung at the trio lightsaber violently slashing towards their necks. Each Jedi fended off her
attacks. Marxx started maneuvering them so Jaina and Jacen could flee towards the turbolift.
Darkglider sensed this and leaped backwards, landing again between the three Jedi and the turbolift,
preventing escape.

“You think you could outwit me? On MY ship?”

“Well you were always a quick thinker. Unfortunately for you, I was always quicker on my feet,”
Marxx rushed her, hissing green saber swung towards her midsection. Darkglider matched his charge,
twirled and swung towards his head. Marxx’s shoe met a patch of oil and found himself falling
backwards as he slipped and crashed onto the metallic grating with a loud thud. Marxx grunted with
pain. He briefly saw stars when his head crashed against the grating floor. Marxx’s lightsaber clanged
back towards the twins. Marxx yelped as he felt something bash into his face as pain erupted in his jaw.
Black spots swam before his eyes. Darkglider laughed after completing her kick and raised her
lightsaber triumphantly over him.

“I see overconfidence is your weakness.” As she swung down to put Marxx out of his misery,
simultaneously, her blade crackled and snapped as it met Jaina’s purple blade, and then Marxx,
grinning triumphantly, kicked her legs from out of her. Darkglider let out a loud “Ooaf!” She watched
the lights from above blur and then landed hard on her backside. The metal from her respirator loudly
clanged against the catwalk.

Marxx pushed his arms backwards and somersaulted, catching and ripping his oily dirty shirt sleeve in
the floor grating. On his feet, Marxx Force grabbed his blade back into his hands.

Darkglider found herself staring at two sizzling, green and purple Solo lightsabers. Marxx approached
them from behind. He activated his saber again snap hiss. Darkglider growled and threw up a
Forcefield at the three Jedi, giving her just enough time to bounce to her feet and ready her lightsaber
again.

“Well that was impressive,” Marxx said smirking and lightly massaging his chin. “But hardly enough to
dissuade us.”

“What did you mean that you know I’m a quick thinker, JEDI?” Darkglider spat as she carefully
watched the three as they flanked the sides of the catwalk.

Marxx taking the middle said. “You just had health problems that got in your way. They always slowed



down your reflexes. I see that’s still a problem.”
“What are you talking about Jedi? How dare you presume to know who I am!”
“I know all about you. I believe I even know who taught you the dark arts of the Force....”

Jaina tensed from her left position. And her twin looked on confused. Darkglider stopped dead in her
tracks and momentarily lowered her lightsaber. Tendrils of fear crept into her mind, sending tingling
shivers down her arms and back. Marxx then felt a mental finger race towards his brain, seeking entry.

“That won’t work, my mental shielding skills always far exceeded yours,” Marxx said grinning widely.
“Who ARE YOU?” Darkglider screamed, lightsaber up again.

Marxx’s face turned serious, eyes full of concern, “You don’t want to do this. Once, long ago, you were
a little girl, with nothing but love in your heart. Let go of your hate.”

Darkglider fumed, “Hate keeps me alive. I have no idea what you are talking abou...” Recognition hit
her like a dewback on a rampage.

“I don’t want to fight you. Just let us go,” Marxx said calmly, in a soothing voice. A wave of mist
swirled between them, briefly obscuring their view.

“Let you go?” her quickening metallic breathing filled the void. “Why would I do that? Not interesting
in catching up with lost family members?”

Marxx smiled, realizing she’d finally caught on, “Why would you want to keep us here? We’ve done
nothing wrong.”

“Nothing wrong. Nothing wrong?” Jaina’s senses heightened realizing the boiling rage under the mask.
“I have to live inside this damned metal coffin- while you, you live a free and healthy life! You got all
the advantages in life and I have had nothing! What could there possibly be right about things?”

“Hey I'm not the one who sided with a bitter old woman... I think we’ll just let you calm down for a
while, nice seeing you again, Raven.”

Raven Palpatine Darkglider poised her lightsaber high ready in an attack position. Marxx turned off his
saber, attached it to his belt. Marxx reached out grabbed both Jaina and Jacen’s arms. As Raven’s blade
crackled and swung violently from the right to the left, it carved through the air aiming right towards
Jaina, Marxx took a step back. In the course of a second, Raven’s saber sliced through Jaina’s left
forearm and left side of her torso. Marxx grabbed onto Jaina as she fell screaming, and Jacen released
himself from Marxx’s grasp. The next second, Jaina and Marxx vanished in a swirl of mist.

Jacen found himself now left alone with a very angry dark Force wielder. The acrid scent of burnt
fabric and flesh permeated the air, as the only reminder Marxx and Jaina were ever there. Green blade
still activated, Jacen matched in a sizzling clash the end of Raven’s charge.

Jacen reached out with the Force, wondering what happened to Marxx and Jaina. He felt them
elsewhere on the Destroyer. But more specifically he felt Jaina’s intense pain. Never taking his eyes off



Raven, the two slowly circled each other, sizing up the competition as their sabers sizzled and crackled.
He sent a single thought through the Force to Jaina and Marxx, ”Go...”
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Chapter 17

and found herself on the main deck of the Hope. Marxx tore into the cockpit. He set the engines on low
frequency, then reconfigured the hyperdrive co-ordinates and then raced over dropping into a squat
over Jaina. Floating in a sea of concern, Marxx gently picked Jaina up and carried her into the medical
quarters. He fitted her with an oxygen mask and as quickly as possible checked over the cauterized
wounds. Her whole arm was inflamed, and radiated heat. He slathered it with smelly anti-bacterial
ointment and bandaged the arm. He then quickly pulled up her shirt and fitted her with a wrap around
bandage, he thought she probably had a couple broken ribs and torn muscles. The red wound throbbed.
He touched her forehead and she was burning up. He sealed off the bed and put on the coolers to try to
bring her body temperature down.

“What do you want me to do, Jaina? You need real medical attention. I don’t know how long it will
take to go get Jacen.”

Groggy, she asked, “How did we get here so fast?”

“I’m not sure how I did this. I don’t know if I can do it again and get Jacen.”
Jaina closed her eyes as she repeated the message from Jacen,. “Go...”

“Go get him?”

“No. Get out of here. He wants us to go. He’s fine.”

“Jaina, I can’t leave your brother. Not in the state I left things. Raven’ll kill him.”

Jaina closed her eyes and whimpered in pain. “Do you think I want to leave my twin behind? He wants
us to go. Marxx- we’ll come back for him. Neither of us will be that good for him if I die.” Marxx’s
eyes opened wide, Jaina passed out from the pain.

Marxx pulled up her surrounding shielding, buckled her safely into the bed, kissed her quickly on the
forehead, then reactivated the cooler. He raced to the ship’s entrance and closed the entry hatch. Marxx
flew into the cockpit, and glanced at the time elapsed from when he altered the co-ordinates for
Coruscant, 2 minutes. He threw himself into the captain seat, and engaged the engines full throttle.
Surprised crewmen working in the shuttle bay lifted their blasters and shot at the Hope as it sprang to
life. The shots bounced effortlessly off the shields. As Marx lifted the ship out of the docking bay- he
pushed a message through the Force to Jacen, “We’ll be back for you, don't worry. We’ll be back with
reinforcements.”
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Jacen and Raven danced lightly around each other.



“I see my cowardly brother left you all alone here,” Raven taunted, the lights from above highlighted
the curves on her helmet. “Guess he knew I was too much of a match for you all.”

“Hardly. Marxx is no coward. You maimed my sister, and he had to get her out of here.” Their green
and red lightsabers sizzled and crackled as Jacen felt the tension rise.

“How exactly did he ‘gef out of here? ”” Raven asked as a mist cloud swirled between them.
“I don’t know.”
“Tell me!” Raven shouted, skirt swirling around her legs.

“I said I don’t know- and that’s the truth! You’re his sister, maybe you should be telling me!” Jacen
spat.

“In case you didn’t figure it out, we’re not exactly close. Tell me where they went!”
“You think if I knew where they went, [ wouldn’t be following in their footsteps?”
“Oh so you’re afraid of me as well?”” Raven cackled, delighted by her newfound powers.

“Actually I’'m more concerned about my sister than fighting you,” Jacen said, sarcastic grin spreading
on his face.

“Really? Well then I guess I’1l just need to give you something to worry about.” Raven spun and sliced
her lightsaber high in the air swinging towards his neck. Jacen twirled and blocked it perfectly. Both
lowered their sabers in a perfect arched dance. Each parry and slash matched and deflected in a whirl of
sizzling green and red flashing lights.

Raven angrily slashed her saber chest level and Jacen rolled on the ground, popping up in a crouch
position, lightsaber swung up matching and meeting the end of her swing. Raven growled. She leaped
high in the air, somersaulting over his head and attacked. Jacen grinned as his saber hissed and cracked,
blocking her advance. She swung again towards his knees and Jacen flipped backwards avoiding her
flashing sword.

Raven snarled, “I see the womprat can jump. Two can play that game.” Raven jumped high in the air,
triple flipped and would have landed practically on top of Jacen had he not rolled out of the way. He
bounced up, shirt covered in oil stains, hair now slick from perspiration.

“Hee-YA!” she shouted as she slashed her saber towards his squatted head. Jacen jumped straight over
her swing and landed lightly on the right side of the guardrail. Jacen leaped up and twisted and flipped
behind her, arms out, fingers wiggling, laughing, and emerald blade crackling as he swung it gently in
taunting circles.

Under her leather, Raven felt her body cover in sweat from exertion. She dug deep into her anger to
channel and feed more much needed energy as she could feel her strength failing. She threw out her left
hand. Jacen crashed with a pounding crunch into the left guardrails. The sound of tearing fabric filled
the air as his pants leg and back of his shirt caught on the wire in the railing.



He grunted from the impact and then savagely grinned. “Can’t wait to get me out of my clothes I see.”

“What?” Raven said, off guard. She stared quizzically at the dark eyed young man in front of her from
safely behind her shielded mask. Her eyes flitted to his exposed, muscular thigh.

Jacen chose her moment of confusion to charge and issue a full roundhouse kick right into her stomach.
Raven’s stomach imploded with pain as she crashed down the ramp towards the tractor beam. Her
lightsaber clattered out of her hand. Jacen hissed off his lightsaber and raced towards the turbolift,
boots pounding on the metallic catwalk.

Raven swallowed a deep breath of air, then staggered to her feet, looked around and Force removed a
large emergency medical kit off of the wall behind Jacen and flung it at him. Jacen’s neck snapped
forward as the box smashed into the base of his skull. Flying off his feet, Jacen watched the metal grate
catwalk rapidly approach the left side of his face and meet it with crunching precision. His teeth rattled
from the impact and he tasted oily metal as pain exploded in his face, upper chest, and arm. Through
blurring vision, as his left eye and bottom lip started to swell and throb in pain, he watched in horror as
his lightsaber twirled down off of the guardrail down into the engineering pit below.

“Nod good,” he said as he rolled over, feeling sticky hot liquid seeping from the back of his head.
Raven picked up her lightsaber and strode over to him. She gruffly picked him up by the scruff of his
shirt, and lifted him onto his feet. “Hands over your head. Get moving womprat. You’re getting blood

all over my engine room.”

“So much for being your hero knight,” he muttered as he painfully raised his hands behind his head and
forced his unsteady feet forward towards the turbolift.

“What?” Raven said, poking him hard in the back.

“Nothing. Nothing.”

They entered the turbolift and Raven commanded, “Detention level.”

Standing behind her prisoner, Raven gave him a look over. Tall, lean and muscular, the Jedi certainly
kept himself in shape. Her eyes flitted to the rips in his clothes. The tear at the back of his shirt revealed

a well- muscled tan back, with a couple moles dotting its surface.

Oblivious to Raven’s wandering eye, Jacen closed his eyes and smiled. Through the Force he heard
Marxx’s words, “We’ll be back for you, don't worry. We’ll be back with reinforcements.”

Raven threw here eyes forward and noticed her captive’s grin in the shiny lift doors. “What do you
have to smile about?”

He glanced at her reflection and thought for a moment that he glimpsed a pair of angry light colored
eyes behind the eye shielding on the mask. The quickening lack of blood to the brain made him say,

with a cocky smile, “You. You’re pretty cute when you’re angry.”

Jacen smashed forward into the steel door, inflicting further pain to his eye, as Raven kicked him hard



in the calf with her steel- toed boot tip.

Jacen stopped smiling and started wincing in pain.
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Chapter 18

Marxx flew out of the hanger and pushed forward full speed on the forward thrusters. He wanted to get
as far away from the tractor beam and the Destroyer as possible. The Tie-Fighters again chased after
him. He glanced at the hyperdrive reader one minute 23 seconds. He jolted forward in the captain’s
chair as the ship got pounded from behind with laser fire.

He stared out the cockpit window and saw three Tie Fighters on a direct collision course. He threw the

Hope into a ninety degree free fall and the fighters from behind him crashed directly into the oncoming
fighters. Marxx smiled and glanced at the hyperdrive chronometer -20 seconds. The Hope quaked with
another barrage of laser fire.

“For the love of the Force, just leave me alone!” Marxx seethed. He aimed the ship towards the darkest
part of space and started the mental countdown. The ship shook one last time and Marxx let out a sigh
of relief, as the stars turned into streaming lines.
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Jacen stumbled as Raven pushed him out of the turbolift. The normally bored detention block guards
surged to their feet as the ship’s commander brought in their first charge. Raven prodded Jacen on and
opened a cell block door.

Jacen glanced inside to see a room with single long permacrete bed. Jacen commented sarcastically,
“You know, I paid for the luxury suite. I demand to speak to the concierge, I think he got my
reservation mixed up.”

Raven shoved him into the room. “Be glad I don’t chain you to the walls, womprat.”

Jacen turned around, and took a swaggering step forward. Though his face ached with every action, he
grinned at her and wiggled his eyebrows, “You know, I might just like that.”

Raven let out a snarling moan and slammed shut the door, cutting off Jacen’s bubbling laughter. The
adrenaline from the fight started to wear off on Raven and she felt her strength depleting. She walked
over to the guard station. She said to the men, “He’s a Jedi so don’t go in there unless it’s absolutely
necessary. He will use a Jedi mind trick on you and try to escape.”

“Yes, Admiral.”

Raven stared down at the floor, “And send a medical droid in there to tend to the prisoner’s wounds....
And then get him some fresh clothes.”

“Yes, Admiral,” the guard replied, eyebrow raised.



She opened the turbo lift doors and headed back to her personal quarters. She realized belatedly that in
capturing the Jedi, she forgot to reactivate the tractor beam. She hoped her incompetent crew actually
installed the tracking device on her brother’s ship. Somehow she doubted it.
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Marxx glowered at Randolla in the holo-emitter. “I’m sorry but Ex-Chancellor Organa- Solo is in a
very important Senate meeting.”

“Look her daughter has been injured! And her son is missing! I need to talk to her immediately.”

“I’'m sorry I have a short list of names of people she willingly lets me interrupt her meetings for, and
you are not on that list,” Randolla snipped.

Marxx closed his eyes. He felt Jaina’s pain in the other room and could smell himself sweating from
stress. “I’m Chancellor Organa- Solo’s future son- in- law. Wait if [ don’t talk to her that won’t happen
because Jaina could die! Will you please take her my message?”” Marxx cursed at himself that he
couldn’t long distance Force assist in making her comply.

Randolla glanced at Marxx with a perturbed expression. “When they break for recess I’ll take her your
message and ask her to contact you.”

“Thanks.... For nothing,” Marxx added after ending his transmission. Tears of frustration fell down his
face. Although Naboo was closer than Coruscant, he knew the best medical facilities in the galaxy were
located on the Capital planet. They would be better equipped to dealing with Jaina’s injuries. Waves of
guilt rushed over him as memories of his dream blended with the moments of reality. He ran a hand
through his hair, knowing there was only one other person who could help him out, who in fact would
jump across the stars to help him. He sent in a call to the Falcon.

Han answered on the holo-emitter. “Hey Marxx, what’s up?”

“I need your help General Solo, I tried contacting your wife, but that secretary Randolla wouldn’t put
me through to her.”

Han noticed the tears on the boy’s face and said with concern, “What’s the matter, Marxx?”

“Jaina’s been injured and needs medical attention.”

Han’s face turned to panic, “What does she need medical attention for?”

Marxx wiped away his tears. “Lightsaber burns...”

“Lightsaber burns? Lightsaber burns? How’d that happen?”” Han cried.

“...She was injured in a duel. She’s got a deep burn in her left arm and her left side, I think she’s got a
severed muscle and some broken ribs. She’s burning up. We’re on our way to Coruscant right now- we

should get there...” he glanced at the hyperdrive chronometer, “in about two hours forty minutes. I
need to know where to land so we can get her to medics immediately.”



“Where are you?”
“We’re in my ship The Nubian Hope,” he gave Han the codes on how to contact him again.
“I’ll get you the information in 10 minutes, Ok?”

“Ok,” Marxx said looking down, choking down a sob. “I’m sorry, Sir. I tried protecting her...and
Jac....”

“Hey Marxx...”
Marxx glanced up, eyes red, “Yes?”

Han gave him a lopsided smile, “I’m sure you did your best. I know you’d never let anything happen to
my little girl. You did good contacting me. Go check on Jaina. Don’t let her see you’ve been crying.
She needs to know you’re feeling strong for her. I’ll get back to you shortly, Ok?”

Marxx smiled, “Ok, General Solo, and thank you.”

“I said to call me Han and I meant it,” Han said pointing a finger at him. He then ended the
transmission.

Marxx wiped his eyes. After the adrenaline of escape and battle wore off, Marxx found himself
confused and deflated. He had no idea what to make of his sister. It certainly appeared she lacked any
self control or discipline. He failed to sense any vibes of the sweet loving little sister he played with as
a child. She'd grown hard and cold. He decided he'd have to worry about Raven later, he had a
wounded fiance to attend to. He took a deep breath and headed off to check on Jaina.
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Chapter 19

Raven collapsed on her lounge, her breath labored. She removed her gloves and boots. Raven
desperately needed to sleep to recharge herself, but she was too emotionally keyed up still for bed. She
sat up as a coughing fit wracked her body. After her spasms died back, she flicked on the Holo-net and
surfed through the channels. She briefly checked the sports network and checked to see how many
credits she won today on races. She smiled seeing all her bets paid off. She never loses, Ryzano and her
grandmother taught her the price one pays when you predict incorrectly. She unconsciously rubbed her
scarred wrist. She surfed channels then stopped onto the galactic travel channel. An image of a
gorgeous capital building popped up. She got comfortable on her chaise, stared at the image and turned
up the sound.

A reporter merrily spoke: “The planet has had a wave of activity in the past year, thanks to the
unwavering Senate support by former Chancellor Organa-Solo.”” An image of Leia appeared on the
screen, “After the devastation of the Clone Wars, Naboo is in the process of being restored. The once
devastated capital city of Theed is in the process of reconstruction, headed by former Chancellor
Organa-Solo's daughter Jaina Solo.” An image of Jaina flashed on the screen, causing Raven’s mouth
to drop open. She turned up the sound further.



“Across the planet the spirit of rebirth is alive and new. Recently, a large collection of Nubian artifacts
have been found, much to the delight of those closely involved in the Reconstruction project.” Images
of some sculptures and paintings flashed over the screen. “Many of the items will be housed in the
capital building, and a museum is planned that will also be built to showcase many of these priceless
pieces of Nubian art. There has been talk in Theed, of selling some of the items in order to help raise
credits to further supplement the generous funds provided by the New Republic Senate in helping to
restore Theed and Naboo back to it’s Pre-war glory.”

An image of a resort on a lake appeared. “Locals in the Lake County of Naboo have rebuilt the once
exclusive Lake County Resort. Destroyed during the Clone Wars, it is now ready for vacationers,
having been rebuilt by the Racees family.” An image of a happy Chariss and Rowlon flashed on the
screen. A reporter spoke into a commlink, “What made you decide to rebuild this resort?” Forgetting
about her breathing problems, Raven flipped open her faceplate, and stared hard at the faces of the two
individuals on the screen.

Chariss spoke up. “This resort has great sentimental value to my family and many of our close friends
who grew up in this region. To loose the resort was a devastating blow to local morale. We only hope
with it restored that it will increase tourism and help revitalize the local economy.” The broadcast
droned on about the agriculture of the planet. Raven didn’t hear a word of it. The only thing she paid
attention to were the planetary co-ordinates that they listed for Naboo at the end of the broadcast.
Raven replayed the scene with her parents and paused on their image. She stared long and hard at them.
She’d flown to Tatooine to pay them a little visit, but got distracted by Marxx’s ship. As she stared at
Chariss and Rowlon she felt her body quake and shake. She dropped her faceplate back down and
inhaled her oxygen. Tears welled in her eyes and she started sobbing uncontrollably. For years she’d
thought if she ever confronted them that she would be able to release her full anger at them, and make
them suffer for abandoning her. Seeing them alive, well and happy, coupled with seeing her brother
again created a strange feeling inside her... longing.

Her holo-emitter chimed. She flipped up her mask, shoved her palms hard under her eyes wiping away
her tears, blew her nose, and flipped the mask back down. The emitter chimed again.

“Yes, Captain?”

Hydin shifted uncomfortably, his eyes filled with fear as he said, “The ship escaped Admiral.”

“Did your crew install that tracking device?”

“Yes.”

Raven found herself completely surprised, “And where is the ship headed?”

“We have extrapolated that its trajectory course is set for Coruscant. Do you wish for us to pursue?”
Thinking of the young woman she injured, dread filled Raven’s stomach. “No. Get us out of here.”
“Where do you want us to go Sir?”

“Anywhere outside the borders of the New Republic. I need to think and will get back to you on the



next course of action. I’'m going to rest, please do not disturb me.”
“Yes, Admiral.”

Raven turned off the emitter and stared at her Nubian painting, realizing its value will drop now that
Naboo was back up and running as a viable planet. She then headed to her bedroom. She now knew
where she wanted to go, but didn’t want to do anything, until she regained her strength.

Her four hundred year old Stanpilian canopy bed sat inside a large rectangular oxygen tank, located
next to a refresher. Raven removed her helmet, chest gear, and peeled off her sticky, sweaty clothes
inside the chamber and put on a robe.

Without her breathing equipment on, she slowly walked, with measured steps into her refresher and
stared at herself in the mirror. She released the tightly held fasteners on her hair, and it fell down in
long spirally, dark brunette waves past her shoulders. Her haunted pool blue eyes watched over a desert
of pale, sickly white skin. She rubbed her midnight blue lips, wondering what they would ever look like
healthy and red. She’d tried putting makeup on them to see if she could tell, but she always seemed to
smear it, not knowing how to properly apply it. It never looked natural anyway. The bright color glared
artificially against her face. Her face was heart shaped, rounded at the sides yet with a strong triangular
jaw line.

“You. You're pretty cute when you’re angry.” For some reason those words, spoken obviously in jest
and spite found their way creeping back into Raven’s mind as she scrutinized herself. She wondered
what that Jedi meant. Could he actually see what she looked like behind her mask? Can a Jedi do that -
see through metal? Or was he in fact just being a smart mouth? She wondered what he would think of
her without her mask. Would he think she was attractive, or would he think of her as a freak like so
many before had? Images long suppressed surfaced in her mind.

On the far side of Tatooine, a six- year-old Raven slowly walked forward, dropped into a squat to catch
her breath. Four school bullies approached her. Woonti, a leathery- faced Weequay, roughly grabbed a
handful of her hair and pulled her to her feet. “What'’s the matter? Raven broke a wing?”

“Leave...me...alone...” she said gasping for breath.

“Why should we? You're nothing but an ugly, good for nothing womprat, wholl never be anything.”
One of the other bullies, Luganto, a tiny, snaggletoothed Snivvian, reached into her pocket and pulled
out her lunch credits. Raven felt every bone in body crunch as Woonti threw her to the ground. The four
bullies stalked off howling with laughter.

Raven’s eyes darkened and then a small smile formed on her face when a new memory formed in her
mind.

Raven sat alone on a bench in the school mess hall a year later, slowly savoring her meal, laboring
with each bite. Her meal consisted of spicy sweet smelling leftovers from a special meal from the night
before. Thanks to Raven s predictions, Grandmother and Ryzano Darkglider won a huge bet on
yesterday s podrace. For once they allowed her to join in on the celebration afterwards.

Four shadows covered her. She swallowed deeply to see Woonti and his friends standing over her.
Children on surrounding benches scattered from the area, and then turned to watch what happened.



“Look Raven brought us something delicious to eat today,” Woonti said, pounding a fist on the table.
Raven narrowed her eyes. Last thing she was going to allow were the bullies to take her Dewback stew.

“This is mine. You cant... have any.”
Woonti's eyes widened, “Looky here, the womprat is talking back to us. Give me that...”

Raven absorbed all the fear emanating from the other children in the room, and felt power surge
through her body, as anger welled inside her. Woonti felt blinding pain shoot up his arm. He looked on
the table to see Raven's fork skewering his outstretched hand. Woonti screamed in rage. His thugs
raced around the table to pin her. Raven jumped to her feet and grabbed her bowl. Feeding off
Woonti's pain, she raised a hand towards the incoming bullies. A large maniacal smile graced Raven's
face as she let the hate swell and fill her. She threw a huge Force field at them. The three bullies
suddenly found themselves unexpectedly staring at the ceiling as they flew through the air, and landed
painfully onto the tables across the room. Children screamed all over the room.

Woonti's eyes grew large as his three friends sat up covered in lunches.
“You 're going to pay for that!” he screamed blood pouring from his leathery tan hand.

“I don t think...so,” Raven said, eyes cold. Woonti stomped up on the bench and climbed up on the
table. Raven snarled and bared her teeth. She pointed her hand towards him, and squeezed her fingers
shut. Woonti realized he couldn 't breath. His eyes grew large as he clutched his bleeding hand
frantically to his throat as he tried to breathe.

“You and your friends are never going to bother me again, right?” Raven asked coolly. His friends all
nodded their heads. Raven tightened her grip. Woonti gasped feeling penetrating, invisible fingers
crushing his lungs. “ARE YOU?”

Woonti nodded his head. Raven pushed her hand backwards. Woonti felt his breath return, only to end
in a scream as he flew head over feet across the room and landed with a sickening crack of broken
bone onto the floor.

All of the children poured screaming out of the mess hall. Raven sat back down at her table and
enjoyed her meal. The adrenaline rush allowed her to finish her meal without much in the way of
breathing problems.

Woonti's left arm had broken in his fall. Raven was suspended from school for two weeks. She didn t
care she needed the time to regain her strength. Her grandmother couldnt have been more pleased
with her.

From that time, anger had been her only real ally in life. Never having friends, and with a lot of
guidance, she learned to feed off her darker emotions. By doing so, she no longer cried. She no longer
cared...about anything. Being cold hearted, she always determined was better than being a victim. It
made her self- sufficient and when people feared her, they no longer treated her like a freak.

Raven ran a bath for herself, dropping soothing, herbal essential oils into the water that helped to



cleanse her lungs. She removed her robe and slipped into the steaming, bubbling water. Her tub was a
deep pink in color, when she lay in it her skin took on a warmer, more natural appearance than its
natural sickly white. Deeply breathing in the essential oils, and seeing her skin pink up from the tub and
the hot water, Raven almost felt like a complete, normal human. She pulled a mirror close to her face.
The warmth of the water always helped her blood to better circulate. Her lips and fingernails turned
from blue to a more purple color. Sometimes she would stare for hours, hoping upon all hope they
would turn red. They never did.

Raven closed her eyes as she shut off the water with her toes and sunk deeper into the water, inhaling
the wonderful Borealis sage, and let the water’s warmth caress her body working out the spasms and
tightness in her muscles. Her stomach had a small patch of purple on it where the Jedi had kicked her.
She briefly thought about her prisoner and how he would probably need a nice warm bath as well. He
must certainly be in pain. Her mind wandered back to standing behind the Jedi in the turbo lift. His
shoulders were so broad, back so healthy, tan, and wide and that thigh...

Her eyes flew open what was she thinking? Then a new memory pranced into her memory as terror
stilled her heart. “Oh no, he mentioned that girl was his sister. That means he's former Chancellor
Organa-Solo's son.” The implications of holding a high ranking elected New Republic’s son prisoner
sent jolts of terror through her.

“What have I done? What have I done?” She asked to the empty room. She suddenly felt a lot like that
lonely, picked on little girl again, and started to cry.
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Chapter 20

Jacen winced as the blue, four armed, medical droid rubbed the stinging astringent directly over his
swollen eye and lips. The droid had effectively closed up the gash in the base of his skull, without the
use of any pain medication. Jacen had plunged himself into a meditative trance to try to distance
himself from the pain the droid inflicted while closing up the wound.

The droid examined Jacen’s chest and arm. “These wounds are superficial. They will clear up in time.
Do you have any other injuries?” The droid asked. Jacen’s upper chest and left arm seared with pain
and were covered with bruises. However he knew of no other wounds that would need tending to.

“No, thank you.” Jacen smirked at himself for his automatic courteous response, directed at the
unfeeling droid. The droid turned around and left his chambers.

A guard poked his head in and glimpsed at the prisoner. Terror filled his eyes. “Compliments of the
Admiral.” Jacen barely got his hands up in time to grab onto the flying clothes that the guard had
thrown quickly into the cell before slamming the door shut.

Jacen held up the fresh and clean Imperial issue clothes. “The Admiral wanted me to have these?” he
muttered. He thought of Marxx’s sister...Raven was her name, right? He wondered if she was the
“Admiral” in question. Jacen allowed a large painful grin to form on his face. Even though every
muscle in his face and upper body hurt, he’d enjoyed his little dance with Raven. He thought of her
long legs and quick reflexes. She had bested him in the fight, yet for some reason, he didn’t mind
losing. He slightly cringed at some of the comments he’d thrown out at her, wondering where they’d



come from. He wasn’t one to taunt women in a suggestive manner. There was just something about her
that brought out a new level of self-assuredness in himself. Jacen grinned broadly, then started
chuckling at himself. “Sure Jacen, you just love finding the most difficult women to be interested in,”
he thought. He started to think he actually may enjoy his time on this ship.

He briefly stood still in his cell and sunk into the Force to search for his twin and Marxx. Their energies
grew dimmer as they moved farther away from his present location. He could feel and sense Jaina’s
pain and Marxx’s worry. “At least they were safe,” he thought, “for now.”

His shirt lay in a shredded pile on the floor after the medical droid unceremoniously ripped it apart to
attend his wounds on the back of his head. He moaned as he touched the angry purple bruises on his
shoulder and chest. Then he slipped into the fresh shirt. He stood up, groaning, as pain shot through his
body. He removed his dirty and ripped pants and put on the new ones. He picked up the pieces of the
destroyed clothing, ripped the pants in half. He stuffed all the pieces of fabric into the one intact pants
leg, tied up the ends, set it on the bench, and laid down on his back, and used the pants leg as a pillow.

Jacen closed his eyes and sunk himself into a healing trance. Through the fog of the Force one vision
swam before him. A female face loomed in a sea of rapidly moving clouds. The face possessed pair of
bright turquoise eyes, set against creamy, pale skin. Dark, delicate eyebrows framed the eyes and
brunette hair swirled seductively around the face. Jacen smiled in his sleep, somehow comforted by
those watchful eyes, he drifted deeply into the abyss.
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The brilliant, billowy orange sunset on Coruscant went unnoticed as 7he Nubian Hope landed on the
raised platform. Medical teams roared up the ship’s descending ramp. Han and Chewie stood by the
door waiting for the ship’s arrival. The team streamed out of the ship, attending to the unconscious
young woman strapped aboard a hover board, fitted with life sustaining tubes. Marxx raced alongside
the board, holding Jaina’s limp hand.

Han grabbed the frazzled and worried young man’s arm. “Come on kid, give them room to take care of
her.”

Han and Marxx followed the medical team as they raced into the building, taking Jaina into a closed
secure clean room. Leia wearing a simple white jumpsuit, hair arranged in a pile of braids, paced in the
waiting room. Her eyes fell on her daughter’s tall boyfriend. His swollen red eyes, disheveled, ripped
clothing, bruised chin, and haggard features, made her stop mid pace.

“Marxx, are you ok?” she asked the boy, mother’s instinct taking over. He turned his head away from
her imploring eyes, fell to his knees and started sobbing. Guilt over his failure of protecting the Solo
twins finally started wearing on his soul.

“I’'m sorry...I’m sorry...” he said rocking back and forth. Leia pulled aside a nurse and quickly spoke
to her. Han glanced down uncomfortably at Marxx. A healer came out from the corridor and stood
waiting.

Leia placed a cool hand on Marxx’s chin and lifted his face up to meet hers. “Honey, why don’t you let
the healer take a look over you?”



“What? No, I'm fine. I need to tell you both what happened,” he said, lip quivering.

Leia’s eyes softened, “That wasn’t a suggestion Marxx. Let her look you over. Chariss would never
forgive me if you were wounded and we didn’t tend to it.”

Marxx nodded and sucked back a sob. He stood up, shaking. Leia wrapped her arms around the young
man. He leaned over and cradled his head on her shoulder. “I tried to protect her... I tried... and
Jac....”

“....I'm sure you did everything you could Marxx. Go on now, see the healer, Ok? We’ll talk a little
later.” Marxx headed after the healer and disappeared down the hall.

“What’d you do that for? He looked fine. We need to know what happened,” Han pointed out to her,
placing a hand on his hip.

“Yes, and Marxx is obviously in shock. We’re not going to get anything constructive out of him at this
point. Let the medics give him some medication and attention. He may even need some time to rest.
He’s not going to hold anything back from us. I’d rather he was well rested before he gave us a
complete rundown of what happened,” Leia responded. “Why don’t you go contact Anakin and Jacen
and tell them Jaina’s been injured.”

Han nodded his head, knowing it does no good to argue with his wife. “Did you notice they were
wearing Imperial clothing?”

“Yes, I did notice that. All the more reason to make sure Marxx is completely coherent when he gives
us a report of what happened,” Leia’s brown eyes filled with concern.

Han nodded, “Come on Chewie, let’s go call the boys.”
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Leia stood in front of the large pane of glass that separated herself from the clean room that held the
bacta tank that housed Jaina’s body. An FX-12 medical droid sat beside the tank and recorded the
progress of her recovery. Jaina opened her eyes several times in the healing fluid and barely made out
her mother’s form. She seemed to realize vaguely where she was and allowed herself to fall
unconscious again.

Han approached his wife from behind and wrapped his arms around Leia. He stared at his daughter and
her dark wounds. He moistened his lips, unsure of how he was going to tell his wife what he’d just
found out.

“Did you get in touch with the boys?”” Leia asked leaning back against Han’s strong chest.

Han hugged his arms tighter around her, sharing his strength before he spoke, “Anakin’s on his way.
Jacen apparently went off with Jaina and Marxx. Anakin doesn’t know where he is.”

Leia turned around and searched Han’s concerned face, “What do you mean?”

Han shrugged, “All Anakin knows is the three took off for Tatooine yesterday, and this is the first he’s



heard of them since then.”
“Where’s Jacen?” Leia asked, panic building.

“I don’t know. I sure hope Marxx feels well enough to talk soon. He’s got a lot of explaining to do,”
Han said, feeling somewhat hopeless. Leia felt a shiver of fear run through her spine. She desperately
clung to her husband and felt tears wet her eyes.
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Chapter 21

Luke landed his X-wing and noticed the immediately the panicked look on Mara’s face through her
billowing red hair. He threw open his cockpit and tossed aside his helmet.

“Jaina’s been injured! She’s been brought to Coruscant for medical attention,” Mara yelled up to him as
he cut off his engines.

“Any idea how she was hurt?” Luke asked as he descended his ladder.

“In a lightsaber duel,” Mara said as he approached her. Luke took Ben from her arms as they quickly
walked towards their apartment.

“Lightsaber duel?” Luke asked.

“Jacen is missing as well. Come on. Let’s get to the medical center. Marxx is about ready to explain
what happened.” Luke sensed his sister’s distress and the Skywalkers raced off to join their family.
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The Skywalkers and Solos all sat on large circular cushioned couches in the dark blue waiting room
enthralled with the story Marxx unraveled for them. C-3PO offered a few distressed comments
throughout the story. Marxx felt as if a huge weight had been removed from his chest after updating
Jaina’s family of their adventure. His audience stared on with expressions of mixed horror, concern,
and confusion. Leia furrowed her brows, mind working in overdrive. Leia then bounced up and made a
holo-call.

“Oh dear, I hope Master Jacen will be quite all right,” the golden protocol droid said, waving his arms.
R2-D2 whistled a hoot of encouragement as well.

“Are you sure your sister won’t harm Jacen?” Han asked worry etching his face.

“No, I’'m not sure. In fact I was stupidly taunting her before we left. She was probably three sheets
away from full- blown rage. Jaina insisted we take off and leave him there. She was in so much
pain....then she passed out. Jacen told us through the Force to leave. I consider him my best friend, the
last thing I wanted to do was leave him behind. I made the choice to come here after seeing Jaina’s
infections rising,” he stroked the back of his neck and looked over the concerned faces. Anakin sat
holding his little cousin in his lap, having arrived in Jaina’s X-wing, part way through Marxx’s
explanation of what happened. Ben happily slapped at the folds in Anakin’s Jedi robe- blissfully



unaware of the brewing concern around him.

“Why didn’t you try this little ‘moving through the Force’ trick to go get Jacen?”” Han asked with a
small snarl, as his temper started to flare up.

Marxx pounded his hand on his own chest and replied, “I didn’t want to leave Jacen, trust me- I would
have gone back and grabbed him, but I don’t know how I did what I did.”

“What do you mean you ‘don’t know how you did what you did?’ ”” Han spat back.

“Han, let it go. Marxx has abilities that Jedi’s haven’t used in over a millenium. If he knew how he
could do that- he would have done it,” Luke turned and stared at Marxx as he continued, “However, I
think he really does know how to do it, he just needs practice.” Marxx furrowed his brows over what
Luke had implied.

“We need to send a fleet out there to save Jace!” Anakin said.

Leia returned back to the group, “Sure, that would be great except the Destroyer left Tatooine shortly
after Marxx did. Nobody seems to know where it disappeared to.”

Han stood up and gazed down at his wife. “Leia, can you sense Jacen?” She, Luke and Mara all closed
their eyes and focused on the Force.

“I don’t know. I suppose the only one who would really know is Jaina,” Leia said. As if on cue, Moura
Tynia the head healer overlooking Jaina’s surgery emerged from down the hall. Han and Leia raced to
her side. Mara grabbed Marxx’s hand as she felt his stress levels rise. Han and Leia embraced each
other, and Han shook the healer’s hand.

Han turned around, lopsided grin across his face, “She’ll be alright. The medics want to keep her under
observation for a week, to allow time for her wounds to heal.”

Marxx ran a hand through his hair with relief. “When can we see her?” he asked.

Leia hugged her husband tightly and smiled at the young man. “Marxx why don’t you go in with her?
She’s resting, but I’'m sure you’d be the first person she’d want to see when she wakes up.”

Marxx turned around and gave Mara a hug and let go of her hand. He ran over to Leia, hugged her, and
shook Han’s hand. He then shot off down the hall without further invitation.
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Mist playfully kissed the green hillside. The girl’s bare feet raced over the soft, spiked grass. She wore
a pale pink silk- layered dress, dark hair billowing behind her in the wind. Wildflowers swayed in the
wake of her skirt, filling the air with their floral fragrance. The girl shrieked with laughter as she
peeked over her shoulder. From behind her a young man chased her, brown Jedi robe swishing in the
wind, the mist obscured his face. Waterfalls crashed in the distance, deafening the area with their
vibrating natural sound.

The girl squealed and giggled hysterically as a pair of strong arms wrapped around her waist, lifted



her up off her feet, and swung her around in a circle. The girl laughed as her suitor threw her up in the
air and caught her in a cradle position.

The girl stared deeply into the dancing brown eyes of her captor and brushed aside an errant clump of
brown hair from his face. The boy gazed with eyes full of love and desire into the girl’s intoxicatingly
beautiful turquoise eyes. He lost all control and lowered his head closer to hers. The girl offered her
lips to him and the two kissed, breathing life into each other with love and passion.

From the distance a shout could be heard and two figures loomed in the mist. A one armed, titian
haired girl wearing a reptilian hide dress glowered at the happy couple. And the other figure, an older
man, stood cloaked in a black Jedi Knight robe, his green eyes stared longingly towards the girl.

The boy let the girl down. Tension stung the air. The boy said to the girl, “Now what?”’

Simultaneously Raven sat upright in her bed, and Jacen awoke in his cell. Both pressed their fingers to
their lips, gasping from the phantom tingling traces of the powerful kiss from the dream.

Raven’s fingers brushed her silk sheets and smiled remembering the look in her captive Jedi’s eyes
before he kissed her. That gaze sent shivers of pleasure down her spine. She felt blood surging through
her face. Even in her sleep she could almost feel the softness of his lips. She touched her lips and
briefly wondered at their color. She snapped on her light and picked up a mirror. She gasped as she
noticed her lips were maroon. As the effect of the dream wore off they became purple. She frowned,
put the mirror down, turned off the light, and fell back under her sheets. As she tried to get back to
sleep, she wondered whom were the other people standing off in the distance.

Jacen wondered who the amazingly beautiful girl was he had shared the magical moment with in his
dream. Why wasn’t he kissing Tenal Ka? He’d been in love with her for years. He remembered her
standing off in the distance in the dream, and she looked angry. He shook the sleep from his head. He’d
never experienced a dream of Tenal Ka that held such a grip of realism over him. He could almost still
feel traces of the girl’s silky dress on his arms. His body still tingled with excitement and his heart
raced. He could almost still hear the girl’s giggles bouncing off the walls of the cell. He lay back down
and stared into complete blackness of his cell and wondered, “Why, of all people, was Kyp Durron in
my dream?”’
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Chapter 22

Jaina awoke to the annoying sound of a rattling heater vent. She then noticed the warm sun on her face.
Jaina opened her eyes and looked around her unfamiliar surroundings. She was in a medical recovery
room. She shriveled her nose as she smelled of bacta. To her right, Marxx sat slumped over her bed’s
guardrails, sleeping in a chair and holding her hand. She gently removed her hand from his grasp, and
stroked her fingers through his short, tightly curled hair. Her fingers wandered down to his left earlobe.
She tickled it then jumped slightly as he bolted upright.

He let out a huge sigh of relief at seeing Jaina’s open brandy brown eyes. Jaina placed a hand on
Marxx’s stubbled chin and smiled. “Where are we?”



“Coruscant. Your parents, aunt, uncle, and Anakin are here,” Marxx said, and grabbed her hand and
kissed it lightly.

“You don’t look so hot,” Jaina commented, touching his stubble.

Marxx laughed, “Thank you for that observation M’lady. You know I always put you before myself.
How do you feel?”

“I’m sore and my side itches like crazy. But the pain’s not too bad. Have they heard anything about
Jacen?” Jaina’s eyes filled with concern.

“Not as of last night. Apparently my sister took off and left Tatooine shortly after we did. That’s all I
know of right now. Can you feel if he’s alright?”

Jaina closed her eyes and relaxed. Marxx soaked in the sight of her. Her hair lay in soft, slightly messy
layers around her serene face. Wearing a white hospital gown, she appeared angelic. “He’s very far
away from here. I can feel him though. He’s alive.”

“Well that’s good news. Your mother and uncle couldn’t sense him,” Marxx gently stroked Jaina’s
fingers. His eyes rested upon her wrapped arm and he felt a fresh wave of guilt wash over him.

“What about you? Can you sense Raven?” Jaina gazed hopefully into Marxx’s azure eyes. “It’s a twin
thing you know.”

“Yea, but I haven’t been around my twin in years. I don’t even know her.”

“That doesn’t matter. The twin connection is strong. You knew she was alive before meeting her on that
ship, remember? Try it —besides you are stronger with the Force than I am,” Jaina squeezed his hand.

Marxx flashed her a smile, “Right, I’m a genuine son of the Force, I can do this. Actually, I’ll probably
have better luck if I try to find Jacen.” He rolled his eyes and took a deep breath.

“Relax,” Jaina said.

Marxx closed his eyes and squeezed her hand. Anyone walking by the room would have thought they
were both either asleep or praying.

He focused on the softness, and smoothness of her fingers. He pressed them to his lips. He then
extended himself beyond Jaina’s room and felt a flurry of different minds working in the surrounding
rooms. He absorbed the energy of all the people in the building, from each potted plant, from each
glass of water. He then extended himself to the surrounding floors of the building, then the buildings
around the block, and then on the planet. His consciousness soared above Coruscant, out of the
atmosphere and into the darkness of space. Stars twinkled around him. He scoped out with his feelings
and absorbed in the power from asteroids, ships, and the life forms on surrounding planets and
planetary systems. His consciousness swelled and shifted across the galaxy, searching, and searching.
He waited patiently to find the connection through the Force with his friend, and brother. Then as if
Jacen’s consciousness sensed Marxx’s quest, he unconsciously responded and Marxx was guided
towards two threads of pain and loneliness



The door of the recovery room opened, and Marxx opened his eyes with a start and gasped from a
sudden head rush. The nurse sent in to check on Jaina shook her head, she thought she’d just seen a
bright flash of blue light vanish in the room.

“Did it work?” Jaina asked as he placed a hand on his forehead.

“Sir, you need to leave, we need to check her vitals. You might want to tell her family that she’s
awake,” said the day nurse.

Marxx smiled at Jaina, reached over and lightly brushed a scruffy cheek against hers, then kissed her
forehead.

“I’ll be back. Don’t worry about anything.” He got up, leaving Jaina mouth agape, grasping out her
hand, seeking an answer.

Marxx headed down the hall, determination building. He tried to smooth his rumpled shirt, and threw
his fingers through his messy hair. He figured he probably looked like a mess. He sniffed the air and
realized he didn’t smell so fresh either. He strode into the waiting room to find Leia, Han, Anakin,
Chewbacca, and their droids bustling around, recently arrived from a good nights sleep at home.

“She’s awake and appears to be OK. The nurse is in there with her right now. Any word on the
Destroyer?” Marxx asked.

Leia smiled at the young man and his ragged appearance, “No. We don’t know where it is.”

“It’s hanging outside the border of the New Republic in the Ceresses System. However, I don’t think
she’s going to be there for long. We need to move quickly,” Marxx said.

Han stared at the young Jedi with guarded suspicion. “How’d you figure that out?”

“I stretched out with my feelings, and found them,” Marxx said. Keeping his head high, Marxx placed
his hands on his hips and stared right back at Han. “We’re going to get him back, Han.”

Leia nodded and smiled at Marxx, “Thank you Marxx. We’ll start organizing the rescue detail. You,
however, need to get cleaned up. We’ve moved your ship over to our family home. C-3PO will take
you there. Go clean up and get something to eat. I brought in some clothes from your ship for you to
change into. Rest and come on back.... That’s not a suggestion young man, that’s an order.”

Marxx grinned happily at the suggestion, adrenaline pumping in his veins. “Not a problem. Thank you!
Come on 3PO, lead on.”

The golden protocol droid threw up his hands, “Follow me Master Marxx!” He merrily wandered after
the exuberant young man, happy to take care of a new charge.
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Chapter 23

The guards threw a container of dehydrated meat and a bottle of water into Jacen’s cell as his wakeup



call.

Jacen’s head throbbed in pain from the swelling. He walked over to the tiny basin and washed his face
gently. He stared at his reflection in a tiny mirror and cringed. Today he could at least open his pufty
and purple eye. He then groaned when he bent over to pick up his so-called food. It wasn’t much, but it
would help him get his strength up.

After finishing his measly meal, Jacen removed his shirt to examine his other injuries. The bruises on
his chest had blossomed into a brilliant borealis of dark colors.

Slowly Jacen started some flexing exercises to try and work through some of the pain. As he relaxed
and slowly lifted his arms up and down, images of his dream flared in his mind.

“Jedi don't have dreams, they have visions,”” Jacen thought. “So what does that mean then?” He
wondered if possibly Marxx’s comments about letting go of Tenal Ka could lead him to another love, a
true love, not one he’d just fabricated in his mind for years. He certainly felt light, alive, and happy
being with that girl. His heart raced at the thought. And the dream girl laughed. Tenal Ka never
laughed, well she did once, that hardly counts. The dark haired girl’s giggles intoxicated him. He
briefly recalled a pair of bright blue eyes watching him before he drifted off to sleep and realized there
must have been a connection.

Jacen shifted his pose and his mind wandered to the puzzle of Raven. She was something else. “How
could sweet Chariss have given birth to something as spiteful as Raven?”” he wondered. Of course, he
realized that Marxx’s twin had been separated from her family for a long time. Who knows what could
have happened to her during all of those lost years?

Jacen always had an affinity for dealing with injured animals and beings. He seemed to understand, and
empathize with their pain. As peculiar as it seemed, even though Raven gave all appearances of being
tough and hard, Jacen sensed vulnerability in her. Oddly, this came out when he taunted her. She
seemed to falter a bit, and he could sense her bravado front slip, revealing a confused, lonely young
woman. He knew he had his work cut out for him to break through her iron clad mental barriers.

Jacen had a strange feeling with Raven living behind a mask, that nobody had ever really treated her
like a human being. He supposed that knowing about and understanding the internal conflicts of his
own grandfather, that maybe he had an edge on understanding where she was coming from and could
possibly be of some help.

He only hoped he was right.
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Raven, restored and energized headed up the turbolift to the detention level. She’d just given the orders
to Captain Hydin that in one hour he was to lay in a course for the ship. She also gave him the duty to
select a recovery crew for their covert mission.

Cobwebs from that dream still clung to her consciousness, clouding her focus as she rode in the
turbolift. She glanced at her reflection in the shiny doors and smoothed out her skirt nervously. She
kept thinking of the Jedi and his strong arms, and soft lips and wondered how closely similar they
would feel in real life. She wondered just what it would feel like to be held by someone as handsome as



the Jedi in the cell. The image of his chiseled cheekbones and warm brown eyes lingered in her mind’s
eye. Her breath quickened.

“Idiot, that was just a dream. He thinks you're a freak and probably hates you,” she cursed to herself
and thought of their fight the other day. “He’d certainly have a valid reason for thinking that way.
Besides why should I care what he thinks?”

Raven exited the turbolift and the morning detention crew stood at attention. She asked for a status
report, they told her that the prisoner received medical attention, new clothes, and breakfast.

She nodded her head and stalked over to the door. She placed her finger over the button and paused.

Her palms started to sweat in her gloves. The image of the Jedi’s tan back flared in her mind and her
heart began to pound. She licked her lips because they were dry. “Oh stop it already,” she thought as
she pushed the button to his cell.

Jacen stood, mid stretch, with his back to the door when it opened. He sensed immediately who opened
it and smiled.

“Good morning, gorgeous,” he remarked.

Raven braced herself against the doorframe as she saw Jacen’s broad, lean, bare back covered in a light
sheen of perspiration. Her mind stopped functioning as her eyes traced and absorbed every detail of his
powerfully built back. She briefly wondered how in the galaxy she’d managed to overpower this
muscular man. She then snapped out of her reverie and cleared her throat, “Put your shirt on womprat
and come with me.”

Jacen turned around. Raven gasped under her mask when she saw the huge angry purple bruises on his
arm, chest, face, and shoulder. Part of her desperately wanted to reach out and try to heal those purple
welts that marred his otherwise perfect features. The reality of the welts on his face reminded her of her
actions the other day. A wave of guilt washed over her. She mentally restrained herself from surging
forward.

Jacen narrowed his eyes at the masked girl, reached behind him and scooped up his shirt. He’d heard
the gasp, was that guilt? Regret? He held the shirt by the collar and stared at his “captor” from top to
bottom. She nearly matched him in height, and appeared to have an iron spine that forced her to stand
erect all of the time, it spoke of her self- confidence. She was thin and wiry, however deceptively
strong to be able to support her heavy respirator. Her respirator covered much of her upper body, so he
could really only see her long legs and slim waist. He grinned slightly, wondering if somehow he had
managed to get under her skin.

“Jacen,” he said stepping towards her.
“What?” Raven asked, eyes moving from chest to face.

“As opposed to womprat, my name is Jacen.... Jacen Solo,” he said and flashed her a disarmingly
charming grin.

“Oh no, he is who I thought he was,” Raven thought uncomfortably. She also found herself swooning
from his smile. She gulped down a wave of nausea, and managed to say, “Come on, what are you



waiting for?”

Jacen licked the inside of his mouth, wrinkled his brows, and stared at the woman. Her gray helmet
gave the illusion of a flip hairstyle from the top covering. The face shaped in angular spikes, marking
out facial feature. The area for the mouth formed the shape of a frown. Jacen approached her, and
gazed straight in towards her shielded eyes. He examined the tinted glass on the mask, seeking,
wondering, what colored eyes hid behind the visor. He desperately wanted to connect with the human
inside. Slowly he put his shirt on, without taking his eyes off of Raven. He noticed her mask had a
patch of grease on one of the cheekbone areas. He reached out a finger and touched the cool, smooth
metal.

“What are you doing?”’ Raven asked, alarmed.

“Sheesh, don’t get all excited,” he gave her a lopsided grin and pulled his finger away revealing the
grease on his fingers. He turned around and washed his hands. He fastened up his shirt, decided to
leave the top couple fasteners open, and then tucked it into his pants.

“I’m an Admiral, I rarely ever get excited,” Raven said, hands balled on hips.

“I’m sorry about that. You must find your line of work exceptionally boring then,” he said with a smirk.

“That’s not what I meant,” Raven said.
“Really, what did you mean?” he asked wiping his hands on his pants.

Raven felt blood rush to her cheeks not wishing to answer his question. “Give me your hands so I can
cuff you.”

Jacen obediently placed his wrists together in front of him and leaned in towards her, eyebrows
wiggling, “I bet you do that to all the guys, don’t you?”

“What is he talking about?” Raven felt her face get hotter, as she grinned maliciously as she slammed
the stun cuffs on him. Jacen sensed her confusion and grinned. “Don’t try anything foolish. Now
move.”

“Where are we going?” Jacen asked leaning into the doorframe over her. Raven glanced up at him. His
hair disheveled from the night before made him look rugged, and the slight bit of stubble on his chin,
gave him a sensuously, scruffy appearance; even if his face did look like it’d been rotated through a

meat grinder.

She stepped aside, grabbed his shirt and dragged him into the hallway, “Get moving and you’ll find
out.”

Jacen stumbled over his feet. “Anything you ask, Raven.”
Raven felt her heart skip a beat, “I hate that name, don’t call me that again.”

“Why not? I like it. It’s dark, mysterious, and freeing- like yourself,” he said staring at her sensing the



lie that had just escaped from her lips.
Raven shoved him against the wall and seethed, “What exactly is that supposed to mean?”

Jacen laughed aloud, “Oh come on, like the whole mask thing isn’t a good enough indicator that you’re
dark and mysterious?”” He wiggled his fingers around in the air to emphasize his last point. His
gesturing earned him a series of shocks to the hands. He grimaced down the pain.

“No the other part of it. Why did you say it was freeing?” Raven asked, arms crossed over her chest.

Jacen stared long and hard at her, then he stepped towards her and raised his hands gently to prevent
them from stunning him again. He tapped her chestplate. “It’s freeing, because that name represents a
part of you that you have long ago suppressed. It is your true identity. If you were to embrace it, and
everything it represents, you could be free.”

Raven felt the heat rise in her as the truth of his words stung, “That name means nothing to me, it never
has, never will. Now move it!” She pushed him towards the turbolift.

Jacen sighed at the two guards who’d watched the whole exchange with veiled interest. “Women,” he
said to them with raised eyebrow.

The turbolift doors opened and Raven thrust him inside. She turned around and as the turbolift doors
were closing, she saw flickers of smiles itching on the faces of the guards.

She turned on her captive, fury rising. “If you ever, EVER insult me in front of my men again, I will
kill you.”

Jacen sensed her rising anger, and realized that probably wasn’t an empty threat. He decided to opt for
diplomacy, rather than continue to taunt her. “Whatever you wish, Admiral.”

She turned around and said, “Good. Level 11.”

She pouted under her mask and felt a slight twinge of regret that he didn’t call her Raven.
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Chapter 24

Marxx walked down the hallway purposefully towards Jaina’s recovery room. After one hour of C-
3PO’s constant chattering he was ready to speak again with a human, any human. Even if the great
Anakin Skywalker did build C-3PO, he couldn’t figure out how Han and Leia put up with that droid.

He briefly stopped to examine his reflection in a large mirrored wall. Neatly shaven, wearing his Jedi
robe and in fresh linen shirt and brown trousers, he felt like a Jedi Knight again and less like a dirty
moisture farmer. He entered the blue waiting room to find it alive with activity. Apparently Leia, Han,
and Luke opted for this place to become their control center.

“Intelligence reports confirm the location of that Destroyer in the Ceresses System, kid. Good call,”
Han said, slapping a hand on Marxx’s shoulder.



“Thank you Si... Han,” Marxx said, catching himself. “What’s the plan?”

Before he could get an answer, Han wandered away from him to talk to Anakin, Leia and Chewie. Luke
sat talking on a holo-phone to someone. Mara was deeply involved with changing baby Ben’s nappies.

Marxx wandered over towards the hallway, ready to go visit Jaina, when he heard the sound of the
medicenter entrance doors swishing open. Two figures strode purposefully in and out of the shadows of
the overhead lights. One, a male, wore a long black Jedi robe, the other was a very muscular woman
with one arm. A flash of a smile spread across Marxx’s face. He faced them as they approached.

“You must be Tenal Ka and you....” He stared at the man with dark hair and greenish eyes, “you must
be Jedi Master Kyp Durron. Marxx Racees, pleasure to meet you both.” He extended his hand.

“The great Marxx Racees, we finally meet,” Kyp slightly smiled and shook his hand. His black hair lay
in shaggy layers atop his head.

Marxx laughed, “I don’t know how ‘great’ I am.”

“You must be something special if Masters Tionne and Rodersuin named you a Jedi Master right at
graduation,” Kyp said, green eyes twinkling.

Marxx blushed, “Jury’s still out on why they did that.”

“Greetings. Nice to make your acquaintance Marxx Racees,” Tenal Ka said in a very monotone voice
that seemed to completely contradict what she’d just said.

Marxx sized her up. She wore an unusual dress made of some kind of reptilian hide. Her copper hair
stuck out in snaked braids all over her head. He thought she was pretty, in a somber kind of way. Her
gray steel gray eyes spoke of a lifetime of serious contemplation. He wondered what his wise cracking
friend saw in her.

“How’s Jaina?” Kyp asked, crossing his arms.

“Recovering. She’s got a little stinging and soreness. Otherwise she’s fine. The medics want her to stay
here for a week,” Marxx said smiling.

Kyp rocked gently on his feet and smirked at the new Jedi. His eyes twinkled, “Yeah, I’d like to see
them try to keep her here a week. I guarantee you, she’ll be flying with us to rescue Jacen in her X-
Wing, mark my words. She’s a tough one. A couple beatings with a lightsaber aren’t nearly enough to
take down the mighty Jaina Solo.”

Marxx thought of her helplessly passed out in his ship, “Well she’s not all powerful. She had luck on
her side.”

“Are there any leads on where Jacen 1s?” Tenal Ka asked.

Marxx sensed real concern coming from the warrior Jedi. He replied, “Yes, they are in the Ceresses
System.”



Kyp nodded, “So when are we going after him?”
“You’ll have to ask Han and Leia. They haven’t enlightened me yet.”

“Do you think we can see Jaina first?”” Tenal Ka asked placing her one hand on her hip, next to her belt
lined with throwing darts.

“Sure, let’s see if she’s awake.” Marxx lead them down the hall towards Jaina’s room. He peered
through the glass and they saw she was sleeping. Marxx smiled blissfully and placed a hand on the
glass.

Kyp noted the adoring expression on Marxx’s face. He felt a slight jealous twinge at Marxx’s
happiness. Master Luke had informed him that the two were dating, and it appeared their attachment
was very strong. He clapped a hand on Marxx’s shoulder and said, “We’ll come see her later.” They
returned back to the waiting area.

Luke corralled the trio. “Kyp, Tenal Ka thank you for getting here so fast. Did your ship ever get
completed?”

“Yes, it’s outside waiting Master Skywalker,” Kyp said, breaking a wide grin across his face.

“Excellent. Let’s go see it. I’ll explain the plan on the way out there. Come on Marxx.” The four Jedi
moved out of the building and onto the visitors landing platform.

Marxx looked over a relic Imperial Shuttle rather dubiously. He said with a raised eyebrow, “This hunk
of junk is what you all are excited about?”

Kyp and Luke shared a grin. Kyp aimed a control key at the ship and said, “Nope, but this is...” he
clicked the button and the entire ship morphed and changed into a sleek golden ship with a long nose
and two short wings.

“Whoa, what is that?” Marxx said, completely impressed.

“Welcome to the future of space travel... holo cloaking technology. I found this guy Kendu Rewgun,
on Bogdon. He’s an engineering genius. He came up with this design and was more than happy to have
a Jedi Master be the first to test his product. If the ship meets my specifications, he’s willing to talk to
the New Republic about an exclusive contract to outfit our military with them as opposed to selling to
the general public,” Kyp glanced at Marxx with a smirk. “Apparently he has an old beef with the
former Empire and is willing to do anything to keep the New Republic in working order. Anyway...the
ship has a central processor that emits a perfect holo-image over the hull of the ship. I’ve got the
designs of over twenty different ships in my databank. Once the holo-image has been activated, that
will also trigger the cloaking system to cover the original ship design. She makes 1.2 over lightspeed
and is fitted with stealth engines. The Fiery Phoenix is the perfect ship for covert missions. She packs a
lot of firepower as well,” Kyp started laughing at Marxx’s utter wonderment of the ship. “She’s a beaut
isn’t she?”

“Yeah- think this Rewgun guy would be willing to trade a Nubian Royal class Yacht for one?” Marxx
asked as he pressed his hands onto the cool, smooth metallic hull.



“I doubt it- but who knows,” Kyp said laughing. “So what’s the plan Master Skywalker?” The three
younger Jedi turned to Luke as the Jedi Master laid out the rescue plan for Jacen.
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Jaina ripped off her covers, in order to get dressed and join in on the rescue mission.
Marxx hooted loudly at her and tucked her back in. “You’re not going anywhere M’lady.”

“It’s not fair! You need me along — I can sense Jacen better than anyone!” Jaina said as she pounded her
right fist on her leg.

“I want you along as well. But you need to rest. Remember what you told me in the Hope?”

“What?” Jaina’s eyes grew large with merriment as she reached for her covers again, “That you’ll
always let me win an argument?”’

Marxx flashed her a lopsided grin and rolled his eyes, and lightly slapped her hand, “I’m going to
regret the day I ever let you overhear that little comment, aren’t I? No. That you aren’t any good to us
dead...”

“I’'m not dying. And you all need me....” Jaina said, pleading with her dark brown eyes.

“...And you need to recover...completely. The last thing you want is to further injure yourself. Do you
want to be permanently scarred? Your mother is staying behind with you to make sure you do get your
proper rest,” Marxx said, staring long and hard at her.

“You need me,” she said sticking out her lower lip in a pout.

Marxx gazed at her with a charming smile. He picked up her hand and lightly kissed it. His voice grew
husky as he replied, “Yes. I do need you.... to be safe, and ready to get married as soon as possible.”

Jaina threw up her hand in defeat. “Fine. Whatever.”

Marxx caressed her cheek and cupped her chin in his hand, “I love you... you know that, right?”
“Yes,” Jaina said blinking back tears.

“Let me do this for you... for us. Once we get Jacen back, we can start our lives together,” Marxx said
with a smile. He brushed the back of her hand against his cheek. “Nothing will ever keep us apart.
Think about everything we have to look forward to, our wedding....” he glanced at her heat rising in his
eyes, "our wedding night..."

Jaina stared into Marxx's pool blue eyes and felt herself drowning. She loved the way he looked at her.

“We really should tell everyone,” Jaina said fingering her ring.

“Let’s wait until after we get Jacen back. Something tells me we wouldn’t get the same kind of happy



response we’ll get when everyone is together safe and sound,” Marxx said.
“Ok. You will be careful won’t you?” Jaina asked, her eyes pleaded with him.

“M’lady, you can count on that. I’d like to see someone try to prevent me from returning back to you in
one piece,” Marxx replied confidently.

“That’s not funny- look at me. If I got injured, you can too,” Jaina said, thinking of her relatives
who’ve always managed to get injured when they headed off on dangerous missions.

“I will return to you. You are my reason for living.... I love you.” Marxx said, he stood up. “I have to
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go.

Marxx leaned over and Jaina pulled him towards her. Their lips softly brushed against each other. Then
Jaina opened her mouth and sucked his lower lip seductively. Marxx gasped and they fell into a deep,
long goodbye kiss. Jaina massaged the back of his neck. Marxx broke apart from her embrace
breathless. Marxx ran his fingers through her soft chocolaty hair.

“Remember, you’ll only get more of that when you come back,” Jaina said with a pout.

Marxx raised an eyebrow and smiled broadly, “Well then, consider me on my way back home already,
M’lady.”
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“I don’t know how I do it Master Skywalker. Truly, I don’t,” Marxx said unhappily, as he stared at
Luke in the galley of the Phoenix while they cruised through hyperspace towards the Ceresses System.
He had felt uneasy ever since Luke revealed that they would fly disguised as a Corellian waste
transporter close to the destroyer - and Marxx would teleport onto the ship and then return with Jacen.
The Falcon followed behind to help take care of enemy fighters.

“You have some insight on how it works- that is why you turned off your saber and grabbed Jaina and
Jacen on the Destroyer. You knew you could get them to your ship in the shuttle bay. Now think about
it. What makes your teleporting through the Force possible?”” Luke asked wearing a simple black
spacesuit he arms crossed.

Marxx sat down, rubbed his neck, and closed his eyes. “Both on Yavin and on the Destroyer there were
intense moments of emotion, pain and anger. On Yavin I focused completely on the pain and fear of the
cadets and I appeared where I felt that emotion. On the Destroyer, Raven’s anger had built up and I was
able to feed off of it to fall back onto my ship.”

“So you need great moments of distress or rage to do this?” Luke asked, eyebrow up.

“Maybe,” Marxx said. “I can’t just wish I was somewhere and I will appear. At least I don’t think I can.
It’s as if those intense emotions open a portal for me to pass through.”

“Or a Vergence...” Luke said, chewing on his lip.



“What’s that?”” Marxx asked, cocking his head.

Luke sat down opposite the young Jedi, “A Vergence is the transition point for the Force and physical
world. It is the door where the two worlds, spiritual and physical meet. I saw this kind of transition
happen once. My former mentor Obi-Wan, or Ben Kenobi was fighting his former apprentice Darth
Vader, Anakin Skywalker, my father...Vader swung at Ben with all of his hate, and Ben vanished. He
ceased to exist in the physical world and became one with the Force... He of course didn’t return
though. He sacrificed himself so my friends and I could escape the Death Star. His last words were to
Vader ‘If you strike me down, I shall become more powerful than you can possibly imagine’ and he did.
He could be with me anywhere that I was in the Galaxy simply by travelling through the Force on a
spiritual level,” Luke sat back and had a bit of a melancholy expression etched on his face.

“That’s interesting. That goes with us being ‘luminous beings and not crude matter,” but why can I pass
through it? And why can’t anyone else?”” Marxx scratched his head.

Luke glanced at the confused young man. “Well you can bring others with you, remember that. Long
ago some of the first Jedi’s could do what you did. There are reported stories of their feats.” Luke
proceeded to tell him about Draptua-Raag.

“Did the story mention anything on how he did it?” Marxx asked, hopes rising.

“No, and even worse the story was encrypted. For some reason the elder Jedis didn’t want his tale to be
made common knowledge to the general Jedi Order,” Luke replied shaking his head and then brushed
aside a lock of his sandy blond hair.

Marxx stared long and hard at his mentor, “In other words, my ‘talent’ could possibly have dire or
dangerous consequences.”

“I don’t know. Maybe they just didn’t want their Padawans disappearing at lesson time. I found the
records from old Jedi archives. Many of those archives were destroyed during the Clone Wars. If there
is an answer, it’s probably long gone. Only time will tell I suppose," Luke replied, shrugging his
shoulders.

“And I’m the test subject... wonderful.” Marxx said as he sat gloomily back in his chair. “What if
Jacen is peacefully asleep on the ship? I won’t be able to get in.”

Luke smiled at the young man, “I have faith in you, Marxx. You do know this little talent of yours is
why you were named Jedi Master, don’t you?”

“It is? I thought they made a mistake,” Marxx replied feeling slightly queasy.
“They only did what I requested of them,” Luke said, staring long and hard at the young Jedi.
Marxx felt his mouth drop open. “Well I guess we need to get to practicing, don’t we?”

Luke smiled broadly, “Absolutely.”
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Chapter 25

Raven opened the door to her apartment and pushed Jacen inside. She had no intention of giving him a
grand tour of her quarters. She just needed to get him through the room into her private interrogation
room.

Jacen glanced at all of the art objects in the room. He had to admit Raven had exquisite taste. He
detected a light, calming scents of incense and herbal oils in the air. As Raven prodded him on, his eyes
fell on the Nubian painting on her wall. He stopped dead in his tracks and stared at it. He stepped onto
and over her priceless chaise, leaving an oily footprint on the silky coverlet and stood in front of the
painting.

“Hey! Come back here,” Raven cried.
“Where did you get this?” Jacen asked, pointing at the painting.

“At a junk shop on Ord Mantell. Why? You interested in buying it? It’s worth oh around 10 million
credits,” she said snidely, walked around her chaise and stood beside her captive.

Jacen’s eyes fell on the brushstrokes and the queen in the image. “You really have no idea who this is
or who painted it, do you? You probably own it and like it just because it’s rare and valuable.”

Raven suddenly became intrigued with Jacen. She was passionate about art, and the thought of talking
art with someone piqued her curiosity. She decided to see what exactly he could tell her about her
painting. “It’s unsigned. I don’t need to know the artist, all I know is it’s Nubian and I picked it up for a
bargain. Why? You an art critic? You know who the artist is?”

Jacen smiled, “Yea. The woman in the painting is Queen Padme Amidala, she was the Queen of Naboo
about ten years before the Clone Wars broke out. She was only 14 when she ruled,” He turned his face
towards Raven, “She was also my grandmother.”

Under her mask, Raven stared at Jacen with a look mingling shock and confusion. She then giggled.
She stared at Jacen and envisioned a huge crown sitting on his head. She doubled over laughing.

Jacen glanced down at her with a bemused expression. Her laugh echoed through her helmet, and
danced off of the walls in the room. Through her eye shield he saw her eyes alit with merriment. Jacen
smiled broadly, catching the infection from her laugh. “What?”

Raven straightened up, and still smiling broadly under her mask, she pointed at him, “You are royalty?
A royal pain in the backside maybe...”

Jacen listened closely to her laugh and thought it delightful, he even felt slightly lightheaded and his
heart swelled while hearing it. He grinned, “Well I’ll agree on that one. Actually the Queens of Naboo
were elected. Her title was much like Supreme Chancellor or President.” He reached out his hand
slowly, to avoid shocks and took one of Raven’s hands. The merriment left her eyes- replaced with fear.
She tried to jerk it away from him, causing both of them to get shocked. Jacen flinched at the pain but
he held fast. He brought their hands up towards the painting, “Do you know who the artist is who
painted it?”



“Let go of my hand,” Raven said trying to move away from him.

“Do you know who the artist is?”” he massaged her gloved hand between his and calmly tried to read
her eyes behind the shield.

“I said let go....” Raven tried desperately to squirm out of his grasp. She wondered if shooting him
with a Force field would be overkill.

“Why?”

“Why what? You’re making me feel... uncomfortable. Let go!” Raven said.

“You haven’t answered me,” Jacen said, brown eyes twinkling.

“Please, let go...” Raven said. She wondered why he wouldn’t listen to her.

Jacen smiled softly and massaged her palm, “I like it how you just said ‘please.” Shows I was right.’

“Right? Right about what?”” Raven spat as she stopped squirming. She focused on his deep brown eyes
and felt all willpower to fight seep out of her.

“Raven is still there, inside that metal.” He slowly brought his hands up to his face, and twisted her
hand around so he could gently kiss the back of her hand. Raven didn’t feel the touch of his lips against
her glove, but her body responded as if she did. She sucked in a deep breath and felt slightly faint.
Jacen pulled her hand up and gently rubbed it against his cheek all the while never taking his eyes off
of her eyes- they were large and full with surprise.

“I have no idea who the artist is,” Raven croaked, feeling she needed to try and regain the advantage in
here.

Jacen smiled broadly, “That was painted by your grandfather, Paulo Brannoush. He did a whole series
of paintings of Queen Padme Amidala. They were good friends when they were young. He even said he
would’ve married her if she’d been interested.”

Raven suddenly felt glad that he held her hand, for she felt like she was about to fall over from fainting.
“My grandfather?”

Jacen grinned, “Yes. He’s a wonderful man. Creative, funny, you’d like him a lot.”
“He’s still alive?” Raven asked in a small voice.

“Yes, your grandfather and your parents,” he turned his back on the painting and looked directly at
Raven. “It’s not too late you know. They would love to be with you again.”

Jacen realized he just stepped over some unseen boundary and sensed her anger rising, Raven ripped
her hand away from Jacen’s hold- leaving him cringing in pain from several jolts of shocks. Raven
distanced herself from him and spat, “Would they now? They ABANDONED me. I was sick. They
couldn’t afford to take care of me, so they dumped me at the Mos Espa hospital. My grandmother took
pity on me and stole me away from there and raised me herself. I guess my loving family was plenty



wealthy without a sick little girl around with extra hospital bills to pay.”

“It’s not like that. They were told at the hospital that you had died. They mourned your death. All they
wanted was to have their little girl back, but they were told you had died...” Jacen walked up to her,
tilted his head down and gazed into her visor, “You died and then your grandmother disappeared.
That’s what Marxx told me anyways, and he’s the most decent guy around. He doesn’t lie.”

“Oh yes, my brother the Saint. He was always the good, healthy perfect one and I was the burden.” She
sat down with a flop onto her chaise seething, “I really don’t need this right now.”

Jacen suddenly felt the ship shift and move into hyperspace. He glanced out the window, “Where are
we going?”

Raven stood up and poked him, and prodded him around the chaise, “Follow me and you’ll find out.”

3k stk sk sk sk sk sk s sk s sk sk sk sk s st s sk sk sk sk st s sk sk ook sk skoskosk kok

Tenal Ka sat in the main quarters on the Phoenix patiently waiting for Marxx to magically appear in the
room. So far nothing has happened. From outside she can hear Marxx pacing and arguing with Master
Skywalker. Something told her that she was an illogical choice for this exercise. Jacen is a very
emotional young man, even in his sleep he would often thrash around in fits of discomfort. She folded
her legs under her body and took deep relaxing breaths. She focused on herself, maintaining her
composure. Jacen Solo had been there many times over the years to help her, and to fight along side
her. She owed a lot to Jacen.

She remembered back at the Jedi academy, Jacen always tried to get her to laugh. It wasn’t that she
didn’t appreciate his efforts. She simply didn’t understand jokes. On her home planet of Dathomir the
women ruled the planet as warriors. They were warriors and keepers of the peace. Combine her added
heritage as a Hapian Princess, and her childhood left little time and room for play and fun. Tenal Ka
was born to the royal family and fun was replaced with duty.

The thought of her jovial friend, being held prisoner, made her upset. She never admitted her true
feelings for him to anyone. Whenever she would see him, her heart would skip a beat. In her own
somber way she adored Jacen, since he represented everything that she was not. He was only
responsible for himself. He did not have to worry about “royal family obligations.” His free spirit
beckoned her, and enticed her away from a life of imprisonment under the duty of Rule. Although
rarely one who allows her mind to enter the fantasy world, Tenal Ka often wondered what it would be
like to marry Jacen. She sensed that he loved her, and although it terrified her to admit it, she loved him
back. Jacen was an excellent negotiator, but she just didn’t know how he would last against a dark
Force user. She hoped and prayed that he was fine. Tenal Ka began to seriously worry for her friend.
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“Marxx, you’re not concentrating,” Luke said.
Marxx paced back and forth and scratched his head. “You really think I can jump between ships?”

“Well not this second, but yes, you will be able to do so. That is what Draptua-Raag was able to do,”
Luke explained to the young man.



“Tenal Ka is too relaxed. I’'m not feeding anything off of her except peace. I have no reason to go in
there. I don’t think I can use this ability flippantly, Master.” Marxx felt a trickle of sweat run down his
face as worry set in.

“The problem is that you are thinking too much about it. The two times you did this, you didn’t think
about it, except for a couple split seconds. That is the mindframe you need to get in,” Luke said
pointedly.

“Alright, I’ll try Master,” Marxx said, turning his back.

“No. There is no try. Do it or do not do it,” Luke explained. “And remember if you choose failure,
Jacen’s life could be on the line.”

“Great. Thank you, Master Skywalker, no added pressure there,” Marxx said grabbing his neck. Marxx
did realize though that Luke was right. He needed to figure this out, and quickly. He reached out
towards Tenal Ka, closed his eyes, felt her presence, and sensed her worry. He fed upon her worry,
absorbed it, threw out a hand, and vanished.
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Had Tenal Ka’s eyes not been open she would have never believed that Marxx had just appeared in her
room, and had not walked in on his own. She believes what she sees.

“Give me your hand please,” Marxx said, smiling. Tenal Ka unwrapped herself from her sitting
position and stood up. She gave him her hand. Marxx took a step back and the two vanished and
appeared in the galley.

Luke’s smile could have lit up a galaxy. Marxx let out a joyous whoop of joy, and Tenal Ka stood by
impressed by Marxx’s miraculous feat.

Their joy however was short lived as Kyp stepped into the room. “I hate to be the bearer of bad news.
We’ve just arrived in the Ceresses System, and the Destroyer isn’t here. And I have no idea where it
disappeared to.”
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Chapter 26

Jacen glanced around the dark room with a mixture of curiosity and dread. Something told him that he
wasn’t going to like what went on in there. Mostly dark, the room contained very few objects, no
windows, apparently no refresher facilities; only a stark table with hand and foot restraints at each
corner, black panels overhead and on the walls, and a clean tile floor. The few lights overhead were
swallowed by the blackness of the room. The center of the room held a large drain, to make cleanup,
possibly of blood, easy.

Raven moved him over to a large table. “Get up there and lay down.”

“Why?”



“Because I said so,” Raven said, the twinges of a headache started to form in her head from the Jedi’s
constant bickering.

Jacen licked his lips and started to sweat. The only two sounds in the room were Raven’s mechanical
breathing and his own thumping, racing heart. The room smelled stale and clinical, with the faintest
scent of old human sweat that now combined with his own. He knew that he really didn’t want to get
on that table. If he did, he would lose any advantages he might have gained with Raven. That is if he
had actually managed to gain any ground with her.

“You really don’t want to do anything to me, you know that don’t you? You know who my mother is,
ex-Chancellor Organa- Solo? She will not look too kindly upon you torturing me,” Jacen said. He
turned towards her, “What will that accomplish? Let’s go back into your quarters and talk like civilized
human beings. You can even keep the cuffs on me.”

“Gee, thanks for your permission. I really don’t have time for this Jedi. Please get onto the table. Don’t
make me put you up there,” Raven said, hands on hips.

Jacen advanced on her, “Why are you doing this? What have I done?”

“I won’t ask again,” she said with ice in her voice A large part of her wanted to do what he asked,
however she knew time was not on her side.

Jacen listened to the tone of her voice, stopped dead in his tracks, turned around and hopped up onto
the table. He laid down slowly, “You are going to regret this.”

Raven unlocked his right hand stun lock and chained his hand into a restraint in the top right corner of
the table. She stalked around the table, skirt swishing. She then unlocked his left handed stun guard and
locked his left hand into the left restraint.

“You worry too much, Jedi,” Raven said.
“Jacen.”

“Jedi... I have no interest in harming you any further. I won’t get much of a reward for you if you are
wounded or injured,” Raven said, tilting her head. She gently extended a hand and ran her fingers
seductively down the side of his face.

Jacen found her touch oddly stimulating. “So you’re going to ransom me? Hate to break it to you, my
family isn’t all that wealthy, you may be stuck with me for a long time,” Jacen said smirking. “Then
again, maybe that’s been your plan all along. Plan on keeping me as your slave? Or maybe your love
slave?”

Raven snatched her hand away from his face and felt her hands turn clammy and her mouth go dry at
that little barb of his. She swallowed then spoke, “Actually, if you are not worth much to me alive, then
I guess your death shouldn’t mean much, should it?”

Jacen stopped grinning and squinted at her, “You don’t mean that. I can feel it. There’s a battle waging
inside your head. You know this is wrong. You, like your brother, are very strong with the Force. You



could be an amazing Jedi. I can feel the conflict within you, let go of your hate!”

Raven let out a long breath. Images of her running free in her dream sprang into her mind. Could she
really be that free? The Jedi was trying her patience and resolve, “And what good would being a Jedi
be? I can’t imagine it’s much fun being good all of the time.”

“And being full of hate is? I don’t see you partying and enjoying your hateful ways. All I see is that you
are miserable. How many friends do you have, Raven? When was the last time someone gave you a
shoulder to cry upon? Or a hug?”

“I don’t need friends!”

“Everybody needs friends. You even have it best, because you have a family who would welcome you
back with open arms if you let them. Raven, they all think you are dead! Well except for Marxx- who
now knows you are alive. They would be thrilled to have you back again. What have you currently got?
You have priceless antiques to keep company with. Possessions are all good and fine, but ultimately,
they can’t bring you peace and true happiness,” Jacen said, chipping away at her stony exterior. “You
need people. You’re just afraid to let anyone inside and see the real you. I know it’s hard to trust when
everyone’s turned their backs on you during your life. But trust can be earned, you just have to be
willing to open yourself up.”

Raven’s lip started to quiver. Mechanical breathing filled the void of silence. Behind her mask, her eyes
locked with Jacen’s. She whispered. “Nobody wants to know the real me. They never did and never
will.”

“That’s just not true. You just don’t let anyone in. I would love to get to know you. I believe there’s an
amazing woman under that metal and hiding behind that mask. You’ve obviously taken charge in your
life. You’re resourceful, spirited, funny, and compassionate. What’s not to like?”” Jacen asked biting his

lip.

Raven grabbed onto the table, completely befuddled by Jacen’s words. Did he really mean them? She
laughed slightly, “Compassionate? You think /’M compassionate? Where’d you get that from, when |
hit you on the head with the emergency pack, or kicked you in the turbolift?”

Jacen’s eyes grew soft, “No. It was when you had the guards give me clean clothes, and sent in a
medical droid to tend to my injuries. I know you’re not going to hurt me anymore, because you know it
would be wrong.”

Raven found herself wheeling from Jacen’s tender gaze. She knew she needed to take control of things
again and said, “Well you are right about that. I have no intention of harming you. Contrary to your
beliefs, you are not my main priority at this moment. We’re about to reach our destination. I need to go.
This room, unlike the detention level cells, is heavily shielded. I doubt that any of your Jedi friends
who come looking for you will be able to sense you in here. When I leave the room, the restraints will
unbuckle. There is a small refresher over in the far corner. I recommend you shower... Even through my
respiratory ventilation system, I can tell that you need it.”

Jacen admitted he didn’t smell all that sweet. He knew she wanted to leave; he tried anything to get her
to stay. “Where is our destination? Come on, you said you would tell me.”



“Naboo.”

“What do you want with Nab...” Jacen felt terror sink in his heart but he tried not to let that fear reach
his brown eyes. “What do you want there?”

“It’s family reunion time.” Before Jacen could respond, she turned around, strode out the door and
locked it. As the door shut behind her, Raven leaned against the door to steady her shaking knees.

True to Raven’s word, the cuffs unlocked on Jacen’s wrists. He lightly massaged them, after his
adrenaline rush, he now felt all of his aches and pains return. He closed his eyes and sunk into the
Force. He couldn’t sense much though. He glanced at the panels in the room and wondered what they
were created from, realizing they were likely blocking him from using the Force.

“I have a bad feeling about this,” he moaned as he lay back down on the table in despair.

After a few moments he realized something, if he couldn’t use the Force in here, neither could Raven.
He felt a small smile form on his face. He’d be ready for her the next time she showed up. He climbed
off of the table and decided to take her advice and shower.
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The Vengeance dropped out of hyperspace over Naboo. Raven’s mind spun in circles. She suddenly felt
very conscious of her actions and the possible consequences for them.

“Blasted Jedi, making me doubt myself!” She thought. However, it was too late now to change her
mind. The wheels were set in motion, and Raven could not stop the course she had set. She could not
show weakness or indecision to her men. She’d worked very hard to earn their respect, the slightest
sign of weakness and she knew that they would all turn on her. She’d never last a mutiny.

Raven marched in front of her troops. They may be incompetent mechanics, but that wasn’t what the
men were originally hired for; they were excellent thieves.

“You will all have one hour total for flight time and time in the storage vault. I only want paintings.
They are the lightest and quickest of objects to move. I do not want ceremonial items. I do not want
furniture. I do not want statues. I don’t even want jewels. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Admiral.” The men all shouted in unison.

“Good. Get to your ships,” Raven said, holding up her arm. The twelve men fled to their three modified
Imperial Shuttles. The Shuttles were fitted with larger cargo room for storage.

Raven purposefully walked towards a nervous Captain Hydin. “I will only be forty five minutes. When
I arrive back, if the men are not here in exactly one half -hour, I want this ship out of orbit and into
hyperspace. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Admiral.”

“There possibly may be an attack on the ship, ready the Tie-fighter pilots, just in case,” Raven said



pointing at the nervous man.
“Yes, Admiral. Already done.”

“Good, I'll be back in forty five minutes.” She synchronized her wrist chronometer. Raven raced to her
small shuttle and raised it out of the hanger. Upon reaching the atmosphere of the planet, she sunk into
the Force and felt an old presence. She touched in some co-ordinates, and laid in a course for the Lake
County.
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Everyone in The Phoenix began talking at once. Marxx couldn’t concentrate with all the voices.

“Kyp, can you please get us close to a heavily life- formed planet?”” Marxx shouted over the din. He
then stormed into the bedroom. He sat down on the bed and closed his eyes. He felt a moment of
confusion between the three Jedis and Kyp raced to the captain’s seat. Kyp laid in a course for Juano
12, a heavily wooded, yet uninhabited moon of the planet Barabi.

Marxx reached out and absorbed the energies of Tenal Ka, Luke, and Kyp. He the extended himself
towards the planet. Luke stepped into the doorway of the room and stared at the young Jedi. Luke
leaned against the doorframe and crossed his arms while he watched Marxx meditate. He sensed a
tremendous swelling of Force power around him. As Marxx sank deeper into the Force, Luke noticed
the boy seemed to start to radiate a blue light. Luke wondered if he was imagining things.

Pool blue eyes flared open and the light diminished. Marxx sprung to his feet, eyes full of worry,
“They’re at Naboo.”

Shooting off a holo-emitter message to The Falcon of the change in course, laid in a new course
towards Naboo. Marxx then tried to call his parents.
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Chapter 27

Raven’s shuttle glided over the treetops. She watched in amusement as a herd of bloated flea-looking
creatures bounced around in a field below. The peaceful, beautiful, planetary landscape was in
complete opposition to the turmoil brewing inside her mind. Much like the Jedi had said, a war waged.
Her conscious screamed at her to turn her ship around. Yet years of pent up pain and misery called for
vengeance. She kept hearing the words from both Marxx and Jacen circling in her head. Could her
parents really not have known that she was alive? Did they think that she was dead? Did her
grandmother deceive them all, including herself? Could she really become a Jedi? She felt the very
foundation of her beliefs start to quake. She gazed longingly at the soft green hills and realized, living a
life aboard her ship, she would never experience the feel of grass under her feet. She began to see that
she wanted more out of life.

She found herself more determined than ever to go through with her plan because she desperately
needed answers.
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Junay and Doolin, the curators in Theed, watched in horror as a crew of men wearing black from head
to toe descended into the storage room from grappling hooks and ropes. One of the men, wearing night-
vision goggles, raised a blaster and shot both of them with a stun blast. Both Nubians fell unconscious
to the ground.

The men worked furiously attaching paintings to the levies and sent them cruising up and out of the
hole. Four of the twelve men lifted out the paintings, and filled up the Imperial Shuttle cargo bays.

One of the thieves raced around the room gathering paintings. In his excursions his eye fell on the far
end of the room. He saw a door. He raised his blaster and shot out the lock mechanisms. The door
creaked open. He pried the door open and looked inside. The room, filled with file cabinets, beckoned
him. He raced to one of the drawers and opened it. Files, paper files. He wondered if maybe there were
other things hidden in the drawers. With the time constraint, he didn’t have time to look through
hundreds drawers.

With a running start he crashed himself into the closest cabinet with a loud thud. At first it appeared
nothing was going to happen. Then the cabinet teetered and leaned on its side and crashed into the one
next to it. And like dominos, the cabinets crashed with ear shattering precision down the row. The man
then ran to the other side and did the same thing. In a few moments the entire room filled with flying
paper that likened falling snow. After all the cabinets fell over, he raced down towards the center of the
aisle, picked up a handful of files, satisfied that they were only filled with paper and datapads, he left to
continue rounding up paintings.
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Chariss purposely worked in her flower garden. The sweet perfumed smell of stargazer lilies filled the
air as insects lazily sipped nectar and collected pollen. Pruning sheers zipped and snipped quickly in
her capable hands as she meticulously clipped and shaped a bush into a round ball. Her dark hair, piled
high on her head, rested under a straw hat. The sun pleasantly warmed her, however cool breezes that
blew in from the lakes prevented her from overheating.

Chariss loved gardening. She decided she would never get sick of seeing green and flowers. After

living on Tatooine, where houseplants cost more than jewels, she just couldn’t get enough of them.
Paulo, her father, teased her that their home was turning into a living jungle from all the plants she
brought indoors, as well as out.

Her mind wandered to her conversation with Marxx the other night. She was glad that he finally knew
the truth about his sister and his grandmother. She had never intended to keep anything from Marxx;
it’s just that as time wore on and th