
The sweet subtle scent of Valexian Dandelions brought him from his
slumber.  They weren’t real of course, but the perfume he bought her was of
such high quality you really couldn’t tell the difference, and really, wasn’t
she worth it? Keeping his eyes closed, he breathed deep, letting the smell
gently bring him into the land of the conscious.
Lying on his back, Vic Palisades stretched, careful not to move too quickly,
and let the warm Torina sunlight that poured from the loft’s floor to ceiling
window warm his body. Beside him, making the faintest sound of breathing,
lay his soul mate, Khara Doone.
Relaxing, Vic’s eyes remained shut as he tried to will away the hangover
from the previous night.  It had started out simple enough; dinner at a
restaurant overlooking the planets ocean appropriately named “The
Overlook Café.”  Then shuttled to a trendy nightclub situated in a high-rise
hotel called “The Torina Paradise” where they proceeded to dance and drink
the night away. At some point, probably around three or four in the morning,
they managed to make it back to the loft and they capped off the evenings
festivities with…
She stirred beside him, turning so that her bare azure back fell against his
left side. Her warmth made his stomach do a flip flop and for the millionth
time in almost two months he smiled.
He’d almost given up hope. Striking out into the galaxy as Guardian, a
locator of missing persons, Vic and his droid partner LEGION had followed
up on a lead that his New Republic friend and confidant Tiberius Barker had
provided.

“It’s not a sure thing, but it’s a damn sight better than nothing,” Barker had
told him, slipping the data disc to him on the planet Coyn. Vic had followed
up and had tracked Khara’s whereabouts to the planet Duro.
Vic spent the better part of a week watching a freighter named “Midnight
Star”, the property of one Carzor Cherri, a seasoned bounty hunter based out
of the Corporate Sector.
All of the Intel Vic as able to gain indicated that Cherri was tracking
Blacklyst for some time, and had every intention of capturing them and
turning them over to the New Republic for a sizeable bounty.  Since Khara
maintained the persona of Saffire, a demolitions specialist that worked with
Blacklyst, it made her a target, one that Cherri was able to capture.
When Cherri finally exited the Midnight Star Vic made his move.  Adorned
in his white and gold Guardian armor, Vic infiltrated the freighter and



discovered Khara, still in her Saffire alias, sedated and bound at the hands
and feet by stun binders. Careful not to set off any of the ships security
measures, he tossed his unconscious mate over his shoulder and carried her
from the ship.
Before Cherri even knew what had happened, Vic had Khara safely on
Sanctuary and was burning sky, heading for Torina. Being sedated made it a
lot easier for Vic to administer the drug K-2 into her system.
K-2 was a serum developed by a doctor friend of his, that, when
administered in small doses, neutralized some of the effects of the Juhea
Worm.  Vics’ skin crawled at the thought of the mind-altering parasite that
attached to the spine of its host. It was because of the Juhea Worm that
Cyruce Blaac, a Dark Jedi, was able to manipulate the heroes of Raptor
Squad, a New Republic Spec Ops team, and turn them into the violent, evil
crew known as Blacklyst. Mental Manipulation, emotional manipulation and
the threat of violence and death against loved ones kept them in line, doing
his dirty work…until now.
It had taken two injections and three days during the hyperspace trip to
convince Khara that he was really her mate Vic, and that she was safe- and
free from the clutches of Blaac.

Knowing that they would need to lay low while Vic made arrangements to
have the Juhea worm removed from her body, they snuck off to the lush
temperate planet of Torina located in the Elrood Sector.
Dropping a few creds on a two-month lease, Vic secured a loft in the older
section of Eden City, a sprawling metropolis pockmarked with massive
parks and gardens.  The neighborhood was home to many older buildings
and bought them the anonymity they needed while also allowing them a bit
of privacy.  The loft, a one bedroom, one bathroom, one kitchen affair, was
situated above an antiquities store that was run by a very old Shistavenian
and only open three days out of the week.
For weeks they kept a low profile while getting caught up and reacquainted.
Slowly, they began to work into the Torina populace, picking up with their
romance practically where they had left off.  Being separated for years only
seemed to add fuel to the romance, and both fell into each other’s arms
willingly.

Somewhere out there, Cyruce Blaac still lived, operated and picked apart the
fabric of the galaxy.  For what he’d done, Blaac would have to be brought to
justice, but for now, the worries and cares of the galaxy wasn’t Vic’s



problem. Now he was a man in love with a woman and that was all that
really mattered.
Turning towards her he ran a calloused hand along her soft skin and gently
turned her towards him.  Leaning down he slowly kissed her neck and
decided there were better ways to start off your day besides lying around and
daydreaming.

Sanctuary sat nestled in a rear starport landing bay like a forgotten
holoalbum tossed in a box and shoved in a sublevel closet to collect dust.
The modified Corellian YU-410 looked like four kinds of hell on the
outside- ion scarring covered the dull gray hull and signs of rust staining
followed various seams and weld points across it’s body.
Hoisting the large black gear bag containing his Guardian armor over his
shoulder Vic smiled at the ship and crossed the landing pad, enjoying the
cool Torina breeze as it fluttered his bright floral print shirt and tan cargo
pants. The sun was riding high in the afternoon sky and he decided today
would be a casual “sunglasses” kind of day.
He was supposed to meet Khara at a small street café later, and then they
were to take in “Big Top”, an amusement park located on Eden City’s
coastline. As he approached Sanctuary he toggled a transponder on his belt
and the loading ramp, previously flush with the belly of the ship, silently
lowered to the ground.
Bounding up the gleaming durasteel grating, Vic stopped in his tracks.  The
interior of the ship, previously as worn and rugged as its exterior, now
gleamed like a polished jewel. Durasteel floors, once grimy with sludge,
now practically bounced ambient light back onto the walls while an almost
unnatural silence filled the ships interior. Hundreds of hours of work and
diligence was responsible for the miraculous transformation, and that it was
done by only one being was nothing short of astounding. Letting loose with
a low whistle, Vic readjusted his bag and headed for LEGION’s quarters.

The door was open but Vic stopped directly outside of the room, rapping his
knuckles against the cold flawless threshold.

“Enter.”
The voice rolled like deep metallic thunder throughout the silent hallways.



Stepping into LEGION’s quarters was like stepping into an operating room.
While not a large space, the room was sizeable, as it needed to contain his
sheer size and equipment: A clear storage cylinder for the Guardian armor;
several black gear and ammo lockers, a series of wall mounted tool cabinets,
and finally a large worktable situated in its center. Instruments and devices
of all manners lay arrayed in neat, exact rows across the table’s mirror-like
surface, glistening beneath the fluorescent glare of intense overhead lights.
Situated at the table with his back towards Vic stood LEGION. Almost three
meters of polished black and gold Battle Droid stood silently working.  The
wide back tapered down into a thin waist, with his head melding into its
shoulders due to the lack of a neck.  To turn would have required LEGION
to turn his entire body, which, given his enhanced sensors he didn’t need to
do and Vic didn’t expect him to do.
Previously he was a sarcastic armorer droid named Ten-Spot that Vic used
to crew with. After he re-entered life in the galaxy he tracked the droid
down, and through series of dangerous and unusual events, wound up with
the powerful partner that stood just a meter away.

“Man, this place looks like crap, you’ve been slacking off!” he chided;
slapping Legions back as he dropped the duffel in the corner.  Stepping up to
the worktable, he dropped onto a chair across from the droid and smiled
wide.

“I’m sorry, do I know you?”

Rolling his eyes, Vic picked up a hydrospanner and began twirling it in his
hands.  “Funny. Look I know I haven’t been around much…”

“Twice in seven weeks. Once to pick up your armor-that pleasant visit lasted
all of eighteen minutes and thirty nine seconds,” LEGION’s “hands”, large
three fingered manipulators, worked with surprising dexterity over Vic’s
blaster pistol.
In the blink of an eye one reached over and plucked the hydrospanner from
Vics fingers, replacing it on the table in exactly the same spot and alignment
it existed in before Vic entered.

“Yeah, look about that,” Vic glanced at the spanner and back at LEGION,
“We’re partners, and I appreciate everything you’ve done...really…” he
shrugged, “it’s just…it’s been a long time since I’ve seen her, you know? A
long time since…”



Hands freezing, the droid stayed perfectly still for a moment.  “I understand
this Vic. I missed her as well…I miss all of them.”

Grief briefly surfaced and Vic fought back the urge to try to comfort
LEGION. The droid had different ways of handling his emotions and would
let Vic know if he needed-or wanted to talk.
“I know partner, after all that happened, just finding her, it gave me hope,
you know?  Hope that the rest of them are still out there.  If we find them as
easily as we found her…”

“Don’t count on that. The odds are…”

“Don’t tell me the odds,” Vic waved LEGION off. He needed to head out to
meet Khara and didn’t have time for doom and gloom.

“I expected as much,” LEGION said, almost inaudibly.

In the process of standing, Vic froze.  “What?”

“Nothing, Nothing I’m sure it will all work out, just like some sort of holo-
fairy tale,” LEGION rattled off.

The condescending tone put Vic off a bit. Who was LEGION to criticize
him and his dreams?  He risked his life to save him, to save Khara. Where
did he get off?  “You know, if you have a problem or something you want to
say, maybe you should just say it.”

“Why?  Would you all of a sudden decide to listen to me?” LEGION
remained facing forward, still tinkering on the blaster.

“It would beat you standing there giving me lip service under your breath.
What is wrong with you?” Vic was angry now, angrier than he had been in
months.

“Nothing is wrong with me.  I’m not the one grasping at foolish dreams and
letting some fluke occurrence...” LEGION stopped, and remained perfectly
still.



“Fluke Occurrence?”  Vic stepped up to the droid.  “Is that what finding
Khara was ‘Partner’?  A Fluke?  A galactic roll of the dice?  I guess my
suffering and FRELLING PAIN had nothing to do with it?  I guess me
tracking every lead, every speck of evidence had, had NOTHING to do with
it. RIGHT?”

In one motion the droid pivoted and stood facing Vic. Towering above him,
Vic’s nose came to the bottom of the droids chest plate but he didn’t move a
muscle, just refocused his eyes above him at LEGIONS visual receptors.

“I know how much you suffered. I was there the day you tried to ventilate
your skull with a DL-44.  I know how much you want to believe it’s her,
I’ve see…”

“BELIEVE?!?” Vic was shouting now, rage causing him to shake.  “It’s
KHARA!  You’ve seen her! You’ve talked to her!  She was on the ship for
at least a WEEK before we got here! How can it NOT be her?”

“Actually,” LEGIONS voice remained even, but his even tone was enough
to drown out Vic, “ I DIDN’T  ‘See’ much of her at all.  If you remember I
piloted the ship while you two occupied two rooms…your bedroom and the
galley.”

Stepping back, Vic jammed a finger in LEGIONS face.  “You just crossed
the line, he turned to leave and stopped, turning back. “I got it now…I know
what it is with you. You’re jealous…jealous that I found her and jealous that
she loves me as much as I love her…you’re just scared you are going to get
moved out of the picture…you…”

LEGION turned back to the blaster. “I’m not jealous.  But I am curious…”

“About what?”

“Have you heard from Barker yet?”

Vic’s face contorted in confusion.  “What? No, why?”

Vic felt if LEGION could have shrugged his shoulders he would have.  “Just
curious.”



Whatever venom Vic was about to spout froze in his throat. Barker. The last
time he spoke to Barker was about six weeks back when he handed over
Khara’s DNA sample for the New Republic commander to run against a
sample taken from the early days of Raptor Squad. It was the method they
agreed upon to filter out imposter Blacklyst members.

“Frell you, you sack of scrap,” Vic growled, his vision blurring slightly.

LEGION remained silent.

Stepping up, Vic knocked the tools and the blaster from the table-the parts,
flying in all directions, clattering loudly across the pristine floor.

“FRELL YOU!!!” Vic screamed, leaning so he could get closer to
LEGION’s face. Rage caused him to tremble and he fought the urge to strike
at his partner. “I would give up my LIFE for her, you think I would give a
second thought to spacing your tin can ass?!?”

LEGION remained silent, hands resting on the table.

Kicking aside the hydrospanner, which now lay rocking back and forth on
the floor, Vic stormed from LEGIONS quarters, his jaw clenched like a vice.
As he stamped down the loading ramp the ships comm beeped behind him.
He ignored it, letting the sound disappear as the ramp sealed Sanctuary,
returning solitude to the ship.

Seger’s Café sat beside a marina, and Vic grabbed a small table outside and
ordered a tall yellow exotic drink- short on flavor and long on alcohol.  The
afternoon sun was warm, but kept in check by the cool breeze coming off of
the ocean.
Across the marina seagulls sailed and the occasional boat or hoversled
would lazily tool through, parting the crystal blue water.
He was midway through his third drink when a blue forearm wrapped from
behind him around his throat and he caught the scent of Dandelions.

“Hey Baby,” Khara whispered in his ear. Leaning around she kissed him
gently, for several seconds. In those mere seconds all of his worries, all of
his anger, everything, was forgotten.



“Heya Beautiful,” he smiled, watching her drop a shopping bag to the
ground beside the small table and plop into the wicker chair across from
him. She wore a pair of round-mirrored sunglasses, a wide brimmed sun hat
and a thin yellow sundress.
A smile played across her attractive face and she nodded at his collection of
drink glasses as she took off the hat and mussed her shoulder-length violet
hair.  “Looks like you started without me, hope you haven’t eaten yet.”

Staring at the half empty glass in front of him, he looked up at his reflection
in her sunglasses and shook his head. “Nah, just trying to forget…” he
stopped. “Just trying to get ready for tonight.”

Cocking an eyebrow, she nodded and picked the menu up from the table.
“You’re a terrible liar Vic, trust me, I’ve seen my share,” she smiled and
turned towards a thin wiry servant droid that rolled up to the table. After
placing an order for a Captains Catch sandwich and side of Tornia Fry
shoots, Khara leaned over and took Vic’s drink and began sipping the
remainder.

“Want to talk about it?” she asked, rolling the straw back and forth in the
glass.

Shrugging, Vic leaned back and stared out at the docks. “Sure if you are in
the mood for droid melodrama.”

“Droid?” She pulled her glasses off and sat them on the table, giving him a
curious glance. “You mean LEGION?”
She had also taken to considering the droid a sentient as he had…him
referring to LEGION as a droid caught her off guard.

He waved the subject away and gestured to the servant droid for another
drink.  “Yeah, look, forget him, he’s just cooped up on Sanctuary and having
a bout of cabin fever…maybe I should find him a nice metallic piece of tail
so he can unwind like the rest of us,” he gave her a sly grin and leaned
forward, taking her hand in his.

“Maybe what he needs is his friend to spend more time around the ship.
You’re all he has Vic, you both have been through a lot together.”



“Maybe we should talk about what my needs are,” Vic gave a mischievous
smile and tickled her wrist with his middle finger.

“Oh I think we all know what your needs are. I glanced into a dimly lit shop
earlier today and saw an entire wall of your greatest hits.  “Cock Roche
Rangers?”
Vic felt his face go red and leaned back.
“Uh...uhm…that one was…so you went shopping today?” he flashed a broad
smile and gestured to her shopping bag.
Giggling she lightly tapped the bag with her foot.

“Yeah, I wanted to pick up some new outfits and grabbed myself some audio
gear…earbuds, a few new compilation discs…no offense Baby but the Vol
Kol symphony gets a little tired after awhile.”

“You don’t need to tell me Beautiful, I’m the one who had to stand guard
duty through two hundred performances.”

She laughed and smiled as the servant droid put her food in front of her.  She
attacked it with gusto, as he started in on his drink. After eating in silence for
several minutes she looked up from her sandwich. “In addition to wasting
your credits, I also have a surprise for you.”

The drink was strong and cold and helping to build an admirable buzz.  “I
love surprises! What is it?”

The troublemaker smile he fell in love with…traveled across time and space
to find, played across her face once again.  “Later Handsome, later.”

The Big Top amusement park was located along the boardwalk that ran
parallel with the ocean. The euphoric scents of salt air, roasted nuts and
fattening sweets mingled with the screams of children and repetitive carnival
jingles accented by a rainbow of multicolored neon and flashing lights.
Holding hands, Vic and Khara stopped every few meters and either bought
some small treat that neither wanted but couldn’t resist or she would laugh at
his sorry attempts to win her a prize from one of a million carnie booths set
up along the strip.



After he’d lost another ten credits at the fifth booth they’d tried he jokingly
asked the carnie barker if he could trade the secret of how to kill a man with
your thumb in exchange for a stuffed Ewok doll.  The carnie passed on the
offer and Vic once again stepped away empty handed.

“Sorry Babe, I just don’t have luck with games of Chance…” he trailed off
for a moment and smiled.

“What?  I know that look,” she said, taking a bite of blue spun sugar fluffed
atop a paper cone, “it’s the ‘Wistful Vic’ look.”

He chuckled. “No it’s nothing…just thinking of a kid I knew once.
Thinking about how, I don’t know…how maybe if I had been a little nicer to
him…”

“Hey,” she pulled him close and wrapped her arms around him. He took a
deep breath and the smell of candy and Dandelions filled his nose as he
gazed into her eyes.  The setting Torina sun splashed bits of orange and red
throughout her deep violet hair.

“I think you are plenty nice.”

They held each other several minutes until he finally pulled away.  “You
know what!  I’m going to win you the biggest…biggest...SOMETHING on
this midway!” he exclaimed and pulled her off to the nearest booth.
The game involved tossing rings on small neon sticks poking out of the
ground.

“How much for the rings?” Vic asked fishing creds from his pocket.

The carnie, an overweight Toydarian wearing a stripped red and white vest
fluttered his wings and brought his squat green body off of a nearby stool.
Wiggling his snout he extended a finger with three brass rings dangling from
it.

“Heya! Joonies Lightsabah Toss, three rings three credits, you get a ring on a
lightsabah andah, you get a prize!” the hovering con man gestured to the
back wall of the booth where giant stuffed animals stared back with black
button eyes.



“Deal,” Vic handed over the three credits and took the rings.  The first he
tossed with too much gusto and it bounded off towards the back of the
booth.  The second caught the edge of a red neon stick, spun, but couldn’t
hold and fell next to it on the ground.  Closing his eyes, he jokingly held his
hand out with the last remaining ring.

“Use the Force Vic,” he said in a low serious voice.

Beside him, Khara giggled as he let loose with the ring.

The giggle was replaced with an audible gasp and he snapped his eyes open,
turning quickly towards her, anticipating trouble.  Her wide lavender eyes
looked past him, focused on the tiny field of neon sticks. He turned back and
saw nothing amiss…but then, there in the dirt, perfectly encircling a golden
rod, was the last brass ring he tossed.

“Woah!  A winnah!  We have a winnah!!!” the Toydarian shouted to
passersby who took the time to stop and look.

Stunned, Vic couldn’t take his eyes from the golden rod or the ring. “Uhm,
how about a big one, from the back,” he said gesturing to the back wall but
not pointing to anything in particular.
The Toydarian smiled, not bothering to follow the point.  “For three credits?
I think not…here Jedi,” he produced a small blue stuffed bear from beneath
the counter, “ this is a three credit prize.”

A protest caught in Vics throat as Khara snatched the prize from the
Toydarians grasp, “I LOVE IT!” she squealed and nuzzled the fist sized
animal against her neck.

“Yeah, as long as you like it Beautiful,” Vic smiled at Khara while throwing
a hard stare at the Toydarian.  The carnie winked, still smiling and fluttered
over to a fresh couple just peeled off from the main flow along the
boardwalk.

They continued to walk along the midway as the Tornia sun made its exit
form the sky, only to be replaced by a pair of brilliant blue moons.  The



games of chance eventually gave way to carnival rides and circus tents, as
barkers of another sort tried to persuade tourists and spectators in to see
horrid abominations or stunning displays of magic.

“Were going to find them Vic, all of them,” she said, staring up at a distant
glowing Ferris wheel.

“Huh?” he was just trolling along enjoying the feel of her warm hand in his,
paying little attention to anyone or anything.

“Raptor Squad Baby, I know you’ve had a lot on your mind lately.  It
doesn’t take a Verpine to pick apart your brain to see what’s rolling around
up in there you know.”

Smiling he nodded.  “I forgot how perceptive you are.  I’m sorry; I know I
should be focusing on us.  I…”

“No,” she stopped and turned him towards her.  Her smile was gone,
replaced with a defiant look and set jaw.  “Vic, they are our friends…our
family. Xander was like a brother to me…to think that he is still out there
killing people as Maverick…or Race, or Deacon, or Koort…” her voice
trailed off as her eyes began to glisten.
“Vic, Blaac tore our life apart.  It’s not just about you and me Baby, it’s
about finding our family, bringing them together again. Don’t forget, and
don’t lose focus. Us finding each other is only the beginning…you’re the
heart of Raptor Squad Vic…if you don’t pull the pieces back together, we’re
all doomed.”

Her words hung in the air as parents rounded their kids up to go home and a
cool breeze whistled through the walkways of Big Top.

“Promise me Vic, promise me you won’t ever stop till we’re all back
together.”

Nodding, he set her shopping bag down and took both of her hands in his.  “I
promise.”

Her serious face turned happy once again and she smiled.  “Promise me
you’ll love me forever.”



Vic smirked.  “If you are going to hold me to promises, you might want to
pick something more difficult- that’s a gimmie!”

She playfully grabbed his ribs and he let out a screech and backed away.  He
closed in quick and wrapped his large arms around her waist and pulled her
close as nearby observers smiled or threw them curious glances.  “I’ll love
you forever,” he whispered to her, and kissed her deeply.

“You know the beach is only a quarter mile from here, want to go for a
walk?” Khara asked, pulling away.  She reached down, grabbed her
shopping bag and playfully tucked the blue bear into the neck of his shirt.
Walking away she swung her hips lightly and looked up at him with the
innocence of a child.  He felt his heart melt again as he caught up and
nodded.

“Sure, it beats listening to these guys try to…” he glanced from her face and
looked up in time to see a hooded figure, no more than ten meters away drop
it’s cloak back and reveal it’s face.

Tiberius Barker.

The man was partially shrouded in shadow, hovering between two large
double-decker red canvas tents set up along the midway. Barker had a face
that was hard to forget; deep scars faded with age lined his face and a pair of
eyes that had seen their share of pain and misery were the most significant
accents to a chiseled profile that screamed military in every way it could,
even ending in a high and tight military haircut.
Of all of the men in the universe, Barker was the one man who Vic wanted
to see and didn’t want to see more than anyone.  They locked eyes and
barker folded back into the shadows, disappearing into one of the tents.

“Vic?” he looked down and noticed Khara staring at him.

“Uhm…sorry…I just thought that the beach sounded good…and was
thinking it might be a good time to go, you know, hit the ‘fresher before a
long walk.”

She gave him a curious look, then shrugged her shoulders and smiled.
“You’ve got more drinks to return to the galaxy than I do Baby, go to



it…I’m going to head over to that jewelry kiosk and see if I can find me
something sparkly.”
He nodded, gave her a small peck on the cheek and pulled the blue bear
from his shirt dropping it into her shopping bag as he made a beeline for the
dark canvas folds.

Slapping a credit into the hands of a semi-wasted Sullustan parked outside of
the tent, Vic stepped through the flap and came face to face with three of
himself surrounding him and leaving only the exit as a way out.  Stepping
back and involuntarily dropping into a Coynite fighting stance he froze as all
three of his doppelgangers did the same.
“Sithspit,” he snapped and stood, as his three reflections mimicked his
movements.  “Don’t know why Bark couldn’t have picked the half-boy half
Rancor tent…I at least wouldn’t have minded seeing that.” Picking his way
through the wide halls of mirrors, the place was dark, only adding to the
illusion that one was never truly alone.
Veering through the path of mirrors, Vic dodged several small children and
eventually headed up a steep incline that led to the second floor of the tent.
The hallways were filled with more of the same, but it was much quieter on
the second level, the random patter of feet absent from the mirrored
corridors. After several minutes Vic found himself in a small circular alcove
surrounded by a dozen mirrors and illuminated from above by a single dim
blue bulb. It was a dead end.

“The Waterfalls of Lazhan are Splendid.”

Vic looked in the mirror in front of him and watched as Barker unfolded
himself from the dark hallway behind him. He rolled his eyes.

“Don’t you feel a little silly saying that?  You know it’s me Bark.”

The older man brushed past Vic and turned, raising a bushy eyebrow. “Of
course I do. And the first time I forget to say it will be when it’s Crowdus
Lliams or Vaxxar Blaac and they shoot me on sight. I don’t deviate from my
course Vic, it’s kept me alive too long.”

Waving it off Vic smiled and clapped Barker on the shoulder.  “I know, I
know, look, Bark, I’m sorry you made this trip all the way out here. I’m



sorry for wasting your time…if you leave tonight I’m sure you can get back
to the fleet in just a day or so…”

Inspecting the mirrors, Barker turned a confused stare back on Vic. “What
are you talking about?”

Laughing, Vic rolled his eyes.  “The results Bark.  I know it’s Khara, and I
really appreciate you coming all this way here to tell me.  Look, I realize you
wanted me to find her as much as I did.  And you old softie!  I bet you didn’t
want to miss the expression on my face when you told me it was really her!”
Vic smiled.  “You’re a romantic Bark…I always knew you were!”

The man remained silent for a moment, his look of confusion turning into an
expressionless mask. The transformation turned Vic cold and he nervously
glanced towards the hallway.

“Bark, Khara is waiting…again I’m sorry for wasting your time…really.
When we get back to…”

“Vic…”

The cold feeling was spreading. Barkers face hadn’t changed and Vic felt his
limbs becoming restless, as if he needed to move, to get out of this circle.
He glanced around stared into the panicked eyes of a hundred Vic Palisades.

“I’ve got to go Bark…I’ve got to get back to Khara…she’s uhm…”

“Vic,” Barker gripped his shoulder with a firm hand and Vic recoiled.
Backing away, he realized that in his other hand Barker held a black
envelope with a silver New Republic seal on the front.

The mirrored walls were closing in and Vics throat went dry, air coming in
short gasps. The world began to spin and he dropped to one knee, and would
have passed out if Barker hadn’t been there to steady him.
“No…no…no….” he gasped, his head swimming.

“Vic, I’m sorry, please, just, here, just sit for a moment.”



Dropping onto the dusty wooden floor, Barker helped Vic to lean up against
one of the mirrors and quickly stood, checking the hallway and releasing a
canvas flap that closed the room off to any unwanted visitors.
Still clutching the envelope he returned to where Vic sat, still catching his
breath and dropped down beside him. Air eventually returned to his lungs
and he managed to stop his hands from trembling.

“Wuh-wrong, your...the samples, you don’t  know…they must be
wru…wrong…”

Barker remained silent for a moment.  “I ran them five times Vic, they aren’t
wrong.”

“Ruh...RUN THEM AGAIN!” Vic screamed and broke down, hot tears
burning canyons into his face.  He sobbed in gaps, wrapping his arms around
himself and shaking uncontrollably. He felt hands on him, wrapping a cloak
about him and embracing him.
He sobbed for what seemed like hours, grief, anger and heartache shaking
him like a fragile tree caught in a hurricane.
Eventually, he could weep no more…nothing would come, save for dry
gasps and shaking. A sick feeling settled in the pit of his stomach…alcohol
and greasy food fought its way up into his throat and he forced it back,
making him feel even worse. Pulling his face free from the wet warm cloak,
he threw his head back and breathed deep, wiping his face dry with the black
fabric.

They sat in silence for a moment, not speaking. Slowly, he began to practice
deep breathing exercises Jarrack had taught him.  Letting go of his thoughts,
he closed his eyes and focused solely on his breathing, the sound, the
rhythm, counting off the cadence in his mind.

When he opened his eyes again he was somewhat under control, the
trembling stopped, the tears now completely dry and his stomach a dull
throbbing ache as opposed to a raging sea of bile. Barker sat beside him with
his eyes closed as well, the black envelope sitting on the ground.

“What is her name?”

Barker opened his eyes and stared at Vic with a mixture of sympathy and
understanding.  “Fey Mariona.”



“What was she?”

“She worked for Imperial Intelligence,” Barker barely had the words out
when Vic snickered…a dark raspy sound that echoed around them like a
hundred snakes let loose on the floor.

“That figures. She toyed with my heart…guess she’s going to have to die for
that,” Vic said in a cold detached voice. Something dark awoke in him, part
vengeance, part hate and all evil…he recognized it for what it was, and
didn’t fight to suppress it.

Barker’s eyes opened wide.  “Vic you can’t just murder her in cold blood.”

“Don’t give me that! She toyed with my heart and now she’s going to
die...suffering. There are a million ways I can make someone suff...”

“Vic NO! You can’t just…”

But Vic was already waving him off.  “Yeah, yeah Bark, I know.  Guardian
has to offer redemption…he has to go offering them an alternative to taking
a dirt nap.  But you know just like I do Bark, from past experience, these
scumbag Nerfchuckers are all the same- Imperial dirt bags who will either
try to stab you in the back or put a blaster bolt through your face when you
confront them.  She’s no different, she’s just another well trained piece
of…”

“Vic!”

The shout stopped Vic cold. Barkers’ hand was gripping his shirt and the
man’s eyes were boring holes into his soul. Keeping his voice even, Barker
calmly spoke, so he would be understood.

“You’re wrong.”

“What?” Vic was already imagining crushing the Imperial’s throat in his
hands.



Shaking his head, Barker slowly released him and retrieved the envelope.
Unsealing it, he produced a piece of white flimplast. As he read Vic could
tell Barker was trying to keep his own emotions in check.

“Fey Mariona. Imperial Intelligence,” he stopped and locked eyes with Vic,
reciting the rest from memory. “Code Decryption Variables Theory and
Research Department. Requested a transfer to fieldwork for purpose of an
early retirement package…” Barker stopped.  “Vic, she was a desk jockey.”

Vic Palisades sat unmoving.  So many years ago Blacklyst had been his idea,
his brainchild. A way for Raptor Squad to infiltrate the galactic underworld
and clean up a laundry list of crime lords and corrupt officials who ate away
at the moral fabric of the galaxy like an out of control virus.
Then Cyruce Blaac, a man they thought was a lead interrogator for the New
Republic and who turned out to be a double agent for the Empire captured
them, tortured them and turned Vic’s brainchild into a living, killing
nightmare that caused the deaths of thousands of sentients across the galaxy
and left planets full of grieving victims in their wake.
Even now, as he sat there in the dust, with dozens of himself casting
judgmental stares on him, he continued to find victims of Blacklyst- victims
of Vic Palisades.

“Why her Bark?”

The old commander turned the flimplast over in his hands.  The dossier
sported three photos at the top.  The photo in the center was easily
identifiable as Saffire, the sullen, moody demolitions and arson specialist of
Blacklyst.
The two photos bracketing the center were almost identical.
“Fey required practically no physical manipulation to become Khara Doone
Vic. Facial structure, Body type, Sithspit, right down to her hair and
fingernails she is practically the spitting image of Khara Doone. She was
plucked from desk duty on Wroona and coerced into the Blacklyst
program…she had no idea what she was getting into.”

“No, she had to know on some level…she...”

Barker sighed and leaned back, closing his eyes.  “Vic, she’s still firmly in
the grip of the Juhea worm. Doc Bluth told you the K-2 wasn’t foolproof,



that it lessened the Juheas effects but didn’t completely eliminate its hold
over its host. You found that out when you used it on Barley.”

Barkers voice trailed off at the mention of the first test subject Vic used the
K-2 on.  The Blacklyst imposter remembered who he was after a massive
does of the serum…then went insane and wound up getting killed.

“She’s an innocent Vic,” Barker continued, “her dossier paints a bleak
picture.  No family, mother died at birth, father died of a drinking problem
when she was in her teens, no real friends to speak of, unless you count a
failed relationship right out of college that lasted all of three weeks. Her
work was her life, and she was just looking for a way to get out and see the
galaxy. Cripes Vic, she used to work volunteer in a the local library reading
to kids before she got recruited for Blacklyst.”

“She’s innocent.  She just…she’s …kids?”

Nodding Barker stood and offered him a hand.  Vic took it and once on his
feet didn’t let go.  “I’m sorry Bark, I’m sorry I…”

Barker shook his head. “No Brother, I’m sorry.  When I commed your ship
and LEGION filled me in on what you two…” Barker stopped and embraced
Vic, patting him on the back.  “I wish I could have been here sooner my
friend.”

Emptiness filled Vic inside and he solemnly nodded.  “I just thought,
everything seemed to…” he stopped and fought back more tears.  “I would
have bet my life it was her Bark.”

Barker didn’t try to hide the remorse in his eyes.  “You did my friend, you
did.”

“Hey!  What did you have to buy tickets to use the can?” She asked as he
exited the tent and stepped into the cool night air.  He’d dried his face as
much as he could and took a deep breath to clear his throat and calm
himself. The breeze helped, cooling his face and clearing his nostrils of the
dust and stale canvas smell.



He managed a smile, and even tried to allow it to reach his eyes.  “You
would think!  I think all of this carnival food was designed to uh, keep the
refresher makers in business,” he chuckled at his own lame joke and it came
out sounding hollow and false.

Fey Meriona-Khara Doone gave him a curious glance and peered up towards
his eyes.  “Baby, your eyes are all bloodshot! What happened in there?”

Vic waved her off and instead forced himself to grip her hand as he began
walking. ‘Nothing…I just…I thought about the things you said earlier and it
just really meant a lot to me…it really touched me.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet. See, I knew you big rugged types were just softies!”
she leaned against him and the smell of Dandelions hit him again, and this
time made his head swim.

“Hey, how about that walk on the beach, I could use some air!” he offered.

“Yeah, this place has gotten kinda old. It’s a beautiful night for a stroll,” she
replied, kissing his cheek and dragging him off towards the end of the
boardwalk.

They walked in silence for the better part of an hour. The boardwalk ended
with little fanfare and they deposited their shoes in the shopping bag,
walking hand in hand along the pristine white sand beach.  The moons were
riding high in the sky now and casting a bright blue glow over the crashing
oceans waves and scattering of islands set far off the coastline.
The beach was practically deserted and Vic let his eyes wander off to his
right, at the twinkling lights of the midway that seemed to get smaller and
smaller with each step. Eventually a large steep cliff rose from the ground
and reached into the sky, eliminating all but the faintest orange glow from
the carnival rides.

Beside him, “Khara” kicked sand up in small puffs with her toes, smiling at
the occasional crab that would be uprooted, sent scurrying for a new hiding
spot.



“I used to walk along the beach on Wroona and they would do the same
things there.  Do you think they are all the same? Like, across the galaxy
they all have the same reaction when you disturb them?”

Vic grunted and shrugged, throwing a glance her way.  She was still smiling
at a small crab that was skittering away.

“It’s a really beautiful night you know. Sometimes we get so caught up in
our lives and everything we kinda forget, you know?  Thanks for taking me
out tonight,” she leaned over and kissed his cheek.

“It’s nothing…I needed to get some air and you know...” he trailed off.
Almost fifteen meters away a wide wooden dock stretched from the cliff off
to the right and out to the ocean.  Large wooden legs elevated it five meters
into the air; they would have to cross beneath it to continue down the beach.
Off in the distance the sounds of the carnival drifted along the breeze, barely
audible above the crashing of the waves.

She pulled her hand away and linked her arm through his, pulling him close.
“I’ve had a wonderful time this past few weeks.  When we were in
Blacklyst, I didn’t think we would ever be able to spend time like this
together anymore…it always seemed like we were being sent on to one
place or another, running one job or another.  I gave up hope that we would
ever have a shot at a future together…then there you were in your white
armor…you saved me Vic, you gave me my life back.”

Anguish, anger at himself, all of the emotions he didn’t want or need fought
inside him.  Vic Palisades, Master of Disguise and Deceit couldn’t even
keep the pain off of his face.
They passed beneath the tall wooden legs of the dock; bright moonlight
falling through its slats cast them in shadow and light. Mere meters away the
ocean licked at the glistening sand of the coastline.

“Vic, what’s going on, what’s wrong with you?” she turned him towards her
now, her brilliant lavender eyes wide with concern and worry.  He stared
into them looking for malice, deceit, something that would justify him hating
her.  Something that would make what he needed to do easier. He found
nothing.

“I…Kha…” he stammered, feeling like a fool.



“What is it Vic?  You can tell me anything, we’re soul mates, remember? No
matter what is going on, I love you. Please…tell me,” she smiled as his
emotions continued fighting a contained battle inside him.

He turned away from her and stepped back, drawing a deep breath into his
body.  Setting his jaw and putting aside the hate he felt for himself for the
time being he turned back towards her. He had to tell her, it was his
responsibility.

“You’re not my Soul-mate.”

Her smile faltered for a moment but returned even larger. Shadow fell across
her eyes so they glistened in the darkness at him.  “Ha, ha.  I figured with
everything going on you would be too scared to pull a joke like this. Guess
the old Palisades dark humor is still going strong after all these years.”  She
dropped the shopping bag into the sand and held her arms out as if to
embrace him.  He back peddled and kept her at arms distance.

She stopped, her yellow sundress, glowing in the stripes of moonlight that
hit it, blew gently in the breeze. “Vic, jokes over. Come here and give me a
hug.”

Shaking his head he crossed his arms.  “No. It’s no joke.  I…I didn’t go to
the refresher back on the midway…I met Tiberius Barker…he ran your
DNA against the Khara Doone baseline on file at the New Republic
HQ…and it came back negative. I’m…sorry.”

There it was.  He threw it out there and wished he could just melt into the
sand. Wished that Tornia would just open up like a big Sarlaac and devour
him whole. He deserved no less.

But he wasn’t that lucky.

Still holding her arms out, the smile on her face and in her eyes was now
gone, replaced with something part anger and part confusion. He could
certainly relate.

“That’s not frelling funny you hump-thumper. If you think I’m finding any
of this amusing you…”



“It’s not a joke!  You are NOT Khara Doone!” He screamed.  It surprised
him, came from nowhere and caused him to stop short and step back.
She froze, and simply stared at him for a moment. Neither one of them said
anything, the only sound being the distant crashing of waves. Nodding, she
began slowly approaching him. Shadows alternated on her face and he could
see her jaw set, her eyes narrowed like needles.

“Who am I then Vic? You seem to be Mr. Answer man…funny-I was Khara
Doone whenever it suited your primal needs. And how do I know you are
Vic Palisades? How do I know the man who has been using me for the past
two months is really the man I fell in love with?”
Her voice was cold, detached, and he glimpsed her hands balling into fists.

Holding his hands up in a gesture of submission, he forced himself to calm
down, forced himself to remember this woman was an innocent, just a
victim of circumstance. A victim of something HE created.
“Please…calm down.  Look, this just…I acted too fast, I jumped to a
conclusion that…I’m sorry?  Ok?  I’m sorry…let’s go back to the loft…I’ll
get a call out to the New Republic. We can set you up somewhere safe…”

He reached for her hand and she jerked back, surprising him.  Catching him
from the opposite side her open hand slapped him hard across the face,
sending a sharp pain exploding through his cheek and causing him to reel
back slightly.

“Calm down?  How dare you tell ME to calm down!  Frell you nerf
Chucker! Where do you get off thinking you have the RIGHT to tell me to
calm down?!?” she was shaking with rage, and he could see tears now
streaming down her face.

Rubbing at his cheek he circled around her, stumbling slightly in the sand;
he was giving her room but she was staying within arms reach, her narrow
angry eyes boring holes into him. Behind him waves gently lapped at the
beach.

“Look, we can work this out. I, I care about you, I don’t want…”

“FRELL YOU!  I KNOW WHO I AM!” She cried, swinging at him again.
This one he side stepped, an action that took him into the ocean.  The cold



sent shivers up from his feet into his back and stomach, but he barely
noticed.

“You aren’t…you aren’t who you think you are!  You were brainwashed
like the rest of us!  Blaac used you!  You were Imperial Intel!  You were
FEY MARIONA!!!!” he screamed back at her, this time to be heard more
over the waves than out of anger.

Fey Mariona froze at the mention of her name. Her clenched Jaw loosened,
and Vic could see a glimmer of recognition in her eyes. She looked away
from him as if piecing together the fragments that weren’t consumed by the
Juhea.
They stood motionless for almost a minute, waves gently lapping at their
legs. Moonlight glistened from the steady stream of tears that poured from
her eyes and her sundress floated about her like some sort of sea creature.
Finally, she looked back at him, and it chilled his heart.

“You Son of a Bitch.”

He backed up further in the surf. Her eyes were no longer angry, no longer
sad; they were cold, detached, and full of a grim determination.  He’d seen
that look before, and for all of the differences that may have set Khara and
Fey apart, this wasn’t one of them.

“Fey…”

“DON’T CALL ME THAT!” she screamed, advancing. The balled fists
were gone now, replaced by something even deadlier: the loose open hands
of a martial artist.

“Is this what he does now?  She asked, slowly advancing and driving him
further into the surf.

Backing up, Vic kept his hands out to his side. “What? Who?”

She sneered, the water now lapping at their upper calves.  “Who?  You
played me in the bedroom you sick sack of drek. Don’t play me here. Blaac.
Is this what he does now?  He got tired of pushing the buttons in our
heads…so now he’s pushing the buttons you can only get at in the
bedroom?”



“What? No! Cripes, No!  Fe…Kha…Look…No!  I’m not working for…”

He caught the strike before it connected with his neck. She’d moved fast, a
blur, and her knife-edge hand had gone straight for his jugular. He was able
to throw a forearm to intercept it just in time, and pushed off from the blow
and back peddled in the knee-deep water.
She snarled and spun, dipping low and bringing both hands out to her side,
opening up various offensive and defensive opportunities.

“Don’t lie to me any more you piece of trash. He sent you to get me, you
used me for what you wanted, and now I’m being recalled? Right?  Like
some sort of defective landspeeder? I’ll die before I let you take me back to
him. I’ll die before you turn me back into that...that THING again!”

He expected another strike but none came. Instead, they continued to circle
one another in the surf, the bright moonlight casting them both in an almost
ethereal blue glow.

“Please, it doesn’t have to be this way.  I meant all of those things I…” he
stopped, realizing he didn’t know what he meant.  He loved Khara Doone,
would have died for her…but this woman wasn’t her…but he still felt
something for her, something strong.
She struck again, and this time he didn’t see it. Using the uneven sand that
was shifting beneath their feet, she waited till she had solid footing then
snapped off a roundhouse kick, lifting from the water like an apparition.  Her
wet foot caught him square in the mouth, splitting his upper lip wide open
and sending blood spraying into the ocean and across the front of his shirt.
Stars exploded in his eyes and he fought to stay conscious as the harsh iron
taste coated his mouth.
Seeing an opportunity, she closed and fired off several jabs at his ribs. He
blocked several, but one slipped through and connected and he felt
something give in his left side as an audible “snap!” echoed above the
shifting water.

“Gah!” he grit his teeth and bent at his waist, trying to put distance between
them. He snapped off a quick maneuver that caught her off guard, knocking
her into the surf.  She hit with a splash and he stumbled back also landing in
the water. She was on him in a second, scratching and clawing with her
fingers and eyes burning with hate and rage.



Salt water hit his wounds and the fiery pain ignited a burst of intense anger
within him.  Heaving with his might, he pushed her away and back into the
water.  Struggling to his feet, he once again stumbled back away from her.

She emerged from the water slowly, her dark hair falling across her face in
strands. In her right hand something glistened with moonlight; it was a piece
of seashell.  The last protection of some long dead ocean creature now
became an extension of her arm, a weapon that allowed moonlight to dance
along it’s razor sharp edge.  Thin dark rivulets of blood spilled from her
hand, striping the weapons milky pearl surface.

Her eyes, still locked onto his, narrowed while her mouth curled into a snarl.
“All lies. You treated me like a play toy and now you’re done…it doesn’t
even matter who you work for you piece of filth…Blaac, the New Republic,
yourself…you played me like a fool and now you want to get rid of me. I
hope your soul rots for eternity.”

“Fey, you have to remember, please…your life before Blacklyst…you can
have it back…the library, the kids, everything…” he spit a mouthful of
blood and saltwater into the ocean.

“FRELL THAT!” she screamed, holding the makeshift weapon’s point at
him, “Go back to what? More lonely nights?  More holidays spent by myself
cooking dinner for a family I don’t have?!?  Or Working!?!?” She was
trembling now, tears pouring from her eyes, her breath coming in gasps.
“And what do I tell the children when I read to them now Vic?  How I killed
people?  How I set them on fire and watched as they burned down to
blackened bones and their skin turned to ash!?! How I can’t sleep at nights
because I wake up, alone, in cold sweats smelling burnt flesh in my
nostrils!?! IS THAT WHAT I GET TO GO BACK TO!?!”
His heart, what was left of it, throbbed with pain more than any other wound
he’d suffered.

Fey Mariona dropped to her knees and began sobbing. Tears poured from
her face and into the ocean, where they simply became a part of the greater
whole. Dropping his hands, he slowly approached her, moving with
difficulty due to his broken ribs.

“Fey…”



Her attack was a blur.  He didn’t even see the movement until it was too late,
her right hand coming around and the razor sharp point of the shell slicing
cleanly through his wet floral shirt and through a quarter inch of his
abdomen.
He reacted without thinking.  Executing a maneuver he’d done a thousand
times before, a quick, pointed strike at the nerve cluster in her right bicep.  It
would render her arm useless for the next ten minutes and, more
importantly, would cause her to drop the weapon so he could reason with
her.
Ignoring the sharp laceration across his stomach he turned his fingers into
solid striking instruments and jabbed into her arm.

Vic Palisades, one of the most formidable martial artists in the galaxy, a man
who lived and breathed the ways of hand to hand combat, who had perfected
more forms than he could remember, knew something was wrong the second
his fingers made contact with Feys tender flesh.
Driving into her wet skin his fingers missed their target by millimeters, a
mistake that literally made the difference between life and death. The force
of the blow ruptured a major vein in her arm, and he could feel it burst as his
fingertips drove violently into the soft skin he’d caressed only that morning.

Dropping the weapon, Fey’s eyes went wide and she gripped her right arm
in her left hand. A scream of pain and anguish ripped from her lips and she
dropped backwards into the surf.

“NO!” Vic screamed, reaching towards her and pulling her to him. She was
trembling now and he knew she didn’t have long…maybe fifteen to twenty
minutes at most.
Leaning down, her cradled her in his arms and carried her back to the beach.
She still clutched her right arm with her left hand, but the slick ocean water
made it impossible to hold onto and it limply hung lifeless as he took her
beneath the dock and lay her down.
Her shopping bag still lay nearby and he grabbed it, pulling out several pairs
of clothes for her to rest her head on. Eyes still wide, her voice came out a
trembling whisper.

“What…what did…what happened Vic?”

He shook his head, “I’m sorry…I didn’t mean to hurt you, I only wanted to
make you drop…we’re going to get you out of here, I’ll call a Med



Speeder…” he fumbled through his pockets for a com and came up with
nothing.  He glanced out to the ocean where he’d lost his only hope of
rescue.  The nearest help was at Big Top…at least fifteen minutes away if he
ran as fast as he could….Vic Palisades, realizing he simply had no way to
save her, sat helpless.

“Vic…what’s happening?  I feel…I feel cold,” Fey looked up at him with
the eyes he’d grown to love. Soft, innocent eyes filled with worry and
sadness.
Lying next to her, he cradled her against him and gently pulled the hair from
her face.

“It’s ok, it’s all going to be okay. I’m so sorry, for everything. For all I’ve
done, I never meant for any of this to happen.” not for the first time, Vic
Palisades sat, his heart crushed and tears gently dripping from his face and
onto the wet wrinkled yellow sundress.

Her left hand came up and gently caressed the side of his face, wiping away
his tears. “I know Vic. It’s ok…I’m sorry for hurting you.  You were just
trying to …” she shook for a moment, and he held her tight until she
stopped. A small cough escaped her lips and a bit of blood trickled from her
nose.

“It’s ok, just be still,” he leaned down and gently kissed her forehead. She
had massive internal bleeding, there was no way he could stop it.  He
damned himself for even having that knowledge and brushed small grains of
sand from her cheek.

“You know what’s funny?” she gave a weak smile as her face drained of
color.

He shook his head.  “No Beautiful, what?”

She looked into his eyes and smiled.  “I would have still loved you Vic.  I
might not be her, but it wouldn’t have mattered, you know?  I…I still would
have loved you anyway.”

He smiled down at her and tried to breathe.  It did little good so he just
gently rocked her, taking in an occasional gasp when he could. “It would
have been something special,” he managed.



Her voice was a mere whisper now, and he could tell that she only had
moments left. He leaned down, his face beside her so he could hear.

“Can you tell me one time Vic?  Can you tell me you love me for me?”

Nodding he gently pulled his fingers through her wet hair and held her tight.
“I love you Fey. I will always love you, and I swear I’ll never forget you.”

Quietly, she wept, and he could feel her warm tears run along the side of his
face as they lay there listening to the surf lap at the sand.

“I…I…never got to give you your surprise…” she managed. He pulled away
and looked into her eyes. She wasn’t looking at him anymore, wasn’t
looking at anything, her large black pupils merely gazing at something only
she could see.

“What was it Fey? What was my surprise?” he quietly asked between sobs.

Staring into the brilliant twinkling stars that canvassed the Tornia sky, Fey’s
pale lips curled into a gentle loving smile and her left hand, moving from
Vic’s grip slid slowly across the wrinkled sundress to rest atop her stomach.
Her eyes, lucid for the last time, focused on his.

“We…we would have made good parents Vic.”

He felt her last gasp escape her lips and gently brush his cheek as the flame
of life left her eyes forever. Dizziness took him he fell willingly into
unconsciousness, the scent of Dandelions following him into darkness.

EPILOGUE

LEGION finished the final check of the hyperdrive and made a mental note
to check it again in three hundred hours. Stepping up into the main hallway
of Sanctuary, he stopped short when he spotted Guardian, in full armor, exit
his room, known on the ship as the “Inner Sanctum.”



They regarded each other for a moment without speaking. LEGION noticed
Guardian still wore his white and gold helmet… which was unusual when
they were on the ship together.

“Our next stop is going to take us through the heart of Imperial Space, is
Sanctuary ready?” Guardian asked.

LEGION observed that his partners voice sounded more mechanical than his
own.

“It’s ready.  Do you want me to take the first shift?” LEGION asked,
gesturing towards the cockpit.

“I’ve got it,” Guardian replied, turning.  Stopping, LEGION timed a pause
of three point two seconds before Guardian turned back around.

“Thank you again my friend.  I’m sorry.”

LEGION ran through a list of twenty various responses to the sentiment and
disregarded them all.

“So am I Vic,” he said.

Guardian nodded and headed off towards the cockpit. LEGION watched him
go and quietly turned towards the loading ramp to make sure it was secure
before take off.

The cockpit was silent.  All auditory sensors and alarms were muted and the
only sound was the quiet hum of the ships systems warming up.
Seated in the captain’s chair, Vic removed his helmet and sat it beside him.
From the inside of his half-cape he retrieved a small bundle.
Pulling the small blue bear from the white folds he smiled at it and gently
ran a white glove d through the tuft of hair on its head. It stared back at him
with wide black button eyes and a sewn on smile.
Smiling at it, he carefully placed the tiny co-pilot in the corner of the cockpit
window facing him and quietly began to prep Sanctuary for flight.

THE END




