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Consequences
by CourtesyTrefflin

Summary

Every decision has long reaching consequences. When Ahsoka Tano is taken to the future,
she joins Luke Skywalker as he attempts to rescue his friends from Darth Vader. The truth is
as devastating to her as it is to him. Away from the Order and the friends she'd known,
Ahsoka realizes that she may not like the Council, but she'll always be a Jedi at heart.
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Prologue

Chapter Notes

This was written and planned mostly by my sisters, but I did offer my advice, write the
prologue, and edit. :P

~ Amina Gila

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Every action has consequences, only some of which can be understood at the time. And in
certain cases, the consequences might be galactic in proportion. Every action causes a ripple,
some stronger than others. And sometimes, ripples collide, creating disaster and wreaking
havoc on all and sundry.

This is a universal truth. One to which the Jedi are particularly attuned. It is for this reason
that they often spend time meditating to discover which action they should take, which will
cause the least mayhem. Reducing biasing emotions is key, but sometimes, it's not always
possible.

I stand in the center of the Jedi Council room, facing all the masters, a multitude of
conflicting emotions surging through me. I don't know what I want. I don't even know how I
feel right now. Even if the Order wants me to return, I don't think I could do that. Not right
now. Probably not ever. If the Jedi Council didn't even trust me enough to think I was
innocent, how can I be expected to trust myself?

My master, Anakin Skywalker, takes a step closer to me, his blue eyes piercing into me. I
sense his sincere regret when he speaks, "Ahsoka, I am so sorry about everything." He's
silently begging me to believe him, and I do. I know he never wanted any of this to happen.
Unlike the Council, Anakin was convinced of my innocence.

"You have our most humble apologies, little 'Soka," Master Plo tells me softly, "The Council
was wrong to accuse you." I silently take a breath to steady myself. Master Plo was the one
who brought me to the Temple as a child. He was the closest father figure I ever had. He still
thought I was guilty, didn't he? They all did. Everyone except my master and Obi-Wan.

"You have shown such great strength and resilience in your struggle to prove your
innocence," comments Master Tiin.

"This is the true sign of a Jedi Knight," agrees Master Mundi, nodding slightly. A feeling of
bitterness threatens to overcome me, but I push it back. Now they say I was brave, that I acted
like a Jedi Knight. I watch them, disbelief slowly rising. Do they think that if they apologize
it will make everything right?



They don't realize how hard it is to live with the knowledge that everyone I considered my
family were willing to throw me out of the Order and abandon me, instead of helping me like
they should have. In this moment, I'm suddenly grateful that Anakin was my master. No other
master would have done for me what he did.

"This was actually your great trial. Now we see that," explains Master Windu, trying to seem
less cold and aloof than usual. "We understand that the Force works in mysterious ways, and
because of this trial, you have become a greater Jedi than you have otherwise." Oh. So, this is
the Force's fault now? And here I thought that nothing else could have possibly turned
against me.

I look between them, knowing it is not yet the time to speak. They aren't done talking yet. I
reach out to touch the Force gently. I've always been taught to trust in the Force. It was the
Force that guided me when I tried to prove my innocence. I know it didn't betray me. The Jedi
Order did. And that is why I can't rejoin them. If they could do this to me, they could do this
to anyone. I do trust the Force. It's myself that I can't trust anymore.

"Back into the Order you may come," Master Yoda informs me.

"They're asking you back, Ahsoka," Anakin walks towards me, stopping directly in front of
me, "I'm asking you back." He extends his right hand. In it is my string of Padawan beads. I
look up into his hopeful face. He wants me back. I know he does, but I can't… I can't go
back. It's not that easy.

I look down at the beads again. Accepting would be so easy. I just need to reach out and take
them, but something is stopping me. I move my hand slightly towards them and look up into
Anakin's eyes. He's silently encouraging me to do it. This will be hard, much harder than I'd
initially thought. He's stood by me this entire time and now, I'm going to be hurting him
badly.

"I –" I begin, knowing what I must do. My emotions swirl tumultuously. I swallow, as I reach
towards his hand to close it. It kills me to do this, but I don't have any other choice. I'm
almost ready to agree, if only to spare him the pain. Why does this have to be so hard? How
can I do this to him?

I'm so focused on what I feel I must do that I scarcely feel the surge in the Force. It tugs at
me, almost desperately, as though it's trying to tell me something. But what? I pause.
Everything around me is spinning. What's… happening? Distantly, I hear Anakin cry my
name in alarm, but I can't respond. I feel like I'm a million miles away. Soon, the whole world
turns black.

Chapter End Notes
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1 - The Future

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

I'm floating somewhere, lost in the currents of the Force. I struggle to open my eyes, to find
some sort of conscious reality, but the Force keeps me still. Suddenly, I feel like I'm falling. A
quiet groan slips out of me, as I try to pull myself back to the real world. My head is still
spinning. Did I faint?

I open my eyes and see a tree overhead. Uh… what?! I bolt up and look around. I'm in a
forest. Trees surround me on all sides. I cautiously reach out to the Force. Everything feels so
different, so empty. A distinct sadness and darkness seem to be permeating the galaxy. I hear
a rustle somewhere nearby. Maybe I'm not on an uninhabited planet after all. At least there's
life here, even if it's not sentient.

"Who's there?" I call out, my voice slightly shaky. I last remember being in front of the Jedi
Council, ready to refuse to rejoin the Order. So, how did I get here? Is this a vision? Or
something else?

A small, green being suddenly seems to materialize in front of me. Yoda. Master
Yoda. What's going on? He must have jumped down in front of me. He regards me, curiosity
and surprise evident in his gaze.

"What's happening?" I blurt out and begin rambling all the questions in my mind, "Where am
I? Why are you here? Where is here? Why am I not in front of the Council? Where did
everyone go? Where's my master? What –"

"Patience you must have," Yoda interrupts, "Answer everything at once, I cannot."

Embarrassment floods me. Did I hit my head? I can't remember ever talking like that to Yoda
in the past. I sit there silently, waiting for him to explain.

He sighs quietly, "The last thing you remember, you must tell me."

I pause, slightly surprised by his statement, but I answer him anyways. "I was in front of the
Jedi Council, and my master was asking me to rejoin the Order. I was about to refuse when…
I don't know what happened actually."

Yoda nods, almost as though he expected it. "In the future you are."

"What?" I gasp, stunned, "How is that possible, Master Yoda?"

"With the Force, possible anything is," replies the Jedi Master, unperturbed.

"So, where am I?" I query, wondering why the Grandmaster of the Jedi Order is out here on
what appears to be a mostly uninhabited planet.



"On Dagobah, we are," responds Yoda, "In exile I am." Exile?!

"Why?" I frown, completely confused. What could the future possibly bring that would make
Yoda go into exile? What happened? What changed? Did the Separatists manage to win the
Clone Wars?

"Not long after left the Order, you did, formed a Sith Empire was," he explains.

"What?!" Shock and confusion swirl through me. How is that even possible? The Republic
may have been a disaster, but how could it have turned into a Sith Empire?! And what
happened to the rest of the Jedi? Even if the Separatists did win the war, and I don't know
they could have, the Jedi would never have let them do it. They would have stayed to
continue the fight, not surrender. "What happened to the rest of the Jedi?" I demand, "And
my Master?"

Before Yoda has a chance to respond, a shimmering figure materializes beside him. Is that a
ghost? But ghosts aren't real, are they? It takes a moment before his Force signature – and
image – register. No. It can't be. Obi-Wan? He's dead? Shock, denial, and horror flood me.
He's always been like a second master to me, though we were never as close as Anakin and I.
That doesn't stop the wave of pain at seeing him, and this time, I know he's really dead. He
looks so much older than I remember. How long has it been?

"What year is it?" I ask desperately. There's no way it's been long enough for him to have
died of old age; I mean, he looks old, but not that old. He must have been killed like so many
others. How many Jedi are left anyways? Worriedly, I reach into the Force, trying to feel the
other Jedi I knew. I can't feel anyone. They're all gone. Everyone I knew from my time, even
Master Plo. No. This isn't possible. How can they all be dead? How could the Force, the
Republic, anyone, have let it happen?

"It's been twenty-two years since the formation of the Empire," Obi-Wan explains, "It was
formed not long after you left the Order." Oh. I guess that explains why I can't feel the Jedi
anymore. They're gone, probably because they chose to fight against the Empire. Obviously,
no one in the Order would have accepted Sith rule.

"But… what happened to everyone?" I query. Surely some Jedi must have been able to
survive for this long if Yoda did.

"The clones turned on us," Obi-Wan continues, "Very few Jedi survived the initial attacks,
and the remainder were hunted down and killed. Only Yoda is alive." I stare at him in a mute
silence. It's too much to take in all at once. All the Jedi. Dead. Gone. Murdered. How am I
supposed to feel about that? When Obi-Wan realizes that I'm not going to say anything, he
continues, "The Emperor is Darth Sidious, formerly known as Chancellor Palpatine."

"Palpatine?!" I yelp. Shock doesn't even begin to encompass my emotions. "How was the
entire Jedi Order fooled like that?" He met with the Jedi Council on a regular basis. How
could he hide his darkness so well? How could not even one of them have suspected him of
something? Maybe they were suspicious but had no evidence. How could everyone have
been blind enough to let it happen? And most importantly, why did the clones turn on the
Jedi?



"Clouded by the Dark Side everything was," replies Yoda, the first thing he's said in a while.

"Is that all?" I ask hesitantly. I don't think there's anything else which could have gone wrong,
but judging from the litany I already heard, I expect the answer is in the negative. I push back
emotion, deciding to deal with it later and unwilling to ask about Anakin. Carefully, I reach
into the Force for my master, only to feel a void. Unlike the others, I don't feel nothing. He
doesn't exactly feel dead, but somehow, it's almost like he's not here either. It's hard to know
for sure because, if he is still alive, our bond has become very weak compared to what it is in
my time. Perhaps it's because I'm from the past.

"The face of the Empire is Sidious's new apprentice, Darth Vader," says Obi-Wan before I can
figure out why my bond with Anakin feels so strange. I hardly even notice the slight change
in his voice when he says the name. "There are rebels banded together under the Rebel
Alliance who are fighting to restore the Republic."

This has become far too depressing for my liking. I need time to digest the information, so I
change the topic instead. "If you're dead, how are you here?" I query. I've been wondering
since he appeared, but the other questions were more important.

"Qui-Gon learned the technique to retain oneself separate from the Force after death," he
explains, "We can appear as ghostly apparitions like this." Before I have a chance to respond,
his Force ghost suddenly disappears.

A sudden noise from somewhere in the trees catches my attention. I turn to see a figure
approaching. His blonde hair and striking blue eyes look so much like Anakin's. Except for
height, they would be nearly identical. He looks around twenty-two, the same age Anakin
was when I saw him a few minutes – or is it hours? – ago. Just who is he? Why does he look
so much like my master? Where did he come from? What is he doing here? I hold back the
questions buzzing around my mind, waiting for the explanation I know will be coming.

I'm just about to ask something, when the boy starts talking, clearly as confused about my
presence and appearance as I am about his. "Who are you?"

"You look just like Skyguy!" I blurt out and immediately want to facepalm. Way to go,
Ahsoka. I look at Yoda in silent question. What else am I missing? And did I just use my
nickname for Anakin in front of Yoda? I must have hit my head somewhere along the way
here.

"Skyguy?" he repeats, an odd expression on his face, "Who's that?"

"My name is Ahsoka Tano," I tell him, ignoring his question and the embarrassment that
floods through me as he repeats the nickname in front of Yoda. The fewer details I give the
boy, the better. No one would believe I'm from the past.

"I'm Luke Skywalker."

"Skywalker?" I gasp, gaping at him. He has Anakin's last name! I look at Yoda, desperate for
some sort of explanation.



"The son of Anakin Skywalker he is," Yoda informs me.

Son. Anakin had a son. I'd been shocked so many times today, I didn't think anything could
surprise me anymore. I guess I was wrong. I know Anakin has a hard time following rules,
but never in my life would I have dreamed he would actually have a child. What was he even
thinking? I'm certain I know who the mother is. Padme. Everyone knows that they have
feelings for each other, but I didn't think either of them would go so far as having a child.

I'm feeling overwhelmed by all the information I've received over the past few minutes. I
really need some time to sit down and sort it all out.

"How did you get here?" Luke asks me.

"The Force brought me here," I reply, "What are you doing here?"

"I came here to be trained as a Jedi," he answers.

Before I have a chance to comment, a sudden beeping from an overly excited droid draws my
attention elsewhere. Since I clearly haven't had enough shocks for the day, I get another.
Artoo is quickly rolling towards me.

"Artoo?!" I exclaim, "What are you doing here?"

Artoo responds with a series of beeps and whistles I still don't completely understand. The
most I gather is, "How are you here? You deactivated!"

"I don't know how I came to this time, either," I reply, stepping over to the droid and patting
its dome. Artoo starts beeping happily again.

"Wait, you know him?" demands Luke, interrupting the conversation.

"Yes," I reply firmly, "He belonged to my master."

"So, you're a Jedi?" he deduces.

"Yes," I confirm again. At least I was, but considering I was about to leave the Order, I'm not
sure that's the most accurate answer. That's not happening right now for obvious reasons, and
considering I'll have the indefinite future here to sort this out on my own, which is what I
wanted, I might change my mind. Maybe.

I have way too much to think about right now, not only from my time, but also everything
Obi-Wan and Yoda just finished telling me. And now Luke. This is too overwhelming. I need
to –

"I think I'm going to go… mediate," I hastily excuse myself and run into the forest. It's best to
put some distance between myself and them while I try to sort this out. I'm not up to
answering any more questions right now.

When I'm finally out of the sight, I sink onto the ground, emotions threatening to overwhelm
me. I take a few deep breaths, struggling to accept the reality of the situation. Everyone I



know is dead. They're all gone. The only Jedi left alive are Yoda and Luke. And now, myself.

I know it, but I can't accept it. Every single person I used to know is gone. Everyone I knew
at the Temple. Master Plo, who brought me to the Temple, to my family, is dead. He helped
me fit in during those early days when I first came. My first friend there, the first person I
even remember. In many ways, he felt a lot like a father to me. And now he's just… gone. I
don't even think he has a Force ghost like Obi-Wan, or I'm sure he would have appeared.

And Obi-Wan's gone too. At least he can still be around, but it's not the same. I can't help but
remember all the times we fought together. He was almost like a second master to me. And
Anakin. I didn't even get a clear answer as to what happened to him. They both dodged the
question, as though they didn't want to talk about it. What could have happened? Did they
just not want to say that he's dead too? I can't accept this future. I just can't. It's too painful,
full of too much pain and heartbreak.

I know deep inside me that Anakin must be dead, and that's the one thing I have the hardest
time accepting. Anakin, my master, my brother is gone. We've fought together, side by side,
for almost three years. We pulled each other out of countless situations which should have
been impossible.

Three years. Has it really been so short a time? It feels like he's been there my entire life until
right now. And now, he's gone. It's just not right. I can't believe it. I can't, I can't, I can't. I'm
completely and utterly alone in this new world. I curl up on the forest floor, letting my tears
flow freely, crying for all the Jedi who are dead, crying for Luke who probably barely knew
his father, crying for Anakin who is gone, crying for myself for being here without anyone. If
this is the future, I need to change it.

Chapter End Notes
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2 - Training

Chapter Notes

When Ahsoka discovers exactly how undertrained Luke is... Lol.

See the end of the chapter for more notes

A cool afternoon breeze blows through the trees as I sit on a rock watching Luke train with
Yoda. It's been a day since I arrived here, and I'm finally beginning to come to terms with
everything I heard yesterday. I'd spent a long time thinking about why this happened. I've
never heard of time travel actually happening before, so the only conclusion I could reach is
that it has to do with what was happening right before I appeared. I was on the verge of
refusing to rejoin the Order, but obviously, the Force didn't like what was going to happen if I
did. It sent me here to prevent this future from occurring – that is, if I can even go back.
That's not something I'll be pondering right now.

But could I really prevent all this simply by staying in the Order? I shake my head in
confusion. That seems more than a little unlikely. I'll have to do more than just stay. I'll have
to do everything I can to take apart Sidious's plans before they can culminate, but I won't be
able to do it alone. I don't even know what to do.

For as long as I'm here, however long that's going to be, I'll do what I can to aid in the fight
against the Empire. I'll stay with Luke to help and protect him however I can. While I'm here,
I can also find out as much as possible about the rise of the Empire so that once I get back
home, I'll know what to do to prevent this.

Luke is currently doing a handstand, with Yoda balancing on his feet. Luke focuses on a rock
and it slowly levitates off the ground before coming to rest on another one nearby.

When I watch, I can't help but think about the lifetime ago when Yoda was training me. It all
feels so foreign to me now. I don't know what to do. I want to stay in the Order with Anakin,
I really do, but how can I? I understand it now, that the Jedi had become corrupted. I can't
help but think back to what Barriss was saying. She was right, in a way. It doesn't justify her
actions by any means, but she was right that the Jedi are corrupted, and the Republic will fall.

It's difficult to ignore the surge of bitterness and betrayal rising inside of me as I continue to
watch Yoda. I always used to have great respect for him, and to an extent, I still do even now,
but… He's one of the most perceptive Jedi who is strongly attuned to the Force. Why could
he not sense that I was telling the truth when I spoke to the Council in the chamber of
judgement, or at the very least, realize that there was more going than met the eye? Or did he
realize that but was too concerned with the opinion of the Senate? Did any of them even
bother to look at the evidence before just abandoning me? They must not have. If they had,
there's no way they could have done what they did.



Suddenly, Artoo rolls over, beeping frantically, snapping me out of my thoughts.

"What?" I wonder. Distracted, Luke loses his balance and falls onto the ground.

"Concentrate!" Yoda scolds as he hastily leaps clear to avoid being squashed.

I try my best not to burst out laughing right then and there but fail spectacularly. It's certainly
the most amusing sight I've seen since I came to the future. Maybe in a long time. It's hard to
say which is funnier: the expression of near alarm on the Grand Jedi Master's face as he
jumps out of the way with only seconds to spare, or the resemblance of Anakin landing on his
head. Yoda hits me with his stick as I desperately attempt to stifle more laughter.

Artoo rolls further towards us as Luke stands up. From what he's saying, it sounds like
something might have happened to the fighter Luke landed here in. Still trying to suppress
my laughter, I stand up and walk over to the water's edge, along with a worried Luke. Sure
enough, the X-wing he came here in has sunk into the water.

"Oh, no. We'll never get it out now," he groans. I can almost concur with the statement.
Almost. It's definitely bigger than anything I've lifted before, but there's no reason we
couldn't do it together. Besides, I've been in endless impossible situations before, courtesy of
Anakin.

"So certain are you. Always with you it cannot be done. Hear you nothing that I say?"
demands Yoda.

"Master, moving stones around is one thing. This is totally different!" Luke protests. How
long has he been trained, even?

"No! No different! Only different in your mind. You must unlearn what you have learned,"
Yoda instructs. I take a few steps back, giving him room. Luke is the one who needs to do
this. Not me.

"Alright, I'll give it a try," Luke replies in a tone implying that he very much doubts he'll
succeed.

"Try not. Do or do not. There is no try."

Luke closes his eyes and holds a hand in the direction of the fighter. Slowly and shakily, the
X-wing begins to rise out of the water. But before it's fully out, it stops rising, and then sinks
back under the water again. "I can't. It's too big," pants Luke, walking back over to Yoda and
sitting down next to him.

"Size matters not. Look at me. Judge me by my size, do you? Hm?" demands Yoda.

Luke shakes his head in response.

"And well you should not. For my ally is the Force. And a powerful ally it is. Life creates it,
makes it grow," Yoda begins lecturing. As he speaks, I turn towards the fighter. I don't lift
things with the Force frequently, but I certainly know how to. I close my eyes and hold out
my hands towards the X-wing. Focusing, I gradually pull ship out of the swamp. Considering



Luke seems scarcely trained, I'm not surprised I can manage this even though he can't. I carry
the fighter safely away from the swamp before carefully setting it down.

Breaking my focus, I turn to see Luke standing up.

"I don't… I don't believe it," he exclaims finally, gaping at me in complete shock.

"That is why you fail," replies Yoda. Luke just shakes his head in response, seeming
confused.

"Lightsaber instruction, Ahsoka shall give you," Yoda decides, "Now, you should begin." He
wants me to help train Anakin's son? That's… I'm hardly even sure how to react to that.
Considering the circumstances… it's the best repayment I can do for everything Anakin has
done for me. Except there's only one problem.

"But I don't even have my lightsabers anymore," I protest. Hopefully Luke won't ask why
not. There's no way I want to get into the details of how I lost them at the warehouse and
didn't have time to make new ones before time-travelling.

"Use mine you shall," Yoda replies, unphased, withdrawing his lightsaber and holding it out.
I didn't even realize he had it, but I'm not surprised. Even though he is in exile, there's no way
to know what could happen, and he might need it. Hesitantly, I take the weapon, hardly able
to believe I've just been given the lightsaber of the Grandmaster of the Jedi Order. It's a little
small for me, I must admit. After all, it was made for a being that's less than half my size. It
will definitely take some getting used to, though I'm confident I can manage.

I hope that at some point soon, I'll be able to make a new one for myself so it will be a little
less clumsy. Well, if I'm here long enough anyway. Who knows when I'll appear back in my
own time, after all? It could be a long time.

Luke draws his lightsaber, and my eyes immediately widen at the sight of it. It looks just like
Anakin's. No. It is Anakin's. But how in the world did he get it? And what happened to
Anakin? I want to know so badly, but I'm not going to ask. Next, he'd be asking how
I know it's Anakin's, and that would be too complicated to explain. Better just not bring it up.
I have so many questions, I don't want to keep it a secret that I'm from the past, but I want to
gain his trust before getting into all those details.

I ignite the lightsaber, the green blade hissing to life. Luke immediately ignites his blue
lightsaber. I'll give this my best shot. I'm sure he knows how to use a lightsaber well enough
to handle it, and besides we happen to have a special audience. In a second, I lunge at
towards Luke. He quickly, and a little clumsily, blocks the blow.

I make a few more experimental strikes, trying to gauge the form that he uses. It doesn't take
me long to realize that Luke does not, in fact, use any particular form. When Yoda said I
needed to give Luke lightsaber instruction, I didn't realize that he meant starting from the
basics. Well, if it's necessary, then I'll do it. Anything to keep Anakin's son safe. It's what my
master would have wanted.



Even so, I continue the duel slowly, giving Luke time to react and strike back. His power
nearly rivals his father's, but it's not nearly as controlled. He's picking up my moves
surprisingly fast, and I can only raise an eyemarking in approval when he tries the same
move that I made only a minute earlier. Our green and blue blades clash repeatedly before I
increase my efforts, striking more furiously and working around his defenses to disarm him.

Less than a minute later, I twist my lightsaber in a move which Anakin taught me, pulling his
hilt from his hands. I watch as it makes a spectacular aerial journey into the trees.

I take a few steps back, still holding the ignited lightsaber. Is that really all he can do? He
doesn't even seem to know the first form which younglings are taught. At least hardly. "Obi-
Wan, I thought you trained him…?" I can't see him, but I know he's got to be around here
somewhere.

"For a few hours," replies the Force Ghost flatly.

"Oh." That explains it.

I sigh extinguishing the blade. "How did I do?" Luke asks tentatively.

"For someone who hasn't been trained from childhood, extremely good," I reply, "But if you
want to defeat an opponent, you'll have to practice a lot more. Get your lightsaber, and I can
walk you through the beginning katas."

Luke blinks. "What's a kata?"

I gape at him. "Obi-Wan did you really teach him nothing?"

"Hey! I only had a few hours," Obi-Wan protests, voice echoing through the trees, though his
ghost still doesn't materialize.

Rolling my eyes, I look back at Luke. "It's a lightsaber form," I explain patiently. "We don't
have much time here probably, but I can still teach you the basics for combat against other
lightsaber wielders."

"Okay!" Luke grins at me, delight radiating into the Force. He turns towards where his
lightsaber vanished, and I blink at him in confusion as he walks away.

"Master Yoda, did you not teach Luke how to call his lightsaber back through the Force?"

The Jedi Master glares at me, though there's no heat behind it. "Taught him the basics I did,"
he states flatly. "Take him time to use the Force more frequently it will."

Okay… Well then. Luke returns, lightsaber in hand. I ignite my – Yoda's – blade and hold it
before me in the beginning form. "Watch carefully," I instruct. "I want you to copy my
moves. It'll take time," I add, giving him an encouraging smile, as I slip into the flow of the
movements, forcing myself to move slowly so Luke can keep up with what I'm doing. This is
going to take a while.
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3 - Visions

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Two days. It's been two days since I arrived in the future. I wonder exactly how long I'll be
here on Dagobah before I go anywhere else, assuming I actually will, that is. Right now,
we're not far from Yoda's home. Luke is standing on his hands again, and Yoda is standing
some distance away. He apparently learned from yesterday and didn't want to repeat the
mistake. Two cases of equipment slowly rise into the air as Luke concentrates. Seconds later,
Artoo rises off the ground too. I try not to laugh as the droid whistles frantically, not quite
understanding what's happening.

"Concentrate… feel the Force flow. Yes. Good. Calm yes," Yoda speaks. "Through the Force,
things you will see. Other places. The future… the past. Old friends long gone." Like all the
Jedi… A stab of pain shoots through me but I hastily push memories of the Temple out of
mind, reminding myself that this is the future. Yoda has always said that 'always in motion,
the future is'. Things can change. The Jedi don't have to be destroyed. That's probably the
reason I was sent to the future to begin with.

Part of the reason I really want to leave this planet is that when I'm here, there's nothing to
occupy my mind with. Not that it's necessarily a good thing to do, since it won't solve
anything, but thinking about my situation and what's happened here won't help right now. I
need to be distracted, to stay busy with something. That's why I was so happy to help instruct
Luke yesterday. Maybe we can continue today. He made good progress, but he has a long
way to go. He's a fast learner though, which is a plus.

"Han! Leia!" Luke cries suddenly, falling over and losing his hold on the floating objects.

The names have me slightly confused, reminding me again that I know little about the boy.
I've never talked to him much about his life or, really, anything. I find myself suddenly
curious as to what he saw. Assumedly a vision of the future.

"Hmm," scolds Yoda, shaking his head disapprovingly, "Control, control. You must learn
control."

"I saw… I saw a city in the clouds," Luke says.

"Mmm. Friends you have there," Yoda replies.

"They were in pain," Luke adds.

"It is the future you see," Yoda informs him.

"Future?" Luke scrambles to his feet, looking nearly panicked. "Will they die?"

Yoda closes his eyes for a moment. "Difficult to see. Always in motion the future is."



Luke shakes his head. "I've got to go to them." He starts walking away but stops and slowly
turns around when Yoda begins speaking again.

"Decide you must how to serve them best. If you leave now, help them you could. But you
would destroy all for which they have fought and suffered." He nods hesitantly, clearly
struggling with himself. I stand up from where I've been sitting, watching the scene.

"If they're in danger, he – we must go save them," I decide firmly. I may not know them, but
– in the end, it's an easy decision. I just ask myself what Anakin would do, and the answer is
obvious. He would go to rescue his friends, so I'll do likewise.

"To leave now, dangerous it will be. Continue his training, Luke must," warns Yoda. Luke
still looks uncertain, but the conversation is left at that for the time being. I'm not going to
push the matter. After all, they are his friends. It's his decision to make, not mine. All I know
for sure is that if he goes, he won't be alone. I'm coming with him.

**w**

Luke climbs a ladder to load a case into the X-wing. After spending the next several hours
thinking on his options, he concluded there's no way he can stay here any longer. I don't
blame him at all. I wouldn't even have waited this long in such a situation. And the good
thing is that I already have Yoda's lightsaber with me, so I don't have to ask him for it. He
practically told me that I could keep it after I finished helping Luke yesterday.

Yoda, however, is less than pleased with our decision. "Luke! You must complete your
training," he warns, standing a short distance away from the X-wing fighter.

"I can't keep the vision out of my head," replies Luke as he climbs back down the ladder.
"They're my friends. I've got to help them."

"You must not go."

"But Han and Leia will die if I don't," argues Luke.

"You don't know that," says a new voice. Obi-Wan. I turn to see his Force ghost appearing
next to Yoda, regarding Luke with a concerned expression. Luke stops for a moment,
watching him.

"Even Yoda cannot see their fate," Obi-Wan continues.

"But I can help them!" protests Luke, "I feel the Force!"

"And besides," I interject, "I can help him. He's won't be going there alone." Obi-Wan and
Yoda exchange an unreadable glance. I frown, suspicion blooming inside me for a moment.
Why do I get the feeling they're hiding something?

"But you cannot control it, Luke," Obi-Wan cautions him, "This is a dangerous time for you,
when you will be tempted by the Dark Side of the Force. And Ahsoka, it will be extremely
dangerous for you there also. If Vader realizes who you are…" I don't get it. Yes, I'm a Jedi –
or was anyway, but why would it be such a danger if Vader realizes who I am? What's special



about me? My confusion must be evident, but neither of them answer my unspoken
questions. If I'm going to learn enough about this future to help those in my past, I can't stay
on this planet, especially when Obi-Wan and Yoda – who definitely know the answers – are
not forthcoming with information.

"Yes, yes. To Obi-Wan you both listen," speaks up Yoda. Then his gaze turns to Luke again.
"The cave. Remember your failure at the cave."

The statement has me slightly confused, but this time, I choose not to ask.

"But I've learned so much since then," argues Luke, "Master Yoda, I promise to return and
finish what I've begun. You have my word."

"It is you and your abilities the Emperor wants. That is why your friends are made to suffer,"
warns Obi-Wan.

"And that is why I have to go," responds Luke, turning back to his fighter.

"Luke, I don't want to lose you to the Emperor the way I lost Vader," says Obi-Wan finally.
Wait, lost Vader? What am I missing here? So, he knew Vader before he became a Sith Lord?
I suppose he certainly could have, but Obi-Wan was never very close with many people that I
can think of. Who in the world was Vader? There are a million questions I want to ask, but I
get the feeling I won't be getting any answers right now.

"You won't," Luke assures them.

"I'll make sure of it," I add. I'd never let Anakin's son fall to the Dark Side.

"Stopped they must be. On this, all depends. Only a fully trained Jedi Knight with the Force
as his ally will conquer Vader and his Emperor. If you end your training now, if you choose
the quick and easy path, as Vader did, you will become an agent of evil," Yoda continues.

"Patience," adds Obi-Wan, trying to sound convincing.

"And sacrifice Han and Leia?" demands Luke.

"If you honor what they fight for, yes!" responds Yoda. I can sense how much turmoil Luke is
in. They're asking him to sacrifice his friends, just because he might Fall in the process. I
understand why they're concerned, but it's far more likely that we'd be killed than captured,
right? No. Something's not adding up. They're not saying something; I'm missing a large
piece of the puzzle which, if I knew, would answer everything. The longer I'm in the future,
the more questions I seem to get. Hopefully, I can get a few answers soon.

Still, with both Jedi Masters against our departure, I'm beginning to have a few second
thoughts about going, but I'm not letting Luke, who is so undertrained, go all alone. Besides,
I need to get off this planet.

"If you choose to face Vader, you will do it alone," warns Obi-Wan, "I cannot interfere."



"We understand," I reply. He's trying to dissuade us, but I'm certain the risks will be worth it
in the end. The Force is whispering of danger, the tension prickling at me, keeping me on
edge. I don't need to worry. I've taken worse risks during the Clone Wars.

Luke steps back to the X-wing and prepares to climb the ladder again. "Artoo, fire up the
converters," he orders. Artoo whistles a response.

It's only then that I realize we have a tiny problem. Actually no, a big one. There's only room
for one person in the fighter. "Wait," I say, unable to keep the sudden note of worry out of my
voice, "Isn't there only room for one person in there?"

"Er… yes." I can feel a hint of Luke's embarrassment at the realization. Giving the fighter a
closer glance, I realize that it's also rather small for a one-man fighter, neither Luke nor I are
that small, relatively speaking. Oh. Oh no. We both exchange glances, trying to find a
solution to the newest predicament.

"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" I ask finally. Not my favorite solution, but there's no
other choice right now. Otherwise, I'd just have to stay here, which is not happening. The
Force wouldn't be so cruel as to bring me here and leave me trapped on this planet.

"What?"

"I'm going to have to… sit in your lap." I cringe at the thought. He's literally like my nephew.
That's just… strange on so many levels.

"Alright…" he sighs, sounding rather uncomfortable.

"Luke don't give in to hate. That leads to the Dark Side," warns Obi-Wan. Amazing. He's
going to let us get away with this without teasing me. Well, that was always more of an
Anakin thing to do.

Luke nods and begins climbing the ladder to the ship.

"Strong is Vader. Stronger than both of you," cautions Yoda, "Mind what you have learned.
Save you it can."

"I will. And I'll return. I promise," Luke assures them before disappearing into the fighter.
With a final glance back at Obi-Wan and Yoda, and ignoring their disapproving glances, I
climb up the ladder and slide into my "seat" in Luke's lap. This is the weirdest thing I've ever
had to do… The fact that he's technically nearly two decades younger than me isn't making it
any better. I try not to squirm, and for the first time since I came here, I find myself
momentarily glad that Anakin's not here to see. I would never live it down. The fighter is
cramped, and it'll be a very uncomfortable ride. Please let us get there soon.

With both of us finally seated, Artoo closes the cockpit. I decide to take control of the ship
and with a last backward glance, push the buttons. The engines roar to life as we blast off into
the air.



"Where are we going?" I inquire, feeling incredibly uncomfortable, and trying to speak so I
can have something else to occupy my mind with.

"To Bespin," answers Luke.

"Artoo, program the hyperdrive," I command because I have no idea where that is. Shortly
after we've left the green ball of Dagobah behind, the X-wing enters hyperspace, the stars
streaking by in the familiar bluish white blur. Now, it's time to spend the next several hours in
the weirdest position I've ever been in. Ugh!

"So, Obi-Wan used to know this Vader?" I question.

"Yes," replies Luke, "He was his apprentice." Wait, what?

"But that – " Doesn't make any sense at all. The only person he trained was Anakin. And
Anakin would never become a Sith. Unless Obi-Wan trained someone else afterwards…? But
that doesn't make sense either. The Empire formed too soon. Unless he had only begun
training Vader, or perhaps he turned after the formation of the Empire. Something about that
doesn't feel right for some reason. Nothing is making sense. I shake my head with a sigh,
hoping it's not going to explode from all the questions I have.

"What?" queries Luke.

"Nothing," I mutter, shaking my head. I don't know what to say. A heavy silence falls as we
both become lost in our thoughts. I struggle to sort out all of the information I've learned,
none of which is adding up. What am I missing?
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4 - Journey to Cloud City

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

I don't know how long it's been when I decide to ask another question that I've been
wondering. This time, it's one I know I'll get an answer too – an answer that will hopefully
make sense.

"Who are Han and Leia?"

"Close friends. How about I start at the beginning of the story?" he proposes, and when I nod,
he continues. "Three years ago, when I was still living on Tatooine –"

"You lived on Tatooine?!" I interrupt, startled.

"Yes, why?"

"Oh, nothing. I've been there before, a few years back," I shake it off quickly. Luke lived on
Tatooine? How did he end up there? I suppose… after everything happened, Anakin probably
did still have a family there, not that he would have been impressed with the location of
choice, because he's always loathed the planet.

"So, as I was saying, my uncle bought the droids Artoo and Threepio –"

"Wait, how did Threepio end up on Tatooine?" And why did I just say that? Luke has an
uncle. Does that mean Anakin has a brother I've never heard about? I must ask my master
about that if – when I get back home.

"You used to know Threepio?" frowns Luke, sounding confused.

"A friend of mine owned a droid designated C-3PO," I lamely attempt to explain. "Sorry for
all the interruptions. I'll try to be quiet. Please continue the story." The last thing I want is for
him to stop telling me because I can't stay quiet.

"So, when I was cleaning up the droids, Artoo played a recording of Leia – who is the former
princess of Alderaan, Bail Organa's daughter." He had a daughter?! What else happened that I
don't know? "And then insisted that he needed to find his former owner, Obi-Wan Kenobi. He
convinced me to remove his restraining bolt, and later that day, escaped from my home and
went in search of Ben." So, Obi-Wan was living on Tatooine…?

"I managed to find Artoo but got attacked by Tusken Raiders on the way. Ben came to the
rescue, and we went to his hut to wait until it was safe. That's when Artoo – who was
carrying the plans for the Death Star – played the recording of Leia asking for Ben's help."

"Wait, what's that?" I blurt out, then cringe. I've missed two decades of time, so I suppose it's
not surprising I know so little. Still, it makes me feel like a complete idiot when I ask
questions which I'm sure everyone knows the answers to.



"You don't know what the Death Star is?" he exclaims incredulously. From now on, I need to
just try to play along and pretend I know what he's talking about. Uggghh.

"I've been in hiding and haven't really heard any news for a long time," I attempt to reason.
Thankfully, he seems to buy the explanation.

"It was an enormous space station created to keep the galaxy in line – meant to destroy
planets," he answers. "Oh, and the reason Artoo ended up on Tatooine to begin with was
because Leia had sent them out of the ship in an escape pod after it was captured by Vader.
Anyway, Ben asked me to come with him to Alderaan to give the Death Star plans to the
members of the Alliance located there. I didn't want to go because of my uncle and aunt,
but… when I was on the way back home, we ran into a camp of Jawas who had all been
killed."

He pauses for a moment, and when he begins speaking again, I can sense whatever he's about
to tell me is a really hard topic for him. "Then, we realized that those were the same Jawas I
bought the droids from. They'd been killed by the Imperials. I rushed home right away but it
was too late. When I got there, the house had been burned to the ground and my uncle and
aunt were dead."

"I'm sorry," I murmur softly. Which means Anakin's family on Tatooine is probably dead
now. I don't know how big it was, I suppose, so there may be more who are still alive…
Regardless of how many there were, though, this is something else I must make sure doesn't
happen. We fall silent for many long moments – I'm giving him time to gather himself –
before Luke picks up the tale again.

"After that I agreed to go with Ben. We found a pilot to take us there named Han Solo. He
had a Wookie copilot named Chewbacca." Wait, Chewbacca? That very well might be the
same Wookie who I ran into not that long ago when I was kidnapped by the Trandoshans,
even though it feels like a lifetime ago now. This time, I wisely decide not to comment aloud.
Who knows what problems might arise if I mention having known him?

"They took us to Alderaan – only to discover once we got there that it was gone, blown up by
the Death Star."

"They blew up Alderaan?!" I cry, horrified. There's like six billion people there! So many
innocent beings killed needlessly… no wonder the Force brought me to the future.

"Yes… And then we were pulled onto the Death Star in a tractor beam. We managed to sneak
off the ship without being discovered, and Ben went to deactivate it. Meanwhile, we
discovered that Leia was on the Death Star and about to be executed. We went to her rescue
and managed to get her back to the ship. But then I saw Vader and Ben fighting… which was
when Vader killed him…" That really adds to the mystery of who Vader is. If I had any
doubts left that Vader could in some remote possibility be Anakin, they're all gone now. He
would never hurt Obi-Wan. Ever. Okay, so one of the first things I need to do when I get back
home is make sure that Obi-Wan never ever gets another Padawan, no matter who it might
be.



"We barely managed to escape and immediately flew to the Rebel base, although we soon
realized that they were tracking our ship. With the Death Star on its way there, we used the
plans to find a way to destroy it. I and a number of other pilots flew to the Death Star, and
although most of us were shot down, I managed to hit the exhaust port, which caused it to
blow up. Oh, and Han had claimed he was going to leave after getting his money, but he
stayed around and came back to rescue me in the nick of time. If not for him, we may never
have managed to destroy that monstrosity."

"What happened to you after that?" I inquire interestedly. Though he's keeping his voice
fairly casual, I can sense that there's a lot of feelings about this and everything which he
hasn't dealt with.

"I joined the Rebel Alliance," he answers, "And Han stuck around also."

"So, when did you decide to go to Dagobah?" I ask, "And why?"

"Only about a week ago, after the Rebel Base on Hoth was attacked. Ben told me to go find
Yoda to continue my training after that, which is why I went there." Oh, so that explains why
he's such a terrible fighter. He's hardly been trained at all.

We lapse into another brief silence which Luke breaks this time. "How old are you, anyway?"

"Sixteen," I reply.

"Who trained you as a Jedi?" he asks. Oh, nice. Another question that I don't know how to
answer. After all, I can hardly say Anakin. I mean 'your father trained me even though he
died six years before I was born! And no, I'm totally not from a different time period!'

"I –" my thoughts scatter as I scramble to think of something. Nothing sensible is coming to
mind at the moment. "Master Yoda trained me until a few years ago when I was old enough
to become a Padawan," I explain, hoping this explanation is remotely sensible. It's true from
a certain point of view because Yoda did help me when I was still an initiate, even though he
was, by no means, my only teacher.

"So, you lived on Dagobah?"

"Not exactly, but Yoda always stayed there," I reply. Well, at least I should probably
congratulate myself for telling the truth from a certain point of view again. And leaving out
all the most important details, of course.

"Did anyone train you after you became a Padawan?" he inquires.

"Yes," I reply, practically holding my breath. Please don't ask who. Please don't ask who. I
chant over and over in my mind. "I… I think he might be dead now, but I'm not sure." I stare
out at the colors of hyperspace, trying to suppress the surge of emotions at the statement. I
can't let myself think about that. Not right now. A heavy silence falls over us again.

"And… who is Skyguy? You mentioned when I first saw you that I looked like him." Does
this boy ever miss anything? It doesn't seem like it.



"Um… He was… someone I know." I better not give any more information. Seriously. I'm
getting slightly tired of keeping this a secret. There's only so much longer I'll be able to
continue the charade without slipping up.

"Have you helped with the Rebellion at all? Openly?" Luke queries.

"No," I respond. If I had, I should have heard of this Death Star, right? "But I would like to
join."

"I can take you to them after this is over, unless you'd rather come back with me to
Dagobah," he offers.

"I…" I hesitate for a moment. I'm really not sure what I should do. I'm torn between
accompanying Luke, which I really want to do since he's the only person I really know and
doing something that will probably give me more of my much-needed answers. "I don't
know. How about I decide once this is all over?" I suggest.

"Alright," he agrees.

Before long, the ship exits hyperspace, revealing a brownish colored planet in front of us.
"Hope you're ready to face Vader," I remark dryly, gliding the fighter down towards the
landing dock.

I'm anticipating a space attack, but instead we're allowed to land unimpeded. Strange. But
then again, based on what Yoda said about Han and Leia being hurt because of Luke, maybe
they're hoping for us to come here. Perhaps this is some sort of a trap.

Well in that case, we're going to have the advantage of surprise. No one will be expecting
another Jedi to be coming with Luke – especially not one who has far more training. So, the
next step is to spring the trap, like I always did when fighting with Anakin and Obi-Wan.

"Come on, let's get moving," I urge, as the fighter finally comes to a stop. Pushing the hatch
open, I scramble out, leaping to the ground. Finally, out of that awkward position. And when
we return to Dagobah, this time, we'll be taking two fighters. Luke climbs down after me as I
look around, taking in the scenery.

Reddish clouds hang low in the brownish orange tinted sky. A huge city with towering
buildings looms in front of us, though it's not nearly as magnificent as Coruscant. A number
of other spaceships fly about between the buildings, giving it the appearance of a typical
bustling city. The building in front of us, that from the feel of it we need to enter, is quite tall.
The entrance way has a door that looks like a lift door, but only opens from the inside. Well,
that won't be a problem for us.

"Shouldn't there be more security around here?" frowns Luke.

"You would think so, but let's not complain about our good fortune," I advise, heading for the
door.



Reaching out with the Force, I push the door open, revealing a long hall with towering, light
colored walls. There are huge windows throughout the hall, some of them practically from
floor to ceiling. A number of different rooms branch off the hall as well.

I reach out to the Force once more, letting it guide me on which way to go. Darting forwards,
I enter one of the nearest doorways on the left side of the hall, Luke and Artoo close behind.

Chapter End Notes
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5 - Bespin

Chapter Notes

Vader appears... sort of... ;) And sorry (not really) for the cliffhanger! :D

See the end of the chapter for more notes

I feel the approaching Force presences from around the corner moments before I hear the
people coming. Luke and I step back against the wall, while I carefully peak around the
corner to see who's approaching.

Luke pulls out his blaster, and I can't suppress an eye roll. He thinks that is going to be more
useful than a lightsaber? Although I suppose he's not very skilled with it yet so…

Someone dressed in Mandalorian armor steps into view, striding down the hallway. Behind
him follow two other people carrying a long, weird-looking object that vaguely resembles a
person. Two men in white armor – who remind me of clones – are following at the end of the
odd procession. It appears that someone has been carbon frozen, but why would that have
happened? I know in the Citadel mission, Anakin ordered everyone carbon frozen to avoid
detection, but this? What exactly is happening?

"I think one of your friends may have ended up in a carbon-freezing chamber," I whisper to
Luke.

"What?!" he hisses, carefully peering around the corner as the procession continues. "That
must be... Han!" Oh, perfect. More questions. I just hope we can free him before it's too late,
and since there aren't many people in this area, it shouldn't be too difficult.

Once they finally step out of sight around the corner, I sprint down the hallway again in
pursuit, with Luke and Artoo close behind. I get the end of it in time to see the soldiers
vanishing through an entrance behind glass doors. Artoo suddenly beeps behind us, and Luke
motions to the droid to calm down and be quiet.

Just then, as I prepare to dart around the corner, the person in Mandalorian armor steps back
through the doorway and immediately catches sight of us. I withdraw and ignite the
lightsaber from Yoda as he open fires on us with his blaster. As I swing the blade, deflecting
the bolts back at him, Luke uses the opportunity to shoot at him. All of the shots miss. One of
the blaster shots from the figure strikes the wall right next to where I'm standing, blasting a
large gaping black hole in it, from which small flames begin licking out.

Possibly realizing that this is a fight he's never going to win, the Mandalorian takes a final
shot at us before stepping through the door again and lowering his blaster. He's probably
going to get help. I charge down the hall towards the door he disappeared through, but by the



time we arrive, the door has already slammed shut. The metal is thick, which doesn't matter
much in the long run, since the blade will still cut through.

As I prepare to start cutting through it, I suddenly feel and hear people approaching down one
of the side hallways.

"Leia and Chewie are over there," hisses Luke, motioning towards the hall. Turning, I see a
man and an army officer leading a group of white-armored soldiers with two people,
obviously prisoners, between them. One is a Wookie… Chewbacca, who for some strange
reason has the parts of a golden colored droid strapped to his back. And those parts
suspiciously remind me of Threepio. I'm not sure I want to know what happened to the droid
this time. He always seems to attract trouble. The other is a woman, who, strangely enough,
reminds me a lot of Padme. Probably Leia.

The woman turns and catches sight of Luke and I in the hall. "Luke! Luke don't! It's a trap!
It's a trap!" she yells at us. The soldiers in the back whirl around and begin firing on us as the
other officer who was in the front grabs the woman and attempts to drag her after the group.

Deflecting the blaster bolts, I charge them. The two soldiers closest to me are hit by their own
return fire and go down. As the others begin firing at us, the man in the front suddenly draws
his own blaster but shoots the person holding onto Leia. Another one of the soldiers fires at
me, and I deflect it straight back to him. Luke shoots at the remaining one, killing him.

"Follow me, I'll get you out of here," the man orders, urgency obvious in his tone. Who is he
anyway? Wasn't he just keeping them prisoner? Why is he now trying to help them escape?

"What do you think you're doing?" demands Leia, glaring at the man. Her disbelief is obvious
in her voice.

"I'm getting you out of here," he replies, turning, "We must hurry."

She opens her mouth to argue again, but I interject. "Let's hurry. We just need to get going," I
order. The Force is urging us onward. Whatever the problem is, it will have to be sorted out
later.

"I knew all along this had to be a mistake," rambles Threepio from his position on
Chewbacca's back. Leia continues to glare after the man but follows along behind with Luke
and I taking up positions in the rear. I deactivate the lightsaber but keep it in my hand just in
case.

We step into a corridor where a bunch of guards are standing. "See to it that no stormtroopers
follow us, and give me two more blasters," he commands them. I file the word stormtrooper
away for later consideration as the men turn and march away. Their commander steps over to
Chewbacca and begins removing his binding. Luke does the same to Leia and passes her one
of the new blasters.

I have no idea why he's helping us, but all questions will have to wait until later. We need to
hurry and escape. If we're fortunate, maybe we can avoid confronting Vader altogether. That
would be good. I have no desire to face a Sith without Anakin at my side.



The moment Chewbacca is free, however, he lunges at the man with a fierce growl, wrapping
his paws around his neck, strangling him. "Do you think that after what you did to Han we're
going to trust you?" snaps Leia, watching unsympathetically. What?

"What happened to Han?" asks Luke worriedly, looking over at her.

"Lando turned us over to the Empire and allowed them to carbon freeze Han," she explains.
So that explains a little of what happened.

"I… had… no… choice," Lando chokes out, trying to pull free from the furious Wookie.

"You betrayed all of us," growls Chewbacca furiously in Shyriiwook, a language that I
understand to a certain extent.

"What are you doing?" cries Threepio to the Wookie, "Trust him, trust him!" As if trusting
someone who just betrayed you is that simple. I would be struggling as much as they are if I
were in their place.

"Oh, so we understand, don't we, Chewie?" says Leia sarcastically, "He had no choice."

"I'm… just… trying… to… help…" Lando croaks.

"We don't need any of your help," snaps Leia.

"Considering our situation right now," interjects Luke, "I think we could use more help… and
we really need to be getting going."

"H-a-a-a-" Lando attempts to say, his vocal cords too crushed by the paws to properly get out
any words.

"What?" asks Leia.

"It sounds like Han," announces Threepio.

"There's still a chance to save Han. I mean at the East Platform…" Lando gasps.

"Chewie," Leia commands, looking at him. Chewbacca finally releases him and as Lando
attempts to catch his breath, Threepio hastily apologizes.

"I'm terribly sorry about all this. After all, he's only a Wookie."

"I'll lead the way," Lando says finally, having collected himself. He turns and hurries off with
the rest of us close behind. As we're racing down the corridor, Threepio finally spots his old
friend Artoo, who has been out sight this whole time due to his position on Chewbacca's
back.

"Artoo! Artoo! Where have you been?" demands the protocol droid. Artoo beeps in response.
Chewbacca turns to look over his shoulder for a moment, turning Threepio out of his friend's
sight. "Turn around you wooly –!" he begins to rant, but stops as the Wookie turns back
around again.



Artoo beeps again as we continue running down the hall. "Well, at least you're still in one
piece! Look what happened to me!" complains Threepio.

"Why are they taking Han somewhere other than where they were taking you?" I ask as we
enter a turbolift and Lando pushes a button.

"Jabba has a bounty on him for not paying a debt," explains Leia, "The bounty hunter here is
trying to take him back to Tatooine." Oh, so he's in trouble with Jabba? Wonderful. Not.

At long last, the turbolift door opens, and we run outside to the bay that overlooks the East
Landing Platform. But we're already too late. The starship is already taking off into the
cloudy sky, the colors of the sunset glinting off its sides.

Chewbacca lets out a howl and begins firing at the ship, although it's too far out of range
already. If it weren't so far away already, I could probably try doing something using the
Force, but there's no way I can do that anymore. Han is gone.

I suddenly feel a surge of danger the same moment Threepio cries, "Oh no! Chewie, they're
behind you!"

I whirl around, igniting my lightsaber, just as a blaster shot explodes right near Leia. A whole
platoon of stormtroopers is charging around the corner towards us. I deflect the shots while
Luke, Leia, and Chewbacca start shooting back at them.

"Oh dear," frets Threepio as he's nearly struck by a stray blaster shot.

Dodging into the safe range behind me, Lando runs for the turbolift. He motions for the rest
of us to follow, but we're stuck in the battle right now. After a number of the stormtroopers
have gone down, Luke finally dashes over to the turbolift, and Leia and Chewbacca finally
run after. And right on time, too, because I can sense more of the enemy approaching.

Deflecting the last few shots coming our direction, I sprint after them. The door slams barely
in time and as we return to the floor we were on before, I can hear the blaster shots hitting the
closed door below. They're trying and thankfully, failing, to break in.

As we leave the turbolift and take off running again – this time towards the landing platform
where our escape is – a group of stormtroopers moves down another corridor towards us and
open fire. Leia and Chewbacca dart behind a wall to avoid being hit, while taking an
occasional shot at them. This isn't working. We're being rapidly outnumbered, and I can sense
the danger approaching down another one of the halls behind us this time. Another group
comes into view and begins firing at all of us. Great. Now we have stormtroopers shooting at
us from two directions.

"We'll have to split up if we're even going to reach the docking bay!" cries Leia.

That's when the group splits in half practically at random. Luke and I run down a nearby
corridor, deflecting blaster bolts as I go, my only thought being that of escaping. More
stormtroopers than I care to count pursue us. Luke steps behind another corner to avoid being



hit and opens fire at them. I stand nearby to cover him, deflecting blaster bolts. Finally, all of
them are down.

"Now which way do we go?" wonders Luke, looking up and down the corridor, "If we go
back the way we came, we're going to run right into that group of stormtroopers again."

"I'm sure there's another way to the docking bay," I decide, "I'll just try to follow the Force." I
reach into the Force, trying to determine which way we should go now. Just then, I hear
footsteps approaching.

Hoping the Force is leading me in the right direction, I scramble over to the nearest doorway
and step inside. I quickly push a button on the control panel, closing the huge metal door
behind us. At least that way, no one will be getting in here. Suddenly, the sound of other
doors slamming shut echoes throughout the chamber. What is going on? I suppose I could cut
our way out, but why did they suddenly slam by themselves? Unless…

Luke carefully takes a few steps forwards amongst all the steam and pipes in the room. I have
no idea where this place is, but I'm fairly sure it doesn't lead to the docking bay, or anywhere
near it for that matter. We slowly walk further, stopping right below an opening. Suddenly,
the platform that we're standing on begins to rise.

Steam is everywhere in here, making it somewhat difficult to see far, especially since the
room is already rather dark. Other than the steam still being emitted from the pipes, the room
is dead quiet. I recognize the room. It's a carbon freezing chamber. The Force whispers of
danger, and the room itself seems to radiate tenseness. We edge cautiously towards the
nearby staircase and then suddenly, the lights in the room flicker on.

I hastily turn and look around. Is someone else in here? On a walkway not far from us my
eyes fall on a dark clad being, who appears to be a cyborg, standing there silently watching
us. I know who it is without having to be told, even though I've never seen him before. Vader.

Chapter End Notes
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6 - Vader

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Luke stiffens, slipping away his blaster and pulling out his lightsaber. Finally. I take a deep
breath. Honestly, I highly doubt we stand a chance here, not if Vader is really the one who
helped destroy the Jedi. I may be a good fighter, but I'm not a Knight yet. And Luke hardly
has any training at all.

We both approach the dark figure warily. "The Force is with you, young Skywalker, but you
are not a Jedi yet," Vader says, tone as ominous as his appearance. Luke activates his blue
lightsaber in response.

Then, I feel the dark presence brushing against my shielded mind. The action hardly surprises
me, but what does is what follows. My bond with Anakin suddenly flares to life. I knew it. I
knew he was still alive. I would have been – I don't know, excited perhaps? – if the bond
didn't lead me straight to the Sith Lord standing right in front of us.

Shock and denial hit me first. No, this is impossible… it can't be true. There's no way this can
be real. No. But the Force doesn't lie. It is him. But how could such a thing even be possible?
He would never become a Sith! He would never destroy the Jedi, and certainly never kill
Obi-Wan. Or the long list of things about the future that I have yet to discover. I open my
mouth to say something, some sort of denial, maybe, but nothing comes out.

"Time travel?" growls Vader, or Anakin, whomever he is, "That is impossible." He obviously
just realized who I am, as well, and for some reason, I have the feeling that's very bad. The
Force is screaming danger, warning me to run. I can't. I won't leave Luke here alone. I'm
rooted to the spot. Even if I wanted to move, I don't think I could.

"Anything is possible with the Force," I blurt randomly. The news refuses to sink in. How
could any of this possibly happen? It's not possible. It can't be! I can't accept it. I
just can't. Luke glances between both of us, confusion evident. I'll definitely have a lot of
explaining to do once we get out of here. If we get out of here, whispers a voice in the back
of my mind. I can't do anything but stare at Vader, silently begging that this be a nightmare.
The worst nightmare I'd ever had, and that I just wake up… two weeks ago. Or a lifetime
ago. Whenever that was.

"You won't get away this time," Vader snarls in response, the rage in his voice sending
shivers through me. In a swift move, he activates his red lightsaber and lunges at me. The
move and force of the blow catch me off guard, though I manage to block the strike in time. I
feel numb with the shock of it all. It just – it's too much. Everything else, yes, but this could
never have happened. But it did, and I don't know why.

Luke instantly swings his lightsaber at Vader, who easily parries the blow. I back away, with a
pointless wish of ending the fight, but Vader clearly doesn't want me to escape, just like he
promised. Our lightsabers begin clashing furiously, and both Luke and I are on the defensive



in moments. I'm backing up with every movement, hardly taking a single swing at him. This
– this must've been what Anakin felt like on Mortis when I attacked him. Except he's not
being mind-controlled. I almost wish he were.

I want to try to talk to him, to convince him to come back, but… where'd I even start? What
would I even say? Except – "I don't want to fight you, Master." I back farther along the edge
of the carbon freezing pit. Vader swings his lightsaber at me, and I duck. His blade slashes
through a column next to me.

The noise that escapes his vocoder sounds suspiciously like a venomous snarl, and the Dark
Side surges. A sudden powerful Force shove hits me, one which I don't have a chance to
counter. I'm sent flying across the room before smashing into the wall and falling to the floor
in a heap, dazed, head spinning.

Luke at tacks Vader with renewed fury. "You have learned much, young one," Vader remarks
to – to Luke, his son.

"You'll find I'm full of surprises," Luke boasts, and as if to counter that statement, Vader spins
his blade, wrenching Luke's from his hands and sending it clattering to the floor. Losing your
lightsaber so easily to my master's favorite move definitely counts.

Without missing a beat, Vader lunges towards Luke, who dodges out of the way. He's too
close to the stairs though, so he trips over backwards and tumbles to the bottom. Vader leaps
after, lightsaber raised. Luke scrambles to his feet and backs away. With no small amount of
concern, I note that the pit is only inches away from Luke.

"Your destiny lies with me, Skywalker. Obi-Wan knew this to be true."

The words take a moment to register as do the realizations that follow while the room
continues to spin around me. Vader knows Luke's name? Does that mean he knows that he's
his son? Would he still hurt him? Anakin would never do that, but Anakin wouldn't attack me
either. Anakin… the Anakin I knew, would die before hurting me.

"No!" cries Luke, taking another step away from him and promptly falling straight into the
carbon-freezing chamber.

Panic rises within me. I'm not about to let this happen. In a condition to fight or not, I need to
get back over there. Struggling unsteadily to my feet, I call the lightsaber back to my hand
and reignite it before Force leaping across the room, landing not far from Vader, careful to
keep my distance so he won't throw me into the pit after Luke. I do not need to get carbon-
frozen too

"All too easy. Perhaps you are not as strong as the Emperor thought," Vader remarks, turning
and pushing a button to turn on the carbon-freezer just as Luke leaps back out and catches
onto the hoses hanging from the ceiling.

Thankfully, Vader doesn't notice right away because he immediately turns back to me.
Actually, I don't know if that's good or not. As steam begins pouring out of the pit again,
Vader attacks me. I parry his blows, backing away each time. Finally, Luke calls his



lightsaber back into his hands and ignites it. Finding myself being backed into a wall, I leap
into the air, narrowly avoiding the red blade, before landing on Vader's shoulders and
jumping to the ground on his other side.

As Vader spins around, Luke swings his lightsaber at him, giving me a moment to collect
myself. I want – I just want to run. I can't keep fighting my master, Sith or not. I can't. I want
to go back to my own time, where everything will be right again. Where all the Jedi are alive,
the Republic still exists, and I'm with my master, with Anakin, where I belong. I have no idea
how long I'll be here, though, so that's not going to be an option, at least not now.

We have to continue to hold off Vader until there's an opportunity to run where he can't
follow us. We just need to survive long enough. I leap back into the duel, and our lightsaber
clash wildly once more, with me doing most of the fighting.

"Obi-Wan has taught you well. You have controlled your fear. Now release your anger,"
Vader urges Luke. Thankfully, Luke doesn't react, and continues controlling himself. As for
me, the only thing threatening to take control is the overwhelming pain stabbing through me.
I don't think I can go on much longer without breaking down and screaming at him to stop
this madness.

As the fight continues, Vader is slowly but steadily backing away from us. Somehow, I get
the feeling he's leading us somewhere. There's no way we're winning, not when I'm not even
trying, and Luke hardly knows how to fight. This is not good.

"Only your hatred can destroy me," Vader prompts our lightsabers continue clashing. I am
struggling my hardest to ignore my overwhelming emotions, not to let them take control,
because if they do, I know I'll be dead. Vader continues backing up, and then suddenly, steps
off the outer edge of pipes, and falls out of sight.

Luke deactivates his lightsaber and steps over to the stairs. "Luke, I think we should leave," I
warn, deactivating my own blade. I really want to talk to Vader, but it doesn't seem like that
will work. Not right now. Clearly, he's furious at me for something, and until I figure out
what, I can't confront him properly. I know I was going to leave the Order – probably did in
this timeline – but I don't see how that warrants a death sentence.

"We might never get another chance," Luke insists, stepping down. Another chance for what?
To be defeated or killed by Vader? Isn't that a good thing?

"We're never going to win the fight, you know," I warn him again, but he's not really listening
to me. I'm beginning to wonder if he even realizes how much Vader is toying with us.
Sighing dramatically, I follow. I cannot keep fighting much longer; I'm exhausted. I hope he
realizes that. I'm almost tempted to just leave, but I can't abandon him here. Even if Vader
doesn't kill him, which I don't think he will, Luke's not going to win the fight.

We both enter a tunnel. It's extremely dark down here with huge floor to ceiling pipes. In
front of us is a metal grate with bars that opens as we step up to it. As we go in, Luke pushes
a switch and lights come on, illuminating the tunnel. I follow him to the other end, sensing
the approaching danger with each step. This is a bad idea, but Luke isn't Anakin, and he



seems completely unconcerned with it. Probing him lightly, the only emotions I sense are
determination and anger.

Just as we step out of the tunnel and into another room which is also dark – and looks like a
control room of some sort – the metal grate on this end of the tunnel slams shut, trapping us
in here. Great. Now we're stuck with an angry Sith Lord who seems intent on killing me.

We walk further into the room, and I glance around as we approach the window. A sudden
noise from behind startles us both, and we spin around igniting our lightsabers in time to see
Vader stepping out of the shadows. His presence is suffocatingly dark, like a black hole in the
Force, and pinpointing his location is extremely hard.

He slowly moves closer to us, red blade hissing to life in his hands. I hear a noise and sense
danger coming from behind, just as a piece of machinery comes detached from the wall and
flies straight at us. I Force shove it to the side seconds before it would have hit me in the
head. Vader lunges towards us again, and Luke quickly parries the blow before I jump to his
defense.

As we continue fighting, Vader telekinetically detaches another piece of equipment and
throws it as us. Luke swings his lightsaber, slicing it in half as it nearly smashes him in the
head. Vader steps back, while keeping his lightsaber ignited, and begins throwing more
random objects at us. I'd be astounded by his raw power and control if it wasn't directed at
me.

I Force throw aside as many of them as I can, but they're coming too quickly, especially when
I'm keeping my lightsaber ignited in one hand just in case. And unfortunately for Luke, he's
not good enough with telekinesis to shove them aside, so he just swings his lightsaber at all
of the pieces that fly at him, ducking if he can. Some of them still end up hitting him anyway.
As the debris continue to sail at us, several of the objects smash through the large window
behind us, and wind begins whipping about the room.

Then a whole barrage begins flying at us, and I'm forced to deactivate my lightsaber in an
attempt to throw them aside. But it's not enough. As the window is shattered entirely, an
extremely strong wind starts blowing through the room, and somehow, a vacuum is created,
sucking everything out of the room. I struggle to keep hold on something, anything, but fail.
The next thing that registers is that Luke and I fall out the window and land hard on a surface
a distance below as Vader remains standing unmoving in the center of the room.
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7 - Escaping

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

I manage to catch a grip on the railing outside and pull myself up. As soon as I'm safe, I reach
back to help Luke up after me. Seriously, if we would have left, this could have been avoided.
Now I don't know how we're ever going to get back to the Falcon in time. In fact, it might be
a better idea if they'd leave rather than waiting for us to attempt to get back inside the
building and then fight our way there. I am going to have a serious talk with Luke once we
get out of here. If we get out of here. Because I'm beginning to have great doubts.

We pause for a moment to collect ourselves before standing up. "If he's too close by, there's
not going to be any way of escape," I remark, glancing around. The only thing on either side
of the structure we're standing on is a bottomless shaft. Otherwise, our only escape would be
the doorway nearby, leading to a similar type of place we just came out of.

"We're not here to escape. We're here to defeat him."

"Well, we haven't been having any such luck so far," I nearly snap, about ready to lose
control. There's nothing I can do to stop the agony slowly tearing me apart. I can't hurt my
master. I can't. But if I don't, he'll kill me. He already proved as much.

Luke bravely sets off towards the door although I can clearly see his fear. He's not sure we
can defeat Vader, but he's going to try anyway. Hesitantly, I follow. I know this is the only
hope we have in getting back to the Falcon or even our X-wing fighter, for that matter. I'd
much rather have to sit in Luke's lap again than stay here even a fraction of a second longer. I
cautiously peer around the corner, and seeing nothing, step inside with Luke close behind.

Danger suddenly screams through the Force and I activate my lightsaber just as Vader's blade
swings towards us. I didn't even register him standing there until now, not that it's surprising.
Luke hastily activates his as well and joins the fight.

From the intensity at which Vader's swinging his lightsaber now, I'm pretty sure he's done
playing. He quickly forces both of us onto the defensive, and soon we've backed out of the
structure all together, and we're on the relatively narrow reactor shaft that's over nothing but a
very long fall into oblivion. Sparks fly as an occasional stray lightsaber blow strikes the
railing.

He throws a sudden powerful Force-shove my direction, that sends me flying backwards. I
drop my lightsaber somewhere during the flight. Panic surges through me, and I barely
manage to catch onto the edge of the railing at the end. If I hadn't, I'd be falling down the
shaft right below me now. Maybe… maybe it's a good thing I'm all the way out here. At least
I won't have to fight anymore.

The same moment, he knocks Luke off balance, who falls onto the ground. Vader holds his
lightsaber only a foot away from him. "You are beaten. It is useless to resist."



With a bit more clamoring, I finally manage to drag myself back onto the shaft in a position
that I won't fall from. There's no way I'll be able to intervene, though, without risking being
thrown right off the shaft. Considering it seemed like that's exactly what he was going for,
he'll probably try again if I get close enough.

Luke edges along the ground away from the lightsaber. The moment he's far enough, he
swings his lightsaber into Vader's before scrambling back to his feet. A few seconds – and
swings later – Luke hits Vader on the shoulder with his lightsaber, which only serves to
increase the intensity of the battle. Clearly, he's had more than enough playing. Please don't
kill Luke.

Luke hastily backs up further onto the last part of the shaft, the same part that I'm on now. A
stray swing of Vader's lightsaber cuts through some part of the complex and sends it flying.
Luke attempts to parry the next blow, but Vader swings higher, cutting off his hand. My eyes
widen in horror. It's not that I haven't seen people lose hands before, but it's just… this
is Anakin doing this to his own son. Never ever could I have guessed he'd fall this far.

Luke screams, barely managing to keep his hold on the railing with his other hand. He slowly
begins backing down the ledge that leads to where I'm holding on.

"There is no escape," says Vader, "Don't make me destroy you. You do not yet realize your
importance. You have only begun to discover your power. Join me and I will complete your
training. With our combined strength, we can end this destructive conflict and bring order to
the galaxy."

I know he's looking at me even though I can't see his eyes. It's as though it's boring through
me. "Ahsoka, you do not need to fight me. Join me. We have fought together in the past, and
we can do so again in the future." There's something almost entreating in his voice, and if he
wasn't the Sith Lord I see before me, asking me to help him dominate the galaxy, I would join
him in a heartbeat.

"I will never help enslave the galaxy to a dictator," I return confidently, staring at where his
eyes are without fear. "The Anakin I knew would never have asked such a thing from me."

"The Anakin you knew is dead," he snarls, anger flaring out into the Force. His focus turns
back to his son, and I suspect he is willing to consider me expendable, not a pleasant thought
to be sure. "Luke, it is not too late. You can still join me, and I will let her go."

Vader deactivates his lightsaber as Luke reaches the same thing I'm holding onto. Reaching
over to him while carefully holding on myself, I help him onto the edge of the complex. Now
what are we going to do? There is no escape. Except by falling maybe. I glance down. There
may be something we could catch onto down there, but then what? It's not like we'd be
escaping from there either. Vader would find us before Leia, and we wouldn't be any better
off. If we survived the fall, that is.

"I'll never join you!" yells Luke.

"If you only knew the power of the Dark Side. Obi-Wan never told you what happened to
your father." I know where he's going with this conversation. He's going to tell him the truth.



The truth Obi-Wan and Yoda never did. If only I'd had a chance to tell him earlier.

"He told me enough!" shouts Luke, "It was you who killed him." Oh, if only you knew.

"No. I am your father."

Luke stares at him in shock and then shakes his head in denial. "No. No. That's not true!
That's impossible!"

"Search your feelings. You know it to be true."

"No!" screams Luke.

"Luke. You can destroy the Emperor. He has foreseen this. It is your destiny. Join me, and
together we can rule the galaxy as father and son. Come with me. It's the only way," Vader
urges him.

I glance down the shaft behind us, then exchange a look with Luke. There's only one more
thing we can do. It's our only hope now. The only chance of escape. Even if Vader's anger at
me has momentarily decreased, it won't last. Luke obviously knows what I'm thinking. My
gaze turns back to my master for what I hope won't be the last time. I don't want to do this,
but I know there's no choice. Luke and I let go simultaneously, my grip instantly shifting to
him, so we don't lose each other in the fall. Then we're falling. And falling. And falling.

A strange feeling of deja vu washes over me. It almost reminds me of back when I was
running, trying to escape my master and the clones. When he managed to find me. I
remember the nearly desperate expression on his face as he asked me to come back, to stop
fighting, but I refused. I wonder what would have happened if I'd listened. Would it still have
gone the same? But then the clones caught up, and I jumped onto ship far below, where they
couldn't reach me.

Anakin – Vader reaches through our bond briefly. "You left me. Again." The pure rage in his
voice is enough to make me shiver, but there's nothing else I could do. If I'd stayed a second
longer, he would have killed me. He was going to unless Luke stopped him. And – and in that
moment, I was too scared of him to stay.

I suddenly feel us being sucked into an exhaust pipe along the side of the never-ending shaft.
At long last, I finally manage to catch myself, and Luke lands next to me. Ignoring the
spinning in my head from such a long fall, I manage to sit up. Luke struggles into a sitting
position as well.

Suddenly, the grill below us falls open and we both go tumbling again – this time straight
onto some pipes hanging in the middle of the air over nothing at all. Great. I manage to grab
ahold of them, and then help Luke get a good grip as well, which is hard for him considering
that he only has one hand, plus being in terrible pain.

"Ahsoka…" Luke moans.



"Try calling Leia or someone through the Force," I advise. It's our only hope, and I'm not
even sure it will work. Otherwise, we'll be stranded here forever and die, or wait until Vader
picks us up, which I'm sure he will. Neither option sounds pleasant. Next to me, I can feel
Luke reaching out with the Force, trying to contact her.

I struggle to keep my grip on the pipes, using the Force to maintain my balance. With one
hand, I hold onto Luke, just to ensure he won't fall since he's at a severe disadvantage.

Moments later, though it feels more like an eternity, I spot a light moving closer to us in the
darkening sky. As it zooms closer, I can tell that it's the Falcon. Honestly, I'm surprised it
worked. If Leia's not Force-sensitive, it shouldn't be possible. It flies closer, and once it's
within range, the hatch on top opens, and we both let go and fall through.

Speeding up my drop, I land first. Hurriedly, I stand up and turn back to Luke, slowing his
fall right before he lands. Lando helps both of us in through the hatch just as I catch sight of
three approaching TIE-fighters, which have already begun firing on the ship. I should have
expected our escape was still far from over. As the ship rocks from the fire, Lando scrambles
back to the cockpit. Luke follows, half-supported by me.

Leia jumps up and crushes him in a hug as he steps in. "Oh, Leia," he murmurs.

"You're back," barks Chewbacca happily.

"All right Chewie, let's go," advises Lando, sitting down in the pilot seat.

"We better get him medical attention," I remind Leia. She nods, and we both help him out of
the cockpit, taking him into another room on the ship where there is a medical droid and cot.
He lays down on it, and Leia has the droid begin tending to his injury.

Deciding that I'd probably be of better use elsewhere, I leave the room to return to the cockpit
in case there's anything I can do to help. Apparently, Leia has the same idea. I want to stay
with Luke, the only person who has some idea what I'm feeling now, but we need to get out
of here.

"We'll be back," she tells Luke before hurrying after me.

The ship is rocking from the laser fire as we both arrive. Lights are flashing on the control
panels, and Lando and Chewie are desperately trying to keep the ship under control while
firing back at the TIE fighters at the same time. Suddenly, another ship appears on the
scanner.

"Star Destroyer," I observe. I have the feeling that that's Vader pursuing us. Just what we
need. Not.

"All right, Chewie. Ready for light speed," says Lando nervously.

"If your people fixed the hyperdrive," replies Leia. There's another explosion and then a
green light flashes on panel next to her

"All the coordinates are set. It's now or never," Leia declares.



"Exactly," agrees Chewbacca.

"Punch it!" commands Lando. With a shrug, Chewbacca pulls the lever. And of course,
because this is exactly what we need, nothing happens. The Wookie howls in rage.

"They told me they fixed it!" protests Lando frantically, "I trusted them to fix it. It's not my
fault!" Chewbacca just growls angrily in response, before rising to his feet and storming out
of the cockpit, glaring murderously at Lando. I hurry after him. Maybe there's something I
can do.

I follow him into another room of the Falcon where Artoo is busy assembling Threepio. He
now has one leg attached, and in much better shape than he was when I last saw him. Chewie
and I hurry over to the hyperdrive and immediately get to work trying to fix it, ignoring the
droids squabbling in the background. I can't really see anything wrong with it.

I want nothing more at the moment than to crash on a bed for the next week, but that's not an
option. We can't let Vader catch us, and if we don't move quickly, that's what'll happen. I
want to talk to him, but that won't work right now.

Suddenly, Artoo zooms over and plugs himself into the wall, ignoring Threepio yelling at
him to come back from the other side of the room. Go for it, Artoo! If anyone can fix the
problem, he can. Seconds later, the Falcon zips out into hyperspace, and I breathe a sigh of
relief.
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8 - From the Past
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Complete exhaustion, physical and emotional, overtakes me moments after we're safely in
hyperspace. Leaving the hyperdrive area, I step into another side room on the ship where no
one else is right now. I need to be alone for at least a little while to get myself under control
and have some time to think. I should go check on Luke, but that will wait until I'm ready to
face the barrage of questions I know will be coming.

Sinking to the floor, I bury my head in my hands. How could everything have come to this? I
struggle to accept the mind-numbing truth. He's gone. Anakin, my master, my brother, is
gone. Not gone. Fallen. Is there even anything of the person I knew left?

How could I have been so stupid? How could I have just left him like that? I didn't know it
would hurt him so much, but it should have been obvious. It's obvious now. He always cared
more than he should have, and I'd never paid close enough attention to his feelings. I'm so
sorry, Master. I failed you. I will make up for it. I promise.

The reality crushes me. Everyone's gone. I'm alone. All alone. And there's no one to help. Not
Plo. Not Obi-Wan. Not Yoda. And certainly not Anakin. I'm here, in the future, for who
knows how long, foreseeing everything that was going to happen. Maybe I can change it.
Maybe. I have to try. I can't just sit back and watch this all happen.

Suddenly I hear footsteps approaching. Someone's coming. Chewbacca appears in the
doorway, and growls softly.

"What's wrong?"

"I just – everything," I mumble. Perhaps 'what isn't?' would have been a more correct
response. "How is Luke doing?" I ask hastily, attempting to veer the topic away from myself.
I reluctantly climb to my feet, but I probably should try to get my mind on something else. At
least for now.

"He'll be alright. He'll get a replacement paw as soon as we arrive at the Rebellion,"
responds the Wookie, walking over and wrapping his huge fury arms around me. I hug him
back. It's… unusual, but right now, it seems to make me feel a little better. And it's a reminder
that maybe I'm not as completely alone as I feel. If I tell them the truth, I won't have to share
this burden alone. At least not now.

"You're Ahsoka Tano. How is it that you're still a cub?" he asks, letting go of me.



"How do you that's who I am?" I inquire.

"You smell just like her," he explains. Oh. That was… unexpected.

"That's something I'm sure the others are wondering as well. Perhaps we should go out there,
so I don't have to be repeating this twice," I suggest. I'm still not really in the mood for
having a long conversation with everyone, but obviously I can't avoid it any longer. Besides,
I'd rather get it over with now.

We go into the main hold where all the others are gathered. I'm honestly a little surprised that
Luke's still conscious, and I can tell he has a million questions to ask me. Right now, I'm just
grateful that he doesn't mention any of the things I definitely don't want to talk about in front
of everyone. Hopefully, that will be a conversation we can privately, later. Preferably, much
later.

"Who are you anyway?" questions Leia.

"A new friend of Luke, Ahsoka Tano," I reply. She stares at me, a mixture of shock and
confusion. What? Has she heard of me?

"But you're dead!" she splutters. Oh, nice to know that in twenty years from now I'm going to
be dead. A good thing to add to my list of concerns right now, but for some reason, that
knowledge isn't bothering me as immensely as it should. Maybe my emotions are too messed
up for it to sink in right now. "And how could you look so young? Aren't you, like, thirty-
something? You look like half your age!"

"I know this is hard to believe, but I'm from the past." Just as simple as that.

"What?!" cries Luke. All the others just gape at me in shock. Except Chewie.

"That's impossible!" exclaims Lando.

"The probability of someone time-traveling is approximately one in two million, three
hundred sixty-five thousand, nine hundred seventy-four," protests Threepio, and I'm hardly
sure if he's trying to say it is possible or if he's agreeing with the others that it isn't. Where
does he even get those calculations from anyway?

"The Force brought me to the planet Luke was on," I explain, "But from the past."

"But – but that means…" Luke mutters, before trailing off. I can see the multitude of
questions of his eyes, and I'm grateful he doesn't start asking them right now.

"I don't believe this," frowns Leia skeptically, crossing her arms.

"It's true, Leia," Luke replies. Thankfully, he's standing up for me. "When she appeared on
that planet – she was completely clueless about everything." Hey! "She didn't even know
what the Death Star was."

"Besides, she smells identical to the Ahsoka Tano I met years ago," insists Chewbacca, "Even
a clone of her wouldn't be the same." Good to know.



Leia continues to look doubtful but doesn't object, which means this conversation is about
over.

I can still see the questions in Luke's eyes, but he doesn't speak. A different time.

**w**

I'm still completely exhausted in every way possible. We'll be reaching the Rebellion base
tomorrow. First thing, Luke will be getting a replacement hand, and Lando and Chewie will
be leaving to try and find Han. Strangely enough, they'll be heading to Tatooine. Now,
though, I just need to try to get some sleep.

The next thing I know, I'm not awake, but I'm not quite sleeping, either. It's a vision.
Someone is standing in front of me, someone I've only seen once before in my life, back on
Mortis so long ago. My older self.

I find myself completely speechless at first. Am I dead or alive in this time? Because I've
never heard of live people communicating with each other like this if it's really happening,
although considering this is myself, it may be an exception.

"When are you from?" she speaks first after studying me for a long moment.

Finally, I find my voice. "The Council just asked me to – to rejoin," I explain, shifting
uncomfortably at the mention of that again. I'm still hurt, upset, and feeling betrayed over
that mess, but I know there's no way I can leave Anakin now. Not when he needs me most.
Now that I know, I'll never leave him.

But the Jedi… I'm not ready to rejoin them, not after everything that happened. When they
betrayed me the moment there was even a hint that I could have turned my loyalties against
them, after I'd spent my life dedicated to them, there was no longer any way I could remain in
the Order. But I can't stay with Anakin and also leave the Order. It would never work. We'd
hardly be around each other most of the time with the war going on. But… to just rejoin after
everything they did to me… It's not so simple. I need more time to figure this out.

My older self nods, a look of understanding creeping onto her face, which snaps me out of
my thoughts. "Just remember that the future is always in motion. This future does not have to
happen. The Force brought you here to find out certain things about the future so you could
change it when you return to your own time."

I nod. "I know." To say this interaction is weird would be an understatement. After all, it's my
older self, who knows everything about me, plus much more. And what I could have caused.
We know each other better than anyone else ever could. "How do I know what I need to do?"
I ask.

She pauses before answering. "I can't tell you the changes you need to make. This is
something you have to figure out on your own. The most I can do is direct you to what needs
to change. By showing you some memories." She steps closer to me. "I'll let you see it with
your own eyes." She puts a hand on me – which is weird considering that we're the same
person – and then the scene in front of my eyes changes.



I'm meditating… or at least that's what my older self is doing. I know instinctively as I appear
here that I'm not in control of my body. I'll only be able to watch whatever is about to happen
from the background.

"Ahsoka," a familiar voice speaks in the background. Was that Anakin? My eyes open and I
turn my head, scanning the dark room. No one is there. I must have just been my – our –
imaginations. I want to hear him again badly enough that I'm imagining it. I miss him that
much… which shouldn't be too surprising. Turning back around, I attempt to go back to
meditating.

"Ahsoka," the voice calls my name louder this time. It's definitely Anakin. I've missed him so
much even though it's only been a few days. I want to see him again. I really want to turn
around but my older-self doesn't move.

"Why did you leave?" he asks, sounding so… betrayed, "Where were you when I needed
you?" Yes, at the end of the day, it was the cause of everything. It may not actually have led
to it, but if I'd stayed… I could have prevented his fall. Which is why I should have stayed,
but in this world, I didn't, so I have to bear the consequences. But… I'll really need to think
on this more later. I don't know what to do.

"I made a choice," I hear myself say, "I couldn't stay." I look down at the floor. No, I could
have stayed. I just didn't want to because there was too much going on. With what the Order
did, seeing how corrupted it was… but did that really justify leaving Anakin when he needed
me most? It's not until now I realize he would have been having as difficult a time as I was
coming to terms with it all.

"You were selfish." Anakin's tone is harsher this time, accusing.

"No," my older self insists. It was her this time, not at all me, because I wouldn't say the
same. I know it's true. I left him over my own self-interest, too caught up in my own
emotions to see his.

"You abandoned me! You failed me!" he yells. A red hue begins to illuminate the room from
behind me. "Do you know what I have become?"

Mechanical breathing reaches my ears – Vader's breathing. I already knew it's true, but that
doesn't make seeing him again any easier. "No! No!" I scream, whipping out my lightsabers
and activating them. White blades shoot out the ends. A passing thought flickers through my
mind, wondering when I got white lightsabers, but I'll have to ask later.

I whirl around to see nothing. The red hue is gone and so is my master, not that he was
ever here exactly. We were communicating through the Force. This time my body reacts the
way I really want to. I sink to the floor in despair.

Just then, even though I'm far from ready to continue this, the scene before my eyes changes
completely once more. I'm in a strange place. Vader is standing not far off with his red
lightsaber raised. On the ground is a boy with black hair whom I don't recognize, which isn't
surprising considering he looks quite young and this must be happening many years in the
future from my timeline. Who is he, anyway? I suppose it doesn't really matter.



"Perhaps I was wrong," states Vader, raising his lightsaber higher, preparing to strike.

I step closer, unignited lightsabers in my hands, as electricity crackles in the background. "It
wouldn't be the first time."

Vader turns around to face me, deactivating his lightsaber. "It was foretold that you would be
here. Our long-awaited meeting has come at last."

"I'm glad I gave you something to look forward to."

"We need not be adversaries. The Emperor will show you mercy if you tell me where the
remaining Jedi can be found." He says it in the same tone he did when making the offer to me
back on Cloud City. And if it wasn't for what he was asking, I have no doubt I would have.
Same for my older self.

"There are no Jedi. You and your inquisitors have seen to that!" I retort, bravely stepping
closer to him.

"Perhaps this child will confess what you will not," Vader replies, turning to look down at the
boy on the ground.

"I was beginning to believe I knew who you were behind that mask, but it's impossible," I
retort, "My master could never be as vile as you."

"Anakin Skywalker was weak. I destroyed him." Is that really what he thinks? No. No. It's
not possible. Anakin is still there. I know he is. Or he would have killed me when he had the
chance. Both in this timeline, and on Cloud City. Hope sparks within me. Anakin's not gone.
He's still there somewhere, hidden. Maybe I can bring him back. It's not supposed to be
possible to turn a Sith back, but then again, time travel isn't supposed to be possible either.

"Then I will avenge his death."

"Revenge is not the Jedi way."

"I am no Jedi." The response was definitely unexpected on my part. How much happened
with me in this time period? In a swift move, I ignite my two white lightsabers and lunge
forwards. He reactivated his red blade, and I charge the rest of the way to where he's
standing, leaping into the air and our blades clash.
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9 - Visions
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The battle in the vision continues furiously until I'm thrown off a ledge. After a moment of
recovering myself, I climb back up to see Vader trying to Force-pull something, that I get the
feeling is important, away from the boy. There's another man with him now.

Igniting my lightsabers, I charge him from behind. Vader whirls around at the last moment,
swinging his red lightsaber towards me. I leap through the air over his head, swinging one of
my lightsabers to meet his, and the other one down across his helmet. Vader falls to the
ground, and I land several feet away, lightsabers deactivating as I hit the ground.

I push myself up and turn around to see Vader still kneeling behind me. The boy and the
other person use the temporary distraction to scramble back towards the waiting ship. Vader
raises his head, revealing a crack in his helmet through which I can see a yellow eye.

"Ahsoka! Ahsoka," he calls. He sounds half like Anakin now, his tone somehow
distinctly caring, even though it shouldn't be.

"Anakin?" I exclaim. I pull myself to my feet, staring at my brother. I can feel the sense of
fierce determination in her, even if it's not me. "I won't leave you. Not this time."

He stares back at me for several long moments before his eye narrows and fills with anger
again. "Then you will die," he snarls, activating his lightsaber again. He begins walking
closer to me, but I don't move or react. I just stand there, accepting my death.

"Ahsoka! No!" yells the boy, running back down the ramp of the ship, trying to come for me.
I Force-shove him backwards at the ship before turning back to Vader. Spinning around, I
activate my lightsabers and block his blow from behind. The ship fully closes, and our battle
continues raging.

A sudden explosion draws my eyes to the ceiling. The building is collapsing. On us. Our
lightsabers continue clashing furiously. He's attacking me with the same intensity he was in
the end back on Cloud City, except this time I'm doing a much better job fighting back.

We get trapped in a saberlock. Moments tick by as I struggle to keep his lightsaber from
striking me. Suddenly, there's an explosion as the ceiling above us gives way. I shove him
backwards with my lightsabers and then slam the blades into the floor between us. Instantly,
the floor starts to crumble. I raise my head unflinching from where the cracks spread across
the ground, watching as Vader raises his lightsaber.

Someone yanks me backwards just as Vader swings his lightsaber in what would have been a
killing blow. Simultaneously, the floor caves in, and he falls through the hole.



It's the last thing I see before my older self reappears. I'm back in the vision. Or is it a vision,
considering I think I'm actually still alive? It's hard to say. Maybe it's a communication
through the Force.

"Anakin's still there," I insist. I know it.

She pauses for a long moment, pain clear in her eyes, before replying. "Yes, but your focus is
the past. Not the future." True enough. Even though I don't fully understand what I have to
change, at least I have an idea where to start.

"Why do you have white lightsabers?" I inquire.

"I got the crystals from an Inquisitor and healed them of the Dark Side using the Force, so
they turned white." Interesting. I didn't even know that was possible.

Still, I get the feeling that there's something else I'm missing. "What else do I need to know?"

"I became a Grey Jedi after spending a long time meditating on what to call myself. I realized
that there's a lot the Jedi don't understand. I finally figured out exactly what the vision on
Mortis was telling me. That there was more I wouldn't see if I stayed as a Jedi; our destiny
lies outside of them. And with the time here, maybe you won't have to leave to realize this." I
really don't know what to say to that. After seeing the fight, I shouldn't be surprised to hear
about this, but I definitely never expected it. After all, if I wasn't with the Jedi, where else
would I go?

"What exactly do the Grey Jedi believe?" I question interestedly.

My older self takes a deep breath and then begins to recite.

There is no dark side, nor a light side.

There is only the Force.

I will do what I must to keep the balance.

The balance is what keeps me together.

There is no good without evil,

But evil must not be allowed to flourish.

There is passion, yet peace.

There is serenity, yet emotion.

There is chaos, yet order.

I am the wielder of the flame, the protector of balance.

I am the holder of the torch, lighting the way.



I am the keeper of the flame, soldier of balance.

I am a guardian of balance.

I am a Gray Jedi.

This is all a lot to process. We lapse into silence for a few moments as I think. It's totally
against everything I've been taught my whole life, but there's a part of me that agrees with it,
especially with the latest turn of events. I always knew the Jedi weren't completely right on
some things, but everything that's happening now is just amplifying those feelings. This is
almost beginning to make me wonder if the prophecy of the Chosen One wasn't completely
misinterpreted by everyone.

It's something I'll have to spend a long time meditating on to understand. Right now, though,
we should discuss anything else we have to, since there's no saying how long this meeting
will be able to last. I doubt we can talk forever like this.

"If I'm going to change anything, I need to know exactly how the Empire was formed," I
declare, "Or at least something about what was happening around that time." Anything more
than what I know would be helpful, actually.

"Not long before the Empire was formed, I re-met up with Anakin and ended up searching
for Maul. Palpatine arranged his own kidnapping by General Grievous, and Anakin and Obi-
Wan went to the rescue," she begins to relate, immediately having my full attention.

"Dooku was killed during the fight, and Palpatine, unfortunately, arrived safely on Coruscant.
The war continued even with Dooku's death, however, because Grievous was still alive.
Shortly thereafter, Grievous was located on Utapau, and Obi-Wan was sent to kill him. The
majority of the Council, including Master Yoda, were off of Coruscant as well. I don't know
what exactly happened, but Anakin Fell. After that, Sidious gave the order to the clones to
kill the Jedi."

"And they did it?!" I cry, horrified. How could they? They'd fought alongside the Jedi
for years by then!

"They did," she confirms, visibly hesitating. "I – I don't know how much of this I should
actually tell you. There are some things which would be better for you to learn on your own.
Trust in the Force. It will reveal the truth when it's time."

I nod numbly, seeing the truth of her words, but still wishing that she could tell me
everything. It's obvious that there are some things which she wants to share but feels that
either I'm not ready, or that I need to find out when the time is right. I don't like it, but it is
what it is. My mind is drawn back to what she said about the clones.

Why would they do that? It doesn't make any sense. We've known each other for years. A
stab of anger shoots through me as I mull over the bigger details of what happened. Of
course, Sidious would get Obi-Wan off Coruscant before pulling whatever he had planned.
Without me, Obi-Wan was the only one keeping Anakin there. I just wish I knew exactly why
this all had to happen.



"If Grievous had died earlier, then maybe things would have been different," I muse.

My older self nods. "Possibly. At least it might have made it more difficult for Sidious to
succeed." We look at each other, an idea starting to form in our heads at once. "If you could
eliminate Grievous earlier…"

"I'm just not sure how I could do that. I mean, neither of the times we fought I was strong
enough to defeat him. I can't do it alone." I suppose I could have tried harder, maybe, but my
fighting style doesn't work very well against his. I'm good at the offensive, as is my master,
not defensive.

"You'll figure something out," she assures me.

"Very helpful," I reply sarcastically.

"I've told you all I can. A thousand generations live in you now, but this is your fight," she
responds seriously, ignoring my remark. Somehow, the world in front of me starts
disappearing. "May the Force be with you." It's the last thing I hear before everything fades
out.

My eyes open to reveal the ceiling of a cabin in the Falcon. I'm awake back on the ship now.
Well, I have far too much to think about to be sleeping now, even if it's still the middle of the
night. I begin mentally going over everything that I need to do once I get back to my own
time.

First of all, I need to stay as close as possible to Anakin and try to make sure Obi-Wan is
doing likewise. I don't know how much I'll tell them about this, but I'll worry about it when
the time comes. There's no way to know what all will even happen here, so I'll have to think
about it once I'm at home, since clearly, I'll be returning. I wonder for a moment why I was
sent to the future instead of Obi-Wan. It'd seem like he'd do better at keeping Anakin from
Falling. Then again, he already lost Anakin's trust. I still have it.

I wince when I remember the undercover mission. I'd never seen Anakin so angry, so hurt in
my life. As Vader it's different, maybe almost in a better way. Up until my framing, that was
probably what hurt me the most. It wasn't easy to see someone I cared for so much die, even
though he wasn't really dead, I suppose. I was still able look past my own pain to see
Anakin's. It's something I'll never forget even though I want to.

Shaking the memories out of mind, I recall another thing I really need to do. Eliminate
Grievous, and possibly Dooku too, neither of which are going to be easy.

Suddenly an idea forms in my mind. I really wish there was a way I could find out more
about how Anakin Fell – more than what my older self told me. No one here alive knows…
but there is someone who's not exactly living who might know more.

Slipping out of bed, careful not to disturb the other sleeping occupants of the cabin, I sneak
out of the room and go in search of Artoo and Threepio. Even if no one else can tell me
anything, at least one of them should be able to. Artoo more than likely knows, I suspect,
since Threepio is too talkative to keep secrets properly.



I step into the room the droids were in earlier to see that they're both still there. "Ahsoka!"
exclaims Threepio in surprise, "May I be of assistance?"

"Aren't most beings supposed to be sleeping at this hour?" beeps Artoo.

"I need to talk to you," I inform, "Ask you some stuff about the past… from the timeline I
came from."

"What?" Artoo beeps.

"I'm afraid I can't be of help," objects Threepio sadly, "Since Artoo claims that my memory
was wiped."

"Just don't say anything to anyone about whatever happens here and that will be help
enough," I assure the droid, hoping he'll let me talk to his friend in peace now.

"As you wish, Mistress Ahsoka," Threepio agrees reluctantly before falling silent.

I sit down on the floor next to Artoo. It's weird how my only friend here who I can talk to
freely about everything right now is a droid. They really are more helpful than most people
would imagine.

Taking a deep breath, trying to shake the sudden worried, I ask, "When was the last time you
saw Anakin?"

"Right before he deactivated," comes the prompt reply.

"Can you show me?" I inquire.

"You don't want to see this, Ahsoka," Artoo sounds about as worried as a bunch of beeps
could sound. What happened? If even Artoo is warning me about seeing it, just what
happened? Now this I must see. It's something I need to know, though it will probably hurt.

"Just show me," I urge.

Artoo beeps a reluctant reply before he projects a hologram, and a recording begins to play.

Chapter End Notes
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10 - Mustafar

Chapter Notes
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The sky is cloudy and dark, but it stills appears to be daytime. In the background, I can see
rivers of lava flowing. It reminds me of… Mustafar. I've been there once before. It's the
planet Anakin and I went to one time to save the Force-sensitive children from Bane and the
Sith. It was not at all a fun experience and ended with both of us running for the ship as fast
as we could with the entire building collapsing around us. Not to mention the floor literally
gave way under my feet, and I barely managed to jump out of the way on time.

A Naboo spaceship, Padme's, lands not far away on the landing dock, and she begins
descending the ramp as Anakin walks the other direction from somewhere I can't see. The
sight of him sends a pang stabbing through me. Watching this, I can just something is off
about him, like he's already Fallen or about to. It's more a feeling I get from the Force than
anything else. And for some inexplicable reason, I suddenly have a very bad feeling about
continuing to watch this.

They run to each other. "Padme, I saw your ship," Anakin says as they embrace. Somewhere
in the back of my mind it registers that I haven't seen her since my trial. I try not to think
about it.

"Oh, Anakin!" she exclaims tearfully. Wait, why is she crying? What is going on right now?

"It's all right, you're safe now. What are you doing out here?"

"I was so worried about you. Obi-Wan told me terrible things," cries Padme. Oh. Oh no.

"What things?" demands Anakin.

"He said you have turned to the Dark Side… that you killed younglings," Padme
answers. No. No. No. No! I can't believe this. Somewhere inside I knew it was true, but I can't
believe it. Tears sting my eyes, but I hold them back, unable to look away from the
hologram. Master, what have you done?

"Obi-Wan is trying to turn you against me," he insists.

"He cares about us," she argues.

"Us?" demands Anakin, a dangerous edge in his voice.



"He knows. He wants to help you," she insists. Anakin seems almost amused for a second
and looks away, an expression I don't understand at all. "Anakin, all I want is your love,"
Padme protests.

"Love won't save you, Padme," Anakin argues, "Only my new powers can do that." Save her
from what? I don't understand. This makes no sense. There's something huge I'm missing that
I'm not convinced I'll find the answer to.

"At what cost? You are a good person. Don't do this," she pleads.

"I won't lose you the way I lost my mother! I've become more powerful than any Jedi has
ever dreamed of and I've done it for you. To protect you." So, he's Fell to protect Padme…
although from what exactly I'm not sure. But I think the only reason things went this far is
because at this point everyone has broken his trust or left him. Except Padme maybe.
Even I did. So that's why I was sent here, to see the consequences of my actions. Which
means that whatever terrible things are about to happen – because somehow, I know
something will happen even though I can't stop watching – is going to be my fault.

"Come away with me. Help me raise our child. Leave everything else behind while we still
can," Padme begs frantically trying to make him see reason. Well, that answers who Luke's
mother is, not that I hadn't already guessed.

"Don't you see, we don't have to run away anymore. I have brought peace to the Republic. I
am more powerful than the Chancellor. I can overthrow him, and together you and I can rule
the galaxy. Make things the way we want them to be," Anakin insists. This… this isn't
Anakin. Not the one I know. It's Vader.

"I don't believe what I'm hearing," Padme cries, stepping back from him and shaking her
head, "Obi-Wan was right. You've changed."

"I don't want to hear anymore about Obi-Wan," snaps Anakin, glancing around. He looks
almost worried for some reason. "The Jedi turned against me. Don't you turn against me."
Just what has happened between Anakin and Obi-Wan that he seems so distrusting of him? I
know the undercover mission changed a lot between them, but it was never this bad. At least
not that I know of. Unless he's just afraid. After everything he did, I wouldn't be surprised.

"I don't know you anymore. Anakin, you're breaking my heart. You're going down a path I
can't follow!"

"Because of Obi-Wan?"

"Because of what you've done. What you plan to do. Stop, stop now. Come back. I love you!"
cries Padme. I need to stop watching. Right now. But I can't.

Anakin's gaze turns to something behind Padme. "Liar!" he roars. I flinch at the fury in his
tone.

Padme turns around to see Obi-Wan standing in the doorway of the ship. "No!" she cries.



"You're with him. You brought him here to kill me!" Anakin shouts, rage blinding him.

"No!" she cries again, but he's already too mad to listen. I watch with mounting horror as
Anakin raises his arm and begins to Force-choke her.

"Let her go, Anakin," orders Obi-Wan.

"What have you and she been up to?" he yells in response.

"Let her go!" he orders again, walking down the ship's ramp towards them. Anakin finally
releases Padme, and she falls to the ground, unconscious.

"You turned her against me!" Anakin accuses, glaring at Obi-Wan.

"You have done that yourself!"

"You will not take her from me!" Anakin pulls off his cloak.

"Your anger and lust for power have already done that," retorts Obi-Wan, pulling off his as
well. "You have allowed this Dark Lord to twist your mind until now… you have become the
very thing you swore to destroy." The two start slowly circling each other as he speaks.

"Don't lecture me, Obi-Wan. I see through the lies of the Jedi. I do not fear the Dark Side as
you do," Anakin retorts before stopping and turning to face his back to them. Obi-Wan stops
beside Padme and puts a hand on her. "I have brought peace, justice, freedom, and security to
my new Empire." That's not really what you think.

"Your new Empire?"

"Don't make me kill you."

"Anakin, my allegiance is to the Republic, to democracy!"

"If you're not with me, you're my enemy," he growls.

There is a pause of silence before Obi-Wan speaks again. "Only a Sith deals in absolutes. I
will do what I must." He unclips his lightsaber. Of course. Anakin never started the fight.
Neither with Obi-Wan, nor me. That just makes everything so much worse. We both had the
chance to talk, yet we both chose to fight. It's an obvious indication that Anakin's still there,
even after all this time of being Vader. He never wanted a fight, either time. It just…
happened.

"You will try," snarls Anakin.

Obi-Wan ignites his lightsaber. Anakin draws his own, igniting it as he jumps across the
landing platform towards his former master. Their blue lightsabers begin clashing widely
before they disappear off the hologram, still fighting.

I continue stare, still frozen from shock as the hologram flickers off. I can't think. I can only
sit there, motionless, staring at where the hologram just was only moments ago. "No," I



mumble nonsensically, unable to process anything I'd just seen.

You did this. You made this happen. "No," I insist, although I know it's true. Everything that
happened could have been prevented if I hadn't been so selfish… a lifetime ago. You could
have prevented it. You could have. But you chose not to.

Tears flow endlessly as the reality of the past few days sinks in. Somewhere deep inside, I
know I ought to go back to bed, but I don't have the sense or strength to get up. Curling in on
myself next to Artoo, I cry for everything that could have been, the deaths of everyone I
know, but most of all, Anakin's Fall.

**w**

"Ahsoka?" Someone's calling my name a million miles away.

I slowly open my eyes, confused for a moment as to where I am before everything that
happened before I fell asleep next to Artoo comes rushing back to me. The droid is still
sitting not far from me. Threepio is nowhere to be seen, obviously having gone elsewhere
while I was asleep. Near the doorway of the room stands Luke, his arm still bandaged.

"What's going on?" I ask, sitting up.

"We'll be emerging from hyperspace shortly," he informs, walking towards me.

"Everyone else awake?" I inquire, feeling almost awkward for some reason. Maybe I'm just
afraid of the conversation I know is about to come.

He pauses a moment, glancing at the open doorway behind him. "Yes, but I think we'll have
some time alone for now." That's nice. I mean, not nice. Why am I so worried about this,
anyway? He takes a seat opposite me and pins me with a look. "He trained you after Yoda,
didn't he?"

I don't need to ask what he's talking about. I just nod, letting out a quiet sigh.

"How did you know who he was… on Cloud City?" Luke presses. I can sense an unasked
question in his words. He's wondering if I was lying to him too.

"Our bond. When we sensed each other's Force presence's, it came back, even though it's
been inactive on his part for over two decades," I explain. It's only been inactive for days for
me. Maybe that's why it was so simple. We lapse into silence for a few moments. "I came to
Dagobah only minutes before you saw me. That's why I hardly had an idea what was
happening at the time."

Luke looks across the room, a conflict raging in his eyes. I can understand how he must feel
right now. After all, it's not every day that you discover the father you practically worshiped
is the Sith Lord the entire galaxy – including you – hates. And that everyone was lying to you
about it.

"Why did he Fall – do you know?" he asks finally.



I slowly let out a deep breath, shaking my head. "I have no idea." Or, maybe I do, but I don't
want to say it. We all left him. Every single person he cared about abandoned him, even me.
Is it any surprise he Fell? "He had his… moments, but he was the most caring Jedi I've ever
known. Always watching his friends until the end. He was the best master I could have asked
for." I suck in a shaky breath, trying to suppress the multitude of emotions surging through
me.

I miss him. I really, really do. I know I'd been ready to leave everyone behind, but now, I just
want to be home with my brother.

"Regardless, he's not the person he once was, but I know Anakin's still there." I sound a little
more confident than I feel.

Luke doesn't reply. Silence falls over both of us again, and this time, I hear moving around in
the ship. We probably aren't going to have much longer here.

"Maybe we should rejoin the others?" I suggest, climbing to my feet. Luke hesitates for a
moment before agreeing. Together, we walk out of the room and head for the cockpit to await
the momentary arrival at the Rebellion base.

Chapter End Notes
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11 - The Rebel Alliance
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We've arrived at the Rebel Alliance base – which for now is just a cruiser floating around in
space until they find a better option. I stand in the medbay next to Luke's bed as medical
droid works on replacing his hand. Leia is nearby. Artoo and Threepio are standing by the
large viewport in the room, looking out into space at the other Rebel fighters flying about.

"Luke, we're ready for takeoff," Lando's voice comes through the commlink in Luke's other
hand. Chewbacca and Lando are leaving for Tatooine on the Falcon to go in search of Han.

"Good luck, Lando," replies Luke.

"When we find Jabba the Hutt and that bounty hunter, we'll contact you," Lando informs him.
I still wonder exactly what happened to Boba during that the past twenty years. Not that it's
as important as everything else, but I really find it sad how someone like the child I met so
many years ago could have become someone like the person we know now.

"I'll meet you at the rendezvous point on Tatooine," Luke tells him.

"Princess, we'll find Han, I promise," he assures Leia who smiles in response.

"Chewie, I'll be waiting for you signal," Luke informs him. The Wookie grows a response.

"Take care, you two," cautions Luke.

"May the Force be with you," I add before the call disconnects and Luke sets the commlink
down.

I glance over at the medical droid as it begins pricking the fingers on Luke's new hand. It
looks real, unlike Anakin's mechanical arm back from my time. Technology has certainly
advanced a lot during these past twenty years. At least that's one good thing. Maybe someday
he'll be able to get an arm that looks more real also. With his hand replacement finally
complete, Luke slides off the bed and walks over to Leia, who has moved to stand by the
viewport.

As I watch them, I'm again reminded of my suspicion. Leia looks so much like Padme, it's
just eerie. I can't help but wonder if perhaps they're actually twins. It doesn't sound likely, but
then again, everything I've found out is also next to impossible. I'm guessing even if they're



not, Leia's closely related to Padme in some other way. I haven't had a chance to talk to Leia
much about her past, and besides, I know it's going to be a painful topic for her, but I'll try
sometime to see if I can figure it out.

A tinge of sadness hits me as I realize that Padme's gone too. The last time I saw her was at
my trial, when she was the only person willing to stand up against the entire Senate,
struggling to prove my innocence. Just like so many others, she definitely didn't deserve her
death. Maybe… maybe I'll be able to change everything. I can only hope.

Luke wraps an arm around Leia as I come to join the others at the viewport. Artoo and
Threepio stand beside me. The Falcon suddenly flies into view before turning about and
zooming off into space before disappearing from sight. Before long, they'll be gone into
hyperspace.

Silence hangs in the room for many long moments as we watch the ships flying outside.
Finally, Leia breaks it.

"It's probably time for us to head to that meeting with the Rebel Alliance leaders," she
remarks. Right. They wanted to meet me after Leia informed them of my presence, but she's
leaving it up to me to explain to them that I'm not the Ahsoka Tano they're expecting. At least
she's given them a warning.

"I'll come with you," offers Luke.

He and I have already discussed his training and decided that we aren't going to return to
Dagobah until this whole situation with Han is taken care of. While I'm anxious to have
a talk with Yoda, and Obi-Wan, for that matter, it will have to wait for now. In the meantime,
I'll continue training Luke. How ironic. I'll technically have a padawan even though I'm still a
padawan. Well, was before I was thrown out of the Order. The only question will be
lightsabers. We're going to have to make new ones as soon as possible. Luke needs to be
much more skilled with his lightsaber before we can do anything about Han, and he needs to
be practicing now. Especially since there's no way to know what else will happen before I go
home.

The fact that I'm training him will also mean I'll be able to spend plenty of time around
him… and help him deal with the discovery. It's certainly brought us a lot closer. I think he
sees me as the only one who really understands how he's feeling right now – which I suppose
is true. He's the only one could understand my feelings too, of those that are left alive,
anyway. In some ways, Anakin was just as much a father to me as a brother.

Luke and I haven't had another chance to talk alone about everything since our brief
conversation this morning. We're both still struggling with the truth, but I'm trying to keep
my mind on other things, so it won't overwhelm me again. I need some time to meditate on
everything, maybe after the meeting. Maybe I should start by meditating on being a Grey
Jedi, and then the long list of other stuff I need to think over. After that, I need to have a big
long talk with Luke to try to make him feel better and find his balance.

Leia leads the way through the rebel cruiser to the meeting room while I prepare myself for
their surprise and disbelief. Considering the circumstances, they'll probably be more shocked



than I was when I first came here.

Several people are sitting in the room waiting for us as we enter. My eyes scan over them, to
see if I recognize anyone. Only one looks familiar, and even though she looks much older
than when I last saw her, I still definitely know who she is. Mon Mothma.

"We're here," announces Leia as we take seats.

"So, she is the one who claims to be Ahsoka Tano?" inquires one of the people I don't
recognize.

"Yes," confirms Leia. All eyes focus on me, making me feel rather uncomfortable. This is
already an awkward situation without having to be the center of attention. I do my best to
maintain a sense of calm as I deal with the situation.

"How can you be her when you're only like half the age she is?" questions Mothma.

This will not at all be easy to explain to a bunch of politicians and soldiers, especially not
when the Jedi have been gone for two decades. Bracing myself for reactions of disbelief, I
just get to the point. "The Force brought me here. I'm from the past."

They all gape at me with varying degrees of disbelief and suspicion. "I'm afraid I just can't
believe that," replies one of them.

"It's the truth," Luke speaks up for me, "She appeared on the planet I was on with Master
Yoda. There's no other way she could have gotten there. Besides, he would have known if
there was something suspicious about her that we needed to worry about."

None of them look much more convinced than before. "Time travel is impossible," states
another one of them flatly.

"I know it's hard to believe and sounds completely far-fetched. I didn't believe it was possible
either, but anything is possible with the Force," I reply.

"It's clear the Force transported her there because there's no other way she could have been
there. That planet is uninhabited," Luke points out, "And besides, Chewbacca and Artoo were
able to confirm it as well."

"It's impossible," insists the first one again. Most of the others murmur their agreement. Oh
great. They don't believe me at all.

"I must say that I am inclined to agree with Commander Skywalker, as hard to believe as this
all is," Mothma speaks up finally. I'm grateful that at least someone believes me. Alhough, I
shouldn't find it too surprising that she does, considering that I'm sure she had many dealings
with the Jedi when she was still a Senator.

"Seriously, this is pushing things a little too far, Mothma," objects the other.

"There's no other explanation for it," Luke argues.



"Could we perhaps do something more productive than debate over whether or not I am
Ahsoka?" I sigh finally, tiring of the argument. It's pointless anyway. Those who firmly
believe that it's impossible aren't going to change their minds no matter what, so we probably
should just move on. "Perhaps you can do a DNA test if you must."

"I can call in a medical droid to do it," offers Leia. The others murmur their agreement. She
leaves the room, returning a little later with a droid in tow. "Please perform a DNA
identification test on her," she instructs the droid.

It approaches me. "Your hand please," it requests. I hold out a hand, impatient to get this over
with already. It withdraws some blood before beginning to perform its analysis.

Many long moments tick by before the droid begins to speak, sounding about as confused as
a machine can. "The results do not make sense. Her DNA has an exact match to someone
with the name of Ahsoka Tano, who is much older than her." Thankfully, it doesn't dare
suggest I might be a clone.

Most everyone in the room stare at each other in shock. With the evidence right in front of
them, there's no way they can deny it anymore.

"So now that we have confirmed my identity," I declare, turning back to everyone and cutting
off the droid's continued protests, "For as long as I'm here, I offer to help the Rebel Alliance,
but I need to stay with Luke to continue his Jedi training."

"We are grateful for your help. What time period are you from?" inquires Mothma,

"Near the end of the Clone Wars," I answer, shifting uncomfortably as I'm reminded once
more of what was happening when I came here. It's something I really prefer not to think
about.

"So, I'm assuming that Luke has caught you up on everything about the Empire?" I nod in
confirmation. Everyone else seems too shocked to speak.

Mothma glances around the room. "Unless anyone has any other comments, this meeting is
adjourned." No one speaks. We're finally dismissed and exit the room.

"Maybe we should do a bit of training now," I suggest turning to Luke. Plus, maybe we can
have a talk if he's in the mood for it.

"Sure," he agrees. And perhaps we should start with a class that has to do with mediation. I'm
no great fan of it, but with everything that's happened over the past several days, I think that
would really do both of us a lot of good.

Chapter End Notes
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Bonus Chapter - Vader
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"There is no escape," Vader warns, stepping up to the edge of walkway opposite his son and
Ahsoka. "Don't make me destroy you." But if he's being honest with himself, he knows he
could never do that. He could never kill Luke. "You do not yet realize your importance. You
have only begun to discover your power. Join me, and I will complete your training. With our
combined strength, we can end this destructive conflict and bring order to the galaxy."

Then, he turns to his old Padawan. When he first saw her, he couldn't believe it. He had killed
her himself on Malachor, but that apparently didn't stop the Force from bringing her from the
past. She looks just like she did when she left. She's even dressed the same. At first, that only
fueled his rage; rage that she'd abandoned him, but now that the fight has paused, he finds
himself again remembering how he used to feel towards her… before. "Ahsoka, you do not
need to fight me. Join me. We have fought together in the past, and we can do so again in the
future." The same hope he had on Malachor returns. Maybe, this time, she'll actually listen.

"I will never help enslave the galaxy to a dictator," Ahsoka retorts defiantly, "The Anakin I
knew would never have asked such a thing from me." And just like that, his hope is shattered,
like it was on Malachor. She wants him to be someone he isn't. She refuses to accept him as
he is, and that hurts.

"The Anakin you knew is dead," Vader snarls. Fine. She can continue to refuse
him, reject him. She's not of his blood. His son, on the other hand, has no excuses. He will
not be permitted to leave him. "Luke, it is not too late. You can still join me, and I will let her
go." He extinguishes his lightsaber as Luke finally reaches the end of the walk where Ahsoka
is. She helps him get a grip on the complex next to her.

"I'll never join you!" Luke shouts, glaring back at him.

"If you only knew the power of the Dark Side. Obi-Wan never told you what happened to
your father," Vader intones. He doesn't miss how Ahsoka tenses ever so slightly at his words,
looking at Luke with concern. Curious.

"He told me enough!" Luke yells, "It was you who killed him." Vader clenches his fists as his
anger inflames further. Of course, Kenobi would have fed Luke those lies. He would seek to
turn the boy against his own father after stealing him away. Had Vader known that Padme's
child lived, the current situation would be vastly different.



"No. I am your father."

Luke stares at him in shock before shaking his head in desperate denial. "No," he protests,
"No. That's not true. That's impossible!"

"Search your feelings. You know it to be true." Vader can tell that through his conflict, Luke
has instinctively accepted this truth.

"No!" his son screams.

"Luke. You can destroy the Emperor. He has foreseen this. It is your destiny. Join me and
together we can rule the galaxy as father and son," he urges. "Come with me. It's the only
way."

Luke and Ahsoka glance at each other, but he doesn't think anything of it until they suddenly
let go, allowing themselves to fall down the pit and disappear from sight, leaving him feeling
oddly bereft and alone. Always alone.

"Listen, I would never let anyone hurt you, Ahsoka, never!"

"I am ordering you to put down your lightsaber and come with me now. Trust me."

"I do trust you, but you know as well as I do that no one else will believe me. Anakin, you
have to trust me now."

"Ahsoka, I do trust you."

"I know you do. Wish me luck."

"I'm sorry, Master, but I'm not coming back."

"What about me? I believed in you. I stood by you!"

"I know you believe in me, Anakin, and I'm grateful for that, but this isn't about you."

"Maybe. But I have to sort this out on my own. Without the Council. And without you."

He remembers her walking away that day, leaving him completely alone. And he remembers
how cold she was when she came back, acting as though their friendship had meant nothing
to her.

"We'll have to catch up another time."

It was as if his feelings no longer mattered to her. And he remembers seeing her again on that
fateful day on Malachor.

"Anakin. I won't leave you. Not this time."

But she did. She left him again. She left him alone.

"Then you will die."



Fury boils up, and he lashes out, crushing some of the devices around him, the Force
screaming with his rage and pain. She'll always leave him, like everyone else. Like she did
before. His son's reaction hurt, true, but it was to be expected. It was highly unlikely that he
leap into his father's arms upon hearing the news. They are meant to be together, and Vader
will find him again.

Vader reaches out briefly to his bond with Ahsoka. "You left me. Again," he snarls, before
severing the connection. He doesn't want to listen to her lies or rationalizations. His focus is
Luke. He has to get his son back. Turning, Vader heads back to his ship.

***

Vader lifts Ahsoka's lightsaber, turning it over in his hands. It's the one he found buried in the
snow on that abandoned planet so long ago. And on that planet, the clones of the 501st who
he sent with his sister lay forever. It had been years after the Purge when he'd finally found
their resting place, and until shortly before Malachor, he'd assumed that Ahsoka and Rex
were dead along with all the others.

His Ahsoka, his little sister, is truly dead now, because of him. He ignites the lightsaber,
staring at the humming blue blade, though it's tinged slightly red from his helmet. And for at
least a moment, he allows himself to remember.

How he kept Ahsoka's lightsabers and her padawan braid with him much of the time after she
left the Order. How he eventually changed her lightsaber crystals to blue. How he spent so
long hoping against hope that maybe one day she'd come back. And finally… how he'd found
this lightsaber in the snow on that planet. He'd spent so long keeping it with him, because it
was his last connection to her, he could never have mistaken the design.

And, for once, as he thinks about the day when she walked away from him and the Jedi
Order, he doesn't feel the anger he often does. Just pain… and a mixture of longing, guilt, and
self-loathing.

But now, his Snips is gone forever. Because he killed her.

Padme is gone forever, too, for the same reason.

Obi-Wan betrayed and left him a long time ago.

The only one he has left now is Luke, who is currently out in the galaxy with his rebel
companions.

Then there's young Ahsoka, from the past, who is still out there somewhere. If it wasn't for
their faint – albeit closed off – bond, he could almost let himself believe that her presence on
Bespin was nothing more than a creation of the Force to torment him, if not his own
imagination.

She's probably still with his son, watching over him like he should have been. If he could find
her, find them, there's still a chance that he could persuade them to unite with him. Even if



Ahsoka will never accept the Dark Side, he's certain she'd still jump at the chance to help him
destroy Sidious.

What would she think if she knew that he'd killed her in this timeline? Would she even want
anything to do with him? Then again, does she want anything to do with him now? After she
knows that he's a Sith? When he gave her the chance on Bespin, she refused. She let go…

If the Force brought her here from the past – he's not sure what else could have, because
something like that is impossible otherwise to the best of his knowledge – there had to be
some reason for it. Is it to allow her to change the present? Or is it to guide her to alter the
past timeline? If she returns to her time, will the changes she'll undoubtedly make affect this
future?

For a moment – just a moment – Vader allows himself to imagine such a world. A world
where she never leaves the Order and stays with him. Where Padme doesn't die, and he's able
to raise Luke himself together with her. And yes, where Obi-Wan doesn't betray and abandon
him.

But those hopes, dreams… are nothing more than that. They're not realistic. Besides, even if
the Force sends Ahsoka back to the past, that doesn't mean she's going to choose to stay with
him now any more than she did then. And even if she did, he'd probably never know.
Whatever may happen in such a universe would likely branch off into another timeline
without having any impact on the present.

But at this point, he's willing to try.

Chapter End Notes
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12 - Confirmation

Chapter Notes
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I stand behind Luke, watching as he levitates the various large objects in front of him before
carefully setting them down. It's been several weeks since we arrived on the Rebel cruiser.
Since the last base was destroyed, they still haven't found another one, and decided that, at
least for now, it will be safer to remain in space.

We also have yet to make lightsabers since we need to collect the materials for them, but
hopefully we'll be able to do that once we go to Tatooine. Meanwhile, I've focused on the
other aspects of Luke's training, such as his not-so-great telekinesis abilities. He is improving
fast, though. Faster than I would have thought possible.

Above all, I'm still struggling to come to terms with everything that's happened. I can't
believe Anakin could have turned to the Dark Side, and that everything could have descended
into chaos like this. Whether I want to believe it or not, the truth is right before my eyes. I
don't have a choice but to accept it.

Then there's the other problem. I can't leave Anakin, but what else can I do? After what the
Jedi did to me, I can't stay. I can't just forgive them. What if Anakin had been in my place
instead? Would they have still abandoned him? I wouldn't be surprised, but it doesn't matter.
They don't trust him. They didn't trust me, either, even though I was never anything but
faithful to them from the start of the war. They should have known. Force, they were
supposed to be Jedi masters. They should have known whether I was lying. And even if they
couldn't, for whatever reason, they should have looked at the evidence. Tarkin didn't even
have enough against me to make a solid case. I could have torn it apart had I been in the right
mind to do so at the time.

I can't leave Anakin. I can't let the Empire be formed. Still, there's a part of me that wonders.
Could I even stop it? And even if I could, should I? That's the biggest problem. I don't want
the Jedi to be destroyed, but I can't help but wonder. They are corrupt. There's no doubts
about that. I simply don't know how else the Order can be fixed without being completely
taken apart and rebuilt from scratch, as Luke is trying to do in this future.

A sudden knock on the door startles Luke out of his practicing and me out of my thoughts.

"Who is it?" I call as Luke slowly sets the objects back down again.

"Can I come in?" replies Leia.

"Yes, of course," answers Luke. She opens the door, stepping into the room before shutting it
behind her.

"We just received the signal from Chewie," she announces happily.



"We need to leave immediately," decides Luke, looking over at me. I nod in agreement. It's
really strange to be training someone who's older than me, especially since I'm not even a
Knight yet. Although, I guess he is technically younger from a certain point of view…

"I'll inform the Alliance High Council that we're leaving. You prepare whatever you're going
to take," Leia says before hurrying out of the room. That immediately sets the two of us into
motion, preparing the few things we're planning on taking with us. And at least we're finally
moving towards getting new lightsabers.

About an hour later, the three of us meet in the hanger bay with Threepio and Artoo. We
board one of the ships and fly away, jumping into hyperspace shortly thereafter.

I gaze out the cockpit viewport for many long moments, watching the blur of white and blue
streaking by. We're going to have a long time here to find something to do. Now would be a
perfect time to speak with them. I haven't had much time to talk to Leia over the past few
weeks, but now would be a great opportunity. But first of all, perhaps we should discuss
plans.

I turn to the others. "Let's discuss our plans," I suggest.

"Well assuming that Han is in Jabba's palace, how would even get in there to free him?"
wonders Leia, "Somehow we'd have to get there all at once."

"And try to avoid a fight, if possible," Luke adds.

I nod my agreement. "We could start by trying to make a deal or convincing him to free him,"
I advise, "Otherwise, we'll have to fight, in which case we need to figure out how we can all
be there at once without being obvious about it."

"If one or more of us could infiltrate them, that might work," suggests Luke.

I nod again, wondering for a moment why this is reminding me more and more of planning
battle strategies with Anakin. It's making me miss him even more.

"We'll probably have to discuss that with Lando and Chewie to see what they think," Leia
muses.

"One thing we could try, is bringing Artoo with our lightsabers hidden inside," I propose,
"That's something Anakin and I did one time."

"Really?" asks Luke attentively. Leia looks interested as well. I've told them a few things
about my master, and they never cease to be amazed by the stories.

"Well, Anakin, Master Obi-Wan, and our clone commander, Rex, all went to the planet
Zygeria to rescue several thousand Togrutas who'd been captured and then brought there as
slaves. Anakin pretended to be in support of the queen and took me to the palace as a slave
present." I smirk at the memory. "Artoo came with us. Obi-Wan and Rex dressed up as
guards, which worked until Obi-Wan got captured… so we had to rescue him. Rex was
nearby pretending to be a guard, and Artoo – with our lightsabers inside him – and I were



with the Queen. On Anakin's signal, Artoo opened his secret compartment and we pulled our
lightsabers to us using the Force."

"Then what happened?" asks Luke when I fall silent.

"I could actually show you some of that on Artoo if you want to see."

"Yes!" agrees Luke eagerly.

"Sure!" exclaims Leia.

"Artoo, can you show them the incident we were just discussing?" I inquire of the droid. He
beeps a cheerful response before projecting the hologram in question.

The Zygerian queen stands in the center with Anakin on one side and me on the other. We're
standing on a balcony overlooking an area with countless people of many species.

" Your highness, Zygerians, and guests from a thousand worlds," says a voice from
somewhere out of sight, "Our auction begins with the slaves of unmatched quality and
impossible quantity. I give you Togruta from the Kiros system."

" Oh, no," I breath as Anakin and I exchange a glance.

" This handsome sample represents a lot of numbering, no less than 50,000 beings. Note the
compliance. Virtually untrained in combat. There will be no rebellion from these slaves."

" So where do keep 50,000 slaves like the people of Kiros?" inquires Anakin casually.
Someone suddenly walks into view, shoving me out of the way and bowing to the queen.

Luke and Leia watch with a mixture of horror and fascination.

" Your Majesty, I have urgent news." He begins to speak quietly to the queen. None of it is
picked up in the recording. I step around behind them and go to stand by Anakin. The queen
waves her hand as the person walks off the screen.

" All will be revealed in time," the queen answers Anakin's original question before going to
the front of the balcony we're standing on and beginning to speak to the audience.

" Before we begin the auction, I would welcome a most special guest. Obi-Wan Kenobi."

From across the arena, doors open and Obi-Wan is brought in, accompanied by a number of
guards. He's led to a place out of sight.

" My friends, my good friends, do not fear the Jedi," continues the queen, "They are no
different from others we have forced into submission, for they have forsaken their ideals to
serve a corrupt Senate. Every Jedi has become a slave to the Republic. The Jedi Order is
weak, and we will help break it." She turns to Anakin, holding out an electric whip.

" Teach the Jedi his place."



Anakin hesitates for a moment before taking it and walking away. All the while, I watch with
horror at the unfolding events. Anakin disappears from the view of hologram.

Long moments pass as the queen waits impatiently. The scene on the hologram suddenly
begins switching as Artoo apparently moves forward. It now shows the scene in the plaza
below of Obi-Wan with Anakin standing behind him holding the whip.

" Prove to me that you are a slaver. Swing that whip or die beside him," the queen commands.

" Those are some lousy options," replies Anakin, before dramatically bowing. "You leave me
no choice, Your Highness." He glances somewhere out of sight, then looks over at me. I catch
his gaze and nod slightly.

He solutes and then swings the whip at the guard standing by Obi-Wan. Obi-Wan jumps up
and knocks the guard over. Their lightsabers fly to Anakin's hands.

" Guards, subdue them!" screams the queen in shock. Anakin ignites his lightsaber and
throws Obi-Wan his. The guards open fire on them, and they begin deflecting the bolts.

The view suddenly switches to show me igniting my lightsaber and deflecting two bolts from
behind me straight back to the guards, killing them.

" Ahsoka! The queen!" shouts Anakin.

I instantly whirl around, holding my lightsaber up to the queen's neck. "Looks like your slave
empire is finished, again."

" Get that thing out of my face, you little skug." She presses a button, which I don't notice
until it's too late. The electric collar I'm wearing activates, electricity crackling through me
as I fall to the floor unconscious, my lightsaber falling from my hand.

The hologram turns off at that.

"Well, this part we are not going to repeat," I reply with a laugh, "It failed spectacularly. We
all got captured. Anakin managed to escape and break me out, but then we had to go find
Obi-Wan and Rex, who were being held with the other Togrutas, and rescue them. It was a
very close call. Not like that was unusual though."

"If we could figure out a way to get Artoo into Jabba's palace, that might work," remarks
Luke.

"For a similar reason, perhaps?" I suggest, "We'll need to wait for Chewie and Lando to
decide anything for sure."

***

"Why don't you consider yourself a Jedi?" Luke asks suddenly.

"What?" Of all the things he could say, I definitely did not expect that.



"You're training me to be a Jedi, but it's obvious you don't consider yourself one."

I should have guessed he'd ask me that. He probably noticed the tension I was showing
towards Obi-Wan and Yoda back on Dagobah. I respect them to an extent, but they've
completely lost my trust in them. It had already been badly shaken after Obi-Wan faked his
own death, but after this it was disintegrated entirely. It's a good thing I came here, or I'd be
completely lost. At least here I have some purpose.

"I – it's a long story," I say at last. I honestly don't want Luke to try to become a perfectly
good Jedi, which I know he will, given how much he worships them. When he rebuilds the
Order in his timeline, I don't want it to fall for the same reasons. Even so, I know he's very
upset at Obi-Wan right now. The last thing I need is to make it worse.

"We have plenty of time," Luke reminds.

"Well, it happened just recently," I start slowly. I still don't like thinking about it much, but if
I do, maybe it will help get this sorted out. "My trust in the Council had already been shaken
from something that happened a few months previously."

Luke leans forwards, seeming already completely drawn into the story.

"Anakin and I had just come back from a mission. There had been a bombing at the Temple.
Several Jedi and clones were killed in the explosion, and we were assigned to investigate. We
managed to track it to the person who did it – or at least who we thought did it." I pause for a
moment, letting out a long sigh. This is where it starts getting hard. Looking back, it was all a
foolish mistake on my part. If I had stopped to think for even one minute, none of this would
have happened. It's all an alternate reality, I remind myself. It's not set in stone.

"Shortly after she was put in prison, she asked me to come there. She told me there was a Jedi
who set her up to do it."

"A Jedi?!" Luke exclaims. "Who? Why?"

"I'm getting there," I remind him. Maybe he'll stop asking so many questions if I go a bit
faster; it's not like I want to go into many details about it anyway. "She was about to tell me
when someone unseen Force-choked her to death. I was the only one there." I pause again,
faltering. I should get this out, but it's so hard to talk about. It's so hard to know that the
people I spent my life serving didn't have an ounce of faith in me. They were willing to throw
me out to save their image.

"The clones arrested me. I'd fallen asleep, and I'm not really sure what woke me up, but when
I did, I saw a keycard outside the door." I let out a shaky breath as the memories starts
flooding me. "I thought Anakin put it there so I could escape. But I was wrong." For a
moment I'm certain he's going to ask something else, but he doesn't, so I continue.

"I opened the door and went out into the hall, only to find my lightsabers and comm which
was connected to someone. There were some unconscious clones nearby too. I didn't have a
chance to figure out what to do before one of clones – Fox – walked around the corner." Now
that I think about it, it's strange he was right there. Shouldn't he have been up in the front? It's



a thought I'll have to consider later. "He turned on the alarms. Of course, I knew it was a
mistake to leave my cell then, but there wasn't anything I could do. So, I did the only thing I
could. I ran. I managed to escape eventually and went down to the Coruscant underworld
where I contacted my best friend, Barriss Offee."

I try to suppress my surging emotions at the mention of her name. Even now, it hurts
knowing she betrayed me like that. I trusted her. She was one of the only people I trusted.
Now I know she was right, to an extent. It was also the Council's failing not to look more into
how she Fell – I highly doubt she could have done all that alone – and what she was saying.
She was right, even though it doesn't justify her actions.

"I continued my journey through the underworld and ran into former Separatist and Sith
assassin Assaj Ventress. We encountered some clones there and fought them off, but in the
end, I think that made things worse." I shake my head and sigh. What was I thinking? One
stupid mistake after another. "Barriss told me to go to a nearby warehouse, which we did.
Ventress left me there, but I ran into someone with her lightsabers. We fought, and I was
thrown off the building. Anakin found me there and brought me back to the Temple."

I close my eyes, remembering the pain and betrayal I felt. "The Council turned me over to the
Senate without even letting me defend myself. My trial at the Senate was nearly complete
when Anakin came in with the real culprit. Barriss."

When I look up again, Luke's expression is a mix of stunned and horrified. "They just threw
you out of the Order?" he asks disbelievingly.

I nod.

"Why?! How could they do that?!"

"They lost their way," I say at least, avoiding his gaze. "After this… I can never consider
myself a Jedi again." Not after they abandoned and betrayed me. Not after I nearly died. If
they did it to me, they could do it to anyone. I don't know why. Maybe when I get back home
– if I get back home – I'll be able to talk to Obi-Wan. Even if I do, it's going to take me a very
long time to trust him again. "There's a lot wrong with the old Order. Whenever we succeed
in destroying the Empire and reestablishing a new Order, just remember that there was a lot
wrong with the old rules. I think following the Grey Jedi Code would be a lot better for
everyone."

"Grey Jedi Code?" echoes Luke, confused.

I sigh. Okay. It sounds like I have a lot more explaining to do.

***

We'll be arriving on Tatooine within an hour now. We've been talking about anything and
everything we can think of, and I've told them many stories about Anakin, until I finally
decided it's time to find out a little more about their pasts. That's when we veered onto the
topic of their families.



"Do you know who your birth parents are?" I inquire of Leia. More and more, I've been
wondering. Not only does she look a lot like Padme, but she also acts eerily similar in some
ways. Come to think of it, she also has some similarities with Anakin, like his temper.

"I know who my mother is," she answers after a moment of hesitation.

"May I ask who?" I question. She hesitates again, which only makes me more suspicious.
"I'm just wondering, because you remind me of someone I used to know," I explain.

"Who?" she wonders, still avoiding my question. I decide it probably wouldn't hurt to tell her.
After all, if I'm right, she'd tell me. Or at least she'd react, so I'd know the truth.

"A Senator. Padme Amidala."

Leia stiffens visibly. "She was my mother." I knew it. And that means that my suspicion must
be right because Luke and Leia are the same age. Time to drop the bombshell.

"Interesting," I murmur, "Because as far as I know, she's also Luke's mother." For a long
moment, no one moves. They just sit there, staring at me in shock.

"Are you saying – ?!" gasps Luke.

"You think we're twins?" finishes Leia, equally stunned. My only question now, is how
exactly that happened. Why did they both end up being raised by completely different
families?

"Yes," I confirm.

"Which means…." Luke trails off and doesn't finish. I can only guess what he's thinking.
That means Vader's her father also. I get the feeling she would not take hearing that very
well, at least not at the moment. We can spare her the knowledge for now.

"What?" wonders Leia.

"Nothing," Luke mutters, wisely agreeing with my unspoken decision.

"Well, it does mean that you could probably become a Jedi if you wanted to be," I comment,
turning to Leia, "You're probably as strong as Luke."

"Really?" she asks.

"I'm sure," I reply, "Your mother was about as Force-sensitive as it comes without being
trained, and Anakin was the strongest Force-sensitive in the galaxy. He was the Chosen One."

"The Chosen One?" echoes Luke, confused. So, he hasn't heard of the prophecy? I suppose I
shouldn't find it surprising. There was no one who could tell him.

"The strongest Force-sensitive the galaxy ever knew. He was supposed to bring balance to the
Force, but I don't think anyone fully understands what that means." Not anymore, anyway. I
once thought I did. Until I found out he'd turned, and before I knew anything about being a



Grey Jedi. Now, I think there's something much bigger we're all missing, both the Jedi and
the Sith.

"Isn't he dead?" frowns Leia.

I shift uneasily. This is not a topic I want to get on to. "Possibly. That's what Luke was told,
but from what I know, nothing could kill him. He was always still there." We fall silent for
several moments before I speak up again. "This is something you better not say anything
about to anyone, at least not as long as the Empire is still in control. There was obviously a
reason you weren't raised together."

The twins nod their understanding.

"We're going to be exiting hyperspace," announces Threepio suddenly. We immediately turn
out attention back to the ship as the white and blue blur streaking past the window begins to
slow down before disappearing altogether into the dark sky littered with stars. The reddish
ball of Tatooine looms in front of us. Planning time.

Chapter End Notes
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13 - Tatooine
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The hot suns of Tatooine beat down on our heads as Luke, Leia, Chewbacca, and I stand
outside watching. Before long, Artoo and Threepio disappear from sight between the sand
dunes, off on their journey Jabba's palace. It's been a long six months since I arrived in the
future and we're finally ready to execute the plan to free Han. The last few straws are finally
being drawn into place before we set off to Jabba's palace ourselves. I'm getting a distinct
feeling from the Force that I won't be here much longer. It's nearly time to return home.

I can hardly believe that I've been here for so long. I miss everyone from my own time
terribly, but it's definitely a good thing that I've been here as long as I have been. It's given
me a lot of time to sort through everything that happened before I came to the future, and
everything that I've discovered after. And it's allowed me to figure out what I am. A grey
Jedi.

Our new lightsabers are hidden safety inside Artoo for when I know we're going to have to
use them. I made two new ones, and Luke made one as well, all three of which are green. I'm
not sure how well green fits me in the newest turn of events, but I made them before I fully
accepted becoming a Grey Jedi.

"I wonder what kind of condition Han is even in," murmurs Luke, looking worried, "I mean
he's been carbon frozen for half a year." Chewbacca growls angrily at the reminder.

"He's probably going to have carbon sickness, since it's been this long," I sigh as we step
inside a nearby cave to shield ourselves from the sun and wait. Tomorrow. Tomorrow will be
the day we've been planning for.

"How bad?" wonders Leia with a tinge of worry.

"I don't know. I was carbon frozen once, but not nearly for that long," I remark, smirking at
the memory for a moment.

"Really?" exclaims Leia in surprise.

"I was just a little sore after getting out, but nothing major. I was only in it for some hours," I
add.

"Why? How did that happen?" demands Luke while Chewie growls interestedly.

"Anakin was going on a mission to the Citadel to rescue a Jedi who'd been captured by the
Separatists. He didn't want me to come, but I snuck along anyway because I wanted to go and
wasn't going to let him go alone." I smirk again. "Anyway, we had to sneak past the
Separatist ships surrounding the planet, so Anakin had Artoo reprogram three battle droids to



follow his lead, and then carbon froze us all so they wouldn't pick up any life forms when we
flew in."

"Impressive," he murmurs, looking almost awed.

I nod. "He was an expert strategist." Going to the Citadel was definitely a very interesting
experience. The only thing I regret – even if I shouldn't – is the very end. It was me who
saved Tarkin. I killed a monster to save an even greater monster. In our time he hadn't done
anything wrong that I know of, but I can't help but regret it anyway. I know wartime will
incline people to do things they normally wouldn't, but still. He destroyed Alderaan.
The entire planet. Even if the leaders of the planet were traitors from their point of view,
there were billions of people on the planet – many of them innocent – not to mention the
countless other living creatures destroyed pointlessly.

A silence settles over us for a few moments.

"I'm thinking about going to meditate," I inform him. I would suggest a sparring match
instead, except that our lightsabers are already gone. Besides, we've already spent collective
weeks sparring since we made our new lightsabers. Luke has drastically improved since I
first sparred with him back on Dagobah, though he still has a long way to go. "I'll see if I
can't figure anything out about this upcoming... adventure."

"Okay," agrees Luke, "I'll just wait until the time is right. I'm not really up to meditating at
the moment."

I take a seat in the floor of the cave, shifting into a meditative position before letting my mind
drift out into the Force, feeling the energy swirling around us, slowly reaching all the way out
into further parts of the galaxy. Searching for something, someone. I don't know what. At
least not consciously.

I don't know how long it's been that I've been meditating, but suddenly I sense the presence
I've been subconsciously searching for. It's not quite the same as before. I don't know why I
expected it to be, but it's not. It shouldn't be surprising. But it is. It's similar, though not the
same. He radiates power just as strongly as ever, but instead of the swirling cloud of pure
darkness that I felt last time, I feel a trace of something else. Light.

Hope rises inside me. Maybe my very presence here in this time is helping. Me and Luke. It's
not too late.

"Ahsoka." For the first time, his voice doesn't sound accusing. Strangely, he sounds more like
Anakin right now.

"Master?" It's the best I can call him. I'm not going to call him Vader, ever, and he'd probably
get mad if I called him Anakin. It's not a risk I'm willing to take.

Silence settles over us for a moment as we just feel each other's presences. "How are you
here?" he asks finally.



"The Force brought me to this time to see everything that would happen." A multitude of
emotions swirl through me. I can't believe we're finally having a peaceful conversation. This
is the first time I've talked to him in half a year. Half a year. I can't believe it's been so long.

Silence follows for several moments. "From when did you come here?" he finally inquires.

"The end," I reply, "After the framing, when they asked me to rejoin."

He doesn't answer, at least not immediately, and I sense a trace of fear before it disappears.
His voice, when he speaks again, is level. "Now that you know, will you still leave?"
The me is unspoken.

Will I? It's a question I've considered many times. Knowing that this is the future, can I really
abandon the Jedi – and Anakin – to face the future without my help and foreknowledge? It
would be wrong. And I can't, in good conscience, leave Anakin either. I slowly take in a
breath before letting it out again.

"No," I whisper, "No, I can't leave you. I won't do it."

The surge of emotion is gone almost before I have a chance to register it. "It will not be good
if you will," he warns ominously, "You left, and this is what happened to me. It will happen
again, if you are not there to stop it."

Yes, I know he blames me for what happened. He blames everyone, really, except himself,
but I can't take the time to ponder it right now.

"I told you," I reply steadily, "I won't leave the Order. I'll stay there to help you."

"You had better." It's all he says before our connection is broken.

My eyes open and I pull myself to my feet to see the others watching me. I can hardly believe
I just talked to him again. For the first time. In sixth months. And he was more Anakin than
Vader. Maybe... maybe if I have to face him in person once more, it won't be as dangerous. I
want to see him again. I want to go home to correct everything I caused. It wasn't intentional,
there was no way I could have expected it, but I still feel responsible on some inner level.

I miss him. So badly. I've never spent much more than a week without him back in my own
time, and now he's just gone. I'm daring to hope – a little more than I should – that maybe it's
possible for him to turn back. Is it? Maybe. For Anakin, it seems anything is possible.

"Anything?" Leia questions, snapping me back to the present.

"Nothing that will help us with rescuing Han," I answer simply, carefully avoiding giving
away any details. Luke and I are still reluctant to tell her anything about Vader. We will soon,
probably, but not yet. She may act a lot like Padme, but she has Anakin's temper, and she
despises Vader. We'll tell her when the time is right.

"What's wrong?" At least Luke didn't ask the question out loud. Over the past months, we've
thankfully formed a bond strong enough to talk telepathically. It's useful when there's things
we need to say to each other without wanting anyone to hear.



"Vader."

"You felt him?"

"Talked to him, actually. I think... I think it's working. He's changing, I mean." I can see Luke
trying to cover up a multitude of emotions before anyone notices. "He felt much lighter than
when we met him on Bespin." But I don't know if it's enough. That, of course, is a thought I
won't mention.

"Are you two like... speaking telepathically or something?" demands Leia, eyeing us
suspiciously – which isn't surprising I guess considering that we're both staring at each other
like we're in the midst of a conversation.

Luke glances over at her. "Yes, we were. Something to be discussed a different time," he
explains.

"Okay," Leia reluctantly concedes.

***

Leia and Chewbacca have already arrived at Jabba's palace. Sure enough, just as we
suspected, Leia didn't return with Han. They probably got caught escaping. First thing after
waking up, we set out for the palace.

"This is going to end up in a fight," I remark as we walk through the sand, heading towards
the structure right ahead. The twin suns are rising, casting their early morning gaze across the
planet's surface.

The main gate to Jabba's palace slowly lifts, allowing Luke and I to step inside. We're both
wearing robes with hoods over our heads now, something I haven't done in far too long.
Together, we walk into the hallway. The two guards immediately step forward to block our
path.

I expected this coming, and it's not concerning in the least. One pro to fighting the Clone
Wars is that I got used to situations like this and having to find ways to get around them,
whether it be by hiding or mind-tricking to get past the blockades.

"You will let us past," I command, raising a hand and throwing a strong Force-suggestion
behind my words.

"We will let you past," they agree stupidly, backing out of our way.

We head down the dark hallway again.

Suddenly, a light-skinned Twi'lek steps out of the darkness. He tries to catch our attention,
but we keep on walking, refusing to let anyone get in our way. He immediately turns to hurry
after us as we stride purposefully down the dark halls. Finally, all the months we've spend
planning for this moment are about to come to their final conclusion.
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14 - Rancor

Chapter Notes
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"We must speak with Jabba," Luke informs him as we walk.

The Twi'lek replies in Huttese as he shakes his head in denial. Luke comes to a stop, instantly
making me pause and glance back at him.

"You will take me to Jabba now!" I can sense the Force-suggestion behind the words. It
seems this is the only way we'll be able to get through to the Hutt.

"I will take you to Jabba now," the Twi'lek repeats. Good thing we can use mind tricks on
these people so well. I know from experience it can sometimes be far more complicated, like
trying to sneak around in a Separatist detention block and having to convince the guards over
and over to let everyone past, or on Mandalore when the guards were resistant to it and I
didn't realize until too late.

The Twi'lek starts forward at the command, and we follow his lead. "You serve your master
well," Luke says, "And you will be rewarded."

Moments later, we find ourselves in Jabba's throne room. Everyone inside is asleep and Leia
is lying nearby. She's dressed in a very different outfit from what she came here in – actually
pretty much nothing at all – and is chained to the Hutt. Anger flairs through me. It's when I
see this that I realize why Anakin despised them so much. And to think he was once a slave
to these creatures... Threepio is standing next to Jabba in the place the original protocol droid
was when I came here last time. At least everything is in place, ready for our plan.

"Master," calls the Twi'lek and continues speaking to Jabba quietly in Huttese.

"I told you not to allow them," the Hutt responds angrily upon waking and catching sight of
us.

"We must be allowed to speak," Luke interjects with a Force-suggestion.

"They must be allowed to speak."

Clearly, Jabba realizes what's happening and shoves the Twi'lek away angrily growling
something that I take to mean, "You weak-minded fool! He's using an old Jedi mind trick."

Both of us stare at him in silence. We'll do this as we already discussed. Try to do things the
easy way, but if that doesn't work, we fight. "You will bring Captain Solo and the Wookiee to
us," I command after a moment. No point making this take longer than necessary.

"Your mind powers will not work on me, girl," the Hutt replies disgustedly.



"Nevertheless, we're taking Captain Solo and his friends," I retort, eyes narrowing. Yes, we're
going out through a fight.

"You can either profit by this, or be destroyed," Luke states confidently, "It's your choice, but
I warn you not to underestimate my powers." Right on cue, danger ripples through the Force
just as Jabba starts laughing.

"Master Luke, you're standing on –" Threepio begins to warn, but is cut off when the Hutt
starts talking again. Clearly, he can't remember that I'm the one who saved his son years ago.
What gratitude. Maybe he already forgot, it's hard to say. Although this is twenty years later,
so he wouldn't be expecting me to look the same.

"There will be no bargain, Jedi. I shall enjoy watching you die." Oh, I'm sure you would,
except that we aren't going to be dying.

My eyes narrow farther, and I take in a deep breath, preparing for the fight sure to come. "I
see you have forgotten me so quickly," I murmur darkly. Luke reaches out, using the Force to
grab a blaster from a nearby guard, while I do the same a bit more subtly. The two blasters
from the nearest guards fly to our hands. This may not be my preferred weapon, but it's the
only choice. The guards grab for their weapons just as the floor gives way beneath us and we
fall through, taking the guard nearest us along.

We fall many feet down before landing inside a dungeon-like cave deep below the main part
of the palace. I, having expected the fall, manage to land gracefully on my feet while both
Luke and the guard fall to the floor. On the bright side, I'm still holding my blaster.

The guard begins to panic as a door starts to open on the side of the pit. Luke and I scan the
area for any means of escape. There are none, except for a barred exit farther down, and the
hole we fell through, which we certainly won't be jumping back through.

A giant creature emerges from behind the door, which I recognize to be a rancor. It is
extremely large and has giant claws, looking like its sole purpose is to eat anyone unfortunate
enough to stand on that door Luke and I just were. Anakin and I have fought similar creatures
on many occasions. The only difference now is that I don't have a lightsaber. That doesn't
mean I can't fight, though. I scan the pit again, my mind spinning through all possible means
of escape. The door at the end, if we could get through. Or, we'd have to kill the beast. But
how?

First, the rancor lumbers past us towards the guard. I back up against the wall of the pit. The
rancor picks up the guard as he struggles to climb out of the pit and chomps him up. I can
hear the audience laughing and cheering even from down here, making me shudder. I hate
seeing people being killed, whether done by me or not. No matter who they are, they're
always a living being that usually just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time or
working for the wrong person. As a Jedi, I learned to tolerate it for the greater good, but that
doesn't make me hate it any less.

Next, the beast turns to Luke. I glance up at the door the audience is watching through. This...
this is perfect.



"Keep back!" I call to Luke.

Raising the blaster that I'm still armed with, I fire at a control panel on the wall. Hopefully
this will work. Sure enough, the large metal overhead door comes crashing down onto the
beast, smashing down on it's head, killing it instantly. Well that was fast.

Relief floods me now that the first part of the battle is over. It's only the beginning, though.

Up above us, Leia is the only one looking happy at the sudden turn of events. Clearly, they
really thought a rancor would be enough against two Jedi. "Bring me Solo and the Wookiee.
They will all suffer for this outrage," roars Jabba furiously.

The other door opens and several guards barge in and drag us out. Several others begin
inspecting the Rankor, presumably its caretakers. One of them starts crying, though I cannot
understand what's sad about the creature dying.

Moments later, Luke and I find ourselves back in the throne room. Chewie and another dark-
haired person – assumedly Han – are brought into the room.

"Han!" exclaims Luke. Yes, it's him alright.

"Luke!" Han calls back.

"Are you alright?" Luke asks.

"Fine," he answers, "Together again, huh?"

"Wouldn't miss it."

"How are we doing?" he questions.

"The same as always," sighs Luke.

"That bad, huh?" Han replies, glancing around. From the way he's acting, it's clear he can't
really see much of anything at the moment. Just as I suspected. "Where's Leia?"

"I'm here," she calls from across the room next to Jabba. Threepio is standing next to him,
and an armored bounty hunter who I think is Boba is standing nearby as well.

"And who's this?" Han asks, looking my direction.

"A friend," I reply hastily. He doesn't seem to be the type of person to believe the truth, so I'll
just make this brief. "We met right before Cloud City. I'm Ahsoka."

Jabba begins speaking and then Threepio steps forward to translate to us. "Oh dear," he frets,
"His High Exaltedness, the great Jabba the Hutt, has decreed that you are to be terminated
immediately."

"Good. I hate long waits," replies Han as if there's nothing at all to worry about. I'm sure we'll
get through this fine but that doesn't mean I'm particularly excited.



"You will therefore be taken to the Dune Sea and cast into the pit of Carkoon, the nesting
place of the all-powerful Sarlacc," Threepio continues.

"Doesn't sound so bad," Han remarks to us.

"In his belly, you will find a new definition of pain and suffering, as you are slowly digested
over a thousand years," Threepio concludes. Not fun.

"On second thought, let's pass on that, huh?" Han comments. I nod and Chewie barks his
agreement. We will proceed as planned.

"You should have bargained, Jabba," Luke informs him, "That's the last mistake you'll ever
make." He looks so much like his father right now. Anakin would be 'd be proud to see us
both right now. I hastily push thoughts of my master out of mind. I can dwell on that later.
Once this battle is fought.

Jabba cackles evilly, completely unsuspecting of our intricate plan. Does he really think Jedi
are so stupid? He underestimates us by far, and that will be his own undoing.

***

Chewie, Han, Luke, and I find ourselves in a skiff zipping through the desert. Lando,
disguised as a guard, is with us. Another skiff of similar size is nearby, and there is a very
large Sail Barge with Jabba, Leia, the droids, and many other spectators, who came to watch
their own doom, on board. When the time is right, Artoo will come over with our lightsabers.
Just as we planned.

"I think my eyes are getting better. Instead of a big dark blue, I see a big light blur," Han
remarks.

"There's nothing to see. I used to live here, you know," Luke says.

"You're gonna die here, you know. Convenient."

"No one told me you were so optimistic," I reply sarcastically. Does he really thing we just
came here without some sort of plan? I'll admit even I am a little worried it won't work, but I
trust in the Force. It worked before, it will again now. If it wanted me to die, it could have
just as easily killed me in my own time without transcending the laws of time to bring me
here.

"Just stick close to Chewie and Lando. We've taken care of everything," Luke reassures him.

"Oh, great!"

The skiff moves closer and a huge sand pit comes into my line of sight. It appears to be our
destination. The Sail Barge comes to a stop one side of the pit along with the other skiff. Ours
goes over to center, stopping there. Deep down below, I can make out a creature. The Sarlacc.
We've arrived at our destination. It's nearly time to complete our plan.



Chapter End Notes

If you liked this maybe consider reviewing or leaving kudos...? :)

Four new stories I've started releasing recently which I hope you'll consider reading or at
least viewing:

- Path to War (sequel to Coming of Dawn where Anakin has a twin sister who saved
Qui-Gon's life :P)

- Walk of Nightmares (story where Luke and Vader share a vision of the end of ROTJ
before Luke surrenders)

- Morning Mischief (a one-shot with Anakin, Obi-Wan, and Ahsoka fluff)

- Meet You at the Dark Side (story where Ahsoka is Dooku's Sith apprentice during the
Clone Wars)



15 - Sarlacc Pit Battle
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A plank extends from the skiff and Luke is shoved over to it. I'm practically holding my
breath as I wait. One wrong move...

Threepio's voice rings out through the area. "Victims of the almighty Sarlacc, His Excellency
hopes that you will die honorably. But should any of you wish to beg for mercy, the great
Jabba the Hutt will now listen to your pleas."

Han steps forwards instantly, looking in the direction of the Sail Barge. "Threepio," he calls,
"You tell that slimy piece of worm-ridden filth he'll get no such pleasure from us. Right?"
Chewie growls in agreement.

"Jabba! This is your last chance," Luke calls, "Free us or die."

"Move him into position," orders Jabba. Come on, Artoo, where are you?

The guard behind Luke pushes him forward, and he walks forward over to the end of the
plank. He glances over at Lando in silent question, and he nods. He's ready. Artoo finally
arrives at the edge of the railing. We're all in position. Just like on Zygerria. Hopefully the
outcome won't be the same.

Luke salutes and the droid immediately opens his hidden compartment.

"Put him in!" commands the Hutt.

Now!

The guard pushes Luke again, and he jumps of the plank, instantly spinning around and
catching onto the edge of the plank. The spectators begin cheering like crazy, not realizing
what's really about to happen. He jumps back into the skiff, simultaneously calling his
lightsaber to his hand. I reach out, pulling both of mine to my hands and igniting then,
instantly cutting through my bonds, freeing myself.

We both move as a team, attacking the guards around us. Lando moves a split second later,
lunging a guard standing next to him. Luke shoves one of them overboard to the Sarlacc. I
step forwards, cutting through the guards moving towards us. I hit the first in the neck and
stab the next through the chest. Luke, meanwhile, turns to free Chewie while I finish the
fighting except the one Lando's fighting.

The Force screams a warning just as I'm moving forwards towards them. A cannon blast
strikes the skiff, throwing Lando overboard. Thankfully, he manages to catch on to something
to keep himself from falling. The guard he's fighting isn't so lucky. He falls down into the
Sarlacc pit.



Boba, having seen the fight, flies over towards us and aims his gun. I immediately whirl
around and cut his blaster in half.

Another blast flies our way, throwing Chewie and Han to the ground, Han asking in alarm if
he's alright. His response is a howl of pain.

Unfortunately, that distracts both Luke and I as we turn to glance at him to see the extent of
the injury. Boba fired a cable at us, pinning our arms to our sides. I cut myself free the same
time Luke follows suit.

Another blast strikes the skiff, knocking Boba to the floor.

"Han! Chewie!" calls Lando from below, reminding me of his dangerous situation.

"Lando!"

The second skiff moves towards us, but Luke immediately jumps onto it while I turn to
Lando. Crouching to avoid the worst of the blaster fire, I deactivate my lightsabers and reach
out of the skiff towards him. He can't reach me. I'll have to use the Force.

Reaching into the Force, I slowly start pulling him upwards towards us. Hopefully the others
will keep everything under control until I get back. Behind me, I hear Boba standing up
again. Chewie frantically calls Han, warning him of danger.

"Boba Fett? Boba Fett? Where?" cries Han, turning blindly and somehow managing to hit
Boba in the jetpack with a spear, making it ignite randomly and crash into the Sail Barge
before it turns off. He tumbles down the side of the pit to the waiting Sarlacc.

Another blast rocks the deck, nearly making me lose my concentration. Luckily, I don't, and
manage to pull Lando back in.

Now that he's safe, I turn my focus to the guards firing at the skiff just in time to see Luke
jump towards the Sail Barge. He manages to catch on to the side and starts pulling himself up
and climbs inside. I take a few steps back before running forward, jumping to the Sail Barge,
using the Force to land right on it without having to climb.

We arrived just in time. The deck gunners are about to fire at the skiff again. Igniting our
lightsabers, Luke attacks one, and I attack the other. They hardly even had a chance to
register our presences. Spinning around, I spot two more guards heading our way.

Shifting position, we stand back-to-back fighting off guards attacking us and deflecting
blaster bolts. Surprisingly, they're not much harder to fight than droids. Good thing, I
suppose. Not all non-droids are easy to fight, like the Mandalorians. These guards were not at
all trained to fight Jedi. How did Jabba seriously imagine they'd stand a chance against us?
Maybe it's been too long since he's seen the Jedi in action.

I spot Leia hurrying out onto the deck, obviously having been able to free herself from Jabba.
Good. He's probably dead, and if he isn't yet, he will be momentarily.

"Get the gun!" Luke calls, "Point it at the deck!"



She hurriedly climbs onto the platform and turns the gun.

"Point it at the deck!" I call to her. I run forwards, hurriedly finishing off the remaining two
guards. Glancing around, I conclude there's no danger left up here. There will be more guards
coming in moments, though. Now is our chance for escape.

"Come on!" Luke calls, running towards his sister. With one hand, he holds onto the ropes.
Leia moves towards him, and he picks her up in his free arm. That's my cue to leave. I Force-
jump back to the skiff just as he kicks the trigger. The twins land on the skiff the very
moment the Sail Barge bursts into flames.

"Let's go!" I urge.

"And don't forget the droids!" Luke adds.

"We're on our way," replies Lando. Moments later, the droids are pulled into the skiff, which
is zooming across the sand, leaving the huge burning and exploding craft far behind.

***

The eight of us walk through the raging sandstorm as the sand continues whip violently
around us. I can hardly see anything. Now I understand what Anakin had been telling me
when were came here all those years ago. It could almost have been in another lifetime.

"The desert is merciless. It takes everything from you."

"That's a happy thought. It won't take us, Master. Right, Artooie?"

Well, technically, I was right. Still, Anakin's not here. We're not with each other now, and I
don't know when we ever will be again. I just want to go home. Maybe I'll ask Yoda if he
knows how I can get back once we go to Dagobah again.

Threepio and Artoo are leading the procession with me following. Leia is guiding Han
behind me, and Luke and Lando supporting the injured Chewbacca in the back. As we
continue moving through the sandstorm, I finally can make out the shapes of our ships. We're
almost there.

"Are we almost there yet?" growls Chewbacca from the back, who clearly can't see.

"I don't know. All I can see it a lot of blowing sand!" Han shouts back.

"That's all any of us can see!" Leia yells over the roaring of the sandstorm.

"Then I guess I'm getting better," he calls.

"Ships right ahead!" I shout.

Finally, we arrive at the Falcon and manage to step somewhat out of the worst of the storm.
The wind dies slightly, or maybe most of it's just being blocked by the side of the ship. Han
turns to Luke as the gang-plank lowers.



"I've got to hand it to you, kid, you were pretty good out there."

"I had a lot of help. Think nothing of it," Luke replies. He really ought to give himself a little
more credit.

"No, I'm thinking a lot about it. That carbon freeze was the closest thing to dead there is,"
Han replies, "And it wasn't just sleepin'. It was a big wide awake nothing." I wince slightly. I
knew it wasn't at all pleasant from my own experience, but I didn't realize it was that bad.

Luke nods, and Chewie growls affectionately, patting the boy's head. Leia hugs him as
Chewie walks over to me and pulls me into a hug, which I return.

"Really," I say, turning to Luke, "You did do really good there, especially for only being
trained half a year."

"Only thanks to you."

"You're a Jedi?" Han inquires, turning to me.

"Not exactly. I'm on that side of the spectrum, though." He'll never understand my
explanation of being a Grey Jedi, of that I'm certain.

"I thought they were all killed except Luke," he comments.

"Do I look dead?" I quip, raising an eye marking at him.

"We better get going," reminds Luke as the wind suddenly begins picking up a little again,
"We'll see you back at the fleet."

"Why don't you leave that crate and come with us?" asks Han, referring to our Y-wing.
Normally, Luke would have taken his X-wing here, but since there was two of us hoping to
head to Dagobah afterward, we didn't want a repeat of what happened when we left the
planet.

"We have a promise we have to keep first... to an old friend," Luke replies.

"We won't be long," I assure them as we head for the fighter and climb inside with Artoo.

"I'll meet you back at the fleet," Luke calls over his commlink to the Falcon once we are
seated inside and preparing for takeoff.

"Hurry," Leia responds, "The Alliance should be assembled by now."

"We will," I reassure her. Not like the journey there will take long. After all, we're just
stopping by, having a conversation probably, and leaving. Luke is practically done training.
We won't need to stay for that.

"Hey, Luke, thanks. Thanks for comin' after me. Now I owe you one," Han says before the
connection breaks.



"I keep getting the feeling I won't be here much longer," I murmur, staring out the window at
the stars.

"How would you even go back to your own time?" he inquires, though he doesn't look too
happy at the prospect, which isn't surprising considering I'm one of his closest friends here
now.

I shrug. That's what's been bothering me more and more.

"What will happen to this timeline when you leave?" Finally, he asked the question I'm sure
has been bothering him the most. I've wondered the same myself.

"I don't know." I take a deep breath before continuing. "I think, but I don't know, that this
timeline will just... cease to exist."

Behind us, Tatooine disappears from sight as we prepare to go into hyperspace. A message
from Artoo appears on a screen in the front of the fighter as Luke pulls a black glove on over
his mechanical hand.

"That's right, Artoo. We're going to the Dagobah system. We have a promise to keep, to an
old friend."

Chapter End Notes
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16 - Old Friends
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The sound of a walking stick tapping the earthen floor of the cottage comes closer as Yoda
steps into the room where Luke and I are seated. He looks so much older and weaker now
then I've ever seen him before, and that really worries me.

"Hmm. That you face you make. Look I so old to young eyes?" Yoda asks suddenly,
amusement in his tone. I try to cover my worried expression and notice Luke doing the same.

"No," I insist pointlessly.

"Of course not," Luke hastily denies.

Yoda chuckles in response. "I do, yes, I do! Sick have I become. Old and weak." He points a
finger at us. "When nine hundred years old you reach, look as good you will not. Hmm?" He
chuckles again and hobbles over to his bed.

"Soon will I rest. Yes, forever sleep. Earned it, I have." No. No, no, no. I stubbornly shake my
head in denial, even though I know it's true. He can't die too!

"Master Yoda, you can't die," Luke insists.

"H-how will I go back to my time?" I can't be stuck here forever, not with everyone I know
from my own time dead. As much as I love the twins, it's just not the same.

"Send you back, someone strong with the Force shall," Yoda assures me. Just from the way
he says it, I get the feeling he knows who, but isn't going to tell me. "Strong am I with the
Force, but not that strong," he adds again after a few moments of silence. Who's stronger than
him who could send me back? I don't have any more time to contemplate it before he speaks
up again. "Twilight is upon me and soon night must fall. That is the way of things, the way of
the Force."

"But I need your help," Luke protests, "I've come back to complete the training."

"No more training do you require," he replies. As I suspected. He has learned so much since
when we first met. "Already know you that which you need."

With a sigh, Yoda lies back against the bed. I don't want to see what I know is going to
happen any minute now. He's going to die now, the only one left who I used to know other
than him...

"Then I am a Jedi?" inquires Luke.

Yoda shakes his head. "Ohhh. Not yet. One thing remains. Vader. You must confront Vader.
Then, only then, a Jedi will you be. And confront him you will." He never said kill. Which



might mean he also believes Anakin's not beyond redemption. Maybe over the years on
Dagobah, he's come to believe it is possible to turn back from the Dark Side?

Luke stares at him in silence for many long moments before finally breaking it, asking a
question he already knows but apparently wants further confirmation on. "Master Yoda, is
Darth Vader my father?"

Yoda looks at him sympathetically before smiling sadly and rolling over, turning away from
us. Clearly, it's not a question he wants to answer.

"Mmm... rest I need. Yes... rest."

"Yoda, I must know," Luke insists after many long moments.

"Your father he is," he answers finally, "Told you, did he?"

"Yes."

"And I felt my bond with him, then..." I trail off not wanting to dwell on another painful topic
right now when what's about to happen is hard enough.

"Unexpected this is," murmurs Yoda, closing his eyes, "And unfortunate."

"Unfortunate that I know the truth?" exclaims Luke.

"Why?" I inquire, slightly confused.

With difficulty, Yoda rolls over to face us again. "No. Unfortunate that Luke rushed to face
him, that incomplete was his training. Not ready for the burden was he."

"Well, I'm sorry," Luke apologizes.

"Master Yoda, what will happen to this time?" I inquire. This is one more thing I must know.
I don't want this to ever have happened, not even in another timeline.

"Exist it will not!" he pauses before continuing again, "Remember, a Jedi's strength flows
from the Force. But beware. Anger, fear, aggression. The Dark Side are they. Once you start
down the dark path, forever will it dominate your destiny." That has me confused
momentarily. He didn't say either way whether he thought it was possible for someone to turn
back. It's hard to tell, and he's often not clear in what he's saying. Unless it's not meant
completely literally like it sounds. Which is very possible. I know the Dark Side isn't easy to
get rid of.

Luke and I move a little closer to him when he starts speaking again. "Luke... Luke, do not...
do not underestimate the powers of the Emperor, or suffer your father's fate, you will." I
know beyond a shadow of a doubt these are his last words. "Luke, when gone am I, the last of
the Jedi will you be. Luke, the Force runs strong in your family. Pass on what you have
learned, Luke. Ahsoka, send you home shall a Skywalker."



His form seems to almost ripple before slowly beginning to fade, as does his Force-presence.
It's only a matter of seconds before his body completely disappears.

Yoda, the Grand Master of the Jedi for hundreds of years, is dead. One of the only Jedi to
survive the Purge. The only person left from my own time, except Vader.

He may not have technically been my master, but he trained me when I was young, and even
now when I'm a Grey Jedi, I still respect him and his judgement, which was part of the reason
it was so hard when I was framed. They all believed I was guilty. It doesn't make sense, but I
feel so lost and alone without him. He was the one person always there. Now he's gone, and
it's all so wrong.

One thing I know for sure, is that in my timeline, I will make sure he doesn't see the fall of
the Jedi Order. There is no room for failure, not with the lives of my master, my family at
stake.

I don't know how long we just sit there, our eyes riveted on the place he just was before it
finally crosses my mind that there's an Alliance meeting to attend to. And we promised to be
back soon.

"We should go," I mumble, glancing around the room one final time before crawling out of
the tiny hut. I know beyond a shadow of a doubt I'll never go here again. I'm glad. This place
has too many memories. Too many ghosts.

We slowly walk down the path back towards where the ship is waiting, my movements
almost robotic. Artoo whistles a greeting, but unlike usual it doesn't cheer me up at all. With
a sigh, Luke kneels down next to Artoo to help him get into the ship so we can leave. As
always, despite what's happened, we have to keep moving.

"I can't do it, Artoo," Luke mumbles quietly. "I can't go on alone."

"Yoda will always be with you." I gasp softly as the Force-presence I haven't felt for far too
long hits me. Slowly, I turn around, to see Obi-Wan's Force ghost standing a distance away.

"Obi-Wan!" exclaims Luke, frustration slipping into his tone, "Why didn't you tell me!?"

"Us?" I correct.

Obi-Wan's ghost walks closer to us.

"You told me Vader betrayed and murdered my father," continues Luke, clearly frustrated.

"Your father was seduced by the Dark Side of the Force. He ceased to be Anakin Skywalker
and became Darth Vader. When that happened, the good man who was your father was
destroyed. So what I have told you was true... from a certain point of view." True enough, but
a certain point of view isn't going to help me save the galaxy.

"A certain point of view!" exclaims Luke, turning away angrily.



"You're going to find that many of the truths we cling to depend greatly on our own point of
view," Obi-Wan responds. Luke doesn't reply.

"If I'd known earlier, it would have been easier," I say, struggling to keep the frustration from
my tone. "I could have tried to talk to him instead of fighting. I could have reasoned with
him." But instead, I couldn't even think straight out of shock and pain.

"I don't blame you for being angry. If I was wrong in what I did, it certainly wouldn't have
been for the first time," Obi-Wan replies, before he begins speaking to Luke again. "You see,
what happened to your father was my fault."

"It was everyone's fault," I mutter. Whatever he says, I know the truth. I failed Anakin more
than anyone else did. Well, okay, maybe I didn't, but after Obi-Wan faked his death, Anakin
and I had an unspoken understanding that we would never abandon one another. I left him.

"Anakin was a good friend," he begins sadly, immediately getting Luke's attention. We all
take seats as Obi-Wan continues. "When I first knew him, your father was already a great
pilot. But I was amazed how strongly the Force was with him. I took it upon myself to train
him as a Jedi. I thought that I could instruct him as well as Yoda. I was wrong. My pride has
had terrible consequences for the galaxy."

"There's still good in him," Luke says quietly.

"I also thought he could be turned back to the good side. It couldn't be done. He is more
machine now than man. Twisted and evil." For the briefest moment, I find myself wondering
again what happened to him. What made him end up in that armor? It's not something he'd
wear by choice. I can only guess, but I don't want to think about it any longer.

"It can be done," I insist, "I know it. I've felt it... there's still light in him. He's not the same
now as he was."

"It's not enough," he replies.

"I can't do it, Ben," Luke declares.

"You cannot escape your destiny."

"I tried to stop him once. I couldn't do it."

"Not even with me there," I add.

"Vader humbled you when you first met him, Luke. But that experience was part of your
training. It taught you, among other things, the value of patience. Had you not been so
impatient to defeat Vader then, you could have finished your training here with Yoda. You
would have been prepared."

"But I had to help my friends," retorts Luke.

"And did you help them?" asks Obi-Wan. "It was they who had to save you. You achieved
little by rushing back prematurely, I fear."



"Well, they might have saved us in the end," I interject, "But they may never have made it
that far in the first place if we hadn't been there to help them."

"Perhaps."

"I found out Darth Vader was my father," says Luke sadly.

"To be a Jedi, Luke, you must confront and then go beyond the Dark Side – the side your
father couldn't get past. Impatience is the easiest door – for you, like your father. Only, your
father was seduced by what he found on the other side of the door and you have held firm.
You're no longer so reckless now, Luke. You are strong and patient. And now, you must face
Darth Vader again."

"I can't kill my own father," replies Luke firmly.

"Then the Emperor has already won. You were our only hope."

"He doesn't have to die for us to destroy the Empire," I insist stubbornly. I don't believe him.
I can't. Anakin can't just die. And I will certainly not be the one to kill him. I'd die first.

"Besides, there's still Leia..." murmurs Luke. And I'm not going to let anyone kill him, either.

"Bury your feelings deep down, Luke. They do you credit. But they could make you to serve
the Emperor," Obi-Wan warns.

"We can't let her get involved now, Ben. Vader would destroy her," Luke objects.

"She hasn't been trained in the ways of the Jedi the way you have been, Luke. But the Force
is strong with her as it is with all of your family. There is no avoiding the battle. You must
face and destroy Vader."

"We will destroy Vader, Obi-Wan," I reassure him. Because we will. But we'll do it without
killing Anakin.

Chapter End Notes
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17 - Endor

Chapter Notes

Another familiar face shows up for those of you who may have been wondering where
he was... ;)

See the end of the chapter for more notes

By the time we finally arrive back at the Rebel Fleet, I know that we're definitely late for the
meeting. Unlike usual, there's hardly a soul in sight. Everyone must already be assembled.

"We better get moving," I mumble, picking up the pace as we hurry through the ship towards
where the meeting is behind held.

At long last, we arrive and silently make our way into the room. Now, it's time to figure out
what we missed. Hopefully, it wasn't anything important.

Mon Mothma is speaking from her position near the front of the room. "The data brought to
us by the Bothan spies pinpoints the exact location of the Emperor's new battle station." Oh,
so this meeting is about the destruction of the Second Death Star they're constructing. I didn't
realize the meeting was about something so important. "We also know that the weapon
systems of this Death Star are not yet operational. With the Imperial Fleet spread throughout
the galaxy in a vain effort to engage us, it is relatively unprotected. But most important of all,
we've learned that the Emperor himself is personally overseeing the final stages of the
construction of this Death Star."

"The Emperor will be there?!" exclaims Luke in shock. I'm equally stunned. That's the last
thing I would have expected to hear. The murmurs and exclamations throughout the
assembled crowd show that the same goes for everyone.

"This is certainly going to be our chance," I murmur, as we make our way through the room
to where Han, Leia, Chewbacca, and Lando are sitting. They still don't know that we're back.

"Many Bothans died to bring us this information," continues Mothma, "Admiral Ackbar,
please."

The Mon Calamarian – who really doesn't look much different from when I last saw him
during the Mon Calamari civil war – steps forward, pointing at the holos of the Death Star
and the nearby moon, Endor.

"You can see here the Death Star orbiting the forest Moon of Endor. Although the weapon
systems on this Death Star are not yet operational, the Death Star does have a strong defense
mechanism. It is protected by an energy shield, which is generated from the nearby forest
Moon of Endor." Always an extra complication, isn't there? But it's nothing we can't handle,



or we probably wouldn't be having this meeting right now. "The shield must be deactivated if
any attack is to be attempted. Once the shield is down, our cruisers will create a perimeter,
while the fighters fly into the superstructure and attempt to knock out the main reactor."

Murmurs of concern run through the room. It's a risky plan, but what else can we do? It's our
best option right now. And the sooner the Death Star is destroyed, the better. We do not need
any more destroyed planets – even if it won't really have happened when I get back home.

"General Calrissian has volunteered to lead the fighter attack," Ackbar continues. Interesting.
I didn't really expect to hear that Lando was going to do that. I see our group of friends
exchange comments as we approach them, still unnoticed.

"General Madine," calls Ackbar, stepping back. The General steps forward and picks up on
the planning.

"We have stolen a small Imperial shuttle. Disguised as a cargo ship, and using a secret
Imperial code, a strike team will land on the moon and deactivate the shield generator."
Doesn't sound too hard, as long as whoever is sent knows what they're doing... and doesn't
promptly run into a large Imperial force. If the shield generator for the Death Star is there, it's
bound to be well protected.

Murmurs pass through the assembled crowd.

"Sounds dangerous," frets Threepio.

"I wonder who they found to pull that off," comments Leia to Han, not noticing the smirk on
his face.

"General Solo, is your strike team assembled?" General Madine inquires, startling me
again. Han is planning to lead it? I wasn't exactly expecting that based on what I've heard
about him. He didn't seem like that type of person. I must admit that changes my perspective
on him for the better.

Leia looks to Han with admiration.

"Uh, my team's ready," he replies, "I don't have a command crew for the shuttle." Well, then,
Luke and I are fixing that now.

Chewbacca raises a paw and growls his offer to come first.

"Well, it's gonna be rough, pal. I didn't want to speak for you," Han answers.

Chewbacca growls unconcernedly in response.

"That's one," smiles Han.

"Uh, General... count me in," decides Leia.

"I'm with you, too!" calls Luke as we hurry up.



"Me too," I add. I'm definitely coming. No questions asked.

The crowd cheers upon catching sight of us. Leia scrambles up and steps over to Luke. They
both embrace.

"What is it?" questions Leia quietly, upon noticing the melancholy in Luke's expression. And
my own for that matter.

"Ask us again sometime," Luke murmurs hesitantly.

"Later," I add quietly. There's no time right now. Maybe I'd feel better talking to her about it.
Hopefully.

With the planning over for now, the assembled rise and begin milling about, making their
way out of the room. But it's time for us to prepare for this mission.

"Hey Luke and Ahsoka," Han welcomes us, stepping over as well.

"Hi, Han, Chewie," Luke greets them back.

"Hi everyone!" I add.

Artoo beeps in the background. "This sounds like it's going to be very exciting."

"'Exciting' is hardly the word I would use," protests Threepio worriedly. Typical.

"Come on," I declare, glancing between the members of our newfound team, "We better get
moving."

***

Before long, we're almost done with the preparation on the stolen imperial shuttle and ready
to go. The crew is already in the back of the shuttle. Only one person is still missing. Luke is
working on a control panel in the back of the cockpit while Chewbacca is working on
figuring out what all of the controls are for. I stand back to observe them for now until I'm
needed.

"You got her warmed?" questions Han, stepping into the cockpit at last and sliding into the
pilot's seat.

"Yeah, she's comin' up," responds Luke.

"These weren't designed for Wookies. I can hardly fit," growls Chewbacca in frustration as he
continues looking over the controls.

"No, I don't think the Empire had Wookies in mind when they designed her, Chewie," replies
Han before his gaze turns to something out the window.

"I don't think there's any Wookie Imperial pilots," I agree. Leia walks in from the hold area,
taking a seat next to me and Luke in the back.



"Ready to go?" asks Chewbacca. Han doesn't reply, his eyes fixated on something outside the
front window. I follow his gaze to see that he's watching the Falcon. Oh. He told us he was
giving the ship over to Lando to take on the mission.

Leia leans over, putting a hand on his shoulder. "Hey, are you awake?"

"Yeah, I just got this funny feeling. Like I'm not gonna see her again," he sighs. Chewbacca
looks out the window at that, staring longingly at the ship. They must be really attached to
that ship, although from what I've heard about them, it's like their home, so it's not surprising.
I honestly really miss the Temple, which was like my home.

"Come on, General, let's move," says Leia softly.

"Right," replies Han, snapping back to the present situation, "Chewie, let's see what this piece
of junk can do. Ready everybody?"

"Yes," I confirm.

"All set," adds Luke.

"Here we go again," frets Threepio from his position in the back of the cockpit as Artoo
beeps happily.

"All right, hang on," replies Han, pushing some of the controls. The shuttle flies out of the
main docking bay of the Rebel Cruiser, and out into space before lowering its wings into a
flying position and zooming away.

After the ship has jumped into hyperspace, I head back to the place the other rebels are to
wait. No use sitting pointlessly in the cockpit the entire time.

The others are sitting around in the main hold, some talking with each other, others sleeping.
I wander over to the viewport, staring out at the endless swirls of blue and white.

"Commander?" a vaguely familiar voice asks. What?

I turn around, spotting a man with white hair who looks strangely familiar standing behind
me. Umm... Wait a minute.

"Rex?!"

"Yes, it's me," he confirms with a smile.

I throw my arms around him without a second thought. I can't believe it. It's really him. And
here all this time I thought there was no one else left who I used to know.

"I didn't realize you were part of the Alliance," I murmur, letting go of him after a long
moment.

"So, you're really like... from the past?" he asks hesitantly, "I'd heard rumors, but I didn't
believe it until now."



"I am," I reply, "Though I don't think I'm going to be here in this time period for much
longer."

"How will you get back? And how did you even get here in the first place?"

"The Force," I answer with a shrug. "I don't know. I expect when it's time, the Force will take
me back."

"...When are you from?" he queries.

"Right after the framing," I answer, realizing that I look a lot older from that time. I've been
aging in the future, and it's going to be weird to return to the size I was half a year ago.
Unless, of course, I've been unexplainably unconscious for the past half year back at home. I
do hope not.

"It was never the same after you left," he murmurs, "The General and the boys really missed
you."

"I won't leave them this time," I state with determination, "I've already sorted out everything I
needed to then... in your time. I'll do whatever I can to change the past once I go back. There
won't be any Empire, not if I can help it." I suddenly find myself wondering, does he know
what happened to Anakin? That he's Vader? There's so many things we have to talk about,
but I don't think now is really the time to do so. Especially not since we've attracted the
attention of a number of the other people in the hold.

"Of course," Rex says, "Has anyone helped you plan what you'll do, or have you been trying
to do it all alone?"

"Well... I talked to my older self once six months ago, but other than that, no," I admit.

"Maybe we could discuss it more later," he suggests.

I nod in agreement. Now it's time to get my mind back on the upcoming battle. Weird, that I'll
be fighting together Rex now, just like old times.

The remainder of the trip passes uneventfully, and before long, we're coming out of
hyperspace above Endor. The green moon is looming in front of us, with the partly
constructed structure of the second Death Star not far away. Flying between the moon and the
Death Star is a large Imperial cruiser.

An unsettling feeling creeps up on me as we fly closer towards the cruiser. Something is not
right. Something's going to happen. And it doesn't feel good.

"If they don't go for this, we're gonna have to get outta here pretty quick, Chewie," warns
Han.

"I know," growls Chewbacca, his hands on the controls already.

"We have you on our screen now. Please identify," calls a voice from the shuttle over our
radio.



"Shuttle Tydirium requesting deactivation of the deflector shield," answers Han, glancing
over his shoulder at us, looking a little nervous.

"Shuttle Tydirium, transmit the clearance code for shield passage."

"Transmission commencing," Han replies as we fly a little closer to the Imperial shuttle. It's
then that I finally begin to realize just what is wrong. The presence I feel on that ship... Even
at this distance, I can tell who it is and that is not good news.

I listen to the sound of high-speed transmission as concern mounts inside of me. A dark
presence slips over me, and I can feel him brushing against my mind. If I can sense him, that
means he can sense me. And he's totally going to think I decided to become an Imperial pilot.
Not.

"Now we find out if the code is worth the price we paid," comments Leia, concern etched on
her face.

"It'll work," Han tries to reassure everyone, "It'll work." The only question is, will it work
with me on this ship? And Luke?

"They're not responding," worries Chewbacca as we continue to fly closer to the cruiser.

"Vader's on that ship," murmurs Luke, his eyes rooted on it. So, he senses it too now. Even
better.

"Now don't get jittery, Luke," chides Han.

"It's – he's right," I reply quietly, unable to take my eyes off the ship either.

"There are a lot of command ships," Han replies, trying and failing to reassure anyone, before
turning to Chewbacca. "Keep your distance though, Chewie, but don't look like you're to
trying to keep your distance."

"How do I do that?" asks the Wookie as we fly even closer.

"I don't know," shrugs Han unhelpfully, "Fly casual."

"We're endangering the mission," Luke insists, looking even more worried as there's still no
response, "We shouldn't have come."

I sigh in agreement. At least it's less likely that Vader would sense something off if neither of
the two of us were here. Even if he sensed it, he wouldn't know for sure, right? This isn't
good.

"It's your imagination, kid," retorts Han, "Come on. Let's keep a little optimism here."

"We can feel it in the Force," I respond, "Which means so can Vader." Which means perhaps
we should think about making a hasty exit. Not that I want to. I want to talk to him again,
very badly. But that doesn't mean I'm willing to put our friends in danger for it. They
could die here. Even Leia since he doesn't know she's his daughter.



"I'm beginning to dislike this 'Force' more and more," complains Threepio, "If it's responsible
for destroying the Rebellion, what's it good for?" Fortunately, everyone ignores him. If the
Force didn't exist, neither would he, so he had better be grateful. But now is not the time to
explain that to a droid.

"They must be suspicious," Chewbacca barks worriedly as our ship heads ever closer.

"They're not goin' for it, Chewie," Han concludes finally, as there's still no response. I just
knew it.

But then, right on cue, there's suddenly an answer over the radio. "Shuttle Tydirium,
deactivation of the shield will commence immediately. Follow your present course." Han,
Chewbacca, and Leia all breathe a sigh of relief, assuming that at least for now, the danger is
over.

But it most certainly is not. Vader is on that ship. And he knows we're here. There's no
question about that. That also means that he probably told them to let us through. Which
means, just what kind of trap is waiting for us down on that moon?

"It worked!" growls Chewbacca in relief.

"Okay!" Han exclaims, "I told you it was gonna work. No problem." No, just a bigger
problem forming.

As the shields open to let us path through, we fly down towards the surface of Endor. The
mountains, covered with forests of towering trees in every direction, quickly come into view.

Chapter End Notes
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18 - Speeder Bike Chase

Chapter Notes
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Having left our shuttle in a small clearing between the trees, we immediately set off on the
mission. Han and Leia are in the lead, with Chewbacca, Luke, and I close behind them. The
rest of the Rebels who are here are following us, with the two droids in the back.

As we reach the top of the hill, an uneasy feeling creeps through me again. We're not alone in
the forest. We need to be extremely cautious. I can sense a number of other life forms nearby,
and I get the distinct feeling they aren't friendly. Chewbacca catches up with the ones in front
and suddenly both he and Leia drop to the ground, making a "get down" motion. We all
immediately fall to the ground.

I crawl the rest of the way up the hill to join the other two, and Han and Luke follow suit. Not
far down the other side of the hill, two Imperial troopers are walking about amidst the bushes.
Scouts, presumably. Speeder bikes are parked not far away.

"Shall we try and go around?" questions Leia in a low voice.

"It'll take time," objects Han, "This whole party'll be for nothing if they see us."

"We'll have to try to take them out, before they have a chance to react," I decide. It's our only
hope for continuing undetected.

Leia nods her agreement before motioning to the other Rebels to stay where they are. The
five of us quietly making our way down the hill, careful to stay behind the trunks of the
towering trees so that they won't catch sight of us. But I have a distinct feeling that something
is going to go wrong. Well, that's usually what happens, isn't it?

We stop at the edge off a clearing, ducking down to the ground between the brush and trees.
"Chewie and I will take care of this. You stay here," whispers Han. I think it would be better
if I went too, but there's no time for arguing right now. Besides, if something goes wrong, I'll
be close enough to quickly intervene. Hopefully.

"Quietly, there might be more of them out there," warns Luke.

"Hey, it's me," grins Han before he and Chewbacca turn and begin sneaking through the
bushes towards the scouts. I watch tensely as they get closer and closer, Han arrives right
behind his scout first, but promptly steps on a twig. Great job.

The scout whirls around, slamming Han into the tree behind him. He falls to the ground as
the scout yells, "Go for help! Go!"

"Good job," I mutter sarcastically, rising to my feet and scramble through the brush towards
them, shoving tree branches out of my way as I run. No use hiding here anymore.



Han jumps up, knocking the other scout hard into the tree and they both fall to the ground.
Soon they're both engaged in a furious fist fight on the ground.

The second scout leaps onto his bike and zooms away into the trees, but Chewbacca fires at
him. He flies through air before falling to the ground, dead. The now abandoned bike slams
to a stop since no one is control anymore.

"Great. Come on," Luke mutters sarcastically from behind me. He rises to his feet, motioning
for Leia to come with him. They hurry to catch up with me, Leia already drawing her blaster
as we approach the fighting pair.

"Over there!" I suddenly hear Leia hiss from behind me, "Two more of them!" Quickly
turning around, my gaze follows to where she's pointing. Taking a step back so I can see in
between the bushes, I spot two more scouts sitting on their speeder bikes, and another empty
one sitting not far away.

"I see them," Luke replies. The two of scouts promptly whiz away into the trees. Leia runs
over to the other speeder with both of us close behind.

"Wait, Leia!" calls Luke as she fires up the bike, preparing to zoom away after them. He
jumps onto the bike behind them as the bike picks up speed and they whiz away into the
trees, leaving me behind. Oh great. But actually, there's something I can do.

"Hey, wait!" yells Han, scrambling to his feet. The scout jumps up also, attacking him again
and they're both engaged in a furious fist fight once more. Han and Chewbacca can handle
this scout on their own. Especially since he doesn't even have a way to get out of here.

I race past them, Force-leaping through the trees towards where the other speeder which
belonged the scout Chewbacca had shot would be. It's right up against a log but appears to
still be drivable. Scrambling on, I try to fire it up. Luckily for me, it fires up immediately, and
I slam on the controls, zipping away into the trees. I reach out into the Force, allowing it to
guide me in the right direction – to where Luke and Leia are pursuing the other two scouts.

I hear the distant sound of shooting as I continue to zoom along. I'm gaining ground on them,
probably because I'm coming at them from a different angle than where they're going.
Despite the potential danger of hitting a tree and becoming history, I force the bike to go at
maximum speed, barely missing striking the trees as I dodge around them. Being with
Anakin so long made me fairly used to insane piloting, which comes in handy on the ground
as well.

Finally, as I make a few more turns around the towering trees, the other speeders come into
view, though it's not quite what I expected to see. Luke and Leia both have their own
speeders now and they're pursuing one of the scouts. Luke must have taken the speeder from
the second one.

But not far ahead of me, though still a distance behind the twins are two more imperial scouts
pursuing them. They must have spotted them during the chase. Great. If this chase doesn't
end soon, we could easily attract much more attention to ourselves.



The two Imperials in the back are firing their laser cannons on the twins, who are in turn
firing at the Imperial in the front. I fire at the two Imperials from behind, just as one of their
shots glances off Luke's bike.

"Keep on that one! I'll take on these two!" calls Luke, slowing down his speeder ever so
slightly and giving Leia the chance to zoom off ahead.

I fire on the Imperials again. A shot strikes one of them, sending the bike careening out of
control before it smashes into a nearby tree, exploding into a firework show of smoke and
flames. I wince slightly, as always hating seeing – and feeling – someone die.

Luke suddenly slows down his speeder, causing the unsuspecting Imperial to go zooming
straight past him into the forest. I pick up speed and fall in close to Luke as we both continue
our pursuit of him. At least no one is behind us anymore. Both of us open fire at the other
scout. The explosions rain down near him, one of them glancing off the side of his bike. He
only increases his speed in response.

We continue zooming along behind him, dodging around the tree trunks and over or under
fallen trees as the forest thickens. Luke manages to move a little way ahead of me, rapidly
gaining ground on the scout. The scout turns, firing a blaster several times at both of us. One
of them grazes the side of my bike, nearly sending me into a tree but I quickly regain control
and pick up speed again.

Luke uses the scout's momentary distraction to his advantage, zooming up right along next to
him. I don't attempt to shoot at the scout again, so as not to risk hitting Luke. The scout slams
his bike into Luke's, shoving it to the side as they rapidly approach a fallen tree crossing the
path. The scout dives underneath the log while Luke's flies over the top, landing right next to
the scout again. And now they're both heading straight towards a very wide tree trunk – and
Luke is about to hit it. But there's nothing I can do.

Slamming on the controls of his bike, he sends it flying horizontally into the air over the
scout's head, landing right next to him and barely missing the tree. The only problem now is
that the bikes are both locked together, traveling as one. I contemplate jumping onto the
scout's bike but as they rapidly approach several other huge trees, I reconsider. After all,
attacking the scout from behind like that could easily send us both smashing straight into the
trees. And then we'd all be smoking history.

Unable to dodge the tree Luke is rapidly approaching, he leaps into the air off his bike,
disappearing from sight into the brush. But I can feel that he's alright. The bikes separate
from each other, Luke's smashing into the tree in an explosion and the scout's zooming along
ahead.

He spins the bike around and begins firing at me. I draw one of my lightsabers with one hand,
deflecting the shots back at him while keeping control of my bike with the other. It's too bad I
can't be on the same bike as someone else like Anakin and I always did. He flew while I
shielded us. Usually standing. That wouldn't work going at such high speeds, though.
Spinning around through the trees to avoid striking them, my bike takes a direct hit from one
of the blaster bolts as he continues to fire.



I leap into air away from it not a moment too soon as it crashes into the tree, going up in
flames. The scout zooms his bike towards me, and I leap through the air again, landing closer
to it. Realizing what I'm about to do, he tries to slow his bike a little too late. My lightsaber
slices through part of his bike, sending it careening into the nearby trees before going up in a
ball of fire.

Deactivating my lightsaber, I let out a long sigh and glance around. All scouts have been
dealt with, except perhaps the one with Leia. But I don't really sense any danger coming from
her, so she must be managing fine. Snapping branches in the brush draws my attention as I
see Luke approaching.

"You alright, Ahsoka?" he asks, looking rather worn out. Maybe that's something we should
have worked on a little more.

"Yes," I confirm, "You?"

"I'm fine," he sighs, "Now let's get back to the others."

"Which will be a long walk, considering that we don't have a bike," I point out.

"Exactly," Luke practically groans, "So let's get moving."

Using the Force to guide us once more, we head back in the direction of the rest of the
Rebels. Reaching into the Force to hold off my exhaustion, I take off running as fast as I can.
This will take a while, and there's no time to waste. It's a long time later before we finally
arrive at the rest of the group.

"Oh, General Solo, somebody's coming, Oh!" I hear Threepio exclaiming up ahead. At least
we're almost there.

We both step out from the brush to see the entire squad standing there, their weapons pointed
our direction. With an exhausted sigh, Luke steps over to a boulder and sits down. I sink onto
the ground next to him.

"Luke! Ahsoka! Where's Leia?" demands Han, stepping away from the rest of the squad and
approaching us.

"What?" I exclaim in surprise.

"She didn't come back?" demands Luke, concerned. And all this time I assumed she just used
her bike to beat us back here.

"I thought she was with you," frowns Han.

"We got separated," Luke explains.

"Not long after I caught up with them," I add. Luke and I slowly rise to our feet.

"Hey, we better go look for her," decides Luke. Han nods his agreement before motioning to
lead Rebel officer.



"Take the squad ahead. We'll meet at the shield generator at 0300," Han tells him.

"Come on, Artooie," I say, glancing down at the droid, "We'll need your scanners." The squad
turns and heads off one direction, while our group of six, droids included, head off a different
direction, deeper into the forest, the same direction that chase had led us on before.

Chapter End Notes
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19 - Into the Trap

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

The droids go in front, with me and Luke right behind to help guide what direction we should
go in. They'll use scanners, and we'll use the Force. It shouldn't be too hard to find her.
Hopefully. But as always, things are pretty much never simple, so who knows what kind of
trouble we're probably going to run into now.

"Don't worry, Master Luke," Threepio assures him as we keep moving, "We know what to
do." Then he looks down at Artoo and grumbles, "And you said it was pretty here. Ugh!"
It is, but that doesn't mean nothing can go wrong. In the mind of a droid, I guess that's not
true. At least in the mind of this droid.

Once we reach the area where we had last seen Leia before she zoomed off in pursuit of the
other Imperial, our search party spreads out, looking through the undergrowth for any signs
of her. Where could she be? Either she got lost in the forest trying to find her way back and
doesn't have her bike anymore, or she was captured by more Imperial scouts, or she's injured
somewhere, or I don't even know.

As I continue making my way through the brush, I suddenly spot two speeders nearby each
other, both burnt and damaged, and lying on the ground next to partially burned trees and
brush. Those could be Leia's and the scout's speeders, or maybe more scouts' speeders, or...
But at least it seems like we're going in the right direction. Which is a good thing considering
that it's already late in the day, nearing dusk. We need to be getting on with deactivating the
shield generator already. Hopefully, the other Rebels are managing without us.

"Look," Luke suddenly calls to me, since I'm the closest by. Turning, I see he's holding a
helmet. Leia's helmet.

"I found two burnt speeders," I inform, worried as I step over to him.

"She –" he begins but is promptly interrupted.

"Luke! Luke!" Han hollers from where he is a short distance away in the brush. We
immediately run to where he is. A burnt, damaged speeder lies in the grass, not far from a
charred tree. It obviously smashed into the tree, whatever happened. So, three speeders then.
She obviously ran into more scouts, which means, who knows what happened to her.

"Oh, Master Luke!" gasps Threepio as he rushes up. Artoo beeps in concern as he rolls over
as well.

"There's two more wrecked speeders back there. And I found this," Luke announces, tossing
Leia's helmet to Han.

"I'm afraid that Artoo's sensors can find no trace of Princess Leia," declares Threepio.



"I hope she's alright," murmurs Han gravely.

"I don't think she's in any danger at the moment," I mumble as I reach into the Force. She
seems to be fine, but the question remains, where is she?

Chewbacca suddenly sniffs the air and growls, before turning and bounding off through the
forest with an excited bark which I don't quite catch. Did he just smell which way she might
be? Since he identified me because of smell, I'm sure he could. Doesn't mean following
Chewie sniffing along the ground is a good idea, though.

"What Chewie?" demands Han, running after him, "What? Chewie?!" Luke and I hurry after
them, the droids trailing us. Artoo beeps uncertainly.

"Does he know where he's going?"

"I don't know," I reply as we try to keep up with him.

The forest grows denser as we continue to move, following behind the frantic Wookie. I can
feel more life forms wherever we're headed, and suddenly a distinct sense of approaching
danger. Just what is it that Chewbacca is after? Suddenly I'm not so sure he's following Leia's
scent after all.

The Wookie comes to a halt in a small clearing. There's a pole in the center of it, with a dead
animal hanging from it. Chewbacca trots over to it. Luke and I, now in the back, hesitantly
walk a little closer. Something is not right here.

"Hey, I don't get it," frowns Han, confused, "Nah, it's just a dead animal, Chewie." Ignoring
him, Chewbacca steps closer to it. Oh, I see. So, he dragged us all the way out here because
he wanted to eat. And there's no reason that there would be a dead animal on a pole unless
this is some sort of trap – probably set by the beings that inhabit this moon for the animals
that live here – and that means we need to get out of here.

"No, Chewie!" I yell.

"Chewie wa-wait!" cries Luke, "Don't!"

But our warnings come too late. Chewbacca is already yanking the animal free from pole.
Faster than I have a chance to react, a thick-roped net snaps around us, lifting us high into the
air, far above the clearing below.

Artoo beeps frantically and Chewbacca howls an apology that everyone is too annoyed to
listen to, much less accept. Han pushes one of the Wookie's paws out of his mouth. How it
got there, though, I have no idea.

"Nice work," Han says sarcastically, "Great, Chewie! Great! Always thinking with your
stomach." Everyone is pretty much moving at once, causing the net to spin in circles. I
squirm about, trying to free one of my arms so I can get out my lightsaber and cut us out of
this thing.

"Will you take it easy?" groans Luke, "Let's figure out a way to get out of here."



"I'm trying to do that," I grumble, finally succeeding in pulling my arm free from where it's
stuck between the net and Artoo. It certainly doesn't help that Chewbacca is half on top of
me. Ugh.

"Han, you can reach my lightsaber?" questions Luke.

"Yeah, sure," he replies.

"I think I can reach mine," I mumble, as the net continues to spin in circles dizzyingly.

Artoo extends an appendage and starts slicing through the ropes. But that's going to take
forever.

"Artoo, I'm not sure that such a good idea," cries Threepio. And becoming somebody's dinner
is a good idea? Squirming to shift into the right position, I ignite one of my lightsabers.

"It's a very long drooooop!" he finishes in a scream as I quickly cut through the ropes, freeing
us. We all tumble to the ground, landing in a heap on the ground below the net and knocking
my breath out.

After untangling myself from Chewbacca, I slowly sit up. The others are following suit.
Rustling from the undergrowth on every side of us is increasing and moments later, small
furry little creatures – around Yoda's size, or smaller – begin stepping into view, holding long
spears and other such weapons. They're actually downright cute, and if I'm remembering
correctly from my endless studies on different species, they're ewoks.

One of them, presumably the leader of the group, steps forwards and points his spear in Han's
face. Okay, maybe this isn't so good after all.

"Wha-? Hey!" exclaims Han, grabbing the end of the spear and shoving it aside, "Point that
thing someplace else!" I nearly burst out laughing, but the seriousness of the situation
dampens my amusement. They clearly think we're their new dinner.

Another Ewok says something to the leader before he shoves the spear back at Han's face
again.

"Hey!" he yells, grabbing it and reaching for his blaster.

"Han, don't," cautions Luke, "It'll be all right." Starting a fight with these creatures – even if
we probably would win – is unnecessary. We can figure another way out of this without
massacring them.

"We'll figure something else out," I reassure them, mind already racing, as the Ewoks swarm
towards us and begin confiscating our weapons. I grudgingly allow them to take my
lightsabers. If I need them on a moment's notice, I can just call them back to me anyway.
Chewbacca growls fiercely at them when they approach him.

"Chewie, give 'em your crossbow," Luke intervenes. With another growl, he gives it up the
Ewoks.



Meanwhile, the two droids are just managing to untangle themselves from the net.

"Oh, my head! Oh, my goodness!" gasps Threepio as he sits up and takes in the scene before
him.

The Ewoks suddenly gasp in shock, turning to each and chattering in their language.
Threepio begins to protest something in their language as well, but none of them are
listening. The nearest one to Threepio suddenly drops his pear and prostrates himself on the
ground in front of him. Um, what? What in the world are they doing? The rest of them
immediately follow suit.

"What's going on?" wonders Chewbacca.

"I have no idea," I answer, just as confused as the rest of us. Hopefully, they don't worship
droids. No, that can't be it, or they'd be worshiping Artoo. Protocol droids then, maybe. It's
hard to say. There are many strange beliefs out there. All of the Ewoks begin chanting.

"Do you understand anything they're saying?" inquires Luke.

"Oh, yes, Master Luke!" exclaims Threepio, and of course has to use the opportunity to recite
his favorite lines, "Remember that I am fluent in over six million forms of communication."

"What are you telling them?" demands Han.

"Hello, I think... I could be mistaken. They're using a very primitive dialect," he begins to
explain, "But I do believe that the think I am some sort of god." A god?! They think Threepio
is a god?! Chewbacca and I both burst out laughing and Artoo beeps in amusement. That's
the most ridiculous thing I've heard in my life.

Han and Luke, however, just exchange looks like 'now what?'

"Well, why don't you use your divine influence and get us out of this?" suggests Han.

"I beg your pardon, General Solo, but than just wouldn't be proper," argues Threepio.
Seriously?

"Proper?!" cries Han angrily. Why are we worried about 'proper' when an army of creatures
think you're their meal? Sure, we could fight our way out of this, but I don't want to kill them.
Not to mention this is delaying our mission!

"It's against my programming to impersonate a deity," he protests. The stubbornness of droids
sometimes. Perhaps they should have thought Artoo was their "god" instead. Then we'd
probably be getting out of here already. This is downright ridiculous.

"Why, you –" Han begins angrily, moving towards Threepio threateningly. Almost instantly,
several of the Ewoks shove their spears in front of Han, blocking his path. The others swarm
around him, also taking aim with their spears.

He holds up his hands in defeat. "My mistake. He's an old friend of mine," he says in attempt
to calm them down.



Cute or not, I'm seriously about to lose my temper on these Ewoks as they tie me and the
others to poles and lift Threepio onto a platform. They begin carrying us away through the
forest, situation to present itself for us to get out of this mess, but it hasn't happened yet. We
really need to be getting back to the Rebels! And finding Leia. Never mind that since I don't
have my lightsabers anymore, there's nothing we can do about it. This is getting better and
better by the moment.

The Ewoks continue to chatter amongst themselves on the way to the camp, and I get the
feeling it has something to do with their dinner tonight. Nice. The forest is already darkening
as we finally near our destination.
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20 - Ewoks
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We arrive at the end of a walkway high up in the trees, at the end of which is a village made
out from mud huts, all interlinked between the thick treetops. The procession continues into
the village, where many other Ewoks are scurrying about, some of them obviously babies
from how tiny they are. They're adorable, but I'd find them much cuter if not for the situation.
Most of them hurry back to their huts as we come into view. We're carried to what must be
the village square before the procession comes to a halt.

They lean the poles Artoo, Chewbacca, Luke, and I are tied to against the trees and carry Han
to the center, lying his pole vertically over what looks like a barbecue pit. Oh, great. It looks
like Han is going to be their dinner tonight. We need to do something, and fast. Probably start
by talking some sense into Threepio, which is going to be a hard thing to do. The droid is...
not meant for intelligence. No offence to Anakin.

They gently set Threepio's litter throne not far away from the pit, giving the droid a good
view of everything that's happening. He watches with complete fasciation. Seriously? I guess
this is why you don't become friends with protocol droids. The rest of us are far less than
interested, to say the least. It's then that I suddenly notice a familiar force presence not far
away. Leia's. Don't tell me she was captured by the Ewoks too.

"I have a really bad feeling about this," worries Han.

"So do I," growls Chewbacca, trying and failing to pull free from his bonds.

Just then, all the Ewoks stop bustling about as another one steps into view. He walks between
us, staring intently at each of us before going over to Threepio. He then begins speaking to
him while another Ewok examines our lightsabers – which I'm seriously beginning to
consider snatching and putting an end to this. Although there's no way I could do that without
killing many of them which I don't want to do. Patience was never my strong point, but I
guess I'll have to practice it for now while waiting for a better opportunity to do something.
Never mind that there's this nagging feeling from the Force to just let events play out for now,
and I've learned to follow the Force.

After the Ewok finishes his declaration, the others return to bustling about, this time
collecting wood and piling it under Han.

"What did he say?" Han demands finally, an increasingly panicked expression on his face as
he looks to Threepio for an explanation.



"I'm rather embarrassed, General Solo," frets Threepio, "But it appears you are to be the main
course at a banquet in my honor." Perfect, just perfect. We're to be eaten in honor of a droid.
Who knew a mission to deactivate a shield generator could end with this?

As if in response, drums start beating around the square as their celebration begins. Just then,
from out of the main hut walks the last person I except to see – walking freely anyway.
Leia. She's wearing an animal-skin dress. Her eyes immediately fall on us and widen in
horror.

"Leia!" Han, Luke, and I exclaim at once.

"Oh!" she exclaims in alarm, stepping towards us, but the Ewoks block her path with raised
spears.

"Your Royal Highness," Threepio greets her. Chewbacca growls, and Artoo beeps in greeting
as well.

Leia sighs as she looks at the Ewoks, before turning to Threepio. "But these are my friends.
Threepio, tell them they must be set free."

Threepio begins speaking to the Ewoks but they shake their heads in refusal and continue
piling wood in the barbecue. Leia frantically looks between all of us, trying to figure out what
she should do.

"Somehow, I get the feeling that didn't help us very much," groans Han.

"Threepio, tell them if they don't do as you wish, you'll become angry and use your magic,"
commands Luke.

"But Master Luke, what magic?" demands Threepio, "I couldn't possibly –"

"Just tell them!" I practically yell, patience running extremely low. I'm not about to sit here
and watch as we all get killed.

Threepio turns to the Ewoks and begins to speak again. Then the leader steps forwards,
waving his arms. From the tone and expression, I think he just issued a challenge. Luke
closes his eyes, concentrating. I decide to let him handle it. After all, he's the one who needs
experience here.

"You see, Master Luke, they didn't believe me," Threepio replies as the throne he's sitting on
begins to rise. He doesn't even notice. "Just as I said they wouldn't."

"Wha- wha- what's happening!" he cries suddenly in alarm as he realizes that he's floating in
the air, "Oh! Oh, dear! Oh!" He rises higher in the air and the Ewoks begin to scramble away
from him in terror, running as fast as they can. Many race back to hide in their huts.

"Put me down!" screams Threepio in terror. "Heeelp! Master Luke! Artoo! Somebody,
somebody, help! Master Luke, Mistress Ahsoka, Artoo! Artoo, quickly! Do something,
somebody! Oh! Ohhhhhh!" I'm laughing so hard by now I hardly hear his screams anymore.



And lucky for us, the Ewoks are clueless that their "god" is actually screaming in terror from
his own "magic," not casting a terrifying spell on them.

The lead Ewok turns to the others and begins barking out commands. They run over to us and
untie the ropes. Finally. Luke lowers Threepio back to the ground, and Han rushes over to
Leia and they embrace. Luke and I hug her next.

As soon as Artoo is freed, he beeps furiously, clearly very upset about what happened. He
sends a blue beam of electricity shooting at the nearest Ewok. The first is zapped, and they all
take off running. Artoo rolls after and zaps another before beeping a final angry comment and
rolling over to join us.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh! Thank goodness," sighs Threepio in relief now that he's on the ground again.

"Thanks, Threepio," Luke says to the droid.

"I... I never knew I had it in me," he replies shakily. So, he thinks that he's the one who made
it happen without knowing it, or what? Well, I guess he is just a droid, who obviously doesn't
understand anything about the Force at all.

A small fire lights the chief's hut where we've all gathered. Han, Chewbacca, Luke, Leia, and
I all sit along one wall while Threepio is sitting on his throne near the center of the room. Ten
other Ewok elders are gathered here, including the Chief who is also sitting on a throne,
though not as high and fancy as Threepio's.

Shadows from the flames dance across the walls and low ceiling as Threepio continues his
tale of everything that's been happening in the galaxy. Though I can't understand most of it,
there are a number of words that I can catch, including Jedi, Death Star, Princess Leia, Obi-
Wan Kenobi, Darth Vader, and Artoo. He has the complete attention of all the Ewoks.
Apparently, he can tell good stories after all.

Artoo suddenly interrupts, beeping with excitement about something.

"Yes, Artoo. I was just coming to that," replies Threepio, before turning his attention back to
the group and continuing the story. I soon begin to identify more words such as Han Solo,
Millenium Falcon, Cloud City, carbonite, and Sarlacc, as the droid finally finishes the story
up until where we are now.

Once he has finished speaking, all the Ewoks gather, murmuring to one another. Then they all
begin to nod in what appears to be agreement about something. Finally, the Chief rises and
begins making a proclamation.

Drums sound from outside the again, where the rest of the tribe is gathered and all the Ewoks
stand up, cheering and excitedly shouting. It makes them look even more cute than before.

"What's going on?" wonders Han as we stand up.

"I don't know," responds Leia, puzzled.



"Wonderful!" exclaims Threepio happily, "We are now part of the tribe." Part of the tribe? I
was just made part of a tribe of Ewoks? Now this I must tell Anakin when I get home.

Anakin... Which reminds me of how terribly I miss him. How much I want to fight side by
side with him again. I don't even know when I will again, especially now that Master Yoda is
gone, and someone has to send me back home. Leia's not trained, and Luke's less skilled than
me. Which leaves only Anakin. And to think that he's right here, on this moon right now. The
closest we've been since the Cloud City. Right. He knows Luke and I hare here. He obviously
knew something was up, but he let us through. Why? What is my master planning?

As the Ewoks run over to us, wrapping their fury little arms around us in an embrace, I
glance over at Luke to see that a shadow has crossed over his face as well. He's thinking
along the same lines as I am, right now. I'd really like to have a talk with him.

"Just what I always wanted," laughs Han as they hug him. They're hugging Chewbacca as
well. Somehow, everything they do just makes me find them even more adorable, at least
now that they're not about to eat us.

"They're pretty short be of too much help," remarks the Wookie.

"Well short help is better than no help at all, Chewie," Han chuckles before looking down at
the Ewok clinging to his leg. "Thank you. Okay." Well, no help at all will save us if Luke and
I stay here. Not if he comes here for us. The longer we're here, the longer we put the mission
at risk.

"He says the scouts are going to show us the quickest way to the shield generator," Threepio
informs. With the Ewoks having let go of me, I make my way to the back of the hut near the
door, following Luke who is heading out in front of me. I know he wants to talk also.

"Finally, we'll be able to get on with the mission," barks Chewbacca happily. Taking the
opportunity while everyone is distracted, Luke and I quietly step outside into the moonlight
flooding the forest.

"Good," I hear Han saying as we walk a little ways away, "How far is it? Ask him. We need
some fresh supplies, too. And try to get our weapons back." Right. We still need to get our
lightsabers, but I'm not really concerned about that at the moment. It's time to talk.

"We can't stay here with everyone," I murmur, staring up at the dark sky for many long
moments. The only light up in the sky above the trees is the partially completed Death Star,
glowing like a moon would. I can only think of one another option for us to take right now
and...

"I know," Luke sighs, "We can leave. Surrender ourselves to the Imperials maybe. We could
try to convince them that we came alone. Not only would that help the mission, but also..."

I know exactly what he's thinking. "Then we'd be able to talk to... Vader," I finish quietly. He
nods, a distant look in his eyes. "We better leave now, then. The longer we stay, the greater
the risk is," I decide.



As Luke opens his mouth to respond, a sudden rustling of branches from near the hut catches
my attention. We both turn to see Leia approaching.

"Luke? Ahsoka? What's wrong?" she questions, concern lacing her words as she stops next to
us.

"Vader is here, now. On this moon," answers Luke.

"How do you know?!" demands Leia in alarm.

"We felt his presence," I explain, "When we were coming to the moon and even now."

"He will come for us," Luke adds, "He can feel when we're near."

"And that's why we have to go," I continue, "As long as we stay, we're endangering the group
and our mission here."

"We have to face him," he concludes quietly.

"But why?" Leia asks, confused and distraught.

The time is right to tell Leia the truth now. There may never be another chance. Especially
because as I reach into the Force, feeling the future for what will transpire before I return
home, I get mixed feelings. Something good, but also swirling clouds of darkness and
despair... What is going to happen?

"Because –" I begin, but trail off, unable to force the words out. Thankfully, Luke answers
her question for me.

"This isn't going to be easy for you to hear," Luke holds her gaze for several long moments,
"But you must. He is our father."

"Our father?" she gasps, staring at us in shock.

I decide to move on with the conversation. We need to hurry here, and every moment counts.
There's no saying what he might do. "If we don't make it back, you're going to be the only
hope for the Alliance."

"Don't talk that way!" Leia cries, a horrified expression on her face, "No! Luke, Ahsoka, run
away, far away. If he can feel your presence, then leave this place. I wish I could go with
you."

"No, you don't," Luke says firmly, "You've always been strong."

"We can't," I respond quietly, "We have to face him." Destroy Vader and bring back Anakin. I
have no idea how, but we have to. I can't – won't kill my brother. Not now, not ever.

"But why must you confront him?" she asks almost desperately.



"Because there is good in him. We've felt it. He won't turn us over to the Emperor," explains
Luke.

"We can and will save him," I insist, "We can turn him back to the Light Side."

"We have to try," he adds before he and Leia embrace for many long moments. She hugs me
next, for what I can only hope won't be the last time before we turn towards the walkway that
leads out of the village.

"Goodbye Leia," I call softly over my shoulder, feeling her fear, pain, and a multitude of
other emotions through the Force as we walk away, "May the Force be with you."
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A myriad of emotions swirl within me as we stand in the elevator ready to meet Vader.
Worry, fear, apprehension... Despite our last conversation, I really don't know what to expect.
And nor do I know how well trying to turn him back is going to work, but we cannot fail.
Despite everything, I can't deny the excitement I also feel way inside. I can't believe I'm
really about to see him again face to face after so long. It's been far too long. I just wish it
wasn't under these circumstances.

I'm practically holding my breath as the elevator stops moving and the door slides open.
Vader is standing only several feet away waiting. Knowing he was here didn't quite prepare
me for seeing him. Conflicting emotions surge inside of me, the strongest being regret for
what I did to him in his timeline and hope that maybe Luke and I will succeed.

The commander hastily steps out and Luke and I, in binders, follow, with three stormtroopers
right behind us. Vader's helmet turns towards Luke and I for many long moments – I find
myself really wishing I could actually see his face to get an idea what he's thinking – before
he looks back to the commander who is speaking to him.

"These are Rebels who surrendered to us. Although they deny it, I believe there may be more
of them, and I request permission to conduct a further search of the area." He then holds out
our confiscated lightsabers. "They were armed only with these."

Vader looks over at us again before turning back to the officer and taking the lightsabers from
him. "Good work, Commander. Leave us. Conduct your search and bring their companions to
me."

"Yes, my lord," he responds, immediately turning and walking back into the elevator. The
stormtroopers follow as the elevator door slides shut, leaving us alone at last. I'm glad to be
with him, but I can't deny the small amount of unease. I'm really not sure how he's going to
react to my presence.

"The Emperor has been expecting you," Vader informs, turning and beginning to walk down
the hall. Luke and I follow close behind.

"I'm sure he has been," I reply. And probably very eagerly to. I'm sure he's not at all
appreciative of me being here, to say the least. Unless he's hoping to turn me, in which case



he's completely delusional. I can only hope he's not planning to kill me. Not that he'd succeed
anyway, but still.

"I know, Father," Luke responds.

"So, you have accepted the truth." His tone is even, betraying little emotion. I find that I'm
beginning to loathe the monotone of the vocoder. I miss his real voice fiercely.

"I've accepted the truth that you were once Anakin Skywalker, my father."

Vader stops and turns to face us. "That name no longer has any meaning for me," he replies.
Except it does.

"It is the name of your true self," I insist, "He's still inside you, though he may be hidden."

"You've only forgotten," Luke adds, "I know there is good in you. The Emperor hasn't driven
it from you fully." He turns and slowly steps over to the large window beside us which
overlooks the forests of Endor, "That is why you couldn't destroy us. That's why you won't
bring us to your Emperor now."

Vader doesn't reply, instead looking down at Luke's lightsaber.

"I see you have constructed a new lightsaber," he comments, igniting it and looking at the
green blade. "Your skills are complete. Indeed, you are powerful, as the Emperor has
foreseen," he continues before pausing and turning to me, "And you, Ahsoka, the Emperor is
interested in speaking with you about your presence here." Oh great. That's not at all
disturbing. I have no desire to see him.

Vader extinguishes the blade and when he doesn't say anything right away, I decide we better
use the little remaining time we have to our advantage. "Come with us," I request as Luke
turns back to face him as well. I don't expect him to agree, but I need to gauge his response to
see how to continue this conversation. It's hard to tell how he's feeling, and it's driving me
insane. All I know for sure is that I can feel the light in him right now. There's so much
of Anakin left there.

"Obi-Wan once thought as you do," Vader replies, "You do not know the power of the Dark
Side. I must obey my master."

"I will not turn, and you will be forced to kill me... us," Luke asserts.

"If that is your destiny." I stare at him for a long moment. No, he doesn't really mean it. He
wouldn't kill us. Not Luke at least. And he won't kill me, either. I promised to change all of
this, and he knows I keep my promises. I can feel some of the turmoil in him, even as he tries
to hide it. We're getting somewhere with this conversation, but I don't know if it's going to be
enough. And we're running out of time.

Luke steps closer to him. "Search your feelings, Father. You can't do this. I feel the conflict
within you. Let go of your hate," he urges.

"It is too late for me, son." he responds. I can almost hear his regret in his voice.



"No," I insist desperately, "It's never too late to make changes if you really want to. You can
still leave with us." Don't do this, Master. Come with us. Please.

"I cannot, Ahsoka," he says, though I can almost hear resignation in his tone. He looks
between both of us for a moment and then motions for the stormtroopers to come. "The
Emperor will show you the true nature of the Force. He is your master now."

"Then my father is truly dead," Luke says quietly as the stormtroopers approach and lead us
away. I look back once I'm in the elevator to see Vader still watching us. It's the last I see as
the door slides shut again. But somehow, I have the feeling we've gotten through to him. I
just hope it's enough.

***

I'm not really sure what I'm expecting as Luke and I, still in binders, follow Vader towards
the Emperor's throne room. I have a very bad feeling about this, even if I do sense light in the
future. It's probably me going home. I know it will soon be time to leave. Hopefully,
something good will happen here, too.

The door finally slides open in front of us to reveal a very dark room, certainly appropriate
for an evil Sith Emperor like Sidious. Red-cloaked guards stand on either side of the entrance
way. A long staircase leads up to a chair which is currently turned away from us. Good thing,
too, because I'm not at all ready to set eyes on the monster who destroyed the Jedi, the
Republic, and turned my brother into a monster.

I take a deep breath to control my simmering anger and hatred towards him as we ascend the
steps, Luke and I on either side of Vader. As we reach the top, the hooded-Sith Lord turns the
chair around to face us. He looks nothing like he used to, yet still exactly as I expected. It
takes all my will power and any sense of self-preservation left in me to keep me from
attempting to murder him on the spot. Vader bows in greeting.

"Welcome, young Skywalker and Tano. I have been expecting you," his dark and all too
smug voice rings out. I stare back at him defiantly, as does Luke. Neither of us respond.

His gaze turns to the binders on our wrists. "You no longer need those." He moves his hand
slightly and the binders on both of us clatter to the floor. "Guards, leave us," he commands
next and the two of them turn and step out of sight beyond the elevator, leaving us alone.

"I'm looking forward to completing your training. In time you will call me Master."

"If you think I will ever call anyone except Anakin, least of all you, 'Master,' you are
hopelessly delusional," I spit out, glaring at him.

"You're gravely mistaken," responds Luke, "You won't convert me as you did my father."

The Emperor rises from his throne and approaches us, stepping far too close for my liking. I
struggle to suppress the overpowering urge to punch him in the face.



"Oh no, my young Jedi. You will find it is you are a mistaken about a great many things," he
cackles.

"As will you," I retort, eyes narrowed. He ignores me.

"His lightsaber," states Vader, holding out Luke's lightsaber to the Emperor who takes it from
him.

"Ah, yes, a Jedi's weapon. Much like your father's. By now you must know your father can
never be turned from the Dark Side," Sidious continues but I cut him off.

"Anyone can turn back from the Dark Side."

"Ah, so quickly it seems you have forgotten your Jedi beliefs that no one can return from the
Dark Side," he mocks, "Now that it may work to your benefit, of course."

"I am no Jedi," I hiss, glaring back at him. No, I'm not. Not anymore. But that doesn't mean I
can't still give in to the Dark Side. I need to be careful. I can't let my anger control me, even
now.

"And why would that be?" he sneers, "In your time, have you already left the Jedi Order?
Already furthered your part in your master's decision to join me? Perhaps you are thinking of
changing this when – or rather if – you return home. A pity that it took seeing what would
happen for you to change your mind about that, don't you think?"

I don't say anything as I struggle to keep myself under control. The worst part is that I know
he's right. I was going to allow all this to happen. I did fail Anakin, in this timeline. I would
have in my own if the Force hadn't brought me here to see the consequences of my actions.
Yes, I know it wasn't only, or even mostly, my fault, but I accept responsibility for the harm I
unintentionally caused. I can almost feel the Dark Side calling out to me. No. No. I can't give
in, I won't Fall. I can't fail Anakin like that. Not this time. I won't.

"But know that whatever you try to change if you return to your time, it will not succeed. It
was his destiny to join me and that cannot be avoided." It's about all I can do not to wring his
neck right about now. The only thing that's stopping me is the Force whispering that I
shouldn't. I don't understand why, but I'll always follow the Force. Calm, Ahsoka. Calm.
Breathe. You won't fail.

Finally, he turns back to Luke again. "Hear me well, young Skywalker. Your father cannot
return from the Dark Side. And so will it be with you."

"You're wrong," Luke retorts firmly, "Soon, I'll be dead and you with me."

The Sith laughs evilly, sounding – and looking – completely drunk on the Dark Side to me.
"Perhaps you refer to the imminent attack of your Rebel fleet?" Luke looks up sharply and I
stiffen. Wait – they already know? I suppose I should have expected it, after all. Vader sensed
us and would have told Sidious. And this means the entire mission might be
doomed. No. It can't be.



"Yes, I assure you we are quite safe from your friends here," he continues far too smugly
before turning around and starting back for his chair.

"Your overconfidence is your weakness," Luke retorts.

"Your faith in your friends is yours," the Emperor growls as he returns to his throne. Well, the
way I see it, it doesn't matter that much what will occur in this time. None of this will happen
anyway. Soon, I'll be home – somehow – and I'll make sure Anakin won't Fall. A sense of
determination settles over me, somehow filling me with calm and the worst of my anger
flows away.

"It is pointless to resist, my son," Vader interjects. That's when I notice that most of the time
here, he's been watching us. He doesn't want us to turn. I can feel it.

"Everything that has transpired has done so according to my design," Sidious declares
angrily.

"I doubt my arrival to foil your plans is according to your design," I retort.

"Your presence here is of no concern to me," snaps the Emperor in a tone that gives me the
feeling I really need to be more careful with what I say, "Your friends up there on the
Sanctuary moon," he motions out the large window near the throne, "Are walking into a trap.
As is your Rebel fleet. It was I who allowed the Alliance to know the location of the shield
generator. It is quite safe from your pitiful little band. An entire legion of my best troops
awaits them. Oh, I'm afraid the deflector shield will be quite operational when your friends
arrive."

Chapter End Notes

If you liked this maybe consider reviewing and/or leaving kudos...? :)

And for any of those who are interested, we have a Discord server for our fans. :P If
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22 - Battle

Chapter Notes

Here's the first half of the climatic ROTJ battle! :D

See the end of the chapter for more notes

My eyes flick to the window behind his throne. Far up in the sky, explosions ring out. The
space battle is underway. I can only hope this is a battle we're going to win.

"Come. See for yourself," he offers. Hesitantly, I follow Luke over to the window and look
out. Vader walks forward to stand at Sidious' side, a movement which painfully reminds me
of the situation at hand.

"From here, you will witness the final destruction of the Alliance, and the end of your
insignificant Rebellion," he laughs, his yellow eyes practically glowing in the darkness.
Considering the Alliance won't exist to begin with in my universe... I flinch as I watch the
battle, sensing ships blowing up and lives ending. As many times as I've seen it, it never got
easier.

Luke turns, his eyes focused on the lightsaber on the armrest of the throne. Sidious smiles
smugly. "You want this, don't you? The hate is swelling in you now. Take your Jedi weapon.
Use it. I am unarmed. Strike me down with it. Give in to your anger." Struggling to control
himself, Luke turns back to the window as more explosions ring out high in the sky. "With
each passing moment, you make yourself more my servant."

"No!" Luke cries.

"We are not – and never will be – your servants," I growl, "And neither will Anakin."

"It is unavoidable," he insists, "It is their destiny." He then turns back to Luke, "You, like
your father, are now mine." No. Never. I won't let either of them Fall. Not now, not ever.
Maybe I should kill him just to prevent Luke from doing it. I shouldn't. The Force is telling
me not to, but I want to, so badly. My fists clench and I struggle to keep my gaze riveted on
the window. If I turn around, I just might snap.

Another ship – a Rebel one – explodes out the window. I can't just stand here and watch as
they die. I can't. We need to do something, but there's nothing we can do. I... I need to get
home. Now. Except I can't send myself back, Leia's not even trained, and Luke doesn't know
how. And Vader obviously won't be doing it, so... I just have to stand here and watch. I can't,
I can't, I can't –

"As you can see, my young apprentice, your friends have failed." You're getting over two
decades and one apprentice ahead of yourself, Sidious. "Now witness the firepower of this



fully armed and operational battle station." I stubbornly refuse to move, even though every
inch of me is screaming at me to spin around and grab my lightsaber and – It wouldn't matter,
though, would it? I'm not a Jedi anymore. It's only justice to kill him, and a Sith Lord is never
truly unarmed.

"Fire at will, Commander," he orders into a commlink. The intensity and quantity of
explosions up in the sky intensify. Luke looks like he's about to explode.

"Your fleet has lost," the Emperor decides, "And your friends on the Endor moon will not
survive. There is no escape, my young apprentice. The Alliance will die, as will your
friends."

"Good," he gloats, "I can feel your anger. I am defenseless. Take your weapon. Strike me
down with all your hatred, and your journey towards the Dark Side will be complete." Don't
do it, Ahsoka! I yell at myself mentally. It's all I can do not to move. Killing him now won't
change anything! He'll still be alive in your time. Stop it. The Force is telling you not to, trust
the Force.

Luke turns around to face the window again and I can sense him in just as much turmoil as I
am. The anger which I'd previously been able to suppress comes back in a rush, screaming at
me to avenge their deaths. I can't just let him do this and get away with it. I won't. There is no
good without evil, though, but it must not be allowed to flourish. Just do it. And then, just as
I'm thinking I won't be able to stand here one more second like this, Luke snaps. Whirling
around, he calls his lightsaber to his hand, igniting it and swinging it towards Sidious – but
it's promptly intercepted by Vader's red blade.

I whirl around on the same instant, drawing my lightsabers to my hands and igniting them
before leaping into the fight. Our lightsabers clash incessantly. I quickly realize from how
Vader's fighting, though, that he doesn't want to fight us. I'm fighting more on pure anger
which quickly starts fading upon that realization. Besides, it's not Vader I want to fight. It's
Sidious. Luke and I are both on the offensive right now and manage to push Vader back, right
to the edge of the stairs which Luke kicks him down.

"Good!" Sidious cackles maniacally behind us, "Use your aggressive feelings, boy! Let the
hate flow through you." And that... that... promptly breaks both Luke and I out of our rage.
We're doing what he wants. Never. I will not give him the satisfaction of seeing us fight from
anger alone.

I take a deep breath, letting the anger flow through me. Not overpowering, just
there. Remember. There is no Dark Side, nor a Light Side. There is only the Force. I will do
what I must to keep the balance. The balance is what keeps me together. Luke steps back
from the top of the stairs and deactivates his lightsaber. I lower my lightsabers but don't
deactivate them, staying on guard in case the battle continues. At this point, I think it's gone a
bit too far. One of us will have to win.

Below us, Vader climbs to his feet and starts towards us again. Now that I've come out of my
initial rage, I see the truth. I don't want to kill or hurt anyone. But that doesn't mean I
won't. There is no good without evil, but evil must not be allowed to flourish. There is



passion, yet peace. There is serenity, yet emotion. There is chaos, yet order. I reach into the
entirety of the Force, letting it wrap around me, strengthening me.

"Obi-Wan has taught you well," Vader remarks to Luke as he slowly ascends the stairs.

"I will not fight you, Father," Luke replies, unmoving. I don't say anything, but it's true for
me too. I won't fight him, not with my full strength. I'll do what I need to do to stay alive, but
that's it. I can't just let myself die, not when the galaxy needs me. He doesn't want to kill me
anyway, but Sidious's presence is affecting his actions. The world needs... it needs someone
like me, someone who understands balance, someone who can help Anakin find his balance
which Sidious has been throwing off for years. I am the wielder of the flame, the protector of
balance. I am the holder of the torch, lighting the way. I am the keeper of the flame, soldier of
balance. I am a guardian of balance. I am a Gray Jedi.

Vader comes to a halt at the top of the stairs. "You are unwise to lower your defenses," is all
he says before swinging his lightsaber towards Luke. Instantly, I step in front of him, raising
my blades to meet his. Luke leaps out of the way, landing on a beam over our heads, out of
Vader's reach. Our blades clash a few more times, with me solely on the defensive, having no
interest in actually fighting him.

As I attempt to parry one of his blows, his lightsaber swings a little lower than I expected. It
cuts through one of my lightsabers, narrowly missing my hand. I back up a step to recollect
myself, slightly shaken up over the near loss of my hand, before swinging at him again. Our
lightsabers begin clashing again, but soon we're trapped in a saber-lock, which is broken
when the Force suddenly slams into me.

Before I have a chance to counter it, I'm sent flying backwards across the room before
smashing into the wall and falling to the floor, head spinning. Why does this always happen
when fighting Vader? Sidious cackles gleefully from his position on the throne. This must be
quite the comedy show for him.

With me out of the way, Vader turns his attention to Luke who is still standing on the beam.

"Your thoughts betray you, Father. I feel the good in you. The conflict," Luke says as Vader
steps closer.

"There is no conflict," he denies, raising his lightsaber higher.

"You couldn't bring yourself to kill us before," Luke continues, "And I don't believe that
you'll destroy us now." He might have changed a lot, but I still know him too well. Even
when he fought my older self... and Obi-Wan, he didn't want to kill either of them. And he's
much lighter now.

Vader stalks closer to where he's standing, and Luke slowly makes his way down the beam to
stay out of his reach. None of us want this fight but I need to get back up. I can't leave Luke
alone over there. I push myself up into a sitting position before slowly and unsteadily
standing up.



"You underestimate the power of the Dark Side. If you will not fight, then you will meet your
destiny," Vader warns before suddenly throwing his still-ignited lightsaber Luke's direction.
He ducks instinctively, and the lightsaber cuts through the beam behind him, and it crashes to
the floor below. The platform falls to the floor, and Luke rolls out of sight.

"Good, good," laughs Sidious, smug no matter what happens today. Calling my lightsaber
back to my hand, I jump across the platform towards Vader again. He spins around, meeting
my blade and the fight is on again. I'm pushed onto the defensive in no time. Really, this is a
pointless fight to exhaustion. Neither of us is going to intentionally harm the other, which
means neither of us is going to let ourselves win it. If only there was something else, we
could do... Like all three of us attacking Sidious by surprise. I'm certain we could win again
him, especially considering that I don't think he has a lightsaber with him to begin with. At
least he claimed he didn't, and fighting the Chosen One, a Skywalker, and me, I doubt he
could hold off long.

As our lightsabers continue clashing, I find myself trying to think of a way to end the fight
more than anything. Try jumping out, perhaps. I don't know if that would work, but I can't
hurt him. I know that for sure. And I think the feelings are mutual. It's not until too late I
realize I'm being far too sloppy. His lightsaber slashes across my arm.

I gasp from the pain shooting through my arm, jerking backwards. The blade falls from my
hand, clanging into the floor. I look up sharply at my former master. I didn't actually expect
him to hurt me, but it was the fault of my own clumsiness. Regardless, I know he doesn't
want to kill me, but right now he has the chance. Sidious will order him to, and – no.

I leap into the air, landing on his shoulders before flipping off the platform to the edge of the
stairs and then darting off into the darkness below. I'm just going to stay here and hide for
now, especially since now I have no lightsaber at all. At least I've given Luke enough time to
hopefully calm down, so he won't be using calling only on the Dark Side if he gets in a fight
again.

I crouch against a pillar, trying to stay as far out of sight as possible while reaching into the
Force to conceal my presence. My left hand clamps down over the burn as I struggle to dull
the pain a little. If it's taken care of, it won't take long to heal, but it'll definitely scar. And
there's nothing I can do about it now.

I quietly edge further out of sigh as I hear Vader descending the stairs. His footsteps echo in
the darkness as he searches for us.

"You cannot hide forever, Ahsoka, Luke," Vader calls.

"I will not fight you," Luke replies.

"Neither will I," I add, closing my eyes as I try to continue concealing myself. From a normal
person, it wouldn't be hard, but Anakin – Vader – is no normal person. I can sense him
reaching through our bond, trying to trace it to me.



Chapter End Notes
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23 - Mission Complete

Chapter Notes

Here's the second half of the climatic ROTJ battle! :D Everything will wrap up in the
next chapter.

And someone (on ff.net) asked if Ahsoka's changes in the past will be included in this
book. Yes, they will be. Her time in the future covers only the first half of the books, so
there's a long ways to go still. :)

WARNING: Mentions of torture, though nothing which isn't canon compliant!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

"Give yourself to the Dark Side. It's the only way you can save your friends, Luke," Vader
responds, "Yes, your thoughts betray you. Your feelings for them are strong. Especially for..."
He pauses, obviously sensing some of Luke's emotions and thoughts through the Force. Not
good. Don't think about them. Don't think about them, Luke. Don't give it away. Don't –

"Sister!" he exclaims, "So, you have a twin sister." So much for that. It's not Vader I'm
worried about keeping her existence from; he'd never hurt any of us. It's Sidious. "Your
feelings have not betrayed her, too. Obi-Wan was wise to hide her from me. Now his failure
is complete. If you will not turn to the Dark Side, then perhaps she will." No, he can't mean
that. He's just testing our limits. I hope. Leia has far more darkness than either of us, so it
wouldn't be hard to turn her.

"Never!" yells Luke, igniting his lightsaber and charging out of his hiding place in a rage. So
much for not using the Dark Side. He attacks Vader, flailing his lightsaber about wildly,
hitting a beam nearby, sending sparks flying everywhere. After all the training I gave you,
Luke, this is how you fight?

Luke is on the offensive now, though Vader's definitely not trying nearly as hard as he could
be. He pushes the fight further away from my position so I can't see it quite so well anymore,
but they are heading towards an elevator shaft. Luke's lightsaber continues slamming into
things as he goes, sparking flying wildly. I am going to facepalm right about now. I don't
blame him, but he needs to calm down. I thought he'd know Vader didn't really mean he was
going to try turning her.

In a sudden stray swing of Luke's lightsaber which Vader doesn't block on time, the green
blade cuts through his wrist. I can't suppress the horrified gasp that escapes me as Vader falls
to the floor and Luke holds his lightsaber over him, preventing him from rising. This... this
was not how the fight was supposed to end.



Then I hear the nearly evil-sounding footsteps as the Emperor descends the stairs towards
where Luke and Vader are. I wish I had my lightsaber with me right now. I could just stab
him in the back.

"Good!" Sidious gloats, "Your hate has made you powerful. Now, fulfill your destiny, and
take your father's place at my side!"

"Luke, no!" I yell, nearly panicking as I jump forwards out of my hiding spot. I'm not sure
what I'm planning to do, but something, anything.

Sidious explodes. "I have had enough of your meddling, child," he roars. The Force screams
of danger. The Sith raises his hand, and almost before I have a chance to register it, a blinding
bolt of bluish energy shoots out of his fingers, striking me. Burning agony rips through me,
making the throbbing in my arm feel nearly nonexistent. A scream rips from me and the next
thing I register is laying on the other side of the room. The world seems very hazy, and I'm
having a hard time seeing anything as I struggle to remain conscious.

"Kill him and become my new apprentice or she dies," I hear Sidious's voice from what
sounds like a million light years away. Luke's gaze flickers between Vader, Sidious, and then
me, indecision obvious. Don't do this. Don't turn to the Dark Side for me. I need to get up, to
do something, but all I can do right now is lay here.

"Don't –" is all I manage to get out before a blast of lightning hits me again and this time it
doesn't just stop.

It feels like every inch of me is burning from the inside out, slowly, painfully. I've been
electrocuted before, but Sith lightning is very different from the usual. It's far more painful.
He's not trying to stun me this time. He's trying to kill me. He's going to. I'm going to die. If
it's to save my brother, I'll take anything that comes my way. I writhe on the ground in agony.
The only thing I can feel is the lightning pouring through me.

Finally, after what seems like forever, it stops.

I can feel the agonizing indecision in Luke. He's not sure what to do. And I'm scared to find
out what choice he's going to make. Considering the pressure he's under, and what he
probably believes may be the only way to save me, Leia, and everyone...

Feeling like this is a stupid idea, I reach out mentally towards Luke. Maybe I won't get
electrocuted immediately like this. "Don't do it, Luke," I practically beg. I can't be the cause
of my brother's death.

"He's going to kill you," Luke's panicked voice comes back through our bond, "And the
others will die too..."

"Don't do it," I insist, "There has to be another way." Maybe I'll have to die to get back to my
own time. That's not what I thought before, but maybe... I don't know, but I'm not going to
risk it. I... I need a lightsaber, except I don't have one. I glance down at myself, taking in the
injuries from the lightning. I don't even know if I'll be able to hold one against the force of
that. I reach into the Force, struggling to siphon away most of the pain.



Finally, Luke backs away from Vader and turns around, though he keeps his lightsaber poised
in front of him. "Never! I'll never turn to the Dark Side. You've failed, Your Highness. I am a
Jedi, like my father before me."

For a terrifying moment, all is still. "So be it, Jedi," growls the Emperor, his voice so full of
anger and hatred that it sends shivers through me. "If you will not be turned, you will be
destroyed."

Lightning shoots out of his fingers but this time not at me – at Luke. He attempts to deflect it
with his lightsaber, but the blast is too strong, and it knocks the blade right out of his hands.
Vader rises to his feet and walks over to stand next to Sidious.

Luke falls to the floor screaming as the lightning consumes him. Horror flares though me.
I need to do something and now. I can't just lay here, injured or not, while this crazed Sith
tortures Luke. I try to move but can't. Everything just hurts too badly. Move, move, move!

"Young fool, only now, at the end, do you understand," scoffs Sidious. Luke attempts to hold
onto something near him to keep himself from falling down the elevator shaft as the lightning
continues flowing into him. I push myself into a sitting position and then climb to my feet.

Sidious pauses in his lightning for a moment, looking at me mockingly I struggle to move
forwards without face-planting. "Your feeble skills are no match for the power of the Dark
Side." Lightning blasts out of his hands again, one aimed at Luke and the other at me. No.
Reaching out, I pull Luke's lightsaber into my hands, igniting it barely in time to meet the
onslaught of the lightning.

"You have paid the price for your lack of vision," he cackles as he continues shoot the
lightning. I'm struggling to hold the lightsaber firmly, but I'm having an increasingly hard
time doing so. Slowly, my grip is weakening. I try to walk towards Luke, which would
normally be fine, but I'm anything but fine right now.

"Father, please... help me," moans Luke. Vader looks between us and Sidious, and I sense
turmoil in him, but somehow, it already seems like he knows what he's going to do.

"Now, young Skywalker, you will die... and with you, Tano," Sidious gloats. The blasts of
lightning shooting out his fingers somehow increase in intensity. Right when I'm only a few
feet from Luke, my grip slips, the lightsaber flying from my hands. I hit the floor as the
lightning consumes me again. And this time, I have no doubts there is no way of
escape. Except –

"Master!" I gasp out. Anakin, we need you. I don't deserve it, but Luke does. And so do you.
Don't let Cato Neimoidia be the last battle we fought together.

The barrage of lightning suddenly stops, and I look to see Vader picking up the crazed Sith.
Every inch of me is aching, but at least I'm still alive. So is Luke. That's not my concern,
though. Sidious continues to shoot lightning, which arches over his head, crackling into
Vader. And frying all his equipment from the sound of it. Despite the lightning engulfing him,
he makes his way over to the elevator shaft and throws Sidious down it.



Vader collapses to his knees by the shaft, resting his right arm on it to keep himself from
falling after as an explosion rings out from far below, followed by a surge of decreasing
darkness in the Force. Sidious is dead. I can hardly believe it. I feel more satisfied about that
than I care to admit. And far more than I should, even as a Grey Jedi.

Ignoring the pain still coursing through me, I push myself off the floor and crawl over to
Anakin. Luke somehow makes it over to him before me, pulling him away from the shaft. I
kneel beside them, lightly resting a hand on my brother's chest. "Anakin, we need to leave," I
murmur.
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24 - Homecoming

Chapter Notes

In which Ahsoka's time in the future comes to an end... The first arc of the book is now
complete! :D

Someone pointed out that everything has been fairly similar to what happened in canon.
Yes, I know, and there's two reasons for that. One, this is one of the first fanfics we did,
so we weren't very experienced in making AUs. Two, Ahsoka is half having a vision.
She's supposed to be seeing what the future could have been. :)

WARNING: Major heartbreak ahead! You have been warned, so you can't sue us!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

The sound of distant explosions suddenly rings out. The Death Star is under fire. The Rebel
Fleet must've gotten through the shield. But that means we really need to get out of here
soon. Before we get blown away to space dust. I shudder at the thought. Besides, Anakin's
suit is completely fried, and if he's going to live, we need to get it taken care of soon. A surge
of determination floods me. We need to move.

With Luke and I on either side of him, we begin making our way towards an Imperial shuttle.
Imperial soldiers run about in the background, also frantic to get off the Death Star before it
blows up. I've carried Anakin before when things went dreadfully wrong, but he's wearing
armor which makes him far heavier, and neither of us are in a state to be doing this anyway.

As we near the shuttle, Luke and I practically collapse from exhaustion. We set him on the
floor right next to the entrance as explosions grow louder, shaking the ground.

"Luke, Ahsoka, help me take this mask off," Vader – or rather Anakin – requests.

"But you'll die," Luke protests. I can already feel his force presence slowly fading. No. No.
He can't die! He can't!

"Nothing can stop that now. Just for once, let me look on you with my own eyes." Tears blur
my vision. Yes, I know he's right, but I somehow am struggling to remain in denial. This... it's
something I can't just accept so easily. But still, I can feel his force presence slowly fading
away. I've seen many people die before, but not... not my brother. I need him. He can't leave.
How will I get home without him? Or will I be trapped here forever? Over the past half year,
I've lost all my friends, all the Jedi, everyone except Anakin. And I need him. I need him.
And my brother's dying right in front of me, and I can't stop it.

Struggling not to have a completely meltdown right then and there, I help Luke as he takes
the mask off. My breath catches as I finally lay eyes on my brother again. I know it's been



decades, but he looks so... old. His face is scarred badly to the point of being almost
unrecognizable, but his eyes... his eyes are the same blue I remember.

"Now... go. Leave me," he whispers, his voice hardly audible.

"No," I protest desperately, unable to stop the tears from falling anymore, "You're coming
with us." I refuse to leave him here. Not if the space station will be blown to dust in
moments. I won't leave him ever again. I rest my hand on his shoulder, my grip slowly
tightening on the armor as if it'll prevent him from dying.

"I can't leave you here. I've got to save you," Luke insists, practically crying as well.

"You already have. You were right about me." He's using the last of his strength now, and I
can tell his next words will be his last. "Luke, tell your sister... you were right."

"Father, I won't leave you."

"Anakin, I won't leave you. Not this time." And I won't. Ever, ever again. Come what may,
I'll never leave my brother's side.

And then, his presence fades all the way out as his body sinks back against the floor again,
lifeless. He's... he's gone. Just like that. My brother, the person the galaxy worshiped during
the entire time period of the Clone Wars, the Chosen One is dead.

This... this is worse than anything I've ever experienced. It feels like someone's stabbing me
through the heart over and over again. It's tearing a hole within me, one I know will never be
filled because the person I cared about most in the universe is dead. I would have gladly gone
through everything again if it meant he were still here. And this... this is all because I didn't
pay enough attention to his emotions.

Anakin, my master, my brother, who taught me everything I know, who risked himself to
save me countless times, is dead. The only person I thought would always be there. The only
person who ever was always there. And how he's just gone, and when someone's dead, you
can't bring them back.

Our bond weakens before fracturing. It doesn't disappear, or even shatter entirely, probably
because the Anakin from my timeline is still alive, though he's too far away for me to reach.
That pain hurts almost more than seeing – feeling – him die did. The echoes of it will remain,
no matter what happens, no matter where I go. I'll always carry the impressions that I lost
him once. And I know, I can never do it again. I might not Fall now, but if this happens again,
I most assuredly will.

The floor shakes beneath me. I don't care. Let myself get blown up in the Death Star. It
doesn't really matter, does it?

"Go." I don't know if someone actually gave the command, or if it was just my own
imagination, but somehow, I manage to drag myself to my feet – movements completely
robotic – and carry Anakin's body into the shuttle with Luke's assistance. Luke instantly takes



his position at the controls, letting me sink onto the floor next to Anakin. I should probably
be trying to help, but I don't have it in me. I don't think I could move even if I tried.

Behind us, I hear a tremendous explosion, along with thousands of lives disappearing from
the Force. The Death Star was blown up. The Rebellion won. The Empire is over. I should be
glad. I really, really should be, but right now the only thing that matters is that my brother is
dead.

***

Bright flames dance against the dark, though lighting, sky. Luke and I stand side by side, as
the fire consumes Anakin, in his armor again. The galaxy may be celebrating, but all I can do
is mourn.

This... it hardly even feels real. Things shouldn't be like this. He shouldn't be... dead...
gone... he should be here like he always is. It was supposed to be just us. It always was. Us
and Obi-Wan. And now I'm the only one still alive. I don't bother to try and stop the tears that
flow unceasingly as my pain stabs through my heart, shattering whatever is left of it even
further. I can't believe this is really the end. It's not, a voice whispers inside my head, you can
still change things back in your time. But that does little to make me feel better right now.

Hopelessness and longing well inside of me as I stare at the blurred flames, unable to look at
anything else right now. I miss him so terribly in this moment that it physically hurts. I may
have managed all this time I've been here, but now... I don't know how I'll be able to go on
anymore at all. This pain is too much to handle.

Whenever, and however, I get back home, I am going to do everything in my power to make
sure things don't end like this.

I don't know how long it's been by the time the fire has finally died out, reducing everything
to ashes just like how I feel inside right now. Now, it's time to go join the others, to take part
in a celebration while all I can do is cry internally.

A bonfire burns in the center of those gathered for the celebration in the Ewok village. Just
like... I take a deep breath, forcing a strained smile onto my face. I cannot have another
breakdown right now, though I all I want to do is go hide from life itself, especially the
unrelenting pain tearing me to pieces. The bond hurts. I never knew that bonds could hurt. It
feels like it's shattering and rebuilding every single second I spend here. I'm not supposed to
be here anymore.

The Ewoks and Rebels celebrate around the fire, laughing, singing, and dancing, with drums
beating in the background. As Luke and I approach, Han, Chewie, and Leia hurry over and
embrace us. I hug them back though my heart's not really in it.

It's then that I suddenly feel a shifting in the Force in a spot not far away from us, over in the
trees. Luke senses it too. Slipping away from the rest of the celebration, we both turn our
attention towards the disturbance.



Two shimmering figures materialize, Obi-Wan and Yoda. And then... another slowly appears.
I blink in shock for a moment, almost as though expecting him to disappear again before my
eyes. It takes a moment for me to realize he's more than just a figure of my own imagination
because I want to see him again so badly. But he doesn't disappear. He's really
here. Anakin. He looks just the way he did back from my own time. He exchanges a look
with the other Force ghosts before turning his gaze towards us, a near smirk on his face.

I run over to them, stopping only a few feet away. I probably look like I'm crazy, but I don't
even care.

"I'm sorry you had to witness that," Anakin is the first to speak. It's not until then I register
that he's not wearing his usual color, but much lighter. Even lighter than Obi-Wan. It's a clear
indication he was fully redeemed.

"Anakin?" I choke out. If he was actually physically here, I'd tackle him in a hug.

"It's time for you to go home, Ahsoka," he says, "What you needed to witness here is done."

That... that means... I'll be back with everyone. And Anakin will still be alive. "Just let me
say goodbye first," I request, and he nods.

For like the first time, excitement surges inside of me. Finally, after so long, I'll be back at
home. With a long mission ahead of me, yes, but at least I'll be there, with Anakin. I'll have
the power to stop all of this from happening. And I will.

"I guess this is a goodbye," I say, suddenly feeling the faintest tinge of sadness again, turning
towards Luke, only then thinking about just how he must feel right now. Yoda just died, then
his father died, and now I'm going to leave. It nearly makes me feel guilty. But at the same
time, this timeline won't exist anymore so...

"I guess so," he says quietly, avoiding my eyes. Stepping closer, I pull him into a hug.

"Don't worry, Luke. None of this will happen when I'm back home. I'll make sure of it," I
promise. He only nods in response. Looking past him, I realize we have quite the audience
now. Han, Leia, and Chewie are all watching us, clearly wondering just what in the world is
going on over here.

I walk over to them, leaving Luke to talk to the Force ghosts for the moment.

"What's happening?" questions Leia.

"I'm going home," I get right to the point.

"Now? Only just after we've won?" exclaims Leia, disappointment evident.

"Going home?" echoes Han, "What do you mean?" Right. He still thinks I'm from this time.

"I'm... well... not even from this universe. I'm from the past. And it's time for me to go back
now."



Han rolls his eyes, "You are not going to get me to believe that."

"It's true," Chewie growls to him before turning to me, "Farewell, Ahsoka. We'll all miss
you." I hug him, then Leia again.

"If it makes you feel better, I'll make sure you meet," I offer, glancing between the three,
"And now... farewell."

I step away from them, scanning the crowd of the others who are celebrating. There's one
more thing I have to do before I go. Finally, I manage to spot him between the throngs of
other people.

"Rex!"

"Commander?" he asks in surprise, hurrying over to me, "It's good to see you safe."

"You too. I'm here to say goodbye," I explain hastily, "I'm going home."

"Right now?" he questions, "We haven't even had a chance to have that talk."

I sigh. "I know, but I have to leave now." The Force wants to send me back now for whatever
reason, without delays. "Whatever I learned will have to suffice."

"I'm sure you'll do fine," Rex says, "At least you should be able to change some things."

"I guess I'll... see you soon... sort of," I mumble awkwardly. Well, it's true. I probably will see
the Rex of my timeline shortly after I get back. I stare at him for another long moment, before
turning and dashing back to the Force ghosts.

"Just remember to keep your shields up," Obi-Wan reminds me. I'm confused for a second
until I realize what he means. No, I really don't need the Council finding out I'm a Grey Jedi.
Especially now that I'm way off balance.

"You won't be alone on your mission," Anakin adds. I look at him in confusion. What? I was
the only person who time travelled. "You can tell Obi-Wan what you saw," he clarifies, "And
Padme." I nod. Of course. They'll be the best ones who can help me. "May the Force be with
you, Ahsoka."

I can feel the Force shifting around me, first slightly, then faster and faster. Then a vaguely
familiar feeling strikes me, like the same one I felt half a year ago before coming here. I'm
falling again, spinning endlessly through the passage of time and space. But this time, I know
my destination. Home.

Chapter End Notes
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25 - Awakening

Chapter Notes

Ahsoka's finally back in her own time! :D

I hope this chapter makes up for breaking all your hearts last week! ^-^

See the end of the chapter for more notes

The world slowly comes into focus around me, the familiar feeling of home surrounding me.
The first thing that registers is that the Force no longer feels so empty. I can feel all the
familiar Force presences again. I'm lying on a bed in what is presumably the healing wing of
the Temple. Next my eyes fall on Anakin, standing not far away, like he always is when I'm
here.

I bolt upright, eyes darting around the room. I'm not sure I dare believe this is really real. It's
been far too long. I can't believe this isn't just a dream, a creation of my own imagination
from missing everyone too much. I reach into the Force, feeling the familiar Force signatures
just to make sure they're actually really here.

Anakin notices my awakening instantly and walks over to me. "Ahsoka, are you alright?" he
asks worriedly. I can't seem to find my voice. Or maybe it's that I can't believe the person
who was just a Force ghost a minute ago is alive again. "Ahsoka?" he repeats again, louder
this time. It's not until his hand touches my shoulder that I finally realize. I'm here. I'm home.
This time, for real.

I throw my arms around him as the reality finally sinks in. I'm home. Home at last. With
Anakin, with the Jedi, in a world where the Republic still exists. Maybe not a world of peace,
but still a world of hope. But most of all, a world where my brother is still here and not dead.
With Anakin, my Anakin, not Vader. "You're alive," I murmur, grip tightening.

Anakin doesn't say anything for many moments, just holds me as I cry. I don't care how un-
Jedi like it may be. I just saw the galaxy descend into chaos, the Republic ripped apart at its
very seams, Jedi destroyed, everyone I cared about die except Rex, and after all that, Anakin
– the only person I had left – died. Even if he's really here, the memory of his sacrifice is too
close for comfort.

And the mission... I have to fulfill the mission. I must. I can't let any of that happen. And I
will keep my promise to Anakin. I won't leave. I'll never leave him again. I reach out gently
to our bond, feeling it solidify under the touch, though it's... damaged. Tainted almost
imperceptibly from Vader's death.

"What happened?" Anakin asks finally, "What did you see?"



"Everything," I murmur, still not letting go. "I saw the galaxy torn apart, the empire rise, the
destruction of... everything." There is a momentary pause before Anakin lets go of me and
sits down next to me. I bury my face in his shoulder, wrapping my arms around him again.

"A detailed vision?" he guesses.

"I'd say I time-traveled."

"Time-travel?" Anakin repeats with disbelief, "That's impossible!" I wince at how much that
reminded me of Vader's reaction when I first saw him.

"I was on Dagobah with Luke, and we went to Bespin and fought Vader and Leia rescued us,
but Jabba captured Han so we had to free him and went to blow up the Death Star but Luke
and I went to confront Vader and Sidious and then you died," I blurt out, not quite present
enough to realize Anakin's probably questioning my sanity.

"... I can't understand any of that. Calm down," Anakin declares firmly, but I can hear his
confusion, "You need to calm down. It's alright, I'm here."

Yes, it's alright. He's here. Anakin's here. He's not dead. He's not a Sith Lord. He's your
brother. Your master. Leaning against him, I take a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself. I
can't help but remember the last moments in the future. When I talked to Anakin one last time
and said goodbye to everyone. Oh, right. The twins.

"When'll they be born?"

"Ahsoka, you're not making any sense," Anakin sighs.

"I suggest you both rest and sort this out in the morning," comes another voice. Obi-Wan.
Wait. He's here? I look up in surprise to see him standing only a few feet away from us. I
must have been too out of it to notice. But not out of it enough to forget that I haven't seen
him in months. Jumping to my feet, I hug him also.

"I think I'm beginning to agree," Anakin concurs.

"Maybe," I agree, stepping back from Obi-Wan to look at my master. "Wait, how long have I
been unconscious?" It was just evening, I think. I hardly remember.

"Like six hours," he informs me. Six. Hours. Oh. One hour for one month, I suppose. That's
not too bad, I guess. It could have been days. There is a moment of silence before Anakin
starts talking again. "What do you mean 'when will they be born'? Who?"

"Your children," I blurt out, "The twins."

"Excuse me?" cries Anakin, looking comically shocked, and it's not until a moment too late I
realize Obi-Wan wasn't supposed to know. Oops.

I suddenly find myself trying not to squirm. "In the future... you had twins."

"That's impossible," Anakin insists pointlessly.



I raise an eye marketing at him. "Tell the future that."

"Anakin, is there something you would like to tell me?" asks Obi-Wan, a knowing half-smile
on his face.

"Why would you think that, master?" Anakin replies innocently.

"You couldn't have twins just out of nowhere," he retorts.

"Um... who said this vision of the future she had is one-hundred percent accurate?" he
frantically protests, "The future can always change. I mean, just because I had children in the
future she saw doesn't mean –"

"Your relationship with Padme is not exactly a secret, Anakin," Obi-Wan deadpans. Despite
the situation, I can't quite suppress the smirk on my face at my master's expression.

"What relationship?" he protests.

"The one everyone on Coruscant who isn't blind knows about."

"What – I –" he splutters, seeming at a complete loss for words.

"As entertaining as this may be," I cut in, finally deciding to come to his rescue, "We should
probably save it for when there's no chance of anyone else overhearing."

"Ah, yes. That would be wise," agrees Obi-Wan.

"What did you mean by 'the empire rise?' Did the Separatists win?" Anakin asks me,
suddenly changing the topic.

"No, the Separatists didn't win. The Empire was born out of the Republic," I inform grimly.

"How is that possible?" demands Obi-Wan.

"The Sith took over," I explain carefully. I want to say more than that, but I'm reluctant to. I
don't know how much the Force wants me saying. Somehow, I'm not sure telling them the
truth would be the best idea. At least not right now. "Darth Sidious – Dooku's master – is in
the Senate."

"What?" they gasp, stunned.

"Dooku told me that before, but I thought he was lying," murmurs Obi-Wan.

"Do you know who it is?" presses Anakin.

"Yes," I confirm, "I do. But I don't think I should say." Anakin looks like he's about to argue,
but Obi-Wan starts talking first.

"How could the Sith have formed an Empire with the Jedi around?" he questions, confused.



I wince, realizing what I have to tell them next. "The Jedi... They were destroyed. Everyone
was killed."

"Oh, Force," Anakin mutters so quiet I barely hear him, but I don't miss the horror in his tone.
His expression is something between shock and denial. "How could that have happened?
That's impossible!"

"I... I don't know how much I should tell you about it," I admit finally. I want to. I want to tell
them every single thing I saw, minus the part about Anakin's Fall. We have to stop Sidious,
but I can't stop getting the feeling I'll have to do it alone. Wait. Anakin's Force ghost said I
could tell Obi-Wan. I can't do that right now, of course, but I will as soon as I can. Except I
still don't know how much detail I can go into. He said I could tell Padme too, but at least as
of right now, I don't think I should say anything to her about it. Palpatine could far too easily
pick up on her thoughts.

"Is there anything else you can tell us?" demands Anakin.

"That Sidious had a new apprentice?" I offer uselessly, "And that the Separatists were gone."

"Of course, he did," mutters Anakin.

"Perhaps we should discuss this more in the morning," suggests Obi-Wan, "It's the middle of
the night and you both look like you need to get some rest." Tell me about it. I don't even
remember the last time I slept properly. Never mind I'm completely exhausted from all the
fighting I did not that long ago.

"Great idea," I concur, suddenly realizing exactly how tired I am. Anakin murmurs an
agreement, and the two of us head out of the healer's wing for our apartment. I still need to
have a talk with the Council, and likely be knighted also, but that will be saved for the
morning.

Anakin closes the door behind us once we arrive at our apartment. I pause in the doorway,
taking a moment to just relax in the feeling of our apartment. I can't believe it's been so long.
I missed this place far more than I realized. All the hours we spent here having fun and just
being siblings.

"Ahsoka, what happened to your arm?" Anakin asks sharply, breaking me out of my daze.
My arm. Oh, right. Oh no. When we got back to Endor, my injuries were the last thing in my
mind. I hadn't even taken care of it. And apparently it was transferred back to my body here,
a clear sign that I actually time-traveled, not just had a vision. "Who did that?" he demands
angrily. He catches my wrist, lifting my arm to inspect the injury. I wince at the sight of it.
My arm is quite swollen and very red. That's what I get for not taking care of it for hours, but
to be honest, I'd almost forgotten about it.

"He didn't mean to," I assure him almost frantically. All my time as a Jedi, the only thing that
ever scares me is when my master gets angry. And he is right now. Seeing the future certainly
hasn't help my feelings towards that.



"Who did that?" he demands again, and I find myself going completely speechless for a
moment. I mean, what am I supposed to say? 'You turned to the Dark Side and we got in a
fight and you hurt me. I hope you're okay with that!'

"Vader," I confess finally, "Sidious' new apprentice."

"Do you, by any chance, know who he is?" Of course. But it's not like I'm telling you. I
scramble frantically for something reasonable to say.

"It doesn't matter. He hasn't Fallen yet. Nor will he," I state flatly. Hopefully, Anakin will just
leave it at that.

"Why haven't you taken care of it yet?" he questions, glancing down at my injury again, not
looking one bit happier by the moment.

"I didn't have time," I protest.

"Ahsoka."

"Can we talk about this in the morning?" I sigh. No, he is not happy at all, and he has that
you're-going-to-be-in-for-a-serious-lecture expression on his face.

"Fine," he concedes at last, "But first I'll take care of this, then we'll go to bed." He hurries
out of the room and I slide down onto the couch, leaning against it as fatigue threatens to take
over. My eyes are threatening to drift shut by the time Anakin finally returns with a bacta
patch and sits down next to me, taking my arm and getting to work. I absentmindedly lean
against him again as exhaustion overtakes me. The last thing that registers before sleep
overtakes me is Anakin slipping an arm around me.

Chapter End Notes
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26 - Knighting

Chapter Notes

In which Ahsoka calls out the Council, gets Knighted, and talks to Obi-Wan about the
present and future. :P

We're releasing this chapter early, because we might not have enough time on Monday.
Enjoy! :)

See the end of the chapter for more notes

The sound of the apartment door closing jars me awake. I slowly open my eyes, confused for
a moment as to why I'm not sleeping on a spaceship with Luke or Leia nearby. Right. I'm
home. Instead, I'm lying in an awkward position on the couch in the living room, with
Anakin standing just inside the apartment door. How did he get out without waking me up?
Was I really that exhausted last night? I guess it wouldn't be too surprising.

"So, you're finally awake, Snips?" he questions teasingly.

"It's not that late," I retort, glancing at the window to see the angle of the sunlight streaming
in. Okay, maybe it is. It's probably like midmorning by now.

"Well, there's a Council meeting to attend within the hour, so you need to hurry," he replies,
"Oh, yes, and I thought you may want these?" He holds up my two lightsabers.

I swing my legs off the couch and stand up slightly unsteadily before walking over to him
and taking the blades from him. I do my best to ignore how odd it feels to suddenly have a
much smaller body. I'd kept growing in the future, but I'm still the same as I was now that I
came back here. I'm not certain why the lightsaber wound Vader gave me time traveled, while
the damage I endured from the lightning assault did not. Perhaps it was the Force's way of
conveying that yes, I did time travel, and no, I'm not crazy.

I ignite them, watching as the green blades hiss to life. The very sight brings so many
memories. They remind me of those days I still considered myself a Jedi. Not anymore, but
they're still mine. They're a symbol of my promise now. To stay and help my brother. I
deactivate the blades, clipping them to my belt. "Thank you, master," I state softly.

"You're welcome, Ahsoka."

Before long, I find myself standing in front of the Jedi Council. The same members who were
on Coruscant yesterday are present. They are sitting in their usual places in a semicircle.

"Disturbing visions you have had, Obi-Wan has told us," Yoda begins.



I nod mutely as I glance between the Council members. Master Plo might have hurt me
badly, but right now, I'm just grateful to see him alive. They've been dead for way too long.
The six months I spent in the future have certainly decreased my resentment towards them,
even though it's not all gone. If the chance arises, I may just give them a word or two about
what they did to me. Situations like that – not even using the Force, just blinding following
the Senate or their own arrogance – is what led to their downfall, and they need to hear it,
whether they'll like it or not.

"Are you certain it was time-travel?" inquires Windu. He doesn't believe a word. What
happened to those speeches about me acting like a Jedi Knight I heard just yesterday their
time, again? Yes, this is why I neither trust nor like the Jedi Council. And that will never
change.

"I have proof," I retort, raising my now-healed arm, but the scar is still visible, "You all know
I didn't have this yesterday, and I wouldn't have done it to myself. There's no way this could
have appeared from only a vision." No one can argue that. Maybe it is actually a good thing
Vader cut my arm in the fight, or I wouldn't have any real proof. Silence settles over the room
for a long moment.

"What did you see?" inquires Plo gently.

"The Sith created an Empire out of the Republic and destroyed the Jedi. Only a few were still
alive twenty years later. The Sith have a lot of influence over the Senate. No one beyond
everyone right here can know about this. No other Jedi, and certainly no non-Jedi."

"Not even the Chancellor?" asks Anakin. I can hear a hint of surprise in his tone.

Rage burns through me at the very mention of his name. Just how much influence has he had
on my master without anyone realizing it? It explains why Palpatine always made me wait
outside his office, unlike most people would do. I'd wondered for years, and now I finally
know. "Not one living being beyond the Jedi Council can know," I retort, my voice raising
slightly. I only hope no one sensed the sudden surge of anger, but from Anakin's confused
expression, I'm pretty sure he did.

"Within the room, this knowledge shall remain," Yoda promises. I let out a sigh of relief.
There's no way Sidious can find out I know the truth.

"Is there anything more you can tell us?" questions Mundi.

I glance at Anakin, then shake my head. I know far more, but it's nothing I can say. No
details. I can probably tell Obi-Wan, but that's all.

"Just one possible future of many, this is," Yoda reminds me.

"I know," I answer stiffly, "But had I not had the vision, it would have gone like that." This
isn't worth arguing over. I know it would have happened, and unless I can do something to
stop it, my staying in the Order may not be quite enough. I shudder at the thought.



"Reached a decision, have you, on rejoining the Order?" inquires Yoda, changing the topic.
Right. That. I won't deny the surge of resentment that rises inside of me as I think about
everything that happened. Whether it's been half a year or not, I haven't forgiven them for
what happened, and maybe I never will, but Anakin and my mission come first.

I nod. "I have decided to rejoin. But I should make a few things clear first. I'm not doing this
for you, I'm just doing it for Anakin. You're all supposed to be Jedi Masters yet you're too
blinded by your own arrogance and taking orders from the Senate to pay attention to what the
Force actually wants you to do. Before you threw me out of the Order, did you even look at
the evidence? Did you even feel in the Force to see if I was telling the truth? Incidents like
this are what caused the Jedi Order to be destroyed in my vision, and it will happen again
unless you learn from this mistake."

"A mistake, we have made," Yoda says finally, breaking the long, stunned silence that settled
over the Council chambers at my not-outburst. "Consider what you have told us, we will."

"You have already passed your trial for knighthood," Windu informs me. I nod again. I
figured as much. "Your knighting ceremony will be today. Come to the hallway of Knighting
in an hour."

***

Honestly, I can hardly believe this time has finally come. I've waited for this day for so long,
even if I'm not as excited as I would have been if not for what happened half a year ago. The
doors to the Hall of Knighthood slide open in front of me, revealing complete darkness
within. As they slide shut once I step through, I use the Force to guide me to the right spot in
the center of the room.

The sound of lightsabers activating fills the room, as two green, three blue, and one purple
lightsaber spring to life in a circle around me. That's when I notice Anakin is in the spot Yoda
normally is. I won't question it. Since the war started, masters usually knight their padawans,
due to a lack of masters being at the Temple during knightings. I certainly have no
complaints.

Anakin begins the knighting ceremony, reciting the traditional words. "We are all Jedi. The
Force speaks through us. Through our actions, the Force proclaims itself and what is real.
Today we are here to acknowledge what the Force has proclaimed." I honestly find it weird to
hear him saying that, but really, I'm glad in some ways that Anakin is knighting me instead of
Yoda. Yoda is the leader of the Jedi Order, and it's not the Order I'm staying for. I'm not a Jedi
anymore. I am here for my master, no one else.

"Ahsoka Tano," Anakin states, signaling me to step forwards. I kneel in front of him, and the
other masters lower their lightsabers towards the floor.

"By the right of the Council, by the will of the Force, I dub thee Jedi Knight of the Order,"
Anakin states, holding his lightsaber over my left shoulder, then moving it to my right.

With the ceremony finished, I rise to my feet and pick up my padawan braid. "Thank you,
master," I say finally, holding it out to him. I can hardly believe that after so long I'm a



knight. It feels strange to be back with all the rest of the Jedi, but I really miss just being here
with everyone.

When I look up, he's smiling softly. "Any time, Ahsoka."

***

"So, what is it?" Obi-Wan inquires as I sit across from him on the couch at his apartment.

"I figured there was some things we needed to talk about," I answer evenly. I suddenly feel
slightly awkward to be around him again after so long. I've long since gotten used to not
spending much time around him, and it's only gotten worse after... after he broke Anakin's
trust. I need to tell him more about what I saw, since I need his help and I know I can't bear
the burden alone, but how am I supposed to tell him Anakin turned to the Dark Side?

Finally, I settle on a totally different aspect, something I never got the chance to talk to future
him about. Still, I better at least get this straightened out with him. "When everything
happened... why was the Council so quick to throw me out? You all knew I'd never been
anything but loyal." I might as well have said 'why did you abandon me also?' The question is
definitely implied. Half a year ago, I probably would have started pacing around myself, but
six months in the future of learning to control myself have changed me a lot.

"When the Council was discussing the situation, Tarkin contacted us. He demanded you be
turned over to the Senate."

I shake my head in almost disbelief. I'd always expected it was something like that, but I
didn't realize that's exactly how it all happened. He knows who Sidious is. He's known all
along, and they were trying to get me out of the picture, trying to break Anakin's trust in the
Jedi and the Council even farther. The worst part is that I know if not for my time-travelling,
everything would have gone exactly as he planned, minus the part about Luke saving Vader.

"So, the Council didn't even so much as think about the evidence before they threw me out?"
After so long, I should have gotten over it all, but I can't help the pain and betrayal burning
through me. It's something I'll probably never get over. Not completely. "I know you weren't
in full agreement. Who supported me?"

There's a momentary pause this time. "Only me. I should have fought harder."

I look away. No one else even questioned it. Given how Obi-Wan was acting, I knew he was
upset about it, but he didn't say a single thing during the trial. He didn't even try to defend
me, to ask why all this was happening. I finally stand up, pacing around the room much like
Anakin was back then. "You knew me the best of all of them. Why didn't you trust me? Why
didn't you trust Anakin?"

"Ahsoka, you know the Council isn't always right. They were just doing what they thought
was best. If the Senate lost trust in us –"

"I didn't call you here to defend the Council," I interrupt, spinning around. "This is about you.
I... I found some things in the future. I need your help, but I can't ask for it unless I know you



trust me."

"Of course, I trust you." He seems almost insulted. Good.

My anger deflates a little and I walk over to the couch and sit back down. "I saw some things
in the future, things I can't let anyone know. Just us."

"What?" he presses.

"I... the identity of the Sith apprentice," I explain finally, shifting uncomfortably and focusing
my eyes on the carpet, anywhere but at him. This is going to break him. "I know who he is."

"I assume you're intending to tell me," he states.

"It was..." I take a deep breath. How am I supposed to voice this out loud? He will never see
what Vader did, unlike me, but he raised Anakin. They've known each other so much longer.
"It was... Anakin."

For a moment he looks completely stunned and more than a little horrified. "What happened?
Do you know?" he inquires finally, sounding strained.

I look up at him for the first time. "Everyone failed him, Obi-Wan. After what happened... if
not for my vision, I would have left the Order and him." I pause for a moment, considering
my next words before continuing. "And you know after the undercover mission... things
between both of you have never been the same. He needs to trust you. You should talk to
him."

"I will, Ahsoka," he assures me, still looking visibly shaken.

"Of course, the Council and the Jedi as a whole aren't helping at all either. Those incidents...
and many others pushed him closer to the Dark Side." I wince as I say it out loud, "And made
him trust everyone even less. And of course, there's the whole attachment thing... I love
Anakin, as do you, and despite what the Jedi think, there's nothing wrong with that. There's a
major difference between love and attachment that they don't get at all, and it's making
everything worse."

"In what was going to happen, when it came down to it, the only one he really trusted
anymore was Padme. For some reason that I never figured out, he was afraid of her dying,
and Sidious offered to help him, which was why he ended up turning to the Dark Side." A
dark scowl appears on my face. "It doesn't help that Sidious has been and still is continually
influencing Anakin."

"How long do we have to change things?" he asks after a long moment of silence, a
concerned expression on his face.

I grimace. "Less than a year."

It's then that the feeling of Anakin's approaching Force signature suddenly hits me. We're out
of time to continue our discussion for now. The apartment door swings open and he steps into
the room.



"What are you two discussing? And why the long faces?" he asks with a grin.

"Perhaps we were just mourning your absence because we couldn't start eating," I quip.

"Sure, Snips, then why isn't the table set yet?"

Chapter End Notes
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Bonus Chapter - Anakin

Chapter Notes

We wanted to show a little bit from Anakin's perspective, especially being as he nearly
lost Ahsoka. :P

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Anakin can hardly believe Ahsoka agreed to stay. Still, he's never been prouder in his life
than when he saw her standing up to the Council like that. She's truly something of a living
miracle, and he couldn't be gladder to have her as a padawan. Or rather, a former padawan,
now. At least with his little sister at his side, he can feel marginally better about everything
that happened.

Even so, Anakin highly doubts he'll ever be able to forgive the Council for what they did. The
second there was a slight question about Ahsoka's loyalty, they threw her out. She'd spent her
entire life with them, and she'd never done anything that could have harmed anyone. He can't
count the number of times, she'd nearly gotten herself killed fighting for them, for the
Republic. If she wasn't a padawan, he wonders, what would they have done? Would they
have reacted the same way? Somehow, he expects they would have. He almost wishes he'd
gone to speak with Letta instead. He would have been able to sense the person doing it. It
would have spared Ahsoka so much of what she's gone through. Because of the Council. And
when he was trying to find the true killer, he was completely alone. Not even Obi-Wan had
bothered coming with him.

He can't deny his anger at Palpatine for being the one to lead the trial, but if he's being
honest, it's not like he could have known. Anakin wasn't there, which turned out to be a good
thing. If he hadn't found Barriss right when he did, Ahsoka would have been executed. The
Council and Senate would have caused an innocent child's death. Senselessly. She was still a
minor, but none of them cared. It's just further proof that the system is completely corrupted.

Anakin had hoped so badly Ahsoka would come back – though a small part of him wasn't
sure she would. He has to admit that if he was in her place, he probably wouldn't, but he'd
done everything he could for her. He should have known she'd never leave him.

He won't deny how worried he'd been when she suddenly lost consciousness right as she
seemed to be having second thoughts about rejoining. If that's what she was thinking in that
moment, all such ideas had been thoroughly washed away when she awoke. He's still not
quite sure what to make of that. He's never heard of anything like it before. Visions, sure, he's
had them himself, but something like that? Anakin's never heard of actually walking through
times before. Then again, considering the kind of future she'd seen, it's a good thing it
happened.



There was nothing like being able to Knight Ahsoka. Seeing the girl he practically raised
standing in front of him as a Jedi Knight, he could clearly see the young woman she's going
to grow into. So much unlike the young, over-energetic girl he'd taken a few years ago. Was it
only a few? It's felt way longer. Anakin's only regret is that she was a padawan all throughout
the entire war, never having known what it was like to be raised outside one. Hopefully her
own future padawan will have a different fate.

Usually after knighting, a master and padawan don't see each other much, but that changed to
an extent after the war started. Anakin and Obi-Wan were still almost always with each other,
but he's still very grateful. Ahsoka wanted to remain the commander of the 501st at least
temporarily. After this, it would be too odd for her to take on her own group of clones so
soon. Besides, he knows she's ready to be a Knight, but he's not so sure about a General. He
has a lot of faith in her, but the thought of Ahsoka running around the galaxy with a group of
her own clones without him is not something he wants to think about.

"What do you say to paying Rex and the boys a visit?" he asks as the pair walk side by side
through the Temple halls.

Ahsoka seems to instantly brighten from the dark look she's had – she's been that way ever
since she came back from the future, which really makes Anakin wonder just what kind of
horrors she experienced that she never told him – and nods. "Of course. They must've been
worried to death about me."

"Believe me, they were."

As they head in search of Rex, Anakin can't help but realize the major change in Ahsoka's
Force-presence. She's still as brilliant as ever, but she has her shields up very tightly. Far
more so than she ever has in the past, but he can still feel her significantly over their bond,
which seems strangely altered for some reason. There's a great darkness there, but he finds
himself maybe not nearly as concerned about it as he probably should be. There's a sense of
balance in her he's never felt before. The wildness and recklessness she'd had even before the
trial are gone, replaced by something else. How much had she grown in the time she was
gone? he wonders.

It doesn't take long for the two of them arrive at the Star Destroyer. Anakin is not at all
surprised when he sees a group of clones, including Rex, gathered in the hanger waiting for
their arrival.

"General, Commander," Rex is the first to greet them.

"Rex," Anakin nods.

Ahsoka has gone almost completely still behind him, as if having a hard time believing
they're really here. Just like she'd reacted with him and Obi-Wan at first, though not nearly as
bad. Did they die in her future, too? He forces the thought away. It would do no good to think
about something they'll make sure will never happen.

The last time Rex had seen Ahsoka was when they were chasing her in the underworld.
Anakin had cornered her at the end of a pipe and talked to her, but the conversation as



interrupted when Rex came up. They'd seen her again when she was being brought
unconscious back to the Temple. What if he had gone with her? He can't help but wonder.
They would have been able to capture Barriss at the warehouse, and all of this could have
been avoided.

Anakin shakes off those thoughts when Ahsoka finally steps forwards towards the clones.
"Rex, it's good to see you," she states at last.

"After you were arrested, we were so worried," Rex admits.

Anakin steps closer to Ahsoka, resting a hand on her shoulder. He can almost not believe
they're really here again. "Rex and the 501st always believed your innocence," he tells her.
She deserves to know that much.

The Togruta looks back at them again, her expression not changing much though Anakin can
clearly sense her multitude of emotions. "Thank you," she says at last. "All of you." She steps
forwards, throwing her arms around Rex. He looks slightly surprised for a moment, but
hesitantly returns her embrace.

"I've decided to stay," she informs them after seeming to regain her composure. "I was
Knighted, but I wanted to stay here as a commander for longer. Until things settle down."

Personally, Anakin hopes she'll always stay here with him and the 501st. This is her home,
especially now. Neither of them will ever be able to look at the Jedi Temple and call it their
home ever again. A home is a place where trust can be given easily, not the Council who just
walked away. A family is people who stand up for each other, which is exactly what Anakin,
Ahsoka, and the clones have always done for one other.

"It's good to have you back, Commander," Rex responds.

"It's good to be back," Ahsoka responds.

As he watches them interact, Anakin finds himself playing with the idea of telling Rex a bit
more about what happened. Something about Ahsoka's vision. No details, obviously, but he
deserves to know something happened a little bigger than what everyone is being told. He
knows it would be a big risk, but it's one he's willing to take. Rex won't talk to anyone about
it if Anakin tells him not to, and he's not really around any Force-sensitives other than
Anakin and Ahsoka. There is no risk of him running into Sidious or Dooku.

"Mind if I talk to Rex for a while?" he asks, stepping over to Ahsoka.

She shakes her head. "Go ahead."

A few minutes later, Anakin finds himself alone with the clone captain. Ahsoka is mingling
with the others, as she usually does. "I thought you might want to know," the general
explains. "Ahsoka... I don't fully understand myself, but Ahsoka had a vision. She didn't tell
anyone the details of what happened, but that's why she's staying in the Order." He can't help
but notice again that before when the Council had asked her to be a Knight, she probably
wasn't ready. But now, he can't say the same.



"I did notice she was acting a little different," Rex admitted.

Anakin nods. "Yes, well, that's why. Whatever she saw, it was something very bad." He
hesitates a moment. "There are some other things, but I don't think I should risk telling
anyone right now."

"Of course. Thank you for telling me, sit."

"Any time, Rex." Anakin smiles at the clone, finding himself willing to trust them all more
and more by the day. You can't fight battles side by side with someone without forming deep
bonds, and that's exactly what they share.

He heads off to find Ahsoka, letting his mind wander over everything that has happened. He'd
almost been expecting the Council to decide to make him a master when Ahsoka was
knighted – they really should have – but they decided against it. He won't deny he's upset by
that, but since the secret of Ahsoka's vision is just between the two of them and the Council –
and Rex now, apparently – he won't complain.

Anakin has just found himself with Ahsoka again when Rex hurries up. "General, we're
receiving a transmission from the Jedi Council."

"Already?!" Ahsoka exclaims.

"Apparently," Anakin replies, flipping into his general mode. "Let's get going and see what it
is."
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27 – Chaos on Ringo Vinda
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My green lightsabers swing in unison with Anakin's as we deflect the blaster bolts the battle
droids are shooting at us. It's hardly been any time since my return, and we're back on the
battlefield already. I missed this. I really did. Right now, us and twin Jedi Masters Tiplee and
Tiplar are trying to take control of a space station surrounding the plant of Ringo Vinda, but
so far, the fight hasn't progressed further in favor of either side.

The doors ahead of us slide open, revealing the twins destroying the remaining droids in a
control room. "Don't get too comfortable," Anakin advises as a nearby clone pulls off his
helmet, "The battle hasn't been won yet."

"Master Skywalker, we must get to the command post," Tiplee says, hurrying over to us,
"Admiral Trench sent for reinforcements, and we must take this post before they arrive."
Stepping over to a hologram map of the station, we all kneel down around it to get a better
look.

"It's time for Phase Two. Tiplar," Anakin declares, immediately assuming control, "You'll
take your men down this passageway," he points to the one on the left, "Tiplee, you'll move
along here. They'll have to divide their forces to counter us, and when they do, Rex, Ahsoka,
and I will press through the middle. If we time it right, we'll all converge on this spot at the
same time. The droids won't know what hit them."

"If we're making a run, we'll need a backup. My men are severely depleted," one of the clone
commanders of the other two speaks up.

"Fives, you and Tup take ten of your best men to support Master Tiplee."

"We're on it, Sir," Fives nods. I shut off the hologram as we stand up. With that, we split up
into three groups again. Moments later, Anakin and I step into the hallway again, cutting
down droids right and left. It's just like old times, before everything. For a moment, I can
allow myself to forget any of that even happened. We fight completely in unison, destroying
everything in our path.

Once we finally make it to the end of the hall, the doors open to reveal dozens of droids of all
types. This is definitely a very well-defended area. On either side of us, the twins have
arrived simultaneously. Good. Just as planned.



I can see Admiral Trench watching us from an observation window up ahead. Then, everyone
is lost into the chaos of battle again as the droids open fire. As I cut down droids right and
left, pressing forwards as fast as I can, I spot Tiplar jumping onto the largest droids before
stabbing them with her lightsaber and moving onto the next. Good move. Those are hard for
clones to fight.

As the battle continues raging, I can feel something in the Force, something is off, but I don't
know what. I assume it's just because of the battle surrounding us, so I don't pay much
attention and just keep fighting, until the Force warns me of danger, right behind me.
Spinning around, I see – what? Tup is standing right behind me, his blaster aimed at my head.
No. It... it couldn't be happening this early, could it? It wasn't supposed to, right?

In a flash, I swing my lightsaber, chopping off the end of his blaster a split second before he
can fire. Hie instantly lunges at me, but I Force-shove him backwards as Fives runs over to
assist, jumping on him and pinning him to the ground. Before I can spin around back to the
battle, a searing pain rips through my leg, and I fall to the ground with a gasp. Both my
lightsabers clatter to the ground beside me, and I narrowly missing getting my head blown off
by another blaster bolt flying by.

I guess that's what I get for getting distracted in the battle. I shift into a sitting position,
siphoning the pain away with the Force. Dodging another blaster shot, I attempt to stand up
again. I can't just lay here, after all. Pain stabs through my leg the moment I put it on the
ground and I nearly faceplant. Clearly, I won't be going anywhere, and I definitely can't fight
on only one leg.

I sit back down again, trying to stay mostly out of sight behind the piles of fallen droids. With
me out of action, the droids begin pressing forwards on the others more than before. More
clones go down. If we're going to win this part of the battle, I need to help. But I can't,
beyond an occasional Force shove.

"Hold your positions!" Anakin shouts, before darting over to me and gently lifting me into
his arms after picking up my lightsabers and clipping them to his belt. I hear the clattering of
approaching droids and glance back to see a bunch of destroyer droids roll up. The clones
back up with their shields in front of them.

"Pull back!" Anakin orders to the others. We begin to slowly move back towards the
entrance. We'll have to try this assault again later.

"Fives, I don't know what's going on. You're responsible for Tup now. Get him back to the
base. I want answers," Anakin calls over the noise of the battle. No, he may not know what's
going on, but I do. Or at least I have an altogether too good an idea.

We slowly back up from the droids, Tiplar and Tiplee continue to deflect the blaster bolts,
covering for us until we've backed up into the smaller halls we originally came here in before
making our way back to the control room. The doors finally slam shut, locking out any droids
that try to attack us.

Anakin sets me down on the floor and starts tending to my injury.



"Why would he do this?" Tiplee wonders, confused evident in her gaze.

"I'm about to find out," Anakin declares, walking past them and stepping into the next room,
"How's he doing, Rex?" I scoot over so I can watch from a sitting position near the doorway.

"I'm not sure, General," he replies, "It seems like he just snapped." He kneels next to Tup,
putting a hand on his shoulder. "Tup, can you hear me?"

"Yes, Captain," he replies slowly.

"What happened?"

"What do you mean?" He sounds completely confused. Does he even remember what
happened? It's likely he doesn't.

"Do you have any idea what you've done?" Rex demands angrily.

"Good soldiers follow orders," he mumbles, eyes rolling weirdly, "Good soldiers follow
orders. Good soldiers follow orders. Good soldiers follow orders. Good soldiers follow
orders." Yes, something clearly has gone off with his head. He's acting completely deranged.
It would almost sound amusing if not for what could have happened... and what could easily
happen again, everywhere across the galaxy.

The twins are standing in the doorway now. "Good soldiers follow orders. Good soldiers
follow orders," he continues to repeat.

"What is talking about?"

"I have no idea."

"Good soldiers follow orders. Good soldiers follow orders." What is happening to him?

"Yes, we all hear you," I can't resist the remark. Rex waves a hand in front of Tup's face, but
he just continues to chant. "Good soldiers follow orders. Good soldiers follow orders."

"What are you talking about?" Anakin demands finally.

"Kill the Jedi!" shouts Tup in response, suddenly jerking away from the clones holding onto
him and lunging at Tiplee, despite the fact that his hands are cuffed behind his back. She
instantly picks him up with the Force, throwing him across the room into the wall and
holding him there. Well, that confirmed my suspicion. But that doesn't explain how it
happened, or why it happened now and only to him. Did anyone I talked to in the future
know the details? Because if they did, they really should have told me.

Anakin puts a hand on her arm. "We have to get him back to the medical bay before he hurts
anyone else." She nods, releasing him as he falls to the floor. Rex, Fives, and the others hurry
over to him.

***



Tup has already been moved to a transport meant to take him back to Kamino when he wakes
up. First, he just seems confused. "What's happening to me?" he questions, concern and
confusion slipping into his voice as he tugs on the straps trapping him to the bed.

"You don't remember?" demands Fives as he steps forwards.

Tup shakes his head. "No."

"You attempted to murder Commander Tano," explains Fives.

"What?" he cries, "That's not possible! I would never! I could never do that! I don't
understand how this could happen!" He struggles to break free from the straps. A medical
droid rushes over to him and injects him with a sedative. He slumps back to the bed,
unconscious, moments later.

"What do you think happened? Did you check all the scanners?" Anakin inquires, running a
hand through his hair and turning to Kix.

"All his scans are clear. As far as I can tell, this is a combat related stress," he steps over to
us, "It seems he had some sort of breakdown."

"That's not possible," I insist. Clones go through extreme stress all the time, and they never
randomly try to kill Jedi. This – this might a chance to expose Sidious. We have to get to the
bottom of this. I don't know how it happened, but now I really wish I had asked for more
details. I should have insisted on speaking to Rex regardless of who might overhear. He must
have known. I never should have put it off.

"Kix, you should know better. We were designed to withstand any stress!" Rex argues.

Fives turns around towards us. "I agree. We've been through a lot together. He doesn't seem
to remember what happened. It's like he's sick... or drugged." Or was being mind-controlled
somehow. Which must be it, because all the clones didn't suddenly get sick or drugged when
the Jedi were destroyed. That's simply impossible.

Kix seems to consider that for a long moment. "Well, it could be a virus, a toxin. I can't be
certain."

"Possibly," I reply. No, it has to be something more than that. There's no way all the clones
could have simultaneous gotten a toxin or a virus and turned on the Jedi.

"Let's talk outside," Anakin decides, casting a glance back at Tup and the medical droid
before turning and walkout of the room. The rest of us follow, and the doors slide closed
behind us.

"You mean the enemy could have made him do this?" Anakin demands, looking between
everyone.

"It's a possibility," declares Tiplar.



"There have been rumors that the Separatists have been trying to develop an anti-clone virus.
Biological warfare," remarks Tiplee.

"Maybe," I interrupt, "But I think there's something more than that. If it were just a virus or
something, why would he have kept repeating 'good soldiers follow orders'?" No one has an
answer to that.

"Listen, we are not equipped for this situation. He'll have to be taken back to Kamino. Only
then will you have your answers," asserts Kix.

A reluctant sigh escapes me. "I think this is something we need to investigate ourselves," I
argue, "But yes." There's not really much we can do here, anyway. Kix is right. We aren't
equipped for situations such as this.

Everyone files back into the room and Fives approaches Tup, who is still strapped down onto
the bed.

"Tup, it's gonna be fine. I promise. They'll fix you up real good. We'll be having a drink
together in no time."

Tup shifts slightly on the bed, before mumbling, "Good soldiers follow orders... good soldiers
follow orders..." I send a pointed glance at Anakin and the others.

"That's what I mean," I remark. Perhaps if things work out right, I may be able to find the
reason behind what happened to the clones. I need to use this opportunity. Maybe... maybe I'll
be able to take Sidious down early.

"You are a good soldier, Tup," Fives responds, "It's time to go now."

"Be careful," cautions Anakin.

"Yes, sir."

Anakin and I exit the room and watch from a distance as the transport ship flies away.

Chapter End Notes

If you liked this maybe consider reviewing and/or leaving kudos...? :)



28 - To the Rescue

Chapter Notes

In which Tup is temporarily captured by Separatists and Ahsoka decides that he's in
need of her protection... ;)
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We don't even make it out of the hanger before we see the transport being shot at. I suck in a
deep breath. Yes, of course. If there were any more doubts in my mind as to what happened, I
don't have any more. If the Separatists want him, that means something big is going on.

"We need to get over there and help out," decides Anakin.

Moments later, we find ourselves with Rex and Fives in a shuttle, hastily zooming up towards
the transport. All four of us are wearing a suit made to withstand space. We land on the
transport, which has been completely wrecked, and enter.

"The restraints have been cut," Rex calls to us from where he stands next to the bed Tup was
supposed to be on. Just as I was afraid of. The Separatists got him.

"They must be responsible for whatever is happening," murmurs Fives.

"Perhaps," I reply stiffly. They're not. At least not completely, but that doesn't mean I should
say so.

"It's possible," responds Anakin, turning around to face us, "All I know is they went to
incredible lengths to capture him, and that means something."

"We have got to get him back," Fives insists.

"Don't worry, we'll find a way," Anakin assures him.

"We'll have to sneak onto the Separatist ship," I warn as we head back for our shuttle and take
our seats inside. Anakin pulls off his helmet, setting it down beside him.

"The shuttle will drop us off just short of the main hanger," he states, "We'll spacewalk from
there. Are you picking up anything of Tup's location?" Spacewalking. That's rare, but
nothing's surprising with Anakin as a master. The last name 'Skywalker' does fit him well.

"I've got a faint signal but it's hard to track. It's moving," responds Fives as the shuttle slowly
glides past the Separatist ship. That's bad news. They're probably planning to get him out of
here first, just like we were. Which means we need to move. And fast.



"We better hurry," Anakin worries. Our spaceship flies down over the side of the starship and
out into space, towards our destination. It plunges past the side of the Separatists ship and
turns upside down, landing on the bottom. The second it lands, Anakin pulls his helmet back
on and heads for the exit with me right behind. We carefully walk off, stepping out into the
vacuum of space, only held to the ship thanks to our magnetized boots.

"I've got a better signal. Tup is heading this way," Fives declares as we walk along towards
what I think might be an entrance. Once we reach the right spot, we begin climbing up the
wall. I catch onto handholds along the ship, throwing myself upwards between Anakin and
Fives. Finally, we reach the edge of the hanger, and the four of us cautiously peak over the
edge into the ship.

Two groups of battle droids are marching towards each other not far in front of us. Anakin
looks through binoculars, frowning as his gaze darts back and forth.

"Are your scopes Jedi-issue, sir?" teases Fives.

"Stay focused, Fives," Anakin chides, looking through them again. Looking through my own
binoculars, I can see a large standing army of battle droids on either side of the hanger bay
off in the distance, along with a starfighter. On the far side, a group of other droids are
carrying a stretcher with Tup lying on it.

"There must be a hundred droids in the hanger. Not to mention a starfighter. This is stretching
it, even for you, Sir," Rex cautions.

"Rex, you're beginning to sound like Obi-Wan," Anakin sighs. "You got a better idea?"

I snort. "I hope walking in there isn't your idea of a plan."

"Look," adds Rex, "I don't doubt you could pull it off, but I'm not sure if we would be around
to see it happen."

"I've got an idea," Fives pipes up. Great. Because we're clearly a little out of ideas now if my
master is seriously considering attacking thousands of droids with just me and two clones.

"Well, let's hear it quickly," Anakin replies, turning to him.

"Grappling hooks," Fives replies, holding up his blaster which he just put a grappling hook
on.

"Good thinking," I complement, "At least that isn't sure to get us killed."

"Get ready to hold on," Fives warns.

"That's why he's an arc trooper," Rex smiles. Anakin grabs the edge of the hanger and peaks
over it again just as I sense the shuttle taking off. As it zooms over our head, Rex fires a
grappling hook, and Fives fires another. Anakin grabs Rex and I grab Fives, and the four of
us sail away together after the shuttle.



We climb up the hooks to the entrance of the ship and Anakin forces it open. We charge in
lightsabers blazing. Anakin impales the first droid in sight, and they all turn towards us and
open fire. I cut down one, and Anakin jumps past me to fight three further inside. Rex and
Fives remain in the doorway, staying partly shielded by the wall and begin firing at the
droids.

Anakin deflects the bolt of one droid back at it, destroying it. I cut down the other droid near
the doorway as Anakin grabs one of the droids he's fighting and throws it over his shoulder
towards us, right into the end of my lightsabers. Two of the more intelligent ones still intact
attempt to attack the clones only to get beheaded from behind by my swinging green blades.

As we continue progressing our way down the hall, Anakin Force-throws another droid into a
second which promptly starts shooting at us. Another droid runs up behind Anakin and
attacks him. I promptly chop off its head.

Anakin grabs the remaining droid, holding his lightsaber to its neck. Yes, Skyguy, I don't
think that method works on droids, at least not ones that are programmed properly. "What do
you know about this clone?" he growls as Rex and Fives shoot down the battle droids in
control of the ship and Rex scrambles over to the controls.

"I am programmed to resist intimidation," it insists in a monotone, and he promptly chops off
its head.

"You know, we could have just downloaded it's information," I remind him.

Anakin ignores me, his attention already diverted to Fives and Tup. "How's he doing?" he
questions, walking over to them.

"Not well. Not well at all," responds Fives gravely, "I think he's dying, sir."

"We have to get him to Kamino," Anakin says worriedly, walking past towards the cockpit.

***

"I want a full report from Kamino. If Tup is the victim of some Separatist plot, we have no
idea how widespread it already is," Anakin declares, crossing the hallway of the cruiser.
More like the victim of a Sith plot.

"I should go with them, Master," I state, "I get the feeling there's something really big going
on, and we'll need a Jedi to be there – other than Master Shaak Ti. Besides, there's still a risk
of being attacked on the way." Anakin looks thoughtful for a moment. He might not think it
is necessary, but he trusts my judgement.

"Alright," he concedes, "But stay out of trouble." Like he needs to tell me that.

"I will." Well, I'll try anyway, but since I'm probably about to mess up the Sith's plans, no
promises.

"Permission to go with him, sir? He's my best friend," Fives asks Rex as I walk over to them
where Tup's stretcher is being carried down the hall.



"You may help, but everything must be done by the book," he informs.

"Understood, sir."

"You're to stay by his side at all times. I don't want any more slip-ups."

"Yes sir," he nods emphatically.

"Good, let's go." The three of us follow Tup and the others down the hall towards the waiting
craft.

Hours later, we've landed on Kamino, the nearly continuous rain of the water world beating
down on our ship. We make our way to the facility where Rex reports what transpired.

"You will have to say goodbye to your friend now," the Kaminoan doctor says, as we reach a
certain point in the hall.

"Yes, doctor," Fives agrees reluctantly. Tup is taken down the hallway, around a corner, and
out of sight as Master Shaak Ti approaches us.

"General Shaak Ti," Rex greets her, removing his helmet.

"Knight Tano, Captain Rex, and Fives," she acknowledges.

"Yes, General." he confirms.

"You've served with Tup?"

"Yes."

"You must come with me," she declares.

"Will all due respect, General, I cannot just abandon my friend," he argues.

"You must let the doctors do their work," she turns and starts walking down the hall, "Do not
be afraid. Your friend is in quite capable hands. Doctor Nola Se is the chief medical scientist
on Kamino. She was one of the primary engineers of all the clones. Now we must take care
of you."

"Me?" frowns Fives, "There's nothing wrong with me, General. I'm perfectly fine."

"We can't be sure of that until we complete a full exam to see if a virus was the cause of Tup's
breakdown," she replies, "You have more than likely been exposed to the contagion. You
haven't entered the advanced stages yet as Tup has, but any information we could gather from
you could help to find a cure for Tup."

"I do not think this is a virus, Master Shaak Ti," I interrupt, "There was something far more
serious going on. He clearly had no recollection of what transpired, and there's no way a virus
could do that. I figured it was something more like mind control." How could she possibly
fall for something like this so easily? It's easy to see now how the Jedi Order fell. They were



too blinded, to convinced of their own power to believe they could fail. Too trusting, even in
the midst of a war and with Sith lurking everywhere in the shadows.

"Perhaps it is some sort of mind control infection like those worms on Geonosis," she
suggests, "And this is why Fives must take the test." If only it were that simple.

"Alright General, if it will help Tup," he agrees.

"Captain Rex, General Skywalker has ordered you back to the war zone," Shaak Ti informs
him, "You are to leave immediately."

"I'm sorry, Fives," Rex addresses the other clone, as he puts his helmet back on, "I wish I
could stay."

"Don't worry," I hastily reassure him, "I'm here. Everything will be fine." Or so we hope. If
things get too serious, I'll call Anakin in to help.

"It's fine, Sir," adds Fives, "Fighting a virus is a nice change of pace from all those clankers."

"Take care of yourself," Rex says, putting a hand on Fives' shoulder, "And you too,
Commander," he adds, glancing at me before looking back at the other, "And Tup." With that,
he turns and heads off down the hall.
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29 – The Investigation Begins

Chapter Notes

In which the investigation into Tup's behavior begins... :P

See the end of the chapter for more notes

"Let's begin the test," Shaak Ti states as we both stand watching the droids and doctor
gathered around Tup's bed.

"Administer the simulant," commands the Kaminoan doctor. For some reason, I get a funny
feeling about her. I can't tell what it is, but it doesn't feel like I should trust anyone in this.
Except maybe the clones themselves. Not surprising. I'm sure the clones were created on the
command of Sidious. Even if he isn't in control of everything that happens here, he's going to
have plenty of informants. A medical droid injects a substance into the clone's chest.
"Remove his mask," orders the doctor, and the droid does so. The moment he does, Tup
opens his eyes, but he still doesn't appear to be in control of himself. He starts thrashing
wildly in his restraints.

Fives jumps up and runs over to the window separating the rooms. I can sense his panic way
too clearly, and I wince in sympathy. I don't know what they're doing to Tup, but it seems to
be hurting him. I can only tell myself this will be for the good of the galaxy.

Shaak Ti raises a hand towards the window, using the Force to turn on a screen, blocking the
view. Was that really necessary? I think he has a right to see what we're doing to his brother. I
want to snap something at her, but I hold my tongue. I don't need to get in an argument with
someone who I'm supposed to be investigating with. I'm starting to get concerned I'll have to
do it all alone.

"His reaction will subside," reassures the Kaminoan doctor, "The patient must be awake for
the next round of tests."

"I am not fond of these types of tests," replies Shaak Ti calmly.

"Yes, but they give us all the information we need in a timely fashion," the doctor replies
casually, as if the clone's feelings don't matter one bit. I suppose that's how they view them
though – as nothing more than human droids. She steps over to a screen I can't see and starts
poking it.

"That doesn't make it right," I grumble.

"Speed is of importance here," responds the doctor calmly, before getting back to business,
"There does not seem to be any sign of infection in the blood. How curious." Tup finally
stops thrashing, going still.



"Just as I expected," I mutter, glancing at Shaak Ti. I have the strong feeling the Jedi Master
does not share my opinion on this. If only Anakin or Obi-Wan had been given this job
temporarily instead. At least they'd pay more attention to my opinion, which I'm making
largely from my knowledge of the future.

"The subject has tested negative on all accounts," reports the hovering medical droid, "This
clone seems to be in perfect health."

"We must be missing something," declares Shaak Ti.

"Yes, something, but not necessarily a virus," I point out, "We have to take all possibilities
into consideration, here."

Tup's eyes open and his gaze darts around the room before falling on me and Shaak Ti. With
a growl, he starts struggling to break free and attack us again. I quickly back out of his sight
in an attempt to make him calm down, but apparently Shaak Ti, despite being a Jedi Master
and thrice my age, doesn't have the same common sense.

"Are you finished with your test?" she asks, continuing to stand within Tup's line of sight.
The doctor nods in confirmation. "Then sedate him," she orders.

"Yes, ma'am." They do as she said, and the medical droid puts the mask back over his face.
He's unconscious again in moments.

"It appears this clone has orders to kill the Jedi," she observes. Has she seriously not put two
and two together already? It should be obvious! I hope she's just pretending. "Perhaps the
Separatists found a way to brainwash him." Never mind that.

"Maybe," I retort, voice rising slightly, "But we have to consider everything. There's no way
to know what could have happened. I talked to him shortly before the battle. There was
nothing wrong."

She frowns. "Perhaps whatever is causing his aggression is psychological. It seems to be an
isolated case." The medical droid flies over to the doctor, handing her a datapad.

"The other clone has yet to display any symptoms," she reports. Well, it's obviously not a
virus or brainwashing. That doesn't make any sense. So, the only thing I can think of,
especially based on what I know will happen, is... some sort of implant in him that was
accidentally activated ahead of time? It's possible, I suppose. The way the clones were
created in the first place was extremely mysterious... and... who knows?

Just then, the screen starts flashing and Tup begins struggling to free himself again. Possibly
because he caught sight of Shaak Ti again.

"I need an answer now," she states, "This isn't just a physical manifestation of psychosis. You
must have missed something."

"Maybe it's something mental that we're all missing," I suggest. There's no way I can just
outright tell them my theory. If the Kaimoans are involved in a bigger conspiracy – like I'm



certain they are – I don't want them getting suspicious that I know something and reporting it.

The medical droid injects something else into Tup, stilling him once more before flying over
to us. "I suggest a second brain scan."

"An atomic-level brain scan? That is unnecessary," responds the Kaminoan immediately. I
can't explain why, but something about the haste of her response... it just feels a little off. I
don't want to jump to conclusions, but that's how someone would react if they're trying to
cover something up. "The phase one and two scans we did are sufficient. He's too weak for a
phase five atomic level scan."

"We should try," I object, wincing. I hope he won't die. Even if he does, this time, I know it
will be for the galaxy. Besides, there's always a chance that he'll be perfectly fine.
Considering that the doctor's acting as though she's trying to hide something – I think she
might know exactly what's going on – I suspect he'll be fine.

"I calculate the beneficial knowledge we could gain from a phase five atomic scan is worth
the risk," argues the droid in my favor.

"The only way to discover what has happened to this clone is to terminate him and do a full-
scale autopsy on the molecular level," she replies. How exactly would that help?

"We must be cautious," Shaak Ti interjects. That sounded lame considering the situation. "I
do not believe this is a physical ailment, but a mental condition caused by possible Separatist
brainwashing."

"I do not agree. This is a virus of some kind," insists the doctor.

"We already checked his bloodstream, and there's nothing in it," I interrupt, "It has to be
something else."

"I am in charge of this examination and I will decide what is best for my patient," she
responds, slightly on edge.

"Actually, since the Republic and the Jedi commissioned the clones, it is our responsibility to
oversee their care," Shaak Ti argues. It's probably the first sensible thing I've heard out of her
so far.

"Every clone and their genetic makeup is property of the Kaminoan government," replies the
doctor. Uhh... the clones are not property. It's insane they can even think of them like that.
"Now, as a client of ours, I will respect your wishes, but as to the fate of this clone, I will
speak to our Prime Minister Lama Su."

"And I will advise the Jedi Council," adds Shaak Ti, "I will tell them about the atomic brain
scan and see how they would like to proceed."

"Very well," agrees the doctor as the Jedi Master turns to leave the room. I follow her.

Before long, we're both standing in front of a hologram of the Jedi Council.



"The Kaminoans have suggested that we terminate the clone and do a rigorous molecular
autopsy to discover the virus," Shaak Ti declares, "I believe this solution is ill-advised. My
belief is that Tup has been brainwashed by the Separatists using some process we do not yet
understand."

"Brainwashing? How could that be possible?" demands Windu. At least he also thinks it's a
stupid idea.

"General Skywalker reported Tup missing on Ringo Vinda, but after five rotations, he turned
up again. That event preceded this episode. Perhaps he was compromised at that point." I get
her point, but still. If that was the case, there's no reason the brainwashing would suddenly
show up randomly when it did. We all know something else is going on here. Why has no
one put it together?

"I believe this has nothing to do with the Separatists," I interrupt, "But rather the Sith. There
was a way the Jedi were destroyed in the future I saw. I was told the clones turned on them.
This has to be something far more than an occasional brainwashing, and I think this is the key
to revealing the Sith Master. I suspect there is something inside the clones that is controlling
them, and Tup's simply malfunctioned. When they did the scans, there was nothing out of
place in his blood, and he was acting perfectly normal before the battle." Dead silence falls
over the room at my revelation.

"We must find the truth behind this situation," Windu responds gravely.

"I would like to implement a level five atomic brain scan to see if his thought processes are
still functioning normally. This may help us uncover the mystery," declares Shaak Ti.

"We need to," I nod in agreement.

"And what do the Kaminoans think of that?" inquires Obi-Wan.

"They feel Tup is so weak, the level five atomic brain scan could damage his neural tissue
and possibly kill him. Their approach would be to terminate him, thus leaving the brain fully
intact for an autopsy."

"Bring clone trooper Tup back to the Jedi Temple," Obi-Wan decides.

"Yes, examine him with the Force we shall and unravel this mystery we will," Yoda replies.

"I don't think Tup is in a condition to be transferred anywhere," I interject, "Besides, if we
attempt to transport him anywhere, we could be attacked along the way as has happened
before. It would probably be best to send someone to Kamino to investigate it."

After a pause, Yoda speaks, "Send Master Kenobi and Skywalker to Kamino, we shall."

I breathe a deep sigh of relief. "Good." They're the only ones I trust in this, which, come to
think of it, is probably why Yoda sent them. He knows I know – or at least suspect – what's
going on, and I'm grateful for his trust.
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30 - Arrival
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An alarm suddenly starts blaring just as we're on our way back to Tup's room, causing us to
pause in our tracks.

"I will go investigate what's happening," Shaak Ti states.

I nod. That's probably better. "I'll go to Tup's room. Considering the circumstances, someone
better be with him at all times," I tell her. She hurries along down the hall, and I take off
running for Tup's room. Somehow, I have the feeling that we're going to find something
there. Something feels... off.

I dart up to Tup's room, dodging past the people hurrying through the halls and open the door
before stepping into the room to see... what in the world is going on in here? Fives is standing
near Tup's bed, and the medical droid from earlier is in the middle of operating on his head.
Fives instantly whirls around towards the door, a nearly panicked expression on his face.
Clearly, he's decided to do some investigating on his own. The only question is what he found
out.

"What's going on here?" I ask, hastily closing the door before someone can get a look inside.

"The droid has found a tumor in Tup's brain," he explains, "We operated to remove it." He
looks over at the droid. "Is it done?"

"It is now," it responds, holding out a chip-like object. I knew it. There's nothing else that
could be except... some sort of chip with pre-programmed orders.

Just then, the doors behind us slide open again and the doctor strides into the
room. Great. "What have you done?!" she demands, marching over to us.

"We've saved my friend's life," replies Fives, turning towards her, "This tumor is the cause of
his illness!"

"Give me that!" she exclaims, grabbing it and trying to yank it from his grasp. If that isn't
suspicious...



"Enough," I say flatly, "Give that to me. Under orders of the Jedi Council, I will investigate
this myself." Without waiting for a response, I pull it away from the battling pair, ignoring
her shrieks.

The door opens again, and Shaak Ti enters with a group of clones.

"I found the evidence we were looking for," I announce, "We know what caused it, though we
don't know how."

"We shall examine it," replies Shaak Ti, when a sudden movement from Tup draws
everyone's eyes to him. He's woken up. Fives scrambles over to him. Tup begins speaking,
but he's too quiet for me to make out what he's saying.

"What is he saying?" demands the Jedi Master.

"Brother, what mission?" presses Fives, ignoring her question. I tense. So, Tup knows now,
what the reason for this is. Probably because he doesn't have his chip anymore.

"You... you know the one," he gasps out, "The mission, the one in our dreams, that never
ends... the one in our dreams... Oh, Brother, this is the end. Forget the mission. Oh, the
nightmare... I'm free." He suddenly goes limp, and completely still. The monitors next to his
bed flare to life, beeping the news that he's dead.

"No... no," Fives moans, "I thought I saved him." He did save him. I'm sure of it. Tup didn't
die because the chip was removed. I think – though I have no way to prove – that he died
because before we came in here, the Kaminoans injected him with something. It's the only
real explanation.

"We must inform the Council and Chancellor of this new turn of events," Shaak Ti remarks.

I stiffen. "Now?" The Council better let Anakin and Obi-Wan come the rest of the way here.
Us three need to investigate this ourselves. I can't shake the distinct feeling that Sidious
ordered Tup killed in the hopes no one would find out what the problem was. It's likely he
did.

"There is no reason to wait."

Yes, there is. But she, of course, doesn't see it that way. "Fine," I grumble, "You can tell them,
but we need to keep the tumor and investigate it. There is still more to the story we need to
find."

"The Council may want to see it themselves now that the clone is dead," she points out.

Oh no. It can't go to Coruscant. If that happens, Sidious likely will demand it taken
somewhere to where the Jedi will have no control over it. "We have to keep it ourselves!" I
insist, careful to keep my shields up so the Jedi Master doesn't sense anything. Why do they
always have to be so... trusting?

"We cannot investigate it on our own," Shaak Ti argues, "Give it to me. I will find a place
where someone can look at it and figure out what it is."



What? No way. The Kaminoans can't have it! "Excuse my reluctance, Master Shaak Ti," I
state quietly enough that no one will overhear, trying to sound polite while covering my
frustration, "I saw the entire galaxy fall apart because the Jedi were too trusting. I don't want
this to fall into the wrong hands."

"You forget I am on the Council, young one," she replies, the faintest bit of annoyance
creeping into her voice.

My eyes narrow. "I trust you, yes, but I don't know that I trust anyone else on this planet.
Except Fives." Well, I suppose I don't trust her at all, but no point in raising that issue.

"I will not let it fall into unsafe hands," she assures me. Sure, you won't. Just as you made
sure the galaxy wasn't taken control of by a Sith Lord. I'm two seconds from slamming my
head on the wall hard enough to break something, but I can't think of an argument in return.
With a frustrated sigh, I hand it over to her.

"I'll be with Fives," I say curtly, "Update me on what the Chancellor and Council decide."
There's no way I can be with her when she's talking to the Chancellor. I just might end up
blowing up and revealing myself, and we can't have that. I just hope she'll handle the Council
properly without me.

I walk over to the door of Five's room – where I know he's waiting – and step inside, closing
the door behind me.

"I will not let your brother's death be in vain," I promise him after a long moment, "I will get
to the bottom of this."

"Thank you, Commander," Fives says gratefully. "I think we should check to see if I have
something like that too." Smart thinking.

"Yes," I nod, "You should. If what I'm suspecting is true, all clones have it. We need to find
out."

With the medical droid already being in the room, it only takes a few minutes to complete the
operation. Fives gets off the operating table and we turn our attention to the medical droid.
"Was it there?" I demand.

"Yes, identical in structure," confirms the droid, "However, it appears that the one I found in
your friend had malfunctioned while yours is still perfectly intact." Yes, just as I suspected.
The chips are in all the clones.

"I knew it," I mutter worriedly. Now, I just need Shaak Ti to tell me what happened, and
Anakin and Obi-Wan need to get here. They better hurry.

"I assume his breakdown was isolated?" asks Fives.

"There is no way of knowing that. And now that we have removed your chip," responds the
medical droid, flying over to a lightening up screen, "We do not know what will happen to
you."



"So, then I could snap?" questions Fives, turning and crossing the room.

"Possibly, but when we removed the chip from Tup, he died. I am afraid that you may die as
well." I do not think that that was what killed Tup, but I decide not to mention it in the
presence of the droid.

"I need to know if more clones than Tup and I have these!" exclaims Fives, spinning around,
"And when we were implanted with them."

"And we need to find out what they're for," I murmur worriedly.

"My analysis suggests that implementation took place at the earliest stage of development.
Most likely when you and Tup were only embryos."

"Then that's where we have to start," declares Fives firmly, picking up his blaster.

"I'm with you too," I inform, "Let's go." This is something I just might have to investigate on
my own. Even if the Council is not happy, I'll do what I must to save the galaxy. And now,
there's no saying what'll happen.

We manage to avoid detection as we make our way towards the baby clone part of the
facility. Hopefully, the fact that I'm a Jedi isn't going to attract too much cautiously look into
the first room, where a bunch of young clones are undergoing training. Two Kaminoans are
walking through an aisle in the center of the room directly in front of us, holding datapades.

"Great," sighs Fives.

"Try to act normal," I caution as we step into the room, the door sliding closed behind us.
Yes, let's just pretend Togrutas walking around on Kamino is an everyday occurrence.

Fives solutes as we pass them and I just don't look, trying not to seem suspicious. Ugh.
maybe I shouldn't have come after all. "Lala la la!" the medical droid sings. "Hello!" it adds
as an afterthought cheerfully over its shoulder as it floats past us. "How was that? Was that
normal?" questions the droid brightly as reach the other end of the room and I open the door.

"For you, yes," Fives agrees.

I just sigh. The three of us step over to a scanning machine and the droid gets to work. I
glance around at the room. There's so many. People created just to be killed off in a senseless,
pointless war.

"There it is," the droid says suddenly. Seriously. They put those things inside clone babies
when they're literally still embryos? It's not surprising, I suppose. They would have to do it
when they're really young. "Using this, I can see how many of them are altered," announces
the droid, pushing some more buttons.

On the screen in front of it, all the capsules containing the clones start changing color,
indicating in the positive.



"I can't believe it!" Fives exclaims, shock and horror emanating through the Force, "They all
have one."

"I can," I murmur, unable to suppress the fear clenching me, "This... this is just what I
suspected."

Suddenly, light floods the room as a Kaminoan strides in. Fives whirls around, pointing his
blaster at her. She hastily raises her hands in surrender.

"What are you doing here?" she demands.

"I know what you've done," hisses Fives.

"What is it that you think I have done?" she asks calmly, walking over to us. I pull her over to
the control panel.

"This," I snap, eyes narrowed, "How can you explain this?"

"That is a structural inhibitor chip which is supposed to prevent the clones from being
aggressive like their source Jango Fett. Jedi Master Sifo-Dyas instructed us to implant them
during their growth cycle."

"The Jedi?!" gasps Fives, "The Jedi had this done to us?!"

I shake my head. "The Jedi would never have commanded such a thing!" But then again, they
never commanded the creation of the clones. Sidious was behind it, that I am sure of, though
I don't know how.

"It is not uncommon to have inhibitors placed in a clone," pipes up the droid, "I have
analyzed one and apparently it has failed up until this point.

"There has never been a problem," argues the Kaminoan.

"Well, you have got a big problem now!" snarls Fives, pointing the blaster up at her head.

"Fives," I say calmingly yet sternly, pulling his arm down. This is not getting us answers, and
we don't need him not-so-accidently firing that blaster at the wrong moment.

Suddenly, the doors slide open again and three clones followed by Shaak Ti run into the
room. "Knight Tano, what is the meaning of this?" she demands, not looking the least bit
pleased about seeing us in here.

"I just continued the investigation the Council wanted us to do in your absence," I reply.

"You said you were going to be staying with Fives." Must she be like this?

I jerk my head in his direction. "He's right here, you know."

"We know what's going on," Fives speaks up, "We have found the evidence. The Jedi
instructed that inhibitor chips be implanted in us at birth, but Tup's malfunctioned. That's



what made him lose control."

"Where is the evidence?" she inquires.

"I have it right here," replies the droid, flying over to her and holding out the implant, "As
you can see, the chip taken from clone trooper Tup is black and rotting, indicating a
malfunction of some sort."

"What caused the malfunction?"

"It doesn't matter," I point out.

"The fact is that Tup's malfunctioned and drove him insane!" Fives yells angrily, "These
chips have to be removed! Otherwise the entire Republic army could be compromised!"

"There is no proof of that," the Kaminoan interjects for the first time, "This is an isolated
incident. Besides, when you removed Trooper Tup's chip, he died."

"That doesn't mean it will happen to the others, and nor does it mean that that was the reason
he died," I respond calmly, "Fives removed his chip and he is just fine."

"Here is Clone Trooper Fives chip," the droid declares, "As you can see, there are no signs of
malfunction in either him or the chip."

"By removing his chip, he has become a threat!" the Kaminoan protests worriedly, "Master
Jedi, we must terminate this trooper immediately."

"Just so you know," I snap before Fives can explode, "Clones are not 'things'. They are living
beings. You can't just kill them for no reason!"

"They were created in our laboratories and are Kaminoan property."

"Corrections. Technically, he is property of the Republic," responds Shaak Ti.

"That does not change the fact that he is a danger –"

"Firstly, enough talk about clones being property. Clones or not, they are living beings.
Secondly, he is no danger. We will continue with this investigation once Masters Kenobi and
Skywalker arrive," I interrupt, crossing my arms.

"The Chancellor wants this evidence brought to Coruscant," Shaak Ti informs me. I tense at
her words. Of course, he would want that. That way, we'll never be able to find out what's
going on. Or so he thinks.

"First, we have to finish our investigation. Then we can give him what we found," I argue.

"I will come with you," the Kaminoan doctor states.

Suddenly, my comm beeps. It's Anakin. They've finally arrived.
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Shaak Ti, Fives, the Kaminoan, and I are waiting on the landing platform as Anakin and Obi-
Wan's ship finally arrives. I can hardly believe they finally got here.

"Greetings Master Kenobi and Skywalker," welcomes Shaak Ti.

"Hello, Master," I greet.

"I believe we have some things to catch up on before getting to investigating," Anakin says.

I nod. "According to the Kaminoans, the purpose of the chip is to ensure that the clones are
loyal to the Republic and will be more likely to obey orders. But I believe that there must be
more to the 'malfunction' than that because it seems perfectly clear that Tup had orders to kill
the Jedi."

"That is impossible!" protests the Kaminoan.

"It seems unlikely that his chip could have malfunctioned simultaneously to any other event
that would have made him do that," I object, "Besides, we already know it's not a virus."

"Perhaps Master Shaak Ti was right that the clone was brainwashed by the Separatists," the
Kaminoan suggests.

Of course. I'm seriously beginning to think they all know exactly what is going on. She's
clearly trying to cover for Sidious. Yes, she must know. "We'll have to investigate further to
determine anything with certainty," I argue, "If this truly has nothing to do with the inhibitor
chip, we will consider other possible options. We need to start somewhere." Now, perhaps,
we'll finally get some answers.

***

"I might have found something," Anakin says finally from where he's working in a room on
Kamino.

"What?" Obi-Wan and I demand.



"The chips contain a list of orders," Anakin informs us from the screen he's looking at, "One
of them is to kill all trained Force-sensitives."

"What?" I squeak in horror. I knew it. We figured it out. Except the only thing I need to do is
make sure this leads back to Sidious.

"I do not believe this has anything to do with what happened," insists the Kaminoan, "The
orders in the chips can only be given by the Supreme Chancellor."

"And why is there an order for this, then?" I ask, spinning around to face her. That statement
in and of itself might lead back to him.

"The Jedi are leading a war," she argues, "There is a possibility that some of them could
become corrupted, so the order is there simply for security reasons. So far, it seems
everything is fine, so there is no reason for you to be concerned." Suuuure. Just as I was
beginning to suspect. The clones were clearly created by Sidious with this exact purpose in
mind.

Obi-Wan and Anakin don't look convinced either. "We shall report this to the Council and see
what they decide about this information," replies Obi-Wan. She nods reluctantly, clearly
realizing that she is out of arguments. There's part of me that almost feels bad for her –
because I know Sidious will be furious – but she did agree to do this. She knows what it's for.
She should have been prepared for the plan to backfire like this.

"We'll be going back to the ship to contact them," declares Anakin, rising. With that, we walk
out of the room, heading back for the ship.

"I knew it," I murmur as we walk inside, "Obi-Wan's future self told me, and the moment Tup
turned his blaster on me, I knew there was something controlling the clones."

"You think this is how the Jedi were destroyed?" asks Anakin, a confused expression on his
face. Of course. He still hasn't put two and two together.

I nod my confirmation.

Obi-Wan frowns. "But she said the only one who could give the order is –" From his stunned
expression, I just know he figured it out. "The Chancellor... is he the Sith Lord?"

"That's impossible!" hisses Anakin, shock and disbelief coloring his tone. I wish.

"He is," I confirm, unable to meet their gazes. Finally. Finally, they figured it out. The only
question is how we're going to get enough proof for the Jedi to act on it.

"We must inform the Council of this immediately." Obi-Wan hurries into the cockpit.

"How could this have happened without the Jedi knowing?" Anakin demands. He knows I'm
telling the truth, but he can't bring himself to believe it.

"He's a master of deception," I respond, "He's the most powerful Dark Side user the galaxy
has seen for a long time, to be sure. He's been working on it for years and years."



"Well, that sure took a weight off my shoulders," grumbles Anakin.

"We're one step ahead of him right now," I reply, trying to be optimistic, "We're finding out
about one of his most secretive plans that he definitely doesn't want us to know about. We
could secretly begin dechipping the clones if the Council agrees. And now that we know who
he is, we just need to collect enough evidence to prove it to the public."

"I still don't understand," Anakin objects after a long moment of silence, "I've known him for
years, and I never suspected anything. He never seemed that type of person."

"You're not the only person he fooled," I reply, anger surging as the memories of my last days
in the future surface, "He had the entire Jedi Order fooled. The entire Republic. If you want
me too, I can show you my memories of when I found out."

Anakin nods his agreement, his expression still doubtful, so I send the memory through our
bond to him.

"What year is it?" I demand.

"It's been twenty-two years since the formation of the Empire," Obi-Wan's Force ghost
explains, "It was formed not long after you left the Order."

"But... what happened to everyone?" I query.

"The clones turned on us," Obi-Wan continues, "Hardly any of the Jedi survived, and the rest
were hunted down after the Empire's creation and killed. The only one left now is Master
Yoda. The emperor is Darth Sidious, formerly Chancellor Palpatine."

"Palpatine?!" I exclaim, "How could all the Jedi be fooled like that?!"

"The Dark Side clouds everything," replies Yoda.

I end the memory there, deciding there's no way I should show him anything about Vader. I
don't need Anakin asking me a hundred questions about him again.

Before either of us have a chance to speak, Obi-Wan steps back into the room. "The Council
requests that we go meet with the President of Kamino to discuss the situation. They want to
begin removing the chips, but we cannot tell the president this. They said that for now, there
is nothing they can do about Palpatine, since we do not have enough evidence to expose
him."

"Just as I suspected," I sigh frustratedly. He did arrange things well so that if something
backfired, it wouldn't lead directly to him, but I know there's a way. There has to be a way.

"Come, we must hurry and go meet him," says Obi-Wan heading towards the ramp of the
ship.

***



"Welcome, Master Jedi," the President greets us as we finally walk into his chamber several
hours later. We've been waiting long enough to see him and I'm glad we're finally getting this
over with.

"It has come to our attention that the Clone Troopers are installed with chips that contain
orders, one being to execute the Jedi. Do you have knowledge of this?" inquires Obi-Wan,
getting straight to the point.

The President bobs his long neck up and down. "I am. The chips were installed in them –
upon request of Jedi Master Sifyo Dyas – to ensure that they would always remain loyal to
the Republic, regardless of changing loyalties of anyone else. For this reason, the chips were
installed. Since the Jedi are loyal to the Republic and only the Supreme Chancellor can
activate these chips, this should not concern you."

"Clearly, they can malfunction, so it is definitely a concern to us," Anakin practically snaps,
earning a sharp look from Obi-Wan, "We wouldn't have found that out!"

"There is no evidence this was a result of the chip malfunctioning, and even so, it is an
isolated incident. Regardless, nothing can be done because the chips must remain in the
clones."

"Why?" I demand.

"If the chips were removed, the clones would no longer remain loyal to the Republic. They
would no longer be able to be controlled. If the clones did not die, the entire army would
revolt."

"Well clearly that aspect of them can malfunction as well since there have been clone traitors
in the past," I point out.

"As always, no design is complete without fault and those were isolated incidents as well,"
responds the President coolly, "The chips must remain or the Republic will be severely
endangered. I must warn you if you attempt to remove the inhibitor chips, we will be forced
to stop producing any more for the safety of the Republic. Any clone without a chip is far too
dangerous to be on the battlefield and must return to Kamino. The liability is far too great for
us to allow this."

True. Sidious would be furious. And that would probably not end well for any of those in
command here.

"We appreciate the information," Obi-Wan says politely, "We shall relay this to the Council."
I can tell he's just trying to end the conversation. We've gathered all the information we
expected to, but it's still not enough to do anything with. It does not implicate Palpatine of
anything. He's playing his game well.

"It looks like we're going to have to start doing it secretly," Anakin grumbles as we head back
towards the ship for Obi-Wan to give his report. I'm thinking we're nearly done with whatever
we can do here now. Soon enough, we're probably going to be called back to the front. Not



that I mind, but I'm frustrated this didn't lead us anywhere. Except that now we can start de-
chipping the clones in secret.

"That shouldn't be too difficult," I offer optimistically as we arrive and Obi-Wan goes into the
cockpit. Well, we can hope anyway. Especially since we need to keep this a secret from
everyone beyond the Jedi, and it can't be done without the clones knowing. Word could
spread far too easily and quickly.

"Just try not to act too different," I warn, "Palpatine can't realize anyone suspects anything, or
we'll be doomed."

"I'll be careful," he assures me. I know he can be – he's a good actor, even though no one ever
gives him credit for it – but it'll be hard. In the ensuing silence that falls, I begin to get the
distinct feeling that something on Coruscant is dreadfully wrong. And whatever is, we're
about to find out.

The door slides open again and Obi-Wan rushes out. "Coruscant has been attacked by the
Separatists." he informs us urgently, "And the Chancellor has been captured."
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"I'm beginning to think we shouldn't wait until the Council decides to act before we take
action," I declare as our ship streaks through hyperspace back towards the Capital so we can
go rescue a crazed Sith Lord from his own apprentice – like he needs our help. He could
rescue himself just as well. Actually, probably better. Never mind that he arranged this
himself.

"What are you saying we should do, then?" Anakin asks, "Not like we could just walk in
there and kill him."

"Actually, that's exactly what I was thinking," I retort, "We could just say Dooku or Grievous
did it. No one would ever know better but the Council – which doesn't really matter. If we
took him by surprise, it shouldn't be hard. He wouldn't ever see it coming." It's a risky idea, to
be sure, but the fastest option for now, one that will avoid the Jedi being destroyed. And
please, no one mention that he should be put on trial.

There is a momentary pause. "Great idea, Snips," he congratulates, a grin spreading across
his face, "Let's do it. Obi-Wan? Any input?"

He frowns. "I'm not sure this is a good idea."

I sigh. No, maybe it's not the most brilliant plan ever, but... "It's the best option we've got
right now. It's not like there's a way to arrest him and make him stand trial. He's far too
powerful. If we want to defeat him without risking countless lives, we have to take him by
surprise,"

"This may be the best opportunity we get in a long time," adds Anakin, "Besides, unless the
Council decides they have enough evidence against him soon, he could find out that we're
planning to de-chip the clones, and then he might issue Order 66 immediately." Exactly. That
is something we cannot allow to happen. If Sidious felt his plans were being threatened to
that extent, I think he would keep moving on them, even without Anakin as Vader.

Obi-Wan seems to consider our words for a long moment before speaking. "I still don't like
this idea, but it's probably the best we can do right now."

"Great!" I exclaim, "Then let's go for it." I'm more excited than I should be. This should be
the perfect time. It seems easy, but for some reason, way inside I get the feeling nothing will



be quite so simple. Not with Sidious. Hopefully, we'll at least be able to destroy him, even if
Grievous and Dooku get away.

I pause for a moment, thinking through the plan. There's no way to know what will happen,
or if we'll be able to do it at all, but regardless, we can't let him think anything of it.
"Remember to keep your shields up as strong as you can," I remind. "We have no idea what
he's capable of, and if we think about killing him when we're nearby, he might sense it. And
in case it comes down to a battle, he's an expert at lightning. Maybe even better than with a
lightsaber, I don't know."

"Even better," Anakin grumbles.

"Through the whole battle, he never used a lightsaber," I murmur as the memory flashes
through my mind altogether to vividly. "He just had his apprentice do everything. Until the
end."

"What happened?" wonders Obi-Wan.

"After the fight was over with Vader... he tried to have Anakin killed," I continue, gaze
dropping to the floor. I should stop talking. I really should, but everything just comes pouring
out. "I lunged at him – I wasn't really thinking – and he started electrocuting me and Luke. It
distracted him enough for you to sneak up on him and killed him, but it killed you in the
process."

Before I know it, we've emerged from hyperspace over Coruscant and have gotten into our
fighters. The clones who are helping with our attack are flying behind us. I can hardly believe
that I finally am able to fight with both Anakin and Obi-Wan again. I've missed the feeling so
much.

Our fighters swoop down, flying in unison between the massive ships covering the sky and
dodging blaster fire, heading towards the Invisible Hand. A sudden explosion fills the air in
front of us, but we zip through, continuing on our journey unscathed.

"Lock onto 'em, Artoo," Anakin calls as we continue our flight. "Master, General Grievous'
ship is directly ahead."

"Great. That means we're nearly there," I reply.

"Oh, I see it. This is going to be easy!" declares Obi-Wan as the huge ship comes into view.

"With us, when is something ever easy?" I retort, smirking.

That's when the clones come out of the hanger, joining the battle. Right on cue, a group of
droids fly our way. The battle continues raging as we push forwards, shooting down the
droids while trying to help out the clones and make our way towards the ship simultaneously.

Suddenly, six missiles are fired at us.

"They've overshot us!" Obi-Wan calls as the six of them zip overhead.



"They're coming around!" Anakin replies. I glance out the back of my fighter. Sure enough,
two of them are following each of us from behind. Anakin spins his fighter, making them
collide. "We got 'em, Artoo!" he congratulates. I spin my own fighter – a trick I learned from
Anakin, of course – letting them blow each other up before continuing forwards.

Obi-Wan's fighter dives past a nearby ship, making the missiles blow up against the ship. The
altogether too familiar sight of buzzdroids are fired at us next. Anakin and I easily maneuver
out of the way, and I can't help but remember the last time I saw them. Anakin wasn't so
lucky, and I literally had to cut open his fighter and drag him out before it flew off a cliff and
blew up.

"They're all over me!" shouts Obi-Wan as several of the droids land on his fighter, "Anakin?"

"I see them!" he replies.

"These things again," I huff. Unfortunately, we're in space still, so it's not nearly as easy. He
can't just jump out. The droids start cutting his ship apart. If we don't do something fast, it's
going to completely disintegrate. His astro droid floats off into space seconds later, unable to
fend off the attack.

"They're shutting down all the controls," he calls worriedly.

"That's what they're for," I reply, trying to quell my rising alarm, "Try to get to the Invisible
Hand before they finish their work!"

"No time," Anakin retorts, "Move to the right so I can get a clear shot at them." Of course.
Only Anakin would try something so incredibly risky.

"The mission. Get to the Command Ship!" Obi-Wan argues, "Get the Chancellor! I'm running
out of tricks here." Of course. If we fail – no. We cannot afford failure. The entire galaxy is at
stake, but we can't do it without Obi-Wan.

Anakin completely ignores him and fires at Obi-Wan's ship, blowing off one of the wings
along with the droids on it.

"In the name of –!" exclaims Obi-Wan.

"Steady, steady," Anakin interrupts him. Never mind that it's hard to keep a ship steady when
it only has one wing.

"Anakin, hold your fire. Hold your fire. You're not helping here," he sighs.

"I agree, bad idea. Swing right, ease over... steady..." Anakin murmurs. I can't really tell what
they're doing from my position up ahead, still fighting off droids that come too close, but it
looks suicidal, as usual.

"Wait... wait... I can't see a thing!" protests Obi-Wan, "My cockpit's fogging! They're all over
me, Anakin."

"Move to the right," Anakin orders, doing some more dangerous maneuvers.



"Hold on, Anakin. You're going to get us both killed! Get out of here. There's nothing more
you can do," he insists. There's generally always something more than can be done.

"I'm not leaving without you, Master," retorts Anakin as he flies his ship in closer to Obi-
Wan's and begins knocking the droids off with his own wing. If there was anyone else in the
universe trying to do that, they'd probably both be dead. Regardless, it's still extremely risky.
I watch tensely from my position, waiting for this to be over. Flames suddenly burst out of
part of the wing as it must've gotten bumped wrong.

"One thing's for sure. You won't be leaving in that ship," I remark unhelpfully.

"I can't see. My controls are gone," groans Obi-Wan.

"Get em' Artoo! Watch out!" warns Anakin as one of the buzz droids crawls from his ship to
Anakin's and attacks Artoo. It's history moments later.

"Great, Artoo," congratulates Obi-Wan.

"Stay on my wing," Anakin tells Obi-Wan which he needs to do literally since there's no
other way for his ship to move anywhere anymore. "The General's Command ship is dead
ahead."

"Alright," I chime in, "Once you two boys are quite done there, join me at the hanger. I'll go
clear the way." I send my fighter spiraling forwards, coming to a stop near the hanger doors.
There's a shield there, but I'm not going to blow it up yet. It'll probably be closed off right
away, and they still need to get in here.

After what sounds like a lot more arguing on both parts, Anakin finally succeeds in clearing
the droids off Obi-Wan's ship, but it really doesn't look like it'll hold together much longer.

"This part might be easy, but there's no way to know if after that will be," I point out as they
fly towards the hanger.

"Don't get ahead of yourself, Snips," Anakin shoots back.

"Waiting for you, Skyguy," I smirk, firing at the hanger control to lift the shield covering it as
the three fighters zip forwards into the hanger.

"Oh, I have a bad feeling about this," Obi-Wan murmurs as our fighters dodge past the
slamming door just in time.

Our fighters land and Obi-Wan leaps out of his fighter, landing in the middle of the droids
and beginning to cut them down just as his ship explodes into flames. I jump out of my own,
igniting my lightsabers before I land. Anakin jumps out to join us. We fight our way over to
each other, standing in a circle as we continue destroying the droids.

"Artoo, locate the Chancellor," Obi-Wan calls above the din.

"Tap into the ship's computers," adds Anakin. Artoo rolls over to the computer socket on the
wall and plugs himself in. A few more battle droids suddenly march around the corner as



Artoo continues his work and we quickly destroy the rest of them before turning back to the
droid.

With a beep announcing his achievement, a hologram of the ship appears. Part of it glows
red.

"The Chancellor's signal is coming from right there," I declare, "The observation platform at
the top of that spire."

"I sense Count Dooku," remarks Anakin, glancing around. Speaking of which, so do I.

"I sense a trap," adds Obi-Wan.

"Next move?" asks Anakin.

"Spring the trap."

"Artoo, go back. I need you to stay with the ship," Anakin tells Artoo as the droid prepares to
follow us out of the hanger.

"Here, take this, and wait for orders," Obi-Wan adds, tossing a comm to Artoo so we can
communicate with him.

We arrive not long later at an turbolift door, push the button, and wait for it to arrive.
Suddenly, I feel the Force warning me of danger and three of us whirl around simultaneous to
see three destroy droids.

"Destroyers!" I yell, as they open fire on us, and we begin deflecting the bolts. Using the
cover we're giving him, Obi-Wan turns and pushes the button on the turbolift several more
times to make it come arrive sooner.

At long last, the doors slide open and the three of us dart inside, deflecting the last few bolts
coming our way before the doors slam shut again.

"Drop your weapons!" squawks an all too familiar voice from behind us. Of course, there are
droids in here. We turn to see a group of battle droids pointing their blasters at us. "I said drop
'em!" it yells, trying to sound threatening.

We reactivate our lightsabers and turn them into a pile of rubble in moments. With that taken
care of, the turbolift begins to move up before suddenly screeching to a halt.

"Did you push the stop button?" asks Obi-Wan in confusion.

"No, did you?" replies Anakin.

"No!" Obi-Wan and I both exclaim. Obi-Wan tries to push the button on the turbolift again
for us to continue moving up, but nothing happens. Great. Why did this have to malfunction
when we're on the most dangerous mission ever? The entire fate of the galaxy depends on us!



"Wellm there's more than one way out of here," decides Anakin, igniting his lightsaber and
looking up at the ceiling. Great idea, master.

"We don't want to get out, we want to get moving," Obi-Wan sighs.

"Which we won't be doing if the turbolift won't move," I smirk.

He ignores me. "Artoo... Artoo. Do you copy? Activate turbolift 31174." He steps out of the
way of the sparks raining down around us as Anakin starts cutting through the ceiling. As he
finally completely the circle, we all back out of the way and the chuck of ceiling crashes to
the floor, nearly hitting me.

"Artoo?" Obi-Wan calls again but receives no response. Anakin jumps out, and I follow. But
now, we just need to figure out where to go from here.

"Always on the move," I hear Obi-Wan groaning from behind us as I look around. With a
sudden jolt, the turbolift begins racing downwards. Anakin and I jump into the air, catching
onto the edge of the doorway to one of the turbolift's exit points. The turbolift continues to
speed down the shaft before disappearing from sight. Just what we needed.

Just then, two battle droids step up to the opening and look down at us, aiming their blasters.
Oh great. If this isn't getting better and better. Let's just hope they're too stupid to realize how
easy it would be to kill us here. After everything we've gone through, this would be the
stupidest possible way to go down. "Hands up, Jedi! Don't move!" it orders. What does it
look like we're doing, again?

"Roger, roger," concurs the other.

Suddenly, I hear a noise from below us and glancing down see the turbolift racing back up at
us. "Jump!" I shout, and we both leap across the shaft before dropping down onto the top of
the turbolift. We both drop down through the hole back into the turbolift. I land slightly
wrong and as I attempt catch myself from falling, I trip into Anakin, knocking us both over.

"Oh, it's you," Obi-Wan exclaims, deactivating the lightsaber that I had barely noticed him
igniting.

"I didn't know you were so heavy, Snips," Anakin grunts.

"Sorry," I groan, untangling myself and standing up.

"What was that all about?" Anakin asks as he stands up, turning to Obi-Wan.

"Well, Artoo has been –"

"No loose wire jokes!" Anakin interrupts, "He's doing the best he can." Not this again. I cross
my arms, looking between the two, unable to stop myself from smiling at the familiar sound
of their bantering.

"Did I say anything?" Obi-Wan demands as I roll my eyes in the background.



"He's trying!"

"I didn't say anything!"

"Let's try focusing here," I interject.

We step out of the turbolift into a room that is most definitely not where we need to be going,
but I can sense living presences right around the corner.
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We step around the corner anyway, only to see Shaak Ti sitting on the floor, Grievous
standing behind her surrounded by his MagnaGaurd droids with deactivated electrostaffs.

"I'm sorry, Master Kenobi, I failed," she murmurs, looking up.

"General Kenobi," the crazed cyborg cackles, "We've been waiting for you."

"... You know, you're shorter than I expected," is the first thing out of Anakin's mouth.

I raise an eyemarking at him. Does he really think now is a good time for jokes? I didn't
realize Shaak Ti was captured also. She must have been one of the ones defending the Sith
Lord, having left to return to Coruscant to deliver an in-person report long before we did.

"Jedi scum!" growls Grievous angrily, bending over and activating a blue lightsaber straight
through the Jedi Master's chest. She collapses on the floor, dead instantly, and all three of us
ignite our lightsabers. I hadn't liked the Jedi Master much in the time I'd known her, but to
see her dead... A large group of battle droids swarm up behind us, moving forwards. Great.
We're trapped.

More battle droids step out from behind parts of the hall further down behind Grievous,
preparing to fire.

"Anakin, Ahsoka..." Obi-Wan says.

"Ready," he and I confirm as move to stand in a circle. We've done this before. If you can't go
either way, go up or down. We stab our lightsabers into the floor, cutting a circle around
ourselves.

We fall down into what looks like the fuel room. Fuel splashes up around the piece of floor as
we land, quickly deactivating our lightsabers before we hit the ground.

"Fuel," realizes Obi-Wan, "The slightest charge from our sabers will send this ship into
oblivion. That's why they haven't shot at us yet." I glance up through the hole as to see a
furious Grievous glaring down at us before we move out of his sight.

"Well then, we're safe for the time being," Anakin decides cheerfully.



"Your idea of safe is not the same as mine," Obi-Wan informs him flatly.

We quickly head off down the passageway. The ship trembles slightly from the force of
explosions from the space battle. Pipes along the walls are spilling more and more fuel into
the hall as they burst. It seem the ship is suffering much more damage than we realized.

"We better get going, before we drown," I advise, hurrying through the deepening liquid.
Suddenly, I hear a distant splash far behind us. They've obviously sent droid pursuers after us.

"They're sealing this section off," Anakin observes as the sounds of doors closing echoes
through the hall.

"Six droids coming our way!" warns Obi-Wan, looking back to see them swimming towards
us. The level of fuel is steadily continuing to rise, now reaching my neck. Yes, we badly need
to get out of here.

"Keep moving," Anakin advises, as if we're not. "There must be vents around here
somewhere." By this point, I'm more swimming than walking or I'd be practically literally
drowning. The droids are getting ever closer, but I highly doubt they're going to shoot at us
down here, so I'm not too worried about it.

"I've found our escape vent," Anakin announces cheerfully, coming to a stop next to a small
grate.

"About time!" I exclaim, moving towards it.

"Anakin, this is no time for jokes," groans Obi-Wan, "We're in serious trouble here."

"He's not joking," I grumble, pushing past them and pulling myself into the tiny space. I can
fit fine, but I'm not sure about them.

"Only in your mind, Master," Anakin answers Obi-Wan's complaint as he moves over to
climb in after me. They climb in after me and we hastily begin climbing up the shaft.

The passageway is small, and I have no idea where we're going, but as long as we get out of
there, that's all that matters. I can't believe we're seriously going through all this chaos to
rescue a Sith Lord. Well, if we succeed in our "rescue" I suppose it will be worth it.

As we climb up the wall, I stop upon seeing a small hatch leading out. "Hold on," I mumble,
"I found a way out." Reaching over, I push a button, getting it so slide open for us.

I crawl forward into the even smaller passageway, and the other two move in after me. The
hatch slams shut behind us, and we scramble to the end. Finally reaching it, we squeeze out
of the opening, and Anakin closes it, sealing it with his lightsaber.

"That won't hold when the fuel hits those power dischargers," warns Obi-Wan.

"The blast will break the hull. This side's pressurized," Anakin insists.



"You still have much to learn, Anakin," Obi-Wan replies, jumping away from the wall as an
explosion rings out. Nothing happens.

"... Alright, you win. I have much to learn," he concludes. Anakin grins.

"Let's get going," I advise, bolting down the hallway. This ship isn't going to last much
longer, and I have no desire for it to take us with it. Now, time to get back to the turbolift and
try to get to the right room, this time.

My apprehension skyrockets as I suddenly realize that we're about to exit the turbolift into
the room where Palpatine is being kept. The moment has arrived. Our chance to save the
galaxy, or doom it, whichever. I quickly force myself to remain calm again. He cannot sense
this coming.

The turbolift finally jolts to a stop, and the door slides open to reveal a large room. On the far
side, Palpatine is stun cuffed to a very fancy chair with a nice view out the large viewports of
the space battle still continuing outside. What a pleasant place to keep a prisoner. I suppose
it's truly enjoyable to watch the space battle.

We walk across the room, heading for him. I struggle to keep the anger surging through me in
check. I don't need to mess up and do something incredibly stupid. We can't risk failure. As
we walk closer to Palpatine, even through the shielding I can sense Anakin's growing rage.
That's the last thing we need. He has to be thinking clearly if this is going to work. Maybe
telling him what Sidious did at the end of the time I was in the future wasn't the wisest of
decisions. Because I have the distinct feeling that he's about to do something terribly stupid.

"We know who you are, Sidious," growls Anakin, suddenly igniting his lightsaber and
swinging for Palpatine's head. A sudden Force-shove – not from the very startled, angry, and
now exposed Sith Master – sends Anakin flying across the room. Obi-Wan and I whirl
around to see Dooku jumping down from the deck on the other side of the room. No, no, no,
no. This was not what I meant when I suggested we just kill him anyway. Too late for regrets
now. There's no going back.

Dread overwhelms me as I shift into my fighting stance, igniting my lightsabers. Obi-Wan
does the same. Sidious – and Dooku – clearly already realized their plan has been found out.
Dooku ignites his lightsaber and uses the Force to open the stun cuffs on Sidious who
promptly stands up, glaring daggers into us.

"You have overestimated your own abilities. This will be the last mistake you ever make,"
threatens Sidious darkly as Anakin scrambles to his feet again, eyes darting between the two
Sith.

Lightning leaps from Dooku's fingers at Anakin who hastily blocks it with his lightsaber.

Suddenly, I'm elsewhere, stranded back in my own memories, watching as the lightning pours
through Anakin's body, watching helplessly as he collapses next to the shaft, life draining
rapidly. No. I will not let that happen. Rage burns through me, and I let it come, not
concerned with using the full extent of the Force. I leap across the room towards Dooku. He



immediately lets up his lightning assault and swings his blade for me as Sidious whirls on the
other two and unleashes a barrage of lightning at them.

I attack Dooku full force, simultaneously swinging both my lightsabers at him. He parries
them easily, but I don't let up the strength of my blows. Even if this isn't a fight I have to win,
I need to keep him busy enough for Anakin and Obi-Wan to have time to kill Sidious. We
can't afford to let him escape – which is likely what he'll try to do if he doesn't kill us.

Across the room, Sidious has pulled a lightsaber from who-knows-where to defend himself
against the two Jedi. I assume he must have been keeping it concealed with him, which is not
at all surprising. Sidious throws a Force-shove at Obi-Wan, which only makes Anakin attack
him even more fiercely, which unfortunately, is exactly what he's going for.

Two droids I hadn't noticed were there start shooting at Obi-Wan. I spin around, throwing my
still-ignited green lightsaber at them, slicing them in half before pulling it back to me and
whirling to parry another blow from Dooku.

"Yes, use your anger," goads Sidious, "It gives you focus. Makes you stronger." He quickly
swings his lightsaber to parry another blow from Anakin before taking another swing at Obi-
Wan who has joined the fight again. Sidious is still easily able to keep up with them. Maybe
we did act too hastily.

Meanwhile, Dooku and I continue our fierce struggle, both using the Dark Side to enhance
the strength of our blows. "You have impressive control over the Dark Side," remarks Dooku,
as our lightsabers catch in a saber-lock, "But this is a fight you will never win." In response I
shove him back, breaking the saberlock and our duel continues.

Sidious Force-throws Obi-Wan to the side before lightning shoots out of his fingers, striking
Anakin before he has a chance to block it. With a furious growl, I Force-throw Dooku across
the room also, leaping over to where Sidious continues electrocuting Anakin and blocking it
with my lightsabers crossed in front of me.

Dooku scrambles to his feet, charging across the room but Obi-Wan's blade intercepts his.
"Your moves are clumsy, Kenobi, too predictable. You'll have to do better," Dooku chides in
the background. I ignore the two, continuing to block the onslaught of lightning.

Just then, I sense a vaguely familiar Force presence approaching just before the turbolift door
slides open to reveal Grievous. Anakin, who just stood up behind me, raises a hand, Force-
slamming the door shut. I hear a pointless roar from the other side of the wall and the ends of
four lightsabers stab through it, beginning to cut a circle. This is not looking good. If we're
going to have to fight him, Dooku, and Grievous at once, how are we ever going to win this
fight? It's going to be downright impossible. If only there was someone else here. Anyone
else here. We should have called for reinforcements.

Igniting his lightsaber again, Anakin charges Sidious who lets up his pointless lightning
assault on my lightsabers and attacks him. Dooku Force-kicks Obi-Wan back and lunges at
me. I whirl around, meeting his ruby blade, just as Grievous finish cutting his circle and kicks
the door down, stomping through.



"Hello there!" Obi-Wan greets Grievous as he stalks towards us, igniting his four lightsabers
again and spinning them so fast the colors streak together in a blur.

As I continue to fight Dooku, I manage to force him onto the defensive, drawing on my rising
frustration and desperation. As my fear begins to increase, I suddenly sense a surge of danger
from behind me. Unbearable pain surges through me as Sidious' lightning crackles into me,
throwing me into a nearby wall from the force of it. I collapse on the ground, panting.

Dooku raises his lightsaber, and pointlessly spinning it before swinging it down towards me. I
reach out, Force-calling my lightsabers back to me but I know they're never going to get here
in time. A blue blade intercepts the red one, a mere second before it could have delivered the
killing blow. I can almost feel the heat on my neck.

"This was brave of you, but foolish, boy," Dooku warns. Anakin ignores him, attacking the
Count once more and pushing him away from me.

Across the room, Sidious is dashing for one of the doors. He's trying to escape. I nearly
freeze in horror for a moment. No. We cannot afford this. Ignoring the pain still lingering, I
scramble to my feet and lunge at him. A powerful Force-shove catches me be surprise, and I
slam into the wall before I can stop myself. Stars swim in my vision for several moments
before I finally manage to push back the dizziness enough to look around. Sidious is gone.
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34 – Crashing

Chapter Notes

In which the Trio have to land the Invisible Hand. :P

See the end of the chapter for more notes

I glance between the two pairs of fighting opponents. Grievous and Obi-Wan are currently
fighting furiously, and with a sudden move, Obi-Wan cuts off one of Grievous' hands. He
roars in a rage and attacks him with renewed fury, wildly spinning one of his lightsabers over
Obi-Wan's head as he fights him with the other two. Typical Grievous.

Dooku and Anakin are still engaged in a furious battle. The blades clash again, stopping in a
saberlock. "I sense great fear in you, Skywalker. You have hate, you have anger, but you don't
use them," the Sith Lord remarks.

I whirl at the sound of that, preparing to lunge at Dooku again, but then Grievous raises his
claw-like foot, grabbing ahold of Obi-Wan and throwing him across the room into the wall.
The cyborg laughs maniacally as he begins walking towards him – but I leap into the way,
taking a swing for his head with one lightsaber while blocking two of his others with my
other.

"Sorry to interrupt your play time, but I thought you'd prefer a challenge," I quip.

"You are no challenge for me, Jedi scum," snarls Grievous.

"We'll see," I smirk, and the fight is on. Sidious escaped and who knows what havoc he's
going to wreak once he gets back to Coruscant long before we do, assuming that's where he's
headed anyway. If it is, he could even issue Order 66, knowing his cover is blown. But –
right. He wants Anakin as his apprentice so he's not going to do something that would so
obviously kill him. Probably not, anyway. I can only hope that we still have some time.
Regardless, this foolishly failed assassination attempt has created a big problem for all of us.
He's probably going to twist up the entire story now that he knows we figured out who he is.

I block another one of Grievous' swings, forcing my mind back onto the fight at hand. Right
now, I need to focus and worry about the damage that we've caused later.

I send a Force-shove at him, throwing him many feet backwards as he stabs all three
remaining lightsabers into the floor. A glance over my shoulder tells me that Obi-Wan has
joined Anakin against Dooku again.

Suddenly, I feel a warning in the Force right before the entire cruiser jolts and the floor
begins to slant upwards. Everyone begins to slide towards the turbolift. Grievous growls,
leaping across the room to the turbolift door and disappearing through it. Dooku jumps after



him. I stab my lightsabers into the floor as I fall, struggling to slow down the fall towards
what was a wall seconds ago.

Anakin slides over to the turbolift we came out of and where Grievous just disappeared
through, grabbing onto the door frame. Through that thing again? Seriously, Master? "Come
on! There's no time!" he shouts and disappears through.

I exchange an exasperated look with Obi-Wan before we both jump through after. The ship
suddenly tips even further sending me crashing backwards into Obi-Wan. Before I know it,
what was once the turbolift shaft is now a very long dark hall that seems to have no end. At
least this will go faster. For now. I can see Grievous running along way farther down on all
sixes – or fives now since he's missing a hand. I have no idea where Dooku is. Ahead of him
already, perhaps.

"We can't wait for the turbolift," Anakin declares, "Come on, we have to be fast."

"Like we waited for the turbolift to begin with," I retort as we take off running. The shaft
begins to tilt at a dangerous slope downwards as we continue to run. At this rate, everyone's
going to be gone by the time we catch up with them. Never mind the new problem of falling
down a shaft. Suddenly, the ship tilts fully upright again, throwing us into free-fall down the
shaft as it becomes vertical once more. I throw out my hands, trying to use the Force to slow
the fall towards the endless drop below.

Obi-Wan and I finally manage to grab onto Anakin, who catches some wires on a control box
with his mechanical arm, successfully stopping our journey down to the bottom of the shaft
and a nearly certain death.

"Not like I need all my limbs or anything," huffs Anakin as we nearly cause him to lose his
grip. He probably would have if not for his hand being mechanical.

"Don't say things like that!" I yelp, as a mental picture of Vader flashes through my mind.

"Now that we followed your plan of going down this shaft, you hopefully have one to get us
out of here?" quips Obi-Wan as I look down at the endlessly dark pit below us. Grievous
disappears through a doorway below us out of sight. Now what are we going to do? It's not
like we can follow him. We don't have the benefit of a bunch of extra limbs that seem capable
of holding onto anything.

"I don't remember you giving any better suggestions," Anakin grumbles to Obi-Wan.

Just then, I can hear Artoo beeping faintly from Anakin's comm above me. Then there's
another faint noise and I look up to see a not so unfamiliar object speeding down towards us
from above at tremendous speed.

"Hold on," mumbles Anakin.

"What else would I do, Skyguy?" I retort, "Fall down the shaft and die?"

"What is that?" asks Obi-Wan worriedly.



"Artoo, Artoo! Shut down the turbolift!" calls Anakin urgently. No response.

"It's too late! Jump!" shouts Obi-Wan, voice rising with every syllable as the turbolift is only
yards above us now. Anakin lets go and we find ourselves in freefall once more.

As the ship begins to tilt again, somewhat slowing our fall and turning it into only sliding, the
doors along the way fall open. We throw out grappling hooks which catch onto the nearest
doorway and swing through into the hallway I think Grievous went into. We crash to the floor
in a heap just as the turbolift roars past us. My head is spinning and I'm aching all over from
the lightning assault, but I push myself off the floor again as we hastily untangle ourselves.

"Let's see if we can find something in the hanger bay that's still flyable," suggests Obi-Wan,
slowly rising to his feet, "Come on."

"We need to get back to Coruscant to see what happened," I agree with a sigh. There's no way
to know if Sidious is even still on the ship. He probably left immediately in case we find him
again and actually manage to kill him this time. It might not have been something he actually
considered happening, but I'm sure he already has an idea what he'll do.

"Artoo, get down here. Artoo, do you copy?" Anakin demands into the commlink. No reply.
Where is he? Well, no time to wait.

We make our way to the hanger, looking around to see nothing but piles of destruction
everywhere. It seems like the fight pretty much smashed everything up in here. Including our
fighters. Oh, great. So we'll have to try some other method.

"None of those ships will get us anywhere," concludes Obi-Wan.

"I agree," decides Anakin as he looks over the wreckage.

"What are we going to do?" I wonder, "Not like we can fly back to Coruscant. Unless we find
an escape pod somewhere."

"Follow the Force," advises Anakin.

"Let's get to the bridge," suggests Obi-Wan.

As we run down the hall towards the bridge, Artoo rolls into sight. "Artoo! Where've you
been?" I exclaim. He beeps an irritated response which I don't completely understand.

Moments later, we're outside the door that opens onto the bridge. I don't sense Sidious inside,
but then again, he's hard to sense. I don't think Dooku's there either, judging from the general
lack of darkness. I do sense another presence, though. Grievous. Anakin instantly ignites his
lightsaber and starts cutting through the door. I join him and the door is down in no time.

Grievous whirls around to face us as the three of us step into the room through the hole,
Anakin in the middle with Obi-Wan on his right and me on his left. "Crush them! Make them
suffer!" the cyborg screams at the two bodyguard droids with electro staffs that surround him.
Does he seriously think that's going to work?



The battle droids in the room turn and open fire on us as the two other droids approach.
Anakin and Obi-Wan attack the MagnaGuards and I leap in front to give them cover,
deflecting back the blaster bolts at the battle droids. When an occasional droid comes close
enough, I chop it in half, ignoring its shrieks.

"Stay and watch your stations!" Grievous snarls at one of the droids at the controls as he
stalks about the ship. Anakin is the first to take down his droid before coming to join me.
Obi-Wan decapitates the Magna Guard fighting him and turns away, but it continues to flail
blindly at him. He turns back to keep fighting it. I jump over to it, slashing it in half.

As the pieces fall to the floor between us, an alarm suddenly goes off. "Sir, we are falling out
of orbit. All the control cells are dead," declares one of the droids. Great. Now we're really in
trouble.

"Stay on course. Don't bother with them!" Grievous growls, waving a hand at the unfortunate
droid which ducks out of his way, "Keep the ship in orbit!"

We continue to destroy the droids as Grievous picks up an electro staff and leaps down by the
window. Looks like he's planning to try and escape again. Not happening. Obi-Wan jumps
down in front of him first, raising his lightsaber. Anakin and I jump down behind Grievous,
lightsabers raised and poised to attack.

"You lose, General Kenobi," Grievous sneers as we start moving forwards. But instead of
blocking the slashes coming his way, he swings the electro staff at the window. I have a split
second of panic as I realize for certain he's about to escape and whirl to catch on to the
nearest object.

The glass to outer space shatters, the vacuum instantly sucking everything in the room
towards the window. I reach out blindly, managing to get a handhold on a nearby object. I
hold on tightly, determined to withstand the pull of the vacuum. It reminds me far too much
of the holocron incident. Next to me, Obi-Wan hits a button on the controls and a blast shield
closes over the window. I hit the floor with a light thud as the sudden pull of outer space
abruptly disappears, hastily scrambling back to my feet.

All chaos breaks loose behind us. The remaining droids who didn't get sucked out begin to
run around in a panic. Finding and reactivating our lightsabers which were thankfully not
sucked out into space as well, we make quick work of the droids, turning them into piles of
rubble.

The ship suddenly gives a jolt and another alarm goes off. "The hull is burning up," I observe
as I see sparks flying outside the window, "We need to take control of the ship before we burn
up with it." We make our way to the front of the cockpit and Anakin takes the pilot seat. Obi-
Wan and I sit down in the other two seats.

"All escape pods have been launched," Anakin declares.

"Grievous," groans Obi-Wan, "Can you fly a cruiser like this?"

"Is there anything he can't fly?" I quip.



"You mean, do I know how to land what's left of this thing?" Anakin replies as the ship gives
another jolt and the back half of it starts breaking off.

"Well?" asks Obi-Wan, evidently not appreciating our responses.

"Under the circumstances, I'd say the ability to pilot this thing is irrelevant. Strap yourselves
in," Anakin orders. He tries to keep the ship under control – with our and Artoo's help – as
more pieces break away, and the more of the hull bursts into flames. An almost eerie orange
glow is cast across us from the flaming viewports. Not like this is the first such situation
we've been in. Ship wise, anyway, but considering Sidious is still alive, I'm scared to know
what fate awaits us.

"Steady. Attitude eighteen degrees." Obi-Wan states as Artoo beeps.

"Pressure rising. We've got to slow this wreck down. Open all hatches, extend all flaps, and
drag fins," Anakin speaks worriedly.

"Temp steady. Hatches open, flaps extended, drag fins," Obi-Wan says just as another piece
of the ship breaks off, nearly throwing us into the controls in front of us.

"We lost something," I state the obvious.

"Not to worry, we're still flying half the ship," Obi-Wan offers brightly.

"Now we're really picking up speed. I'm going to shift a few degrees and see if I can slow us
down," Anakin decides, his hands moving over the controls.

"Careful," cautions Obi-Wan, "We're heating up... twelve thousand... thirteen thousand..."

"What's our speed?"

"Eight plus sixty-forty. Eight plus sixty-twenty. Eight plus sixty. Temp ten thousand, nine
thousand..."

"We're in the atmosphere," I declare as we continue our rapid descent towards Coruscant as
Anakin points at one of the controls and Artoo beeps.

"Grab that, keep us level."

"Steady, steady," Obi-Wan murmurs worriedly, the tone giving me the impression he's
freaking out the most here. Not surprising. I got used to Anakin's constant crashes almost
immediately. After all, he did crash even during our first mission.

"Easy, Artoo. Hang on, this may get a little rough. We lost our heat shields," Anakin warns.

"Because nothing else could possibly be better," I huff.

"Five thousand. Three thousand... two thousand. Fireships on the left and the right," Obi-Wan
observes. Well at least there's someone here to greet us. Still, though, who knows what kind



of damage Palpatine is causing down there. But regardless, I'm sure we're in for it. We can
worry about that once we land and are certain we will still be in one piece.

"We'll take you in," a fireship pilot calls to us over the communication system.

"Copy that," Obi-Wan responds, "Landing strip's straight head."

"We're coming in too hot," Anakin warns.

"Easy, easy," Obi-Wan cautions as the ship descends rapidly towards the ground, shaking
violently as it struggles to stay together before finally slamming to a stop a distance down the
landing platform knocking over some nearby structures as we finally skid to a halt.

I lean back against the seat, taking a few deep breaths as the adrenaline wears off.

"Another happy landing," Obi-Wan quips.

"Let's hope we'll also have another happy greeting," I reply, sarcasm dripping from every
syllable.
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35 – Off the Front

Chapter Notes

In which the Trio face the Council and the repercussions of their actions... ;)

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Apprehension is rapidly mounting inside of me as walk through the hallways of the Jedi
Temple to the Council chambers. From what we'd seen, Coruscant appears to be in an uproar.
What have I caused? All I know is that from the feel of it – and through using logic – we're in
seriously trouble. And possibly not only with the Council. Perfect.

As the doors slides open and we step into the room, the grave expressions of every member
on the Council only serves to make me even more worried. What did we do? Why did I ever
think that was a good idea?

"A serious mistake you have made," Yoda warns us sounding graver then I've heard him in a
long time, "Spoken with us about your plan first, you should have. By exposing that we know
who he is, a potential disaster you have set in motion."

As Anakin opens his mouth to speak, Obi-Wan interrupts. "What happened here?"

Windu's glare is severe enough to scare anyone but us. His thoughts of 'what possessed you to
do something so stupid?!' is practically screaming through the Force. "Palpatine returned with
the news that the three of you attempted to kill him, while Shaak Ti was defending him. He
claims that she was able to hold you off until he got into an escape pod after which he saw
you kill her. He insists that you must have Fallen to the Dark Side and possibly allied
yourselves with Count Dooku."

Not again. I better not be accused of treason against the Republic a second time. And it'll be
so much worse if I pulled my master and Obi-Wan into all this. I feel strangely numb as I
stand in the center of the room, feeling almost as though we're about to hear our own death
sentence. It reminds me altogether too much of that day hardly any time in the past but also a
lifetime ago.

"Although there is obviously no evidence to back up his story beyond what he said, there's
nothing to prove that he's the Sith Lord," continues Plo. I shift uncomfortably. I don't like
their tones at all, and I'm getting the distinct feeling that whatever news they're about to tell
us – and are taking an unnecessarily long time about – is extremely serious. Hopefully, we're
not about to be thrown out of the Order and turned over to the Senate for trial. They couldn't
risk something like that. But then again, they did last time, so who's to say they won't do it
again?



"In order to calm the Senate, we have informed him that we will investigate the matter,"
continues Windu.

"But forces us, this does, to make a decision we do not want to," Yoda continues. My
stomach plummets to the bottom of my boots, maybe lower, as I nearly hold my breath
waiting for the decision sure to come.

"The three of you will be taken off the front lines and put on a meditative leave, effective
immediately. Master Kenobi, I regret to inform you that you will be temporarily removed
from the Council," Windu declares.

For a moment, we're all stunned into silence. It's better than I thought it would be, to be
honest. At least they're showing some concern about what happens to us. They reacted in
their own best interests by taking us off the front, trying to maintain their public opinion, but
that puts the Republic largely at risk. Anakin and Obi-Wan are the best fighters out there, and
without us on the fronts, who knows what will happen?

I wonder now why I even gave that suggestion. It was probably the stupidest, most reckless
thing I've done in my life. I could have gotten us all killed. Even if we're still alive for now,
we could easily be executed by Sidious if he wanted us to be, especially since we won't be at
the Temple for protection. And I might even have ruined all possibilities of killing Sidious
before he completes his plans. If we could redo that... I never would have suggested it. If I
hadn't told Anakin about what happened in the past... well, I did what I did, and there's no
going back now.

"How can you do this?" Anakin snaps, suddenly breaking the gloomy silence that had settled
over the room. "We're needed on the front. This isn't going to help the situation. Did no one
seriously raise the question on how he could be totally uninjured if we all tried to kill him?"

"It's my fault, Master," I state quietly, my gaze riveted on the floor, "It was my idea, and if I
hadn't told you everything I did, we wouldn't be in this mess."

"An unfortunate turn of events this is," Yoda says finally, "But placed the Jedi in a dangerous
position, your actions have. Aware Sidious now is that know his identity we do." Which is the
biggest problem of all. It's like both sides of this are playing a very intricate chess game while
openly pretending to know nothing is wrong, and the only question is who is going to reach
their goal first? For that matter, what is Sidious even waiting for to issue Order 66 and start
his empire? I think I'd prefer not to know.

"You need to avoid endangering yourselves further," cautions Windu – as if he cares, "In the
meantime, we will work on obtaining enough evidence against the Chancellor, as well as
secretly de-chipping the clones."

"I can't believe they did that," Anakin grumbles as we walk through the halls towards the exit
of the Temple.

"I can," I reply, glancing at him. "They're just trying to protect themselves and not lose their
place as the leaders of the war. Just like they did when they handed me over to the Senate for
trial. They just wanted the approval of the Senate and Republic." I pause for a moment,



before continuing. "During my time in the future, I did a lot of meditating on everything that
happened. I realized the Jedi don't fully understand the Force. Nor do the Sith."

"What do you mean?" asks Anakin, raising an eyebrow at me.

"The Jedi fear and condemn the use of the Dark Side, while only using the Light Side. The
Sith, of course, are practically slaves of the Dark Side. Both sides have forgotten the Force is
as it is. Everything is the Force, and there's a balance point between both everyone needs to
find. What they both don't understand is that neither side can exist without the other, and the
more people on one side without using the other, the more imbalanced the Force becomes."

"So... bringing balance to the Force means what exactly?" he queries.

"I think there needs to be more people who use both sides," I tell him slowly.

"So, you're recommending a major overhaul in the beliefs of the Jedi Order?" Obi-Wan
inquires.

"Yes, I guess so," I confirm. That's the only way the Force will ever be in balance, even when
the Sith are destroyed.

"I can't imagine they'll be very receptive to hearing that," Anakin remarks dryly.

"No," I agree, "They won't be. But that's not something will be able to address anyway until
we get off meditative leave and Sidious is destroyed. Right now, changing the ways of the
Jedi is the last thing the Council will be worried about."

"Perhaps during this time we can work on try finding more evidence against Sidious," offers
Obi-Wan, trying to be optimistic.

"Where would we even start?" I ask, "It's not like we can just sneak around in his office or
eavesdrop. It's not that simple. We'd never even be allowed in the Senate anymore."

"First of all, let's go to Padme's apartment. We need to stay somewhere that's not at the
Temple and that's the best option," suggests Anakin.

"And perhaps she will have some ideas," Obi-Wan adds.

"Though without endangering herself, I'm not sure what she could do," I sigh, really wishing
that I hadn't suggested such a rash plan. This made everything so much more difficult and
dangerous for everyone. But there's no going back now, so we'll have to deal with it.

As we step outside the Temple, I get the distinct feeling we won't be here again for a while.
And when we do, whether for better or worse, the world will be nothing like we now know it.

***

"What is going on? Why am I hearing rumors about you attempting to assassinate the
Chancellor and being under investigation?" demands Padme, worry and confusion obvious in
her brown eyes. Of course. She has no idea who he is.



"Those rumors would be correct," Anakin confirms.

"Mainly with Ahsoka's help, we've found out that the Chancellor is the Sith Lord behind the
war," explains Obi-Wan.

"And our foolishly executed plan of elimination worked out splendidly, as you can tell," I
chirp.

By the time we're done explaining, Padme's expression borders on horrified. "How did you
find such a thing out, and what were you thinking trying something so foolish?" She seems to
be about two seconds from hitting all of us for our stupidity.

"I believe that's something Ahsoka may want to tell you," Anakin declares as we take seats in
the living room.

"The night before I rejoined the Order," I begin, "I had a very detailed vision of the future.
Like I time traveled."

"Time traveled?" she echoes, still clearly struggling to comprehend everything we just told
her.

I nod. "I went to about twenty years into the future and found out what everything that was
going to happen... from Palpatine turning the Republic into a Sith Empire to –"

"An empire?" cries Padme, horrified, "How could he do that? With the Jedi around?"

"That's the thing," I state grimly, "He couldn't, so he had them all eliminated... through the
clone armies. They were engineered by the Sith and have a chip implanted in them that, when
given the order by the Chancellor, will force them turn on the Jedi and kill them. That's what
almost happened to me in the last mission since one of the clone's chips malfunctioned. With
that information, plus what I told them about my vision, we were able to figure out who
Sidious was."

"But you needed more conclusive evidence to do anything, so you decided to take matters
into your own hands," concludes Padme with a sigh. "Anakin, was this your idea?"

"Why does it always have to be my fault?" he complains.

"This time it was my idea, actually," I reply.

She sighs exasperatedly. "I see you learned subtlety from Anakin."

"Hey!" he protests, giving her a half-hearted glare. I can't help but chuckle.

"Of course, this made Sidious aware we know of his identity," Obi-Wan continues,
interrupting the argument before it can start, "So the Council decided to send us on a
meditative leave, but we were wondering if there is anything you could do to try and collect
evidence against the Chancellor – while being discreet about it this time."



Padme frowns contemplatively for a long moment before replying. "There already is some
suspicious evidence about his actions in the Senate – like decisions that appear to be
discreetly made to keep the war going, if one is paying close enough attention – but alone, it's
not going to be enough to prove anything." Wonderful. He's covering his tracks way too well.

"Be careful whatever you do," warns Anakin.

"Of course," Padme nods, "But it's my duty to ensure that he is uncovered, so I will do what I
need to – with taking necessary precautions."

"Just remember he can feel your intentions," I warn, "So be careful what you think near him."

***

"Did Anakin ever tell you that you had twins in the future I saw?" I inquire of Padme as I
recline lazily on a couch in her living room. We've been here for a few days now, and while I
don't mind the break from the action, it's going to become incredibly boring. Especially when
there's nothing we can do at the moment against Sidious, and I don't like sitting around when
the galaxy is falling apart. The one nice aspect of the situation though is that it's keeping
Anakin away from Sidious.

"Twins?!" exclaims Padme in surprise. Evidently, he didn't.

"When I was in the future, I met your twins," I tell her.

"Tell me about them," she requests.

"They were named Luke and Leia," I begin, "Leia was very much like you – looks and
personality. She was just like you but with Anakin's temper." Anakin glances up from where
he is in the corner, tinkering with some mechanical parts. I guess I have his attention now too.

I pause for a moment reflecting, "I spent a lot more time around Luke, though. When I first
got there, I was seriously scared for the future of the Jedi Order. He was so undertrained it
wasn't even funny." I catch myself before saying that the only Jedi left to train him was Yoda
and just skip that part, so Anakin won't start asking questions. "I spent most of the time
training him."

"Wait, so you had a padawan when you were still a padawan?" says Obi-Wan, looking up
from the datapad he's been busy on.

I smirk slightly. "I did. And that means Luke became a Jedi Knight before I even did. But
technically, I was about to be Knighted anyway." The irony.

"Was Leia trained too?" asks Anakin.

I shake my head. "She would have been, probably, but I came back here before she could
have been. They were separated, so Leia didn't even know she was Force sensitive for a long
time," I continue, "Luke was raised with Anakin's family on Tatooine..." The family I never
knew he had there. I cast a sideways glance at him in time to see a shadow cross his face. I



want to ask, but from his expression I decide against it. I doubt he'd answer anything about it
right now anyway.

"And Leia was raised on Alderaan by Bail..." I grimace remembering how the planet had
been blown up by the Death Star.

"What happened to Anakin and me?" asks Padme, presumably wondering why they weren't
raising the twins.

I instantly regret bringing this up. How am I supposed to tell her she died? "When they were
born, you died," I say finally, "Everyone thought Anakin was dead too."
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Palpatine is still fuming to himself as his escape pod speeds away from the Invisible Hand,
heading for the surface of Coruscant. He had sensed something off in the Force from the
moment the Republic forces had attacked the Separatist ship, but he hadn't been prepared for
something of this magnitude.

Somehow or other, the Jedi – or at least Skywalker and his meddlesome Padawan and Master
– were able to figure out that he's a Sith Lord. More than likely, it's connected to whatever
they were able to determine from investigating the clones' inhibitor chips. He covered his
tracks perfectly in that regard. There was no way they should have reached such an
assumption. Besides, that was why he had Coruscant attacked ahead of time in the first place
– to disrupt them, just in case they got any closer to discovering his identity. They shouldn't
have been able to figure it out so fast.

He can't shake the feeling that there's something else going on, something much more covert
that he, for some reason, hasn't gotten any wind of. Tano should have been take care of
earlier, but that didn't work out as intended, and right afterwards he sensed a disturbance in
the Force unlike anything he's ever felt before. Is whatever happened connected to her? The
Force isn't giving him a clear answer, but at the same time, he's pretty sure that, somehow,
it is. Whatever is going on, he needs to find out. It was not yet time for the Jedi to discover
the truth. Before, he might have been able to get answers about Tano from Skywalker, but
that obviously will not be an option anymore.

They have put themselves in a very delicate situation. As much as he might like to end it all
here and now by issuing Order 66 before any dangerous information can spread, there is no
evidence against the Jedi as a whole. The claim the Jedi attempted to assassinate him is too
early, given he was in the midst of Separatist territory at the time. It would cause too many
unwanted questions. The only logical assumption is that someone assisted his escape.

Legally, no case could be won against either side. No evidence can be confirmed, though he
could just as quickly change that. The Invisible Hand is crashing on Coruscant, and if much
of the ship makes it through, evidence of the Jedi collaborating with Dooku could easily be
planted on the ship, but it would be only against Kenobi, Skywalker, and Tano. They would
be executed immediately for committing treason.



He's worked for years, planned on Skywalker becoming his apprentice. If the boy turns out to
be a threat, eliminating him rapidly will be necessary, but he very much doubts the necessity
of such actions.

It had been his plan all along to have something occur, something which would lead to an act
of treason of the highest level. The Jedi Council was supposed to walk into the trap, so the
Jedi as a whole could be posed a threat to the Republic beyond the shadow of a doubt. It
would be so simple if he could get Anakin to Fall, and have him testify against the Jedi,
saying that they were the ones who gave him the instructions.

Yes, that is what his next step must be. He needs to escalate his plans to get Anakin to Fall,
which will have to be improvised since he didn't plan on the boy finding out he was a Sith
yet, but he's good at improvising regardless. With Kenobi, Tano, and Senator Amidala, he has
all the leverage he could ever need.

The fastest, most believable route he can take now is to spread the word of what happened,
while saying that Shaak Ti defended him. With her dead, it would be something no one could
verify. Regardless, it will plant doubts in the public's minds about the Jedi, which will work
in his favor once he does get to issuing Order 66.

Once he is done spreading his story, he needs to wait and see how the Council will react to it.
More than likely, they know he's Sidious, but they also know that there's nothing they can
legally do against him right now. They don't have any proof against him aside from
assumptions, and the public would never accept that. Any action they take will be illegal. If
they try to arrest or attack him in any other way, he'll have the perfect opportunity to destroy
them for treason.

Still, he's certain that as stupid as the Jedi masters that run the Order are, they
aren't that stupid. Probably. Generally, they still play by the laws to a point, and presumably
they will continue to do so, even though they know he's a Sith. If they don't, they risk forever
damaging their image in the eyes of the Republic and Senate. More than likely, they will try
to pacify everyone by saying that they had no involvement whatsoever in Skywalker, Kenobi,
or Tano's actions.

Either way, both sides know they are playing a delicate game, and there's no more room for
mistakes.

***

To say that Plo Koon is highly disturbed by this recent turn of events would be an extreme
understatement. Of all the things Obi-Wan, Skywalker, and little 'Soka could have done, why
did they try to kill Sidious like that? Especially with Grievous and Dooku to back him up,
when the chance of failure ran so high? The temptation would be great, he understands, but
they should have known better. He's surprised Obi-Wan agreed to it. He's a Jedi Master; he's
supposed to be calm and level headed. If the other two planned something so reckless, he
should have put a stop to it.

Plo wishes more than anything that they could do something about Sidious now, but it's not
possible. They don't have any evidence against him except circumstantial from the fact that



he was able to escape the Invisible Hand mostly unharmed, and what the inhibitor chips
revealed about the Chancellor being able to issue an order to kill all the Jedi. But that doesn't,
in any way, prove that he's a Sith Lord. Yes, they know he is, but they can't expect that the
Senate is going to take their word for it when they're speaking against the leader of the
Republic. And the Senate will never accept evidence from the Force vision of a padawan,
especially when said padawan would have a very, very good reason for trying to get back at
the Republic for what happened to her.

There is nothing the Council can do, until they have solid evidence, without risking being
branded as traitors themselves. Especially after Ahsoka's framing, he wasn't the happiest with
having to put her, Obi-Wan, and Skywalker all on leave, but it was the best decision they
could come to – far better than outright throwing them out of the Order to escape blame.

The Council already took a serious risk at it is in only placing them on leave, instead of
expelling them for trying to assassinate the Chancellor. He couldn't go along with having
little 'Soka expelled a second time, even though this time she did commit treason, and legally,
is deserving of death. No matter what prompted it, there is no solid evidence to back up their
claims.

They have no support, except the fact that Sidious has no more proof of his allegations than
the Jedi do. That alone gives them some leeway. Even so, it will raise questions against the
Order.

For as much as Plo would really like to go into the Senate to kill Sidious, he knows the clones
have the order to turn on the Jedi if he was to try. It's not worth risking the Order's destruction
simply to save three people. Expelling them would mean they would be turned over to the
courts, an act which could result in their execution – something the Council didn't want to
risk.

Whatever step they take against Sidious, it will involve much careful planning and
consideration. Once slight slip-up will mean complete annihilation.

It would be simplest if they could go through the courts, but that process would be too
complex. Sidious has complete control over them, and the Jedi don't have sufficient evidence
aside from the word of three people, who's testimony would be questionable at best, and the
warning Dooku gave Obi-Wan on Geonosis – another highly dubious source of information.
Taking the word of a Sith is stupid, and it would make them look even worse to the public. It
would appear as if they're take the word of the enemy more seriously than that of their own
leader, not to mention that Dooku also only implied who Sidious was. There was no direct
statement, and even if there was, the matter is too serious to take to court without hard
evidence.

So, until they actually find more proof, they'll have to do whatever they can from the
shadows. At least they know about the inhibitor chips in the clones now, so they can start
working on removing them. The realization that his own men have chips in their head that
can literally control their actions is sickening. As soon as the matter with Sidious is resolved,
he needs to raise that issue with the Council next. They have to remove the chips as soon as
possible.



And then they'll have to work silently and wait until the time is right to make a move. The
Force will guide them.
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I don't want to dwell on what happened to Anakin in the future any longer, so I quickly
change the topic. "Which reminds me... there's something else that someone needs to
investigate. The Empire had a Death Star – a planet sized battle station for destroying planets.
It blew up Alderaan –"

"What?!" they all gasp simultaneously, identical looks of horror on their faces.

"The Empire blew it up," I repeat, "I don't know how long it took them to build it, but the
thing was huge. It wouldn't surprise me if they're already working on it now somewhere in
Separatist territory. I think we should try to destroy it as soon as possible even if we do take
down Sidious. There's no way we can leave that thing existing."

"We have to," agrees Anakin.

"I'll inform the Council of this when I can," Obi-Wan decides.

Padme sighs. "To think that Palpatine has been deceiving everyone this whole time..."

I scowl. "He is an expert actor and manipulator after all."

"It explains why every time we tried to reach an agreement, one of the sides suddenly did
something so the other Senate rejected the peace proposal," she remarks. Exactly, since he
was controlling both sides the whole time, he could easily ensure they continued fighting. My
mind drifts to the last time that happened, when the Republic supposedly killed Mina Bonteri.
That's when Lux finally realized the Separatists weren't really going to fix the galaxy.

"How could all of the Jedi have been so fooled?" Padme asks.

"Many members on the Council, myself included, have been suspicious for a long time that
something was not right," Obi-Wan speaks up, "Yoda and others realized how much the Dark



Side surrounds him, but to think he's actually a Sith Lord was pushing it." True enough, but –

"If the Jedi stopped shunning the Dark Side and learned to use it, they would have figured it
out a long time ago," I point out.

***

The steady lines of traffic passing through the mostly dark Coruscant sky are the only light
coming into the guest bedroom at Padme's apartment where I'm staying. I roll over onto my
back, staring up at the ceiling. I can't sleep at all. I can't stop worrying about the fate of the
galaxy. How are we going to find the evidence we need?

It doesn't help that the feeling of impending doom is growing ever closer. I can't figure out
what I was thinking when I suggested such a foolish idea. Killing a Sith Lord isn't like killing
a droid. And so far, we haven't gotten any closer to achieving our goal. Padme hasn't been
able to find anything more conclusive, and we haven't heard a word from the Council. Not
that they'd probably give us an update right now anyway, unless it was something critical, but
still.

It's been a month since then. An entire month. Instead of suffering heavy losses from us being
taken off the front, the Republic is rapidly gaining ground. Palpatine is insistent it's because
we've been helping the Separatists all along, and surprisingly, the Council is maintaining
we're innocent. The general public seems completely torn on what to believe.

The feeling of approaching danger is drawing ever closer, but I can't tell if it's just because
I'm super paranoid right now or because something is actually going to happen. I'm afraid
Sidious is going to try to kill me and Obi-Wan for sure, maybe even Padme too. And turn
Anakin.

Slipping out of bed, I step over to the window and stare out. Nothing looks out of the
ordinary. The endless colors of the passing traffic cast their familiar glow across the room. I
almost missed seeing it after the over half-year of not having been to Coruscant. Closing my
eyes, I reach out with the Force... in search of something, anything.

There's nothing. Wait... yes, there actually is. Danger. It's rippling closer, closer. And its
center focus is... Padme? My eyes snap open as danger flares through our bond. Whirling
around, I grab my lightsabers off the table next to my bed and bolt out of the room. She's
stepping outside onto the landing platform with Anakin close behind.

I dash outside, half expecting a blaster bolt assault but instead a tremendous explosion
suddenly rips through the area, the force of it throwing me to the ground, as burning pieces of
debris fall down around me.

I instinctively throw up my arm to shield my eyes, slowly lowering them once the smoke
clears. Padme's speeder – that she had been just about to get into – has been almost
completely blown up.

"Close call," Anakin comments, standing up from across the platform and helping Padme to
her feet. He must've thrown up a shield right in time to save them.



A sudden movement near the other side of the landing platform catches my eye. Whirling
towards it, I spot a figure zooming away in a speeder, which was far too close to the landing
platform to be just "passing by". The guilty party here, unquestionably.

"There!" I shout and bolt for the nearest speeder – since Anakin's is on the completely other
side of the landing platform, this one will have to do. Anakin runs after and jumps into the
pilot seat. I jump in next to him and we take off into the Coruscant sky after the rapidly
shrinking figure.

As we zoom after the fleeing assassin, Anakin pushes the speeder to go at its highest speed.
Moments later, we're dodging in between lines of traffic, narrowly missing hitting crafts both
above and below us. As we approach the assassin, his speeder suddenly picks up speed again.

He must have spotted us.

A blaster shot suddenly rings out up ahead, the bolt whizzing right over our heads. The
speeder spins out of the way of the next several shots fired as we dodge in between another
traffic lane, slowly gaining ground on the assassin. He swerves around a few buildings in
front of us, so we lose sight of him.

Our speeder moves faster, zipping around another large building and through a few more
lanes of traffic, taking a shortcut. One more turn, and the assassin's fleeing speeder comes
into view again.

As a barrage of blaster bolts begin raining down around us again, I activate my lightsaber,
deflecting the ones that come too close – which isn't very many considering all the twists and
turns we're taking. Obi-Wan is lucky he's not here.

Another bolt nearly takes off Anakin's head, which I attempt to deflect but our speeder
suddenly jerks out of the way, nearly causing me to decapitate him instead.

"Be careful," Anakin warns.

"Your crazy flying is making that difficult," I grumble, ducking another bolt as we continue
to whiz along.

As the chase continues, we continue to gain ground on the assassin. He stops shooting,
instead turning his focus on attempting to escape for now, probably realizing that shooting at
us wasn't helping anything. Our pursuit is slowly leading us towards the underworld. I'm sure
he has his hideout somewhere around there, so that's not surprising.

As we get closer, an idea forms in my mind. "Excuse me for a moment," I call, climbing to
my feet and leaping through the air, landing on the back of the assassin's speeder up ahead.
Just then, he zooms forwards faster than I even thought possible.

The speeder jolts, nearly throwing me off, but I manage to catch on the back end of it. The
speeder swings about wildly, as he attempts to slam me into the wall of a nearby building. I
swing out of the way barely in time, and then drag myself up onto the back of it again. He



would have been able to knock off any human, but luckily for me, Togrutas are extremely
agile.

He turns, attempting to fire a shot at me. On instinct, I Force-shove his arm to the side, and
the blaster bolt goes off inside the speeder, striking the engine. A minor explosion shakes the
craft, and it sways wildly out of control, rapidly descending towards the ground as flames
begin to lick out of the engine. This whole thing is going to be going up in flames in
moments at this rate.

Suddenly I sense danger screaming through the Force as several blaster bolts whiz towards
me. I attempt to duck out of the way but lose my grip on the speeder in the process. And
fall... down... down... down... before landing on the back of another oh-so-familiar speeder.

"You okay, Snips?" asks Anakin as I pull myself back into the passenger seat and we go in
pursuit of the crashing craft not far up ahead.

"I'm fine," I groan. By the time we get around the next couple buildings and avoid a few
more lanes of traffic, the speeder has already crashed and is laying in smoking ruins. People
are scrambling about, attempting to stay out of its way as they continue with their business.

We jump out of our speeder and approach it. There are no signs of the assassin anywhere in
sight. He must've already escaped. I pause, closing my eyes and reaching out into the Force,
trying to determine which way we should go now. I think I feel the assassin close by, but
even more than that – all I feel is danger.

A sudden Force-shove from Anakin knocks me aside barely in time as an explosion rips
through the ground around us. I hastily sit up, taking in the scene. The explosion, presumably
from a grenade thrown by the assassin, hit near our speeder. It has sustained some very
visible damage, though we could probably still fly it – at least back to Padme's apartment.
Anakin is standing up nearby.

I glance up just in time to see another suspicious fleeing speeder disappearing between the
buildings. But now, there's nothing we can do.

***

"Did you get anywhere?" Obi-Wan asks as we walk into the living room. Padme has already
left for the Senate in a different speeder – of course because she wouldn't miss whatever
important vote she had to go to, even though she almost got killed this morning.

"No, he got away," I grumble, taking a seat on the couch.

"I expect the attack was ordered by Sidious," Obi-Wan declares.

"We don't know that for sure," I point out, "Many people have wanted Padme dead before,
like Ziro. But it's still likely, and we have to be careful."

"We actually might have an idea where to go," Anakin interjects. "He was heading off to the
underworld, and we'd have to see if there's a way to track him from there. I got a pretty good



look at him too, so I'd be able to recognize him if I saw him. It couldn't be that hard. I can
go."

I shake my head. "No, we can't be obvious about it. You'd be recognized. I'll have to go, and
I'll have to go alone."

He frowns, clearly not happy at this. "She's right," Obi-Wan agrees after a moment.

"We don't know what we're dealing with," Anakin argues, "I expect this was ordered by
Sidious."

"I'll be careful," I reassure him, "It's the best we can do for now, and we can't let police
investigate this. They never get anywhere. And with the war going on, I doubt the Jedi would
be able to do anything either."

Anakin sighs reluctantly but doesn't argue. "You're right. You can take my speeder."

"Somehow, I think that might look a little out of place in the underworld," I point out, "I'll see
if there's anything I can buy."

We need to try to find the assassin, and we're the only ones who could do it. And we can't
wait, especially if Sidious is involved. I need to leave now.
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The sun has already sunk below the horizon of towering buildings, darkness creeping up
from the other horizon, consuming the pink remaining from the sunset. I've been searching in
the underworld all day and haven't gotten anywhere. Any possible clue I've gotten always
leads directly to a dead end.

Now I'm flying through Level 1313 of Coruscant, a trip that will probably also lead nowhere.
Pressing down on the gas pedal, I zoom off through a tunnel before exiting into open air
again. Below me, a line of traffic – although with less vehicles than some other areas – is
driving by. I drop the speeder down, falling in line with the rest of them.

As I push down on the peddle again, the whole speeder suddenly jolts as a sudden explosion
violently shakes the speeder bike.

"Oh no," I groan as I struggle to regain control but instead am thrown right off the edge of it.
I catch onto the steering bars as the speeder flips upside down and continues to speed along,
with me hanging in the air.

And now I'm heading straight for a head on collision with a large cruiser. Struggling to get
out of the way barely in time, I manage to get the speeder flipped over again and resituate
myself on it. But I get the feeling that its continued functioning is going to be very short
lived. Suddenly, just as I'm hoping it might be fine long enough to get somewhere safe, it
starts plunging downwards almost as if in freefall. It's all I can do to steer it enough to avoid
crashing.

I spot a platform ahead on the outside of what looks like a repair shop. Good. I can make it to
there, but I don't know about any farther. The speeder strikes the ground with a crash,
skidding across the area and flipping onto its side. It comes to a stop at the very edge with me
holding onto the steering bars again.

I swing myself upwards and climb onto the platform. What was I even thinking buying
something like that? Any clues nearby will be long gone by the time this thing is fixed.
Perhaps I should have gotten a little more expensive speeder which would have been less
likely to malfunction like this. It's practically a piece of junk. How am I supposed to continue
now?



Just then, I hear the door of the repair shop opening behind me and glance up to see a human
girl stepping outside.

"What a piece of junk," I groan as I inspect the damage, "Now, how am I gonna fix this?"

"Oh!" exclaims the girl, "Bad crash. Nice roll, though."

"Thanks... I guess," I mumble in response.

"That bike is trash," she observes from over my shoulder.

"I don't know what I was thinking when I bought it," I groan, "Look at this mess. The
repulsor blew. The compressor is shot." I don't think there's anything I can even do to fix this
out here.

"Sounds like you know a thing or two about engines," she remarks as she observes me.

"I'm sorry, who are you?" I inquire, turning towards her and rising to my feet, holding my
hand to her in greeting. She accepts it.

"I'm Trace," she introduces herself, shaking my hand.

"Ahsoka," I reply after a moment of hesitation. Better to leave my last name unsaid.

"As for your bike," she declares, turning to it, and bending down to get a better look, "You're
in luck. You happened to crash onto the best repair shops in 1313."

"So, you're a mechanic?" I query.

"I am. And I'd be glad to fix your bike... for a price." Yes, a price. Something I really don't
have money for.

"I can fix my own bike," I object, glancing back at it, "With the necessary tools, of course."

"Have it your way," she replies, "But the tools are still gonna cost you." True enough.

"I don't have much in the way of credits," I point out.

"Don't worry. Down here no one does. Come on," she replies, motioning me into the shop. As
I step inside my eyes fall upon a larger ship that appears to be undergoing some repairs.

"That's a Nebula-class freighter," I observe, "Or at least it was."

"Good eye," Trace complements, walking over to it, "I'm turning it into something with a bit
more speed, I think." I nod in understand. "Your space is over there," she motions to the
corner of her shop, "Why don't you get that thing inside and settled in?"

"Thanks," I acknowledge, grateful for her help. I haul the bike to the corner of the small
workshop and get to work, trying to fix it.



"Why are you helping me?" I question as I work on fixing the engine. This is going to take
longer than I originally thought. Ugh. I probably should call Anakin. He's going to want to
know what happened.

She shrugs. "Shouldn't I? It seemed like the right thing to do. You can leave if you want."

I shake my head and keep on working. "No, it's alright. I'll stay, thank you." At least I have
somewhere safe to work on it, for now. And there's no time to wait.

"That's good, I really need the money," she sighs, before getting to work on something else in
the shop herself. Hopefully by the time I'm done here, all the clues won't be completely lost.
Even if we do end up finding the bounty hunter, though, I'm not sure it would really lead
back to Sidious. He covers his tracks far too well for that.

"How's it going there? Need any help?" Trace's voice breaks through my thoughts several
minutes later. Honestly, I'd like some but –

"Not if you're gonna charge me," I reply.

"Hey, I don't know where you're from, but everything down here comes with a price. If you're
gonna stick around, you better get used to it." I sense a wave of annoyance from her through
the Force as she replies. Well, I don't have all the money in the world, so what can I say?

"Well, you might be in luck," I announce, looking up at her, "The engine isn't going to run
without a new sparker. Got one I can buy?"

She shakes her head. "Got bad news. The only sparkers I got are right here." She motions to
her unfinished freighter project, "I ain't got no more." Great. Just what I needed now.

"That won't do," I sigh, rising to my feet, "I need to get out of here." And continue with that
investigation.

"Why? You running from something?" Trace asks as I head for the door. No, more like
running after someone. I opt for not responding as I step outside to look up at the sky. It's
completely dark out now. "Look, you can stay here as long as you like, if you can pay me,"
she adds. Which I really don't think I can.

The whir of my bike working suddenly catches me ear. What? It must've started working
again. I turn and step back inside to see that Trace has gotten to work on it.

"No sense in keeping you here if you're gonna be miserable," she says by way of explanation.

"I appreciate the help," I admit, walking back over and sitting down, "What's it gonna cost?"

"It's on the house," she shrugs it off. Well, that was unexpected.

"You know, where I come from is very different from here," I remark.

"Obviously," she concludes, "So where do you come from anyway?" Perhaps I shouldn't have
so hastily made that statement after all.



"I... umm..." I scramble to recollect my thoughts without sounding suspicious, "Used to live
in the upper levels of Coruscant."

"Ah, up there where the air is clear, huh?" she asks, "You're probably better off down here."

"Why's that?" I wonder.

"I'm sure you have your problems up there with the Jedi running around starting wars and
policing everything," she says. What?

"The Jedi didn't start the war," I object slowly, frowning, "They're trying to stop it."

"Sure. Sure, they are," she retorts, a sarcastic note in her voice before she sighs, "It doesn't
really matter. They've forgotten all about us."

"What do you mean?"

"It's just... when you're a kid you hear stories. I guess they're not what I thought they'd be. It's
not safe down here or anywhere on Coruscant. That's why I've got my ship, so I can make my
living in the stars. Just me and my sister, Rafa. We'll get away from the Jedi, this war, all of
it." I sigh softly. She agrees, then, that the Jedi have lost their way. I'm definitely not going to
tell her that I once was a Jedi. It'd be best if I didn't. It would raise too many questions, and
she'd probably not trust me.

"Martez, your sister said she was paying me today," a gruff voice rings out from near the
doorway. Both of us spin around to face a large brown creature lumbering in the doorway.
The two tall, green beings that stand behind him look like thugs to me. I don't like the looks
of this at all.

"Let me handle this," hisses Trace, motioning for me to stay back as she steps towards them,
"Don't do anything. Got it?" If that's really what she wants.

"Alright."

"Hey, hey, Pintu. Rafa said she was coming to see you." Trace greets him. I can sense her
nervousness, though she's pretending to be polite.

"Well since she's not here, I guess you're gonna have to pay me instead." Pintu growls, "So
where's my money?"

"I got it," mumbles Trace, moving to shuffle through some of her tools, "Right... here!" She
whirls around, swinging a nearby piece of equipment at the nearest green being. She hits it
hard several times, and it stumbles back a few steps. The other lunges forward and as she
swings to hit it, the first attacks again.

It punches her hard, sending her faceplanting to the floor, dropping her makeshift weapon in
the process. As she rolls over to get up, the first green creature grabs her around the neck,
picking her up. She punches him hard again and he lets go, stumbling back a step.

"On second thought," she grunts, "Some help would be great."



As the creature swings for her again, I jump easily over the table, blocking the thug's next
blow. I shove him backwards and shift into my fighting stance between them and Trace. I
attack the first, sending him stumble backward before attacking the second. With a few kicks
and punches, he nearly falls to the ground. I spin back to the first, shove him backwards
before kicking away the second. As they both start moving towards me, I spin in circles,
kicking them away. I jump off the table I'm standing on and kick it towards the first. I kick
the second one last time, sending him stumbling to the ground.

"I think you want to leave now," I comment as they both stagger away from me.

"Tell Rafa this is far from over," warns Pintu, before turning and stalking out after his
cronies.

"Whoa! Where did you learn to fight like that?" questions Trace nearly in awe as I help her
up.

"My older brother taught me," I explain. It is the truth. Anakin is my brother, in every sense
of the word.

"Maybe you can teach me someday?" she suggests with a smile before her expression grows
grave again. "Come on, we gotta go tell my sister about Pintu."

***

I stand off to the side as Trace and Rafa discuss the situation. Finally, Rafa looks past her,
scrutinizing me. I can sense a faint amount of suspicion from her. "Who is this interesting
creature?" she inquires finally. Creature? I guess she must not see Togrutas very often.

"My name is Ahsoka," I introduce myself, stepping forward.

"Lovely name, Ahsoka," she smiles politely. But something about her politeness seems a bit
forced. I get the feeling she's not near as nice as the younger.

Trace steps forwards. "Ahsoka, this is my sister, Rafa Martez."

"How'd you end up with this moof-milker?" Rafa asks, looking back to me.

"She fell from the sky. I mean, really. Dropped right in on the mechanic bay's platform,"
Trace answers for me.

"Where exactly are you from?" she presses,

"I'm from Topside," I inform her, "Your sister's been helping me out."

"Really?" she scoffs, throwing a glance at her, "How much is she charging you?"

"Not enough to pay your debt."
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38 – Spice Shipments

Chapter Notes

In which the Force gives Ahsoka a vision... and she continues her journey with the
sisters. ;)

See the end of the chapter for more notes

"I can tell you worked with starships before," Trace observes as I help her finish up her ship.
I've been staying around her ever since we first met up, and we're becoming friends, though I
still don't have a great liking for Rafa. She seems much colder. I should be continuing with
the investigation on the attempted assassination, but something in the Force is urging me to
stay around Trace for now. Perhaps doing so will give me more of a lead. I don't know, but I
won't question it. The one thing I haven't lost my trust in is the Force, and right now, it wants
me to stay with Trace.

"I have. I went to one of the best academies," I remark as I keep working.

"What was it called?" she asks. Oh no.

"Uh... Skywalker Academy," I blurt out. It's the first thing I can think of, even if it sounds
stupid.

"Skywalker? Never heard of it," she declares, "But I haven't heard of most things down here.
I never went to an academy."

"Why not?"

"There aren't any down here and even if there were, I couldn't afford it." Oh. That explains it.

"Impressive," I remark as I continue inspecting the ship.

"No, impressive is coming up," she insists, smiling, "Once the Silver Angel hyperdrive comes
up."

"The Silver Angel?" I can't help but laugh.

"Yeah, why?" she crosses her arms behind me, irritation flashing across her face.

"I don't know. I just never heard of a name like that before," I attempt to explain. Really, I
didn't mean to insult her.

"Wait, you're saying it's a bad name?" she demands.



"Hey, it's your ship. You can call it what you want," I reply, as I turn and head off across the
shop, "Why don't you name my bike while you're at it?"

"I did," she smirks, "Trash. Its name is Trash."

"Very funny." And appropriate.

***

"Do you want to come?" Trace inquires. We're standing in front of the Silver Angel.

I frown. I really want to go with them, but... "I'd like to but, I have some things to take care of
here."

Trace looks unhappy but doesn't protest. Rafa turns to the ship. "Well then, see you around,
Ahsoka."

Suddenly, the world shifts around me, a completely different scene materializing before my
eyes.

"In the name of the Galactic Senate of the Republic, you are under arrest Chancellor,"
Windu's voice rings out. He stands there with his purple lightsaber ignited, three other Jedi
Masters behind him, ignited lightsabers in their hands as well.

"Are you threatening me, Master Jedi?" Palpatine replies, eerily calm.

"The Senate will decide your fate," retorts Windu.

"I am the Senate!" he snaps.

"Not yet," Windu replies.

Palpatine rises to his feet, obviously ready for a fight. "It's treason then." In a swift move, he
leaps over the desk, the lightsaber that appeared in his hands moments before igniting as he
attacks the Jedi.

"Execute Order 66," I hear Sidious rasping as the world fades to dark and slowly starts
changing to something completely different.

A black-robed figure marches towards the Jedi Temple, long lines of clones behind him. As he
gets closer, I manage to get a look at his face. It's Darth Maul.

The vision dissipates and I open my eyes to see I'm still in the back part of the sister's shop.
We still have time. Order 66 hasn't been issued, yet. I shiver runs through me. I have no doubt
in my mind that it was a warning. For whatever reason, even if I can't understand it, I need to
go with the sisters even if I'd normally think it's better for me to stay here.

If I don't go with them, I just know that my vision is going to happen.



"Ahsoka?" Trace calls, appearing in the doorway. Right. It's time to get going. We need to
leave now. "Do you want to come?"

"Yes," I state immediately, shuttering at the memory of my vision and the thought that if I
answered even one word differently, it could be unfolding in front of me within days. It won't
happen. It was just one of many possible futures. "I need to tell someone I'm leaving first,
though."

She nods. "Okay, meet us at the Silver Angel in five."

As soon as she's gone, I dial Anakin's frequency into my commlink. "Ahsoka? What is it?" he
asks as a hologram of him appears.

"I'm going to be leaving Coruscant with the sisters," I tell him, "I had a vision of the galaxy
descending into chaos if I don't."

"Whatever you do, don't get in trouble," he warns.

"Oh, don't worry. No more trouble than you'd get into," I assure him, smirking. Which could
still mean a lot, but it's really the best promise I can give him.

"Very funny, Snips," he deadpans.

"I better be going," I declare, "They're waiting for me."

"May the Force be with you," he says.

"You too, Skyguy," I reply with a smile before disconnecting the call.

Before long, I find myself aboard the Silver Angel, in the cockpit, with Trace in the pilot's
seat and Rafa in the copilot seat. The ship glides out of the hanger as the sisters exchange a
nearly tentative smile. We slowly rise out of the lower part of the city, and back up to the
upper side of the city where we can see the sky and tops of the towering buildings. The sun is
setting over Coruscant as we fly towards the lines of traffic up above.

"What are you doing?" I frown, as the craft approaches a military line of traffic, airspace we
most definitely are not allowed to be in. Clearly, she doesn't know anything about air traffic.
Has she ever flown before? I have to wonder.

"Just trying to get into that lane," Trace answers.

"That's a military lane!" I exclaim, "You can't go there! That's a restricted area." She
continues flying towards it anyway. Seriously?! What is she trying to do? We're going to get
caught like this! It's stupidity!

"We're being hailed," Rafa warns, as the ship's communicator beeps.

"Don't answer that!" I hiss. It's going to make it much worse. We just need to get out of here
and hope they don't come after us.



"We have to answer that," Trace insists, turning the screen back towards her, as she nervously
glancing between me and Rafa.

"No, we don't!"

"Trace, just get us out of here!" Rafa cries, nearly panicking.

"Don't do anything that makes us look suspicious," I caution.

"We already look suspicious!" Trace nearly yells.

"Fly higher," Rafa orders.

"Stop telling me what to do," she snaps, continuing to fly us closer to the Republic Cruiser.
Those two are ridiculous. And this is insane. We need to be leaving, not going closer to them.
Next time I'm going to fly myself. Actually, I hope there won't be a next time.

Trace reaches for the answer button again. "Don't –" we both begin to protest, but ignoring
us, she answers the call anyway. I let out a loud groan and Rafa facepalms in near despair.
Now we're really in for it.

"This is the Silver Angel. What can I do for you?" Trace asks.

"This is military airspace. Civilian transports are not allowed here. What is your license?" the
voice on the other end replies stiffly.

"License?" blurts out Trace, looking between both of us frantically. This is what you get for
ignoring me. Clearly, she knows nothing about traffic rules. "Do we need one of those?"

Rafa groans, turning the communication transmitter to her instead. "Sorry... it's nothing... So
sorry, this won't happen again. I was just teaching my younger sister how to fly." Somehow, I
don't think that excuse is going to work very well either.

"You're teaching me how to fly?" Trace retorts, "That's a laugh."

Without bothering to wait for a response, I reach forward and disconnect the call. "Just get in
the transport lane and fly." She directs the ship away from the cruiser, towards the lane flying
nearby. Finally.

It's then I suddenly sense... Plo? He's on that ship. Mixed feelings surge through me as I sense
his presence again. I've missed him, but I don't fully trust him. Not anymore. And I don't
think I'll ever be able to bring myself to again, even though it hurts to realize it. I've known
him since the day I was brought to the Temple over a decade ago, but he still didn't trust me
when the time came. The ship flies past the cruiser and up towards the upper atmosphere. For
whatever reason, he let me past, and for that I am grateful.

Thankfully, the rest of our trip off the planet is uneventful and before long, we're racing
through hyperspace towards our destination.

***



The tension in the air is nearly tangible as we come out of hyperspace above our destination,
Obah Diah. We had first stopped at Kessel to pick up a shipment of spice, but while we were
in hyperspace had an argument over where it was going. I tried to convince Rafa that we
could do something much better with it, but she kept on arguing, after which Trace dumped it
out into hyperspace. And now we're here without anything to deliver and we're undoubtedly
going to be in a lot of trouble. I have a very bad feeling about this, and I'm questioning our
ability to get out before we get caught.

The Pykes are waiting for us as we land. They start unloading the shipment. Now we just
need to get paid and leave before they inspect it.

"I assume that you had no trouble transporting the spice from Kessel?" asks one of the Pykes,
stepping up to us.

Rafa scoffs. "Not at all. This is one of the smoothest jobs I've ever had."

"Hmm, good," nods the Pyke, "Because if anything had happened it would have been very
unfortunate for you." To their credit, both of the sisters keep their expressions pretty much
neutral.

"Here is your payment," he declares, picking up a container of credits, "Now, let us take a
look at that cargo."

"You don't trust me?" she quickly protests, "I mean, you hired me."

"I don't trust anyone who isn't a Pyke," he retorts.

There may be only one way to get out of this. I step closer, raising a hand as I throw the
strongest Force-suggestion I can manage into my words just in case a weaker try doesn't
work. "You want to pay us our credits and send us on our way."

He immediately holds out the container of credits to Rafa. She stares at him in confusion for
a moment. Seriously, just take it! You're making us look suspicious.

"Here are your credits. Now go on your way," says the Pyke.

Trace gives Rafa a pointed look, and she finally reaches out and takes it from him. Then we
turn and while trying not to be visibly hastily, head back up the ramp of the ship. Now
hopefully we can get out of here before they realize that something is wrong, but I have the
strong feeling that something is going to go wrong.

Just as we're taking off, the whole ship suddenly jolts and stops moving. Perfect, just perfect.
I draw in a deep breath, preparing myself for a fight. I don't know what they're going to do to
us, but I have no intention of letting them hurt me or the sisters if I can help it.

"What's that?" demands Rafa worriedly.

"It's a tractor beam, Rafa," replies Trace.



Rafa expression quickly goes from fear to anger as she turns to me. "Just so you know, when
they interrogate me, I'm blaming the whole thing on you." I suppose I do deserve that, but
this is happening for a good reason. I can set my conscious clear on that.

"Between the three of us, there's plenty of blame to go around," Trace sighs.
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39 – Darth Maul

Chapter Notes

In which Ahsoka finds out about Maul and someone asks her for help. :P

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Breaking out of my prison cell for the third time since we were captured isn't too difficult. I
managed to make a deal with the Pykes, so Rafa and Trace are gone to get a new spice
shipment for them. I'm supposed to be staying here as hostage until they return with it. Now
that they're gone, I can feel free to open the prison door. It's so simple.

I stand crouched out of sight, watching as the leader of the Pykes talks to a hooded figure
over a hologram. Something about his presence... it feels so dark. And not like the Force
signature of a usual sentient being. Like he's a trained Force sensitive. A Sith Lord, perhaps?
I don't recognize his voice, so it's not Dooku or Sidious. Who could it be, then?

"You are but one small piece moving in this mechanism which I have designed. And yet,
when you falter, it jeopardizes everything," he is saying, controlled anger in his tone, "Do
you understand?"

"I understand," the leader nods, "The Republic is cracking down on my operations. Just a
week ago, they raided one of my shipments arriving on Kiros."

"Were they Jedi?" he inquires, suddenly turning around. From under his hood, I can see his
face. Red and black markings cover his face – clearly implicating his identity. Yellow eyes
dart around the room. It's... Darth Maul. Just as I saw him in my vision.

"I don't know. None of my men made it out," the leader replies.

Suddenly, the Sith turns again, and his gaze falls right on me. He must sense me, even though
I'm sure he can't see me from there. It's not a risk I'm willing to take. I hastily dart away from
the railing and out of sight.

I need to find out where the signal is coming from. Now I know why the Force warned me to
go with the sisters. If I hadn't come with them, I would never have found Maul, and he'd be
left to gang up with Sidious again, if he hasn't already.

"Hmm... Well, then the answer is yes," Maul responds, "I have things to attend to other than
your incompetence. Make sure there are no more delays. And if there are, I am certain
Crimson Dawn would love the opportunity to take control of your operation." The hologram
finally flickers off.



I dash out of the room as fast as I can, careful to remain out of sight as I make my way to the
communications room. Hurriedly, I position a few bombs in place under the control panel.
When the time is right, this place will be blown up, and we'll be able to get out of there. Now
for other things. Stopping at the control, I quickly begin working to trace the location of the
call. It doesn't take me long before I realize that it's coming from Mandalore. What's he doing
there?

Suddenly danger screams through the Force, and I whirl around just as the doors to the room
swing open and five guards rush in, pointing their blasters me.

"I knew you were no petty smuggler," growls the lead guard, "Who are you?"

Glancing over my shoulder, I see another one step up from behind me and take aim. I raise
my hands in the air in surrender as I wait for them to approach me, an idea slowly forming in
my mind. They unsuspectingly stride forwards, blasters aimed. Once they're close enough, I
send a Force-wave outwards, knocking back the nearest ones. One shoots a stun bolt at me,
but I dodge out of the way, twisting his arm so the blaster misfires and hits one of the others
in the room. I kick the next one into the way of another blaster shot and then run for the door.

It slides open and three more guards walk in, blasters aimed at me. The ones who I had
knocked over but were still conscious stand up and turn their blasters on me again. So much
for that.

"You're a Jedi," he growls, "Are your friends also Jedi?"

"No. Just me. And they have no idea," I respond, backing up.

"Then the Jedi Council will regret sending you here," he warns, firing his blaster. The stun
bolt strikes me before I can react, and darkness consumes me.

***

"I want to thank you. Your execution will help restore the Pykes reputation," the leader Pyke
declares as the guards aim their blasters on me. I need to try something, but what? Maybe if...

"Stop what you're doing!" a familiar voice calls as Rafa and Trace approach us. So, they did
come back after all. But their presence isn't going to help get me out of this situation. "Look,
you don't have to execute her. We brought your spice back."

"Foolish," scoffs the leader Pyke, "We know you are both working for the Republic and this
Jedi." I shift uncomfortably. Rafa and Trace are not going to like this news. I wish I had told
them now, but what choice did I have?

"Her? A Jedi? Come on." Rafa throws up a hand in disgusted disbelief.

"I see," he chuckles, "So it is true that Jedi used you both. How unfortunate that your
stupidity is so authentic."

They both turn their gaze to me, clearly upset. Rafa crosses her arms and Trace stalks closer
to me. "Why didn't you tell me?!"



"How could I?" I reply, "After what you told me about your parents?" That story... it honestly
didn't surprise that much. The Jedi are becoming more and more corrupted, less concerned
with those who they hurt while they're trying to achieve their end goal. That's why the Order
needs so many changes. Even after the Sith are gone, it's not going to be easy to change
everything.

"Wait. So, you're actually a Jedi?" demands Rafa, who until now must have still been hoping
I wasn't.

"I am," I confirm. The guards start closing in around us and we turn to face them.

"Prepare to execute them all!" orders the leader. The guards aim their blasters, ready to fire.

"You should have told me!" Trace hisses, just before a deafening explosion shakes the room.
The bombs are going off at last. The force of the blast sends everyone sprawling. Now is our
chance. More explosions shake the building as the guards start shooting. I Force-shove over
one of them and the three of us take off.

"After them!" I hear him scream from behind us, "Or we will all suffer"

***

"So, what were you doing out here anyway?" inquires Rafa as we stand outside their shop
back on Coruscant. We had managed to escape the Pykes, although not without a skirmish in
the air, which Trace helped us get out of with her flying, which was apparently much better
than I thought.

"I was on an undercover mission," I admit, seeing no harm in telling them at least that, "And
no, it had nothing to do with the Pykes."

"You know," says Trace, stepping closer, "You're how I always imagined Jedi as acting.
Nothing like that one we did meet."

I give them a smile. "The Jedi need to change. Many of them have lost their way, and that's
something I'm trying to fix."

"You're going to be leaving now?" asks Trace, disappointment obvious in her gaze. Rafa isn't
looking too much happier, but she's better at hiding it.

I nod, hoping they'll be alright on their own. "Maybe I'll be back –"

A sudden voice from behind cuts me off. "Isn't this sweet?" I turn to see three masked figures
approaching us. "Making friends?"

"Trace and Rafa, back away," I warn, shifting to standing defensively in front of them as the
figure in the front throws back her hood to reveal a mask that looks just like the ones Death
Watch had.

The one in front takes off her mask to reveal Satine's sister. Bo Katan. "So, you remember
me?" she asks, "Don't worry, Death Watch is gone and now you and I have a common



enemy." She turns on a hologram of Maul.

"Me?" I echo.

"I need your help," she states, "Once we are underway, I will explain everything." She turns,
putting her helmet back on. "You have five minutes."

Now I'm beginning to think this was why the Force wanted me to go. So, I could help them
out on Mandalore. I need to go. The Force is nudging me that way, and I'll always follow it. I
suppose I am supposed to be on break from the front lines right now, but sometimes things
are more important than the rules. If this is what the Force wants me to do, I have to do it
even if the Jedi Council doesn't agree.

I turn back to the sisters. "I'm going," I tell them, "Goodbye."

"Goodbye," Trace nods. They accompany me to the end of the hanger bay where the ship is
docked. I give them one last look before walking up the ramp into the ship, leaving my bike –
 Trash behind.

After leaving the shop, I go to Padme's apartment to collect Anakin and Obi-Wan where I
briefly explain what happened. Before long, we're standing around a hologram of several
systems in space.

"Bo Katan has been tracking Maul's movements for several months," I explain, "I was able to
obtain some transmission codes from the Pykes on Opah Diah which helped her pinpoint
some of his previous locations."

"We know Maul is on Mandalore in the city of Centauri," declares Bo Katan, stepping
forwards.

"You're certain of this?" demands Obi-Wan.

"He arrived two days ago," she replies.

"So why not take him yourself? Or to be more specific, what do you want from the
Republic?" he inquires.

"I don't have the numbers needed for seizure without a complete lockdown of the city. Maul
would escape again," she explains, switching the hologram to show one of the city layout.
"That's why I'm proposing a joint operation. If we are successful, you'll have Maul and I'll
have Mandalore."

The three of us exchanges glances before Obi-Wan speaks again. "If Republic forces aid you
in your assault, it will break treaties that are a hundred years old. We will effectively be
drawn into yet another war."

"Just one more," she replies.

"Well, we're not finished with our first one yet," Anakin points out, looking faintly amused.



"I will advise the Jedi Council of this development," Obi-Wan declares, turning to leave the
room.

"There's no time!" Bo Katan insists angrily. Obi-Wan pauses and turns back as she continues.
"Maul's influence on Mandalore is destroying my people. He murdered their ruler, my sister. I
thought she meant something to you."

"She did... and she still does," Obi-Wan says, looking down, a pained looked flickering
through his eyes for a moment. "But I cannot allow my feelings to cloud my judgement. The
Council will decide what our course of action will be."

I frown. I expected his response, but that doesn't mean I like it. They'll never let us go there,
and I know I need to go. We can't wait. I will not sit by idly and watch as civilians die
senselessly because the Council is too worried about their reputation.

"I told you this was a waste of time," Bo Katan grumbles to me before stalking out of the
room.

"Come on," Anakin urges, "We should go talk to the Council."

"They're never going to let us go," I murmur, "We might have to disobey their strict orders
again."

"That would risk getting thrown out of the Order," Obi-Wan points out, giving me a warning
look.

I cross my arms. "If that's what it takes to defeat the Sith. We can't let the Empire be formed,
whatever it takes."
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My gaze darts around the room as we stand in front of the Council. All of the past few times
I've been in here have been under bad tidings, and I feel like the result of this visit isn't going
to be any different. One thing I really don't miss about the Temple is being in this room, that's
for sure.

"We have discovered that Darth Maul is on Mandalore," Obi-Wan begins, "Bo Katan Kryze
has approached us asking for Republic assistance in capturing him."

Silence falls over the Council room as they seem to be debating mentally. Finally, Windu
speaks up. "We cannot get involved. That is neutral space, and it would drag the Republic
into yet another conflict. Besides, it would violate long-standing treaties."

"But if Maul joined up with Sidious, he could help in the formation of the Empire!" I retort,
the image from my vision of Maul leading the march on the Temple flashing through my
mind. We need to capture him.

"We have no reason to believe that he is still working for Sidious," Windu replies, "Besides,
you three cannot go. You are supposed to be on leave, not chasing after Sith Lords." His
implied reprimand that I should never have left the planet to begin with is unspoken but clear.

My eyes narrow angrily. So, what? He wanted me to just sit back and watch as the Jedi were
destroyed? "Besides, Maul might know who Sidious is. It would give us evidence, a reason to
take him down!"

"The Force led Ahsoka there for a reason," Anakin argues, "We cannot ignore it, nor let Maul
remain free. The Mandalorians have asked for our help."

"Since Maul is in control on Mandalore, it is no longer neutral," Obi-Wan adds. "It is our
duty to stop him and free the planet."

Windu still doesn't look happy, but from Yoda's expression, I can sense he agrees with us,
though there's nothing he can do. "Give you authority to go to Mandalore, we cannot," Yoda
warns before dismissing us.



"We have to help them!" I insist the moment the doors slide shut behind us.

"There's nothing we can do without defying the Council," Obi-Wan sighs.

"If that's what we have to do," I retort, "Before I left Coruscant, I had a vision. Sidious sent
Maul to the Temple to destroy the Jedi. If we don't go to Mandalore to stop him, we'll be
waiting here for him to come to us, and by that point, it'll be too late!"

"We have to go," Anakin agrees with me immediately, worry evident in his blue eyes.

"We could be expelled from the Order if we did that," Obi-Wan points out. "Sidious is still
here on Coruscant, and we need to keep close track of him from here. If we leave the Order,
we'd be in even more danger."

"We can't just leave Darth Maul on Mandalore," I insist, "We have to help the people. It's
what the Jedi are supposed to do!"

Anakin looks between us, frowning. It's clear he's not happy about the situation. "Someone
has to go," he says with enough reluctance to make me slightly warry, "And I have an idea
that might work."

***

"Sorry. Forgot to bring you jetpacks," Rex apologizes with a grin as we fly in a gunship
towards the surface of Mandalore. Anakin and I are here, having taken Rex and the 501st
with us, despite being ordered otherwise. We've left Obi-Wan behind to protect Padme just in
case something happens. Besides, Anakin doesn't want him anywhere near Maul. After
agreeing to go, Bo-Katan gave both of us Mandalorian armor which cover our Jedi robes. It
looks slightly strange to see Anakin wearing blue, but I can't help but think it fits.

"Don't need one," I smirk, saluting. "Race you to the surface." I leap out of the ship, landing
atop another one where the Mandalorian soldiers are attacking us. My lightsabers hiss to life
in my hands as I charge towards them. I see Anakin landing on another ship nearby, charging
the soldiers there.

I slash at the first soldier with my lightsaber, but he quickly fires up his jetpack and blasts
away. Leaping past them, I jump down onto the top of another ship, kicking the soldier back
and hitting part of his jetpack, making it ignite and he flies out of sight.

I swing over the edge into the ship, grabbing the handle on the gunship while kicking two of
them back before I land. In a swift move, I slice their blasters in half and kick one back,
while Force-shoving the other aside. As the other Mandalorians in the ship start aiming their
blasters at me, I slice them in half and catch onto one of their jetpacks as it fires.

He blasts off into the air, taking me with him. As he flies down towards exactly where I need
to be heading, he tries and fails to shake me off his back. As soon as I'm close enough, I leap
down onto the ship and bolt across it. I've missed this, the thrill of battle. I really, really have.
Working my way from ship to ship, defending the clones. It feels like haven't done it in
forever. Which, I suppose, I haven't.



Just then, a burning gunship flies into view, rapidly plummeting towards the ground. And the
clone inside has no way of getting out. I jump onto the side of the gunship, avoiding the
flames as I slice open part of the ship with my lightsaber. "Thank you, Commander," he calls
as he flies out with his jetpack and blasts away.

I look down at my destination as I continue to ride on the burning gunship. Anakin jumps
down beside me, landing on the other side of the crashing ship. I'd lost sight of him during
the chaos, focusing solely on myself and the clones. Besides, I knew he'd be alright.

The Mandalorian soldiers are gathering around, blasters aimed. I jump off the ship, landing
on the ground far below and shifting into my fighting stance. Anakin lands in a crouch beside
me, and stands up, swinging his blue lightsaber in front of himself defensively. The ship hits
the ground and explodes behind us into a ball of flames.

The soldiers all open fire as we rapidly swing our lightsabers to deflect the steady stream of
blaster bolts back at their source. One of the soldiers goes down almost immediately but the
others continue shooting. I take a few steps backwards towards the long column of rising
smoke, continuing to deflect the blaster bolts. More of the Mandalorians advance, flying
forwards with their jetpacks. We're going to need assistance to take them all down, though
Anakin has managed to injure a few. There's too many right now, and these are Mandalorian
warriors we're talking about, so they are far from easy to defeat.

And then over the edge flies Bo Katan's group. They all open fires on the others. Right on
time. I lower my lightsabers as they land in front of me, quickly shooting down our
opposition.

"Beat you," I grin as Rex and the other clones begin arriving to help out.

"Some things never change," he chuckles.

"Come on," Anakin calls, heading forwards.

The three of us, along with a group of clones, head straight for the compound we believed
Maul was hiding in. Bo-Katan's forces and the rest of the clones are to remain outside,
continuing to battle the other Mandalorians supporting the – former? – Sith Lord on the
surface.

We silently make our way through one of the seemingly endless dark tunnels of the complex.
There are a few scattered dim lights on the ceiling, but for the most part, the only
illumination down there is coming from the clones' headlights. I'm in the lead, keeping my
lightsabers off so it isn't too obvious that we're coming.

As we arrive at another turn in the tunnel, I reach out with the Force, feeling for direction and
any signs of danger. There are people all over in here, that much I can tell, hiding around
various corners waiting to ambush us. We'll have to be extremely careful.

I peer into the darkness of the passageway branching off of this one, but don't see anything so
we just keep moving past it. But as we keep walking and come to another place where the
tunnel branches off, I sense danger.



Whirling around, I spot one of the Mandalorian warriors stepping out from around the corner.
She fires a missile straight at us.

"Get down!" shouts Anakin. He throws his hands out, shoving the missile upwards to divert
its path barely in the nick of time. It slams into the wall of the compound as everyone ducks
out of the way, an explosion shaking the hall.

The force of the blast sends me tumbling to the floor, my lightsabers slipping from my grasp,
my head spinning too much to immediately react. Blaster shots ring out over my head as the
Mandalorian warrior shoots at us several times and then takes off. The clones leap to their
feet and bolt off down the hall in pursuit.

"Wait!" I yell after them, stumbling up and igniting my lightsabers. They could be walking
right into a trap. I should be in front, but they're all already gone.

"Come on!" Anakin calls to me, running down the hall after them. Shaking my head, I bolt
after. Hopefully, we'll be able to catch up on time. Blaster bolts ring out behind me from
another turn in the tunnel and I whirl around to see one of the clones shooting at the rapidly
escaping warriors. One of them shoots him down and I spring down the hallway the clone
was fighting in.

Another clone falls to the ground, gravely injured or dead, as I reach another split in the
tunnel, with several different paths to take. How do they keep track of where they're in here?
The sound of another clone calling for me catches my attention. So that's where we need to
go. I whirl around and turn left, continuing to follow Anakin and the clone's voice.

Anakin comes to a stop in the doorway at the end of the tunnel, and I skid to a stop behind
him. There's a small ledge at the end, dropping down a bit. Looking down in the small,
mostly darkened room, my eyes fall on one of the clones. He's lying on the floor, injured and
barely alive. A quick glance around ensures we're not about to be ambushed, and I deactivate
my lightsabers.

Anakin runs over to the fallen clone, kneeling next to him. I join him on the other side. He
weakly holds out a hand, which I take. He's injured to badly to live, that I know. "I'm sorry,
General... Commander," he manages before his arm goes limp. I remain motionless for a
moment, tightly clasping his hand in my own. Again. Another person died because of the
war; the war Sidious started for no reason beyond his own self-gain. Anger swells inside of
me as I repeat my silent vow I made even before returning from the future. Sidious will not
form his empire, destroy the Jedi, and make Anakin Fall.

"Ahsoka!" Anakin hisses suddenly, jumping up and re-ignited his lightsaber. "Come on.
Someone's coming."

Yes. I sense the danger approaching, and a dark presence. Maul's here, a distance away. I can
sense his darkness in the Force. He's close. There's a group of Mandalorian warriors
approaching the doorway we just came through. I jump up, lightsabers hissing to life. My
gaze darts from one doorway to another. The warriors are rapidly filling all of them,
surrounding me.



Moving to stand back-to-back, we shift into our fighting stances. I expect a barrage of blaster
bolts from both sides to follow, but none of them shoot. It's then that an approaching dark
presence strikes me. It's Maul. I know it.

The Mandalorians on one side step back into the darkness as another dark figure comes into
view. Maul strides up to the doorway and regards me in silence for a long moment, his yellow
eyes glittering dangerously.

Anakin and I turn sideways to face him, still poised for a fight. Any attack now will be from
his direction.

Finally, he speaks. "I was hoping for Kenobi. Why are you here?"
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"Ahsoka Tano, is it?" the Sith Lord asks, his gaze fixed on me where I stand unmoving in the
center of the room. "But I can't say yours is a name familiar to me."

"Well, I know you," I retort, eyes narrowed as he steps down and walks towards us.

He pauses a distance away, his eyes flickering to Anakin. "And Anakin Skywalker."

"It was stupid of you to bring us here," Anakin snaps, eyes narrowed. "I haven't forgotten
what you've done."

"This is indeed a surprise," Maul remarks, "But not an unwelcome one."

I blink. "You wanted us to come?" Why? What is he planning? Why does he have such a
focus on Anakin? I don't like this. Not one bit.

"I was certain Kenobi would have come himself," Maul replies, continuing his pacing.

I turn to face him, crossing my hand as I do, and discreetly pushing a button on my comm to
contact Rex. They need to get here. I'm not foolish enough to think I can fight both Maul and
the warriors at once, and the fight is only a matter of time.

"Master Kenobi was otherwise occupied," I retort. In finding Sidious. And protecting Padme.

Maul faces his back to us for a moment, then turns around, yellows eyes glowing almost
predatorily in the darkness. "Why you? Why did Kenobi send you?"

"Why don't you surrender and then we can both go and ask him?" I offer.

"My surrendering. Well, that would be pointless," chuckles the Sith, "For if I am correct, the
Jedi and the Republic will no longer be the controlling interests in the galaxy. They will fall,
and something new shalt take their place." He knows what's going to happen, not like it's a
surprise. I'm sure Sidious told him some about his plans for the future.

Luckily, Anakin knows I contacted Rex. That's probably the only thing keeping him from
jumping the Sith right then and there. The anger prickling through our bond is the strongest
I've ever felt it since we fought Sidious. "And just who do you think that'll be?" he demands
sharply, "You?" I can tell it's taking every last bit of my brother's self-will not to try killing



him. It seems he may have learned a bit from the entire hassle on the Invisible Hand. Or
maybe it's just everything I've taught him about being a Gray Jedi I've learned over the past
half year.

"No," comes the reply. "Darth Sidious." I draw in a breath at the mention of the name. Not if
I can help it.

"You're wrong!" Anakin snaps.

All at once, blaster shots ring out behind us, and we whirl around to see the clones shooting
down the Mandalorian warriors in the doorway.

Maul snarls, igniting his lightsaber and swinging for Anakin. In a flash of blue and green, the
end of his lightsaber meets three others. We shove him back with ease, striking out towards
him a few more times. "Not yet!" he hisses, Force-shoving us back. Before I can move
forwards again, the Force tightens around my neck, lifting me into the air. Anakin releases a
cry of rage, lunging forwards, only for Maul to throw me at him. We're thrown across the
room into the wall, landing on the floor next to each other.

"Come on!" Anakin shouts, scrambling to his feet and running for the doorway. Maul and the
remaining warriors have already disappeared through it into the darkness. I dash after, the
clones following. At least right now, I can hear them running further down the tunnel, but the
distance between us is still increasing. No, they cannot get away. I use the Force to increase
my speed as we go.

Anakin suddenly slams to a halt so fast I skid right into him, but he somehow manages to
keep his balance. "Split up," he orders, taking the right. I take off down the left, the group of
clones splitting equally between us. Rex takes off after Anakin, Fives after me.

I round another corner, seeing a second break. This tunnel goes all over the place, and there's
no way we can split up anymore. Pausing for a moment to listen, I make out the sound of
rapid footsteps on the left. Spinning around, I take off that way down the hall, igniting my
lightsabers as I run.

I skid around another turn, slamming to a stop upon seeing Anakin and the clones. "We've
lost them," I observe pointlessly.

***

The battle is over temporarily. Neither side has won, but it seems we're gaining ground on
Maul. Both sides have retained captives, and now it's time for me to go question ours. Almec.
I'm surprised we managed to get him. Anakin decided to let me go alone.

"I'm flattered that you could find the time to come," Alemec says with a smirk as we enter his
cell.

"What's Maul's plan?" demands Bo Katan, stepping closer, "How is he going to escape?"

Alemc rises to his feet. "Maul is not trying to escape because he sees no purpose in doing so."



"So, he believes he can defeat us?" she demands as he walks over to the wall.

"No, that's not it. For weeks now, he has been consumed by a strange sense of dread." He
glances over his shoulder at us.

"Has he mentioned Sidious?" I demand suspiciously.

He turns completely around this time. "Not that I can recall."

"He said he wanted Kenobi here. Why?" presses Bo Katan.

"Is it just Kenobi he wanted? No, there was someone else he was interested in."

"Who?" she pushes.

"It's... I don't remember the name," he shrugs. He's lying. You don't even have to be a trained
Force sensitive to tell.

"We'll help him remember," I say, motioning for Bo-Katan. She moves forwards towards him
menacingly.

"No, wait!" he protests backing against the wall, "It –" Suddenly, two shots ring out from
behind us. I whirl around to see a Mandalorian warrior shooting down at us. Whatever it was
he was going to say, clearly Maul didn't want anyone to know. The warrior instantly takes off
as Bo-Katan races out of the cell. She pulls on her helmet to give pursuit.

Almec collapses on the floor as I dart over to him. "Rex, get a medic!" I command, crouching
beside the dying man.

"He had a vision... a dream."

"What name?" I demand.

"Skywalker," he gasps out before collapsing. I feel the life force fade from the body.

What does Maul want with Anakin? I can only think of one thing. Perhaps he knows of
Sidious' intention to turn him, and wants to kill him before that happens, or something.
Maybe he's more concerned with something beyond his own gain than I realized. But then
again, from what I understand, Maul and Sidious aren't exactly on good terms, and if he
thought something was going to interfere with his crime world here on Mandalore... Well,
that explains it.

***

Bo Katan, Rex, Anakin, and I stride into the palace of Mandalore, pausing in our tracks when
we see Maul seated on the throne, leaning casually on one of its armrests. Jesse is sitting
beside him on the steps up to the throne, his wrists in stun-cuffs.

Bo Katan glares at Maul, yanking out her blaster. She changes forwards, shooting. He calmly
deflects the bolts into the nearby walls before picking her up with the Force. "My lady, is that



any way to treat your rightful ruler?"

The three of us pause in our tracks as she glares murderously at him, not responding. We
don't need to give him a reason to hurt her or something. He finally drops her on the floor
again and Rex and I run to her side, helping her back to her feet.

Anakin moves forwards, standing defensively in front of us.

"As a show of good faith, I will release your comrade," Maul announces, waving a hand. The
stuncuffs come off Jesse's wrists and he stands up, slowly making his way over to us. "Now
go back to your brothers." I narrow my eyes as I regard Maul. Something about him feels off.
It didn't feel like this the last time I met him. Whatever he's up to right now, he has some
serious darker ulterior motives, but the question is what?

"Jesse, are you alright?" Rex asks worriedly.

"I'm sorry, General. I told them everything," he murmurs.

"It's okay," Anakin assures him. "Rex, get him out of here." The brothers make their way past
me out of the room. My gaze follows them until they reach the door before I turn back to face
the Sith Lord. I can only hope they get to safety before the battle soon to come breaks out
again.

Just then, explosions ring out outside the palace. Turning to look through the glass windows
covering the walls, I can see the flames in the distance from the nearby explosions.

"One of you might want to deal with that," Maul comments casually, waving a hand at the
window. I'm beginning to think he's intentionally trying to get everyone out of here but
Anakin and me. I'm not exactly liking the looks of this. Not that Maul could ever kill Anakin,
not with the kind of fighting he showed earlier, but I still don't appreciate the thought of him
causing all this chaos in the hopes of killing my brother.

"Go," I tell Bo Katan as the explosions increase intensity, lighting up the room. She pauses
glancing back at Maul for a moment as he rises to his feet before she turns and heads out of
the room.

"Don't stay on my account. We'll be fine," Maul remarks, before he begins pacing back and
forth in front of the throne. I remain on high alert in case he tries anything. I don't at all like
the darkness and danger I'm sensing in the Force for the near future right now.

"Something's off with him." Anakin's voice suddenly filters through our bond.

"I know. He's different, darker."

Maul slowly walks towards us, staring at us calculatingly. Whatever he's up to – Maul
suddenly ignites his lightsaber, red blades hissing out of both ends as he lunges.

Our lightsabers ignite, raising to parry his blow. I spin a step back, hitting his with one, then
the other. Maul spins his lightsaber, attacking us relentlessly, though through all the skill and
time we've had together, we're far superior. All four blades lock together, one of mine on



either side of Maul's and Anakin's interlocked with all the other three. We pause for a
moment, them to come uncrossed when Maul pulls back, slashing towards us again.

I jerk back for a moment before unleashing my own series of attacks. In seconds, Maul is on
the defensive, rapidly spinning his lightsaber to block any of our slashes from coming even
close to him. He's already losing, and the fight has barely been started. That only serves to
fuel my determination, and the fight continues in a never-ending dance of green, blue, and
red.

Suddenly, with a well-aimed kick on Maul's part, Anakin is sent stumbling backwards. The
Sith twists his arm to the side when our blades interlock again, elbowing me in the face and
twisting the larger of my lightsabers out of my hand. It clatters to the floor a distance away.

Maul jumps at me again, throwing a wild series of attacks. I parry all of them, slowly backing
up to avoid being hit and finally kicking him backwards.

Reaching out, I Force-pull my lightsaber back to my hand, nearly chopping off his legs in the
process. He barely leaps out of the way in time, only to whirl around to parry a blow from
Anakin who jumps back into the fight. The two fight in a blur, Maul on the defensive.
Anakin's far better than he is, and it makes me more than a little surprised the Sith is even
still living. But then again, we are trying not to kill him.

I lunge forwards, attacking Maul from behind. He spins sideways to block my blow. One of
my lightsabers nicks the edge of his, sending sparks flying.

That's the moment I hear a sudden explosion nearby, and a group of Mandalorians – Maul's
people – fly in and open fire on us. Anakin spins around to face them, giving Maul the
opportunity to attack me furiously again. I barely manage to block his blow in time as he
swings for me again. I flip backwards out of the way several times, my blades cutting through
the floor in the process until I'm a sufficient distance away to regain my bearings before
attacking again. Maul pursues me, trying to score a hit while my defenses are lowered and
missing every time.

I duck around him, and he spins, slamming his lightsaber down onto mine. He pushes against
it with enough force to knock me over before jumping out the window, blasting a hole
straight through it with lightsaber slashes on the wall on either side where his blades cut
through it.

"Ahsoka, wait! We'll take him together!" Anakin calls, deflecting the Mandalorian's blaster
bolts.

"No time!" I call back. That could take a while. My brother is practically overwhelmed,
though I know he'll be fine, and we can't let Maul escape again. I scramble to my feet before
running for the window, leaping out after him. He cannot get away. I have to catch up with
him. I've come too far to lose him now. As I fall, I land in the open air on the nearly vertical
wall on the outside. Slamming one of my lightsabers into the wall and letting it cut through to
slow my fall, I land on the ledge below. Speeders zip by, their occupants probably trying to
avoid all the fighting and continue on their way.



I jump off the next ledge, landing on a lower part of the building. I spot the dark figure
climbing up a towering ledge to the top of the building and run after. I ignite my green
lightsabers again, jumping up behind him. The Sith Lord slowly turns around to face me,
golden eyes glowing angrily.

Without wasting a moment, I take off across the pipes, leaping through the air to attack. He
raises his blades to meet mine, after a moment shoving me backwards hard. He immediately
swings for me again and I quickly parry the blow. Our lightsabers clash furiously, almost like
a dance as we try to keep our balance on the pipes we're standing on.

As he forces me back several steps before I leap over his head, attacking him from behind.
He whirls around just in time to block my slash, and we continue fighting, the battle slowly
traveling up the slanted pipe behind me.

Maul continues attacking me furiously, and I retreat to avoid losing my balance. This is not
the most ideal place for such a violent fight. I hope Anakin's alright. The sooner he gets here,
the better. At least for now, I can hold off the Sith. He swings at me again and again. But
using the advantage of being at a higher elevation, I shove back on his blades. Hard. He
stumbles backwards, jumping back onto a different pipe for a moment to recollect himself
before he charges again.

As I swing for him, he kicks me hard. I fly through the air, landing on another nearby pipe
complex, lightsabers deactivating in my hands as I nearly fall. I clutch onto the edge of the
beam, pulling myself back onto it as Maul glances around the skyline.

Then he whirls around, jumping to a much higher level of the pipe. No. He cannot get away
like that. I quickly steady myself again, and then race after in hot pursuit, jumping from beam
to beam. He whirls around to face me as I land a few feet away, his lightsaber striking a
nearby pipe and sending sparks flying.

I leap at him, our blades clashing. He falls backwards, nearly going right off the edge of the
building having not realized it was so close. I realize just in time, slamming to a stop and
catching myself at the very edge, in time to avoid falling down after him. He pulls himself
back up, reigniting his lightsaber and lunging for me again.

As I keep slashing at him, our blades crash into a saberlock. I struggle to push him, but he
shoves back harder in return, sending one of my lightsabers flying. It falls down, down,
down, out of sight to the ground far below.

Maul leaps over my head, landing on the pipe behind me. I lunge at him again and our blades
clash furiously. It's harder to fight against him with only one lightsaber, but since he also has
to maintain his balance, he can't fight me with the same ferocity he was back in the throne
room.

He swings for me again and our blades lock together. Maul twists his to the side, sending my
remaining lightsaber falling. Great. Just great. Time to face a Sith Lord when I'm unarmed.
Just how I was hoping for the battle to go.



Maul doesn't give me time to think. He slashes at me again, leaving me with no choice but to
leap backwards. His blade cuts through the pipes between us and they come apart, the one
with me on it dropping slightly. I struggle to regain my balance as it slants dangerously
towards the ground.

"Anakin!" I yell into the Force. He needs to come here, now. I don't see the clones nearby...
where are they?

Warning suddenly screams through the Force and I duck as a stun bolt flies over my head.
Oh, great. Now the Mandalorian warriors have arrived, and I don't even have my lightsabers
anymore. More bolts fly towards me, and I back up along the pipe, having nowhere else to
go.

"Anakin!" I try again.

"I'm working on it! Are you alright?"

"Well, I'm being ambushed by Mandalorians, attacked by Maul, and I lost my lightsabers.
Does that sound alright to you?"

As I attempt to dodge another bolt, I nearly lose my balance and fall off the pipes. One of the
bolts strikes me, and I lose my balance, falling off as the darkness consumes me. I vaguely
register Anakin calling out to me through our bond, having felt it, but there is nothing I can
do. The last thing I register is Maul catching me with the Force before I can fall to my death
far below.
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42 – Captured
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The world slowly comes into focus around me. It takes me a moment to realize that I am not,
in fact, at Padme's apartment but rather – Right. Oh. Oh no.

My eyes dart around the room, rapidly taking in the situation. I'm in Force restraints in a
prison cell with a ray shield blocking the door. I shift into a sitting position, drawing in a deep
breath, trying to quell my rising apprehension.

Why is everything I try to do ending in failure? First with Sidious and now with Maul? At
least it's only Maul who managed to capture me, but I need to be fighting Sidious and helping
Anakin, not sitting here imprisoned by a Sith Lord, especially when I have no idea what he
wants with me.

I'm not sure how much time has passed as I mull over my new situation, before everything
suddenly jolts like we just went into or came out of hyperspace. So, I'm on a ship? That
doesn't sound good. For a reason I can't explain, I suddenly have a very bad feeling about
this. It's as if there's something a lot more sinister going on than Maul taking me to some off-
planet prison or something. And then I remember the feeling I'd gotten when I saw him the
second time. Something happened, something changed. I don't know what and I don't
understand it, but I have a very, very bad feeling about it. He hates Sidious – that much is
clear – but what if... what if he's still working for Sidious? I doubt it, but there's no way to
know.

Before long, I hear footsteps and two guards in Mandalorians armor approach my cell. They
lead me out, keeping their blasters trained on me as I follow them through the ship and down
the ramp. I could escape if I tried, but I have no idea where I am right now. I'd be running
around blindly on the ship. First, I need to figure out where I am. They bring me to a stop in
the hanger bay behind Maul.

I freeze as I take in my surroundings. The towering castle peaks... it's a place I've only seen a
few occasions on the holonet but I'd recognize it anywhere. Dooku's castle on Serenno. Why
is Maul taking me to Serenno? Unless –

An all too familiar figure approaches Maul. Dooku.

"Here she is as Lord Sidious requested," Maul declares. Ice cold fear rushes through me.
Sidious. Maul was working for or with Sidious, like I was afraid of. Which means Sidious



must have a plan. Either he figured out that I saw the future, or he's going to use me to get
Anakin to Fall. Either way, this is a disaster. I need to get out of here. Now. Somehow.

Dooku hands him something that undoubtedly contains money. "The rest of your reward will
arrive in due time." For some reason, I really don't like the tone he says that in. Do I even
want to know what the rest of Maul's reward is?

"You're both making a mistake," I interrupt. They're never going to listen to me, but I have to
give the warning anyway. "I know what Sidious's plans are. He's going to betray both of you
in the end anyway."

"He still needs us," Dooku replies, appearing unconcerned.

"Others have said the same," I retort, eyes narrowed.

They don't say anything in response, and moments later, I find myself being accompanied to
a prison cell in the lower levels of the castle by four battle droids. I can't risk staying here. I
need to get out before Anakin comes looking for me – because of course he will – and now
would be a perfect time. Spinning around, I kick over the two droids standing nearest to me.
With cries of alarm, they topple backwards to the floor unable to stop their falls.

"Oh no! Don't let her escape!" cries one of the two droids still standing.

"Roger, roger!" replies the other as they both fire at me. I dodge out of the way, swinging my
hands to the right angle so one of the bolts rips through the cuffs restraining me. The other
bolt hits the wall, blasting a smoking hole into it. They fire again, but this time I'm ready,
Force-shoving their weapons aside so the bolts bounce off into the wall. I Force-throw them
both hard against the wall and they collapse, continuing to shoot non-stop at nothing at all.

Without wasting another moment, I dash down the hall back the way I came, ignoring the
sparks and smoke from the blaster damage. I remember the route well enough to work my
way straight to the entrance. A guard droid nearby cries a warning to another, alerting me of
its presence. I spin around just in time and Force-shove it to the ground, before ripping off its
head.

A group of battle droids walks around the corner, blasters aimed at me. "Surrender Jedi!" the
one in front squawks.

"Roger, roger!" chorus the others. This is going to be a little more difficult.

I send a Force-shove at them, knocking the ones in the front into the others, sending most of
the rest of them sprawling to the floor. The few still standing on their feet open fire. Ducking
out of the way, I leap over their heads and grab one, twisting its blaster so it hits the other two
before I take off down the hall. I need to make a hasty escape if this is going to work.
Everyone probably heard the disturbance by now.

Just then, I hear more droids approaching. I leap up onto a nearby beam, waiting until they
pass by in search of the source of the disturbance before jumping down and running out the
now unguarded entrance. I dash up a flight of stairs and slam to an abrupt halt as I see the



two Sith Lords standing there, obviously headed down this way because of the disturbance.
So much for that.

"Already in such a hurry to leave?" Dooku asks, a faint smirk playing on his lips.

I glare at him. "What would you like me to do? Sit around and watch the galaxy taken over
by your deranged Sith Master?" He ignores my comment, again.

"Escort her to her cell," Dooku orders Maul. Moments later, I find myself locked up once
again.

I sink to the floor as soon as I know they're gone, resting my head on my arm. I'm stuck down
here for the indefinite future, just waiting to find out what Sidious's plans are. Maybe I can
try escaping again, but they're going to have more security around in case I try. Besides, how
would I ever get past the ray-shield?

My mind drifts to Anakin and the 501st who are still on Mandalore, now left to fight the
battle alone. With Anakin there and Maul here, they should be able to win, though.
Hopefully. Unless Anakin panicked and ran off in search of me. But even if Maul can still
talk to his warriors and help them defeat the 501st, I get the feeling that wasn't his main goal.
I don't think he was working for Sidious in the beginning, but that doesn't matter anymore
since he is now. Now that he's gone, he'll probably let things take their own path.

I hope Sidious hasn't realized that I know far too much. Maybe I shouldn't have said some of
the things I did to Dooku and Maul, but I don't think there was anything too suspicious about
them. Still, though, it's possible for Sidious to figure out the truth. I should have waited a few
minutes for the Sith to be gone so I could have actually escaped. It's not like it was on
Coruscant during my framing or anything. It's out in Separatist territory where I won't have
anyone to help me and don't know anything about the planet. As much as I hate to, it seems
for now I'll have to wait.

***

I find my mind wandering to things that I've tried so hard not to think about. Anakin's Fall. I
don't fully understand how it happened, but looking back, nothing was ever easy for him. He
only ever wanted to be normal, didn't he? He didn't want to be the Chosen One or anything
special. Just someone. Someone who could help. He said it himself, once. That he's tired of
how the Jedi treat him, and he wants it to be different but it's not, and there's nothing he can
do to change it.

Sidious wanted to take him apart and put him back together as a tool, a weapon. And, I
realize with sickening dread, that's exactly what the Jedi did to him. His Fall wasn't of his
own accord. There's only so much you can hurt a child. You can't expect him not to break
forever, and when he does, it's not his fault; it's yours.

Someone should tell the Jedi that.

Maybe I should be upset with Vader for destroying the Jedi. I probably ought to be, but I can't
even blame him. They gave him no choice, did they? And even if he didn't do it, someone



else would've. If any of them had lived and Sidious found them... that would have been far
worse than death. I've seen firsthand what he can do, and I know it can be a hundred times
worse. It was a mercy. When Vader kills, he does it fast, unlike even Obi-Wan – no offense to
my grandmaster, but he seriously ought to be a bit more compassionate sometimes.

"Anakin Skywalker was weak. I destroyed him."

It wasn't true. It wasn't Vader who abandoned his little brother – his son – when he needed
him the most, just because he... what? Was a disappointment? Vader even came forwards to
save me when I needed him, and I didn't even deserve it. Really. I'd put him through so much
pain all the time. I was so self-centered when I was young it hurts to look back at. Anakin
was – is – a true gift to the galaxy, and he should be treated as such. He saw through his own
pain and rage and the suffering he'd endured for years to save me. Even after all that, Anakin
never truly changed. Not entirely. He was lost; he was broken, but he was there.

But Vader is gone now. There are times, many times, that I find myself unable to sleep as
memories of him dying in front of me replay before my eyes over and over. Reaching into the
Force, I search for my master's presence. Nothing can calm me like he does. I try to send a
reassurance that I'm safe, I'm alright, even if only for now. And I think... maybe I felt him
reach back from half a galaxy away.

***

I don't know how long I've been here. I expect it's been a few days, but there's no way of
telling time down here. Unless something changes, there's no way for me to escape from
here. The worst part is that the room is dampening my ability to access the Force so even the
slightest task requires immense concentration.

I sit on the floor, attempting to meditate as a vision suddenly flashes before my eyes.
Somehow, just from looking at it, I get the distinct feeling it's happening right now back on
Coruscant.

Anakin is standing somewhere – I can't tell where. The background isn't clear, and I suppose
it doesn't matter much anyway – glaring at Palpatine who stands facing him.

"If you ever want to see her again, come find me," Sidious gloats.

"What have you done to her?" growls Anakin. If looks could kill, Sidious would be dead.

"She is quite safe if you choose to keep her that way." The Sith Lord chuckles. "Join me and
perhaps I will let her go."

"Never," Anakin snarls.

"Then the Senator will be next," threatens Sidious, a cruel smile twisting his face. Then the
vision dissipates.

Of course, he would do that. I won't even begin to question where Anakin is that he ended up
talking to Palpatine again. But Sidious is going somewhere? That can only mean one thing.



He will be coming here. To Serenno. Dread builds inside of me. This cannot be happening.
Do I even want to know what will happen when he does get here?

This feels like a repeat of when I was in the future. And Anakin is far more likely to Fall than
Luke was under those circumstances, considering how much closer we are. Maybe. All things
considered, Luke was far more prone to the dark and much less controlled than Anakin ever
was, which is ironic given he had a much more peaceful and calm life.

All I know is that it's only a matter of time before everything comes to a head. Anakin can't
Fall. He can't. None of that can happen.

What if I fail? The dark thought forces itself to the front of my mind. Suppose Anakin Falls
to save me and Sidious issues Order 66 and then forms his Empire? All thanks to me, he
already has a very good excuse to claim the Jedi are plotting against him. Am I doomed to
fail again and again, no matter what happens... to bring chaos to the galaxy?

Stop panicking. And stop thinking like that. I mentally scream at myself. The Force sent me
to see the future for a reason. If I was really doomed to fail and the galaxy to destruction, the
Force would never have intervened like that. I take a deep breath, slowly letting it out as I try
to bring myself back under control. I can only trust the Force this will work out.

The hours drag by endlessly. Tenseness settles over me, nearly crushing me. From the lack of
any concept of time down here, it could have been twelve hours maybe less, maybe even
more like a day. With each passing moment, my fear increases. It's beginning to feel like a
new meaning of torture. I have no idea what's going to happen, and I'm too scared to even
think rationally right now. It's only going to be a matter of time before Sidious comes here, an
encounter I am most definitely not looking forwards to in the least. I can only hope he isn't
suspicious of me, or he's going to try to force me to tell him everything.

Far too soon, I hear the droids approaching – at a time when they definitely aren't here to
bring me food. Moments later, Maul appears outside my cell, accompanied by a droid escort.
Oh great. Just what I've been waiting for. Sidious must be here, and I expect Anakin and
possibly Obi-Wan will show up before we know it. And try to take down three Sith Lords and
a droid army while avoiding them killing me in the meantime. Anakin may be able to manage
a lot of spectacular feats, but this? I'm not sure even they would be able to pull it off.

"You should have joined me when I first asked," Maul says as he leads me out of the cell and
snaps Force-restraints on my wrists again. Clearly, they aren't planning to risk another escape
attempt.

"I suppose I should also have thrown myself on your lightsaber," I retort.

"You will learn the price of your refusal," he replies darkly.

"The Force itself will decide that," I reply, trying to keep up my flippant attitude in front of
him. I won't let him see my fear.

He ignores the comment, leading me into a large room. I freeze on the spot as my eyes fall on
the other prisoner inside. No, no, this cannot be happening. How could this have happened?



What else happened while I was imprisoned here? Of all things in the world, I would never
have expected to see him here also.

Obi-Wan.
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"I hope this is part of a brilliant plan to break me out of here," I sigh as soon as the two of us
are left alone in the room, both in restraints.

"Not this time," Obi-Wan replies, a hint of concern evident in his usually stoic expression. Oh
great. How did I know it? Why is everything possible going wrong? What's next? "It's good
to see you alright. Anakin's been really worried."

"Well, it would be good to see you under better circumstances," I reply, "What happened?"

"A bounty hunter tried to assassinate Padme again. I chased after him and he led me right to
Maul and Dooku." Oh, that explains it. They were luring him away so they could capture him
also. I hardly have a question in my mind anymore as to what Sidious intends to do. He's
going to use both of us to try and get Anakin to Fall.

I frown. Something else I really need to know… "How did Anakin end up running into
Palpatine again?" Assuming he did. I'm pretty my vision has already happened.

Obi-Wan shoots me a surprised look. "How did you know?"

"A vision," I explain.

"Palpatine decided to go on leave and stopped by at Padme's apartment first to talk to her. He
and Anakin had a bit of a confrontation when she stepped out of the room for a minute.
Anakin's back from Mandalore. The battle was won, aside from Maul not being there." That
explains it. But how Padme ever allowed them to be alone in the same room together, I'm not
sure. Not to mention how could Palpatine dare to go there acting so casual like nothing is
wrong?

"So, what's his excuse for going on leave in the middle of the war?" I inquire, trying at least
for now to ignore my ever-increasing fear and anxiety. I have a terrible feeling about this.

"He claimed he's been under extreme stress due to the war, and because Anakin, who's almost
like a son, attempted assassinating him, so he needed to take a break so it wouldn't affect his



health."

I snort out loud. Under different circumstances, the story would be downright hilarious. "Yes,
I'm sure he's been soooo depressed about it." I sense something akin to amusement flicker
through our bond.

Suddenly, an approaching Force presence strikes me. One far too close for comfort. Anakin.
He's on his way here, probably either just emerging from hyperspace over the planet or
already landing on the surface. Either way, he's walking right into the trap Sidious has set up
for him.

"No," I murmur, eyes widening in horror.

Obi-Wan's reply is abruptly cut off as the door to the room swings open. Dooku is the first to
enter, followed by an all-to-familiar hooded figure. Hatred and anger surge inside of me. I
suddenly remember the last time we saw each other: when I tried and failed to kill him. The
memory of the Death Star flashes before my eyes. When Luke and I were brought there and
forced to fight Vader. When Sidious nearly killed us, and Anakin sacrificed himself. I
remember seeing the lightning pouring over him, feeling his Force-presence fading and the
unbearable agony when our bond finally broke.

My fear is gone. All I feel is the anger burning through me, and the fierce determination to
save my brother. Sidious will not take him – not again. I've always tried to save everyone –
something I learned from Anakin – but now I know that there's some people who simply
don't deserve to live.

Yellow eyes meet mine as Sidious looks between Obi-Wan and I, looking altogether too
satisfied. I glare back at him. If looks could kill, he would have died long ago.

"Everything is proceeding according to my design," Sidious laughs evilly. Oh, so I suppose
my time traveling to the future was also part of his plan. But I don't say a word. No need to
make him start talking to me unnecessarily.

Silence settles over the room, the tension and darkness from both Sith's presences nearly
crushing me. I don't know how long it's been that we wait in the dead silence. Every moment,
I sense Anakin's rapidly approaching presence. I sense as the distant sound of blaster fire
reaches my montrals. Anakin's going to be here any minute. The sound grows steadily closer
before stopping altogether. Moments later, the doors slide open and Anakin stalks in, his
bright blue eyes burning with fury. He's holding his ignited lightsaber, ready to attack.

"Long have I waited," Sidious chuckles, "And now your coming together will be your
undoing."

Anakin's eyes dart from Obi-Wan to me, then to Sidious as he lunges forwards. Dooku
activates his lightsaber immediately, swinging it in the way, blocking Anakin's blade again,
just as he had done on the Invisible Hand. Why does he keep defending the master I know is
going to betray him? Well, when the time comes, I did warn him. He didn't believe me. Of
course, he didn't.



Their lightsabers clash over and over as Anakin attacks him full force. His normally very
bright Force-signature is cloaked with darkness and rage. I only wish I had had more time to
properly prepare him for this.

"I've been looking forwards to this," Dooku gloats as he pulls out of the fight for a moment.

"Glad I could give you something to look forwards to," Anakin snaps back, slashing at him
again. Dooku parries the blow and the two continue fighting furiously, the fight weaving its
way around the room. A sudden Force shove sends Anakin flying across the room. He
scrambles to his feet, about to lunge at the Sith apprentice again.

"Good! Use your aggressive feelings, boy! Let the hate flow through you!" encourages
Sidious. They attack each other again, the deadly dance of blue and red continues. Dooku is
rapidly being pushed onto the defensive as he backs away from Anakin's incessant attacks.

Dooku's fighting so much better than he was on the Invisible Hand. They're moving together
in almost a blur, though I have little doubt as to who will win this battle. How could I ever
have thought I even had a chance of winning? He was playing with me, and it's infuriating.
Of course, he was. I should've known. How else could he have beat Anakin so frequently?
My skills can't even begin to compare to Anakin's.

A sudden beep draws my attention to the doorway. A very worried Artoo rolls into the room.
Wait, what's he doing here? Maybe Anakin's breaking-in plan wasn't as stupid as I thought.
Or so I hope, because if it was, we're never going to get out of here.

Anakin and Dooku's lightsabers clash against each other, this time getting trapped into a
saberlock. "I sense great fear in you, Skywalker. You have hate, you have anger, but you don't
use them." Excuse me, but I think he is using them. Do you really not notice how angry he is
now? And that he's clearly been using the Dark Side since the moment he stalked in the door?

In response Anakin Force kicks him across the room, before leaping after, ready for the kill.
Dooku raises a hand towards Anakin and a blast of lightning hits him. Anakin is thrown
across the room, falling to the floor a distance away, his robes smoking. I flinch sharply,
looking away as pain floods through our bond. Dooku scrambles back to his feet, calling his
lightsaber back to him and approaching Anakin.

"Good, good!" laughs Sidious, who seems to be forever applauding both sides of the fights
that happen in front of him. Just like back on the Death Star. He certainly hadn't – won't? –
changed much.

Anakin stands up slowly, glancing around the room. Dooku raises a hand, detaching an object
from the wall and throwing it at Anakin, who throws it right back at him with even greater
speed. Dooku deflects it to the side and then charges him again.

Even with Anakin having been electrocuted, Dooku is pushed back onto the defensive,
rapidly retreating across the room, back towards where Sidious is watching, looking
increasingly delighted. I get the distinct feeling that the lightning helped Anakin get an even
stronger grip on the Dark Side. Which is exactly what both of them want.



As Anakin swings for him again, Dooku attempts to block it, but their blades clash into a
saberlock, Anakin's blade on top of Dooku's. Anakin's suddenly slides down Dooku's cutting
through his wrists. The Sith Lord falls to the ground on his knees, and Anakin catches his
lightsaber with the Force, crossing the blades at his neck.

"Good, Anakin, good. I knew you could do it. Kill him!" urges Sidious, "Kill him and take
his place as my new apprentice."

Anakin looks torn. He wants to do it, but he knows he shouldn't. Dooku's expression is one of
shock and betrayal. I did warn him, and he didn't believe me. Did he really not realize that
Sith always betray their apprentices, even after having been a Sith himself for so many years?
Did he really think Sidious would want to turn Anakin and keep him alive? Anakin is
infinitely more powerful. Any idiot can see that.

"That was not part of the plan," protests Dooku. Sidious only laughs in response.

"Anakin, don't do it!" I shout.

"Don't listen to him!" Obi-Wan urges.

"Do it," Sidious hisses.

Artoo has rolled off to a far corner as if trying to stay as far out of sight as possible. He's just
there, not making a move to do anything. The door opens again, and this time, Maul steps in.
He pauses in the doorway, watching the scene, but not moving to help either side. Now that
he sees I was right about Sidious betraying Dooku, I wonder if he'll believe my warning to
him.

Anakin's gaze darts between us, Sidious, and Dooku for several long moments before he
steps back and deactivates the blades. "No," he says finally, a sudden sense of determination
settling over him as he stares fearlessly at the Sith Lord. He looks like Luke staring down
Sidious, I notice idly. Like father, like son. "If you want him dead, you'll have to kill him
yourself. And I will never join you."

"We shall see," cackles Sidious. He raises his hands towards Obi-Wan and I, and the Force
screams a warning a moment before lightning shoots out at us. A scream rips from me as the
agony tears through me. It's just like back on the Death Star, but the intensity isn't quite as
extreme. He wants us to stay alive – for now.

Anakin lunges forwards, only to be thrown backwards across the room into the wall. I can
only watch, horrified, as a blast of lightning hits him, catching him off-guard. A groan
escapes him as he falls to the floor, lightsabers slipping from his hands.

"Join me or they die," Sidious orders, turning back Obi-Wan and I, "You cannot escape your
destiny." The lightning assault starts once again. The intensity is increasingly stronger,
burning through me. I can feel Anakin's conflict pour through our bond. He can't let us die,
but if he joins Sidious – which he thinks is the only way now – he's going to destroy
everything we worked for so hard our entire lives.



"Stop!" Anakin yells finally, slowly drawing himself to his feet. After what seems like an
eternity, the Sith Lord lowers his hands, ceasing the attack. Fear clenches me. I don't need to
look up to know that Anakin's staring at the floor, unable to look at us. I need to help him, I
have to, but I'm stuck here. I can't move. I don't even think I'd be able to stand right now,
even if I wasn't in restraints. It's not as bad as it was in the Death Star, no, but I can't reach the
Force well enough right now to siphon away the pain.

"Skyguy," I whisper urgently. Don't listen to him. There has to be another way for this. I can't
bear seeing Anakin turn to the Dark Side, and I know it would be far worse for Obi-Wan,
considering he's the one who raised him.

"Anakin, don't do it," Obi-Wan warns urgently.

"I have to," Anakin says with a sense of resignation. "I can't let you die." No. No. His love,
his loyalty to his family is what saved him in the end, but it's also what destroyed him. I see
that now. He walks forwards, kneeling in front of Sidious.

"So, you have chosen to fulfill your destiny," Sidious says gleefully. The Dark Side gathers
around him again, and I look away. "Henceforth you shall be known as…" Nooooooo! I take
a deep breath, closing my eyes tightly against the name I know I'm about to hear. "Darth
Vader."
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A sensation of horrified understanding pours through my bond with Anakin. He knows, of
course. He knows he was the Sith apprentice from the future I told him about – who helped
destroy the Jedi and keep the Sith Empire standing for so long. I wish I'd told him what
happened now. Things never would have gone this far. If he knew he was going to Fall in the
future, it never would have happened now. And how he knows that he was Vader, having
found out in the worst way possible. Why did I ever tell them the name of the future Sith
apprentice? It shouldn't have mattered anyway.

I promised Vader I'd change the future. That I'd keep him from turning to the Dark Side, but I
failed. And whatever way I figure it, it's my fault. If I hadn't suggested the not-so-brilliant
idea of killing Sidious on the Invisible Hand, we'd never be in this mess. But now, it's too
late. I'll have to deal with the consequences.

"Rise, my apprentice," Sidious commands. Anakin stands up, refusing to look our direction.
His gaze is fixed on the floor.

"And now," the Sith Master continues gleefully, "Every single Jedi is now an enemy of the
Republic. They are traitors and must all be eliminated."

Anakin stares at him for a moment. "I don't think so," he retorts, eyes narrowing.

"You would dare disobey your master?" asks Sidious with altogether too much calm. Almost
like this was what he was hoping for. He's clearly planning something, and though I don't
know what, I don't like the sound of it at all.

"I won't," Anakin repeats confidently, "The Jedi aren't innocent, but that doesn't mean they all
deserve to die."

"Very well," Sidious responds. I can't deny the prickle of fear that runs down my spine at his
expression. He looks past Anakin to the motionless figure of Maul in the doorway. "Kill
him," he commands. For a moment, I'm confused, but then I realize this all was something
clearly planned out ahead of time.



Maul ignites his lightsaber and stalks forwards, straight towards Obi-Wan. My blood runs
cold. Of course. Sidious must have promised Maul this to get him to capture me. It works
both ways, because if Obi-Wan's dead, there will be one less person holding Anakin back
from the Dark Side. Sidious can use both of us as leverage now, and there's nothing we can
do about it.

Anakin is suddenly standing in front of Maul, blocking the blow not a moment too soon. He'd
moved so fast I barely even registered it. Their lightsabers jerk apart, as they glare at each
other for a moment before the blades start clashing. Anakin's blue blade spins between the
two ends of Maul's lightsaber as he attacks him furiously.

The slightest movement suddenly catches my attention. Dooku's lightsaber moves across the
floor as if completely on its own, slowly levitating itself into the air before suddenly igniting
and cutting though Obi-Wan's restraints. Artoo reacts simultaneously, opening his
compartment. Obi-Wan pulls his lightsaber out of it, jumping in front of Anakin to block the
blast of lightning Sidious shoots at him.

I don't even need to ask who just did that. Anakin was otherwise occupied. Maul is too busy
fighting, and there's no reason in the world he would have done that unless he was trying to
cut off Obi-Wan's head and missed so spectacularly it's not even funny. Sidious has no reason
to do so unless he's completely gone mad. So, there's only one other option. It must have
been Dooku's doing. Clearly, his master's betrayal is giving him second thoughts, after all.

"You have interfered with my plans far too long, Kenobi," snarls Sidious furiously,
withdrawing his lightsaber. The red blade hisses to life as he jumps at Obi-Wan. Moments
later, he's furiously attacking him, the Jedi Master slowly retreating from the intensity of the
blows.

If only I could actually be helping in the fight, instead of being stuck here chained up. With
this whole mess being my fault in the first place, the least I can do is help win this fight.
Anakin may be able to win against Maul, but I'm not sure how long Obi-Wan will be able to
hold off Sidious. For someone who is so obsessed with using lightning, his lightsaber combat
skills are really, really good. I can only hope Obi-Wan, with his experience in Soresu, can
hold out until Anakin comes to join him.

If only Dooku could have freed me too. But now even if he wanted to, he couldn't anyway,
with the two battling pairs moving too quickly around the room to make such a thing
possible. A Force shove from Sidious sends Obi-Wan flying across the room. He quickly
stands back up again, right in time to block the onslaught of lightning from Sidious.

I turn my gaze away from Sidious and Obi-Wan, back to Anakin and Maul. Anakin easily
keeps up with Maul's spinning lightsaber, and he's already been forced onto the defensive.
Well, Maul got his wish for a fight with Anakin after all. And I'm pretty sure he isn't enjoying
it. Someone should tell him to be more careful what he wishes for.

The fight travels towards me as the duel continues. Anakin swings his blade at Maul again,
who blocks the blow, trapping their blades in a saberlock. Anakin suddenly shoves the blade
hard to the side, cutting me free. Maul snarls in a rage and spins his lightsaber in a circle as



he attacks Anakin again. I land on my knees on the floor, pausing for a moment to collect
myself before jumping to my feet again. Finally, I'm free.

I grab my lightsabers from Artoo, igniting them mid-flight. I'm about to dash across the room
to help out Obi-Wan – who's still in the middle of a lightning battle with Sidious – but Maul
blocks my path with one end of his lightsaber. Fine, then we'll defeat him first if that what he
really wants. It won't be hard.

I pull back and attack him in a blur of green. Anakin attacks from the other side. Maul spins
his lightsaber between ours, struggling to keep us at bay.

Our blades get stuck in a saberlock again, me on one side of Maul's lightsaber and Anakin on
the other. Over his shoulder, I can see the intensity of Sidious' lightning increasing, until it
suddenly blasts Obi-Wan's lightsaber out of his hands and the lighting consumes him.

No. In a last moment desperate effort, I force all my effort into keeping the saberlock with
Maul's blade with one hand. I pull back my lightsaber, trying to force Maul's blade upwards
with my shoto. Anakin – having fought with me for so many years – figures out what I'm
planning. He shoves the other side of the blade downwards, leaving part of Maul exposed. I
stab him with my other lightsaber. His yellow eyes widen in horror as he stumbles backwards
and collapses to the floor.

"I did warn you," I say, staring down at the dying Sith Lord. He glares up at me, rage burning
in his eyes, but doesn't say anything. He lays there, and I feel the life-force slowly fading
from him. He's probably going to die, but at the very least, he won't be able to interfere with
us killing Sidious anymore.

Anakin whirls around, lunging at Sidious. He stops his lightning assault, activating his red
blade and attacking back. I jump across the room, slashing my lightsabers towards him.
Within moments, we're engaged in a blinding dance of red, blue, and green. Sidious stabs
towards me, but I parry the blow, and he spins to block one from Anakin. Behind us, Obi-
Wan slowly stands up, and reignites his lightsaber.

He springs back into the fight, as the battle continues. Sidious is slowly being pushed onto
the defensive now that the three of us are attacking him. Even so, however, he doesn't seem
to be having that hard of a time. He was trained impossibly well, wasn't he? Sidious throws
Anakin across the room into a wall, then lunges towards me. I duck out of the way, but the
blade hits my arm. I jerk backwards for a moment at the sharp, burning pain that tears
through it, but I can't stop fighting. Obi-Wan parries the next blow, attacking the Sith again.

"There is only the Force," I mutter, drawing deeper on the Force as a whole. Both Light and
Dark swirls around me, strengthening me and dampening the pain. I lunge forwards again
with renewed strength.

Sidious notices it instantly and throws out a hand towards me. I'm thrown across the room
into the wall. I fall to the floor, head spinning and pain stabbing through my lekku where they
struck the wall so hard. Anakin jumps at Sidious simultaneously, attacking him again. I shake
my head, trying to force away the dizziness as I stand up again. I leap across the room,



lightsabers raised for a killing blow, but Sidious easily jumps aside and the blades stab into
the floor. I pull them out and the three of us turn to face him again.

"I can feel your anger, your hatred," the Sith chuckles when Anakin attacks him again. "They
make you stronger."

"Yes, I taught him plenty about the Force in the past month, thanks to you. Didn't have much
else to do when we're not on the front," I retort, spinning my lightsaber and jumping
forwards. The fight continues to rage, with Sidious on the defensive, but neither side is really
gaining any ground.

A bolt of lightning nearly catches me off guard, but I manage to block it just in time, crossing
my lightsabers in front of me.

In Sidious' moment of distraction, Obi-Wan's lightsaber slashes across his arm. He stumbles
back with a snarl of rage and pain, shooting lighting at Obi-Wan instead. Anakin takes the
opportunity, lunging at Sidious from behind. The Sith Lord spins towards him but a split
second too late. The blue blade stabs him in the back, straight through his chest.

Sidious falls to the floor, glaring hatefully at us. He throws his hand out, sending a blindingly
strong lightning bolt towards Anakin. It's much the same strength as what he used on the
Death Star, and Anakin is flung across the room into the wall before landing on the floor. A
strangled cry escapes him as electricity runs over his body.

No. I'm not about to stand here and watch as my brother gets electrocuted to death again. I
can't – can't go through that again. I slash my lightsaber down, chopping off Sidious' hand.
Half a second later, I feel life fade from the body. An explosion ripples out through the Force.
It ripples outwards, reaching across the galaxy. A disturbance, a change, one for the better.
The pure strength of it is nearly enough to bring me to the floor.

"It's over," I let out a sigh of relief, hardly able to believe it. We did it. Sidious is gone, no
empire, the Jedi are still around. I kept my promise. Well, half of it. Sidious is dead, and
we're all still here. I look over at Maul. He's also dead. I feel a tinge of sorrow over his death,
but it was his choice, not mine. I can't always save everyone. The only Sith left is Dooku,
who already proved that he's changed his mind about this, or at least about doing anything to
further Sidious' plans. And he's currently unconscious.

Anakin is half-way to pushing himself up, only to collapse again with a gasp, hands flying to
his head. I can feel his pain rushing through our bond, with a crushing depression and defeat
I've never felt from him before. I glance at Obi-Wan. He can help, more than I can. I don't
know what's wrong.

Obi-Wan hurries to him, crouching beside him and touches his shoulder. "Anakin?" he asks
quietly.

"I'm sorry," he rasps, voice cracking. I sprint across the room, kneeling beside them. He's
shaking, still struggling to breathe. I wrap an arm around him tightly, helping him sit up. Obi-
Wan settles down on the floor next to him and Anakin leans against him. My heart clenches



painfully when I realize he's crying. I've seen him cry before, but it always hurts. "I'm sorry,"
he whispers desperately.

"For what?" I ask. It's a painful reminder again of how he always apologizes for things he
couldn't have helped to begin with, and for things he definitely shouldn't have to apologize
for. "It's not your fault Sidious is a monster."

"I should've... seen. I spent so much time with him, and I didn't know..." Anakin shudders
again and twist his position, pressing his face into Obi-Wan's shoulder and wrapping an arm
around him. I scoot forwards and Anakin reaches out with his other arm, pulling me tightly
against him in something that seems both desperate and protective.

"You were a child, Anakin," Obi-Wan reminds, reaching up to run a gentle hand through
Anakin's hair. "It was me who gave you to him if you remember. You were only thirteen. He
groomed you." I can hear the quite horror and self-recrimination in his voice, a thousand
words of apology which he'll say later, in private.

"I had a bond with him." His voice is bitter. "I didn't even know it. I failed you. Both of you."

"No, you didn't," objects Obi-Wan, "You defeated Maul, Dooku, and Sidious."

"But I let them capture you in the first place."

"Excuse me?!" I exclaim, "There was nothing you could have done to prevent any of it,
Anakin. Nothing. And we're here now." We're all alive, and we're together. What matters
more than that?

"I hurt you, Ahsoka."

"What?" I squeak, pulling back. "You can't take responsibility for Vader's actions. It's not
even a life you've lived!"

"I still Fell, even now."

"But you didn't hurt anyone," Obi-Wan reminds.

"You were only going along with Sidious until there was a better option," I insist. "There
wasn't anything else you could have done without us dying."

"Regardless, what's done is done, and it's in the past now. Now, we need to just work on
making things better in the future. It'll be alright, Anakin." It's a promise, and for once it's
something I can believe.

"I'm sorry," he whispers again.

"Stop apologizing," I order, minorly irritated. How hard can it be to know when something
isn't his fault? "You didn't do anything wrong."

His head tilts a little in what I take to be pure disbelief, but he doesn't object, only holding me
closer when I tighten my grip on him. It's gratitude. Even if he doesn't believe me, he's



always grateful for my presence. I know he still has a long way to go before he'll be able to
accept and let go of everything that happened here – and that in an alternative universe he
became a far worse version of Vader – but this, at least, is a start. But all I know is that
whatever happens, I'm going to be by his side, like I promised him shortly after Obi-Wan
faked his death. I'll never leave him. Never.

"We need to get back to Coruscant to tell the Council what happened," declares Obi-Wan,
finally breaking the temporarily peacefulness.

"Yes," Anakin agrees, but still makes no move to stand, "It's time to go home."
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Back here again, hopefully this time not to hear bad tidings. I glance around the familiar halls
of Jedi Temple as we make our way to the Council chambers once more to deliver our report.
Sooner than I'm ready for, we're standing in front of the Council.

"When I chased after the bounty hunter who attempted to assassinate the Senator," Obi-Wan
reports, "I encountered Dooku and Maul. They took me to Serenno. Sidious was already
there. Anakin arrived not long later, and we fought the three Sith Lords. We killed Sidious
and Maul and defeated Dooku." Of course, he doesn't mention the part about Anakin's Fall.
We all silently agreed never to mention that to anyone, except perhaps Padme when she gets
the full story.

Yoda nods his head thoughtfully. "Felt the disturbance in the Force, we did."

"Dooku has agreed to provide the information about the Separatists," Obi-Wan adds.

"Speak to him, we shall," decides Yoda.

Silence falls over the room for several long moments and they seem to be conversing silently.

"Taken off leave you will be," Yoda finally declares.

"Perhaps with this newest development, we will be able to bring a quick end to the war,"
Windu remarks hopefully.

"We should," I agree. More like, we will. There's no way we couldn't. The Separatists don't
want to fight, as I learned when I met Lux. They want to bring an end to the war. Now that
Sidious is gone, there's no one to push them. Maybe the talks that should have been held ages
ago will finally happen now. And maybe... maybe I'll be able to see Lux again.

***

"Something else you wish to discuss, hmm?" asks Yoda from where he sits across from me in
his private chamber.



I nod in confirmation. I really need to talk to him about this, although I'm not sure if he's
going to listen to me anyway. At the very least it might get him thinking because if something
doesn't change, Jedi will continue to Fall, whether the Sith are around or not. Besides, I owe
it to Anakin to at least try to get the Jedi to change the rules about attachments. Otherwise,
regardless of Sidious' death, when the twins are born, it will raise a serious problem.

"When I was in the future, I came to a realization that the Jedi are not right about
everything." When I think about it now, I can't help but wonder if this isn't part of the reason
the Force allowed the Jedi to be destroyed. They were practically beyond repair," I begin.

"What mean you by not right about everything?" inquires Yoda, his ears twitching in
curiosity.

I take a deep breath, hoping the speech that I've rehearsed over and over in my mind over the
past month is actually going to come out the way I intend it to. "There is no Light Side or a
Dark Side – there is only the Force. The intention behind the use of the Force is what should
matter, not the emotions that are being used. The only way for anyone to be able to achieve
proper control of the Force is if they are use all of it, not just use one side. Most of the Jedi
fear and shun the Dark Side, which can often lead to them Falling – something that wouldn't
be a problem if they were taught how to use the Force as it is, not just the Light Side. If the
Order doesn't make changes and become balanced, we'll end up right back where we were
before Sidious was killed."

The Force needs to be brought into balance sooner rather than later, and considering the other
timeline that I saw, I really don't want to know what will happen if the Jedi don't make any
changes.

Yoda nods thoughtfully. "To use the Dark Side without giving in, much control this takes."

I nod. "But it's something we need to change before something can happen again. I think the
prophecy of the Chosen One was misinterpreted by both the Jedi and the Sith. Bringing
balance to the Force does not only mean destroying the Sith – it means that the Dark and
Light Sides need to be used equally. I think that's why the Force brought Anakin to us when it
did. He was so different from all of us. He was made to change us; not us to change him."

He hums thoughtfully, ears drooping. "Many mistakes, we have made."

Only now does he admit it, after everything nearly fell apart. Why must it take so much to see
the obvious? I don't want to harbor resentment towards him, but in moments like these, I can't
help it. They mistreated Anakin terribly, time and time again, and expected it to never
backlash on them. They forced him to carry a burden completely alone, one he didn't
even want, and continued holding him at impossible standards even while he struggled and
never, not once, offering him the help he needed. All he had left was me, and I was going to
leave him, too. If I hadn't time-travelled... I don't want to know what would have happened. I
don't know all the details of what happened in that timeline, and I really don't want to, but I
know the same thing would have happened here.

Silence falls over us for a moment before I finally speak up again. "And there's something
else... the rule about attachments," I continue, "There's a difference between love and



attachments, but the Jedi have taken the rule to shun love also."

Yoda taps his stick on the floor. "Always allowed love has been – attachment, possession,
these are not allowed."

"Pardon my saying so, but the rest of the Jedi seem to have forgotten that," I deadpan. He
might understand this – I know he does – but no one else does. And that's why the Jedi Order
nearly fell before: because they were too cold and uncaring of everyone.

Silence falls for several moments before Yoga speaks again. "Helped Skywalker greatly, you
and Kenobi have, but much to do, there still is. Know I do, what else happened on Serenno."
I start slightly. Yoda knows? I suppose I should have guessed. He's the strongest Jedi so he
would have felt it.

"Because of this, dangerous attachments are, yet caring for others is all that has kept him a
Jedi for this long. Still the ability to try and corrupt him, the Sith could have. Continue to
help him bring balance to the Force, you must. Now, meditate on what you have told me, I
shall."

"Thank you, Master Yoda," I nod, bowing before leaving the room. Now, time to go find
Anakin and Obi-Wan. We should hurry and go see Padme again. She's going to be waiting for
us, and she's got to be worried to death.

"Ahsoka?" a familiar voice calls from behind me as I head out of Yoda's chamber, hurrying
down the hallway towards Obi-Wan's apartment where I know Obi-Wan and Anakin are
waiting for me to show up.

I pause, turning to see Plo standing there. "Master Plo," I greet him, a mixture of emotions
surging through me at the sight of him. I've missed him, honestly. Ever since my framing, I
haven't said a word to him except for during Council meetings. I miss the days when we were
like a family, but it really feels like it's all in the past now.

"It's good to see that you're alright," he says, voice softer than I've ever heard it.

"I've missed you," I murmur, wrapping my arms around him. He rests a hand on my shoulder
for a moment.

"I am very proud of you, Ahsoka. You have become a far greater Jedi than I could ever hope
to be. You've saved the Jedi Order from destruction and stopped the Sith from destroying the
galaxy," Plo continues. Well, that was... unexpected.

My montals darken. "Only because the Force allowed me to see what it did. And I could
never have done it if not for Anakin's training."

"Yes," he agrees, "But if not for your strength and determination, you would never have
become who you are now." I suddenly feel choked up with emotion. I hadn't realized I'd
missed him so much. I don't fully trust him like I did before – and maybe I never will – but
I'm willing to give him a chance. He's always been like a father to me, and that's something I
don't want to lose again.



"Thank you," I manage to say finally.

"Going somewhere?" he asks as I glance down the hall. I'd like to stay here a little longer, but
I really want to go meet up with Padme again. She must be desperate for news.

I nod. "Anakin and Obi-Wan are waiting for me."

"Well, we wouldn't want to keep them waiting," he agrees.

I smile slightly. "See you later, Master Plo," I call as I hurry off down the hall again.

Our ship lands on the landing doc at Padme's apartment not long later. Judging by the other
speeders parked there, Padme's here right now. As we disembark from the shuttle, she hurries
out to greet us. Threepio follows, and Artoo rolls over to him, beeping wildly in greeting. The
two droids head off together, engaged in a conversation no one else pays any attention to.

"Padme!" greets Anakin cheerfully, hurrying over to her. They hug each other tightly before
Padme pulls away and walks over to me.

"Ahsoka, it's so good to see you alright!" she exclaims, pulling me into a hug also.

"Don't worry," I chirp, "I learned from that experience never to go hunting Sith Lords on my
own again."

"There's no Sith Lords left to hunt," Anakin chuckles.

"Not unless Dooku escapes and goes rogue again," I quip. Let's hope that doesn't happen. I
don't know why it would anyway. He has no reason to do that, nothing to gain from it.

"Let's not even joke about it," advises Obi-Wan as Padme motions us into the apartment and
we go to take seats in the living room.

"There's already a commotion in the Senate over Palpatine's death," declares Padme, "Even
with all of the evidence the Jedi Council has presented, some are still not convinced of his
guilt."

"Not even with Dooku's testimony?" I sigh. How much more evidence would they need? I
suppose it does make sense for them to be reluctant to believe the leader of the Separatists,
but still. What, do we need to go there and testify too? I suppose if it comes down to it, Artoo
does have the recording of the whole battle. We're lucky he was sitting right there, because I
get the feeling that'll probably be necessary.

Padme shakes her head.

"Probably especially his former pawns who are just trying to cause problems," Anakin
grumbles.

"Perhaps having footage of the fight on Serenno would have been useful." Obi-Wan
comments.



"It probably would be," Padme agrees.

"Luckily, Artoo was there," I remind everyone cheerfully, "So that won't be a problem."

"It would help if Mas Amedda wasn't the one who took control," sighs Padme, "He always
worked very closely with Palpatine. He seemed to know a great deal of what he was
planning, come to think of it. An election for a new Supreme Chancellor should be soon."

"Enough about politics," Anakin advises brightly, "How about we celebrate our victory?"
Everyone agrees to that.

"I've been thinking that I want to train Luke," I remark randomly as we sit around the table to
enjoy a meal together.

Anakin laughs.

"What?" I grumble, giving him a look.

"He hasn't even been born yet, Ahsoka."

"You're getting at least fourteen years ahead of yourself," Obi-Wan points out, looking
equally amused.

"Oh no, not you too," I sigh, giving him a fake glare. He chuckles in response.

"I certainly don't mind it if you want to train Luke," Anakin replies, "I doubt I'd be allowed to
train my own children, anyway."

"I expect not." Obi-Wan agrees, then smirks. "It wouldn't be a good idea."

"Who would train Leia?" Padme wonders curiously, not really expecting an answer.

"Certainly not me," Obi-Wan states resolutely.

"Well, why ever not, Master?" asks Anakin with a smirk.

"You gave me enough grey hairs already," insists Obi-Wan, and I burst out laughing. I can
only imagine the kind of mischief that my master must've gotten into when he was younger. I
suppose Luke and Leia growing up together will show me enough.

"Oh, come on, I wasn't that bad," Anakin pouts.

"Tell me that when the twins are old enough to give you headaches nonstop, since I know
they will," Obi-Wan retorts.

"Now you're getting ahead of yourself," grumbles Anakin.

"In that case, perhaps you should be the one to train Leia, Master Obi-Wan," I say
reflectively, "You have experience with training Skywalkers after all."

"She has a point, Master," grins Anakin.



"Why are we even talking about this in the first place?" Obi-Wan sighs, "Especially
considering that we don't even know if Luke and Leia are going to exist."

"What do you mean?" I protest, freezing.

"As Master Yoda always says, 'always in motion, the future is'," Obi-Wan replies, "Just
because Anakin had twins named that in the other future doesn't mean he will in this one."

"True enough," I concede, "But for some reason, I feel like that's one thing that isn't going to
change." Or at least I hope it won't change, because I simply cannot imagine a life without
the twins.

"Actually," Anakin interjects, looking altogether too smug, "There's nothing to debate on
whether or not they'll exist." He exchanges a knowing glance with Padme. "They'll probably
be born in like... five months from now."
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Altered Future Timeline – One year later

Luke has frankly absolutely no idea what Yoda was talking about. He still seems quite alive,
thank you very much. It's been a year since Ahsoka went back to the other timeline, and
nothing seems to have changed. Either the old Jedi Master was just guessing, or he was
talking about something else. Maybe the connection between the two timelines, he'll probably
never know.

They're still working on cleaning up the mess of the Empire, so he hasn't even had time to
start thinking about re-establishing the Jedi, although he has started training Leia. Slowly the
surviving Jedi are starting to turn up again, though, so maybe he'll have some help when he
does reach that point.

Then again, maybe it's better than he does wait for a while, anyway. The young Ahsoka may
have trained him a lot, but now he's beginning to think he really wasn't ready to be called a
Knight yet. His father's Force ghost has been continuing his training, and he has to admit he
really didn't know what he was doing before.

And he misses Ahsoka. She was the only people who understood Anakin, and now she's
gone, too. And he knows that he'll never see her again. She's gone back to her time to stop the
Empire from forming while he's here cleaning up the mess it left. He's only grateful Han,
Leia, and Chewie are here, but they can't relate to what happened, and they don't truly
understand why he's so upset that Vader is dead.

At least he has Artoo. Sometimes, the droid seems to understand him like no one else.

"Hey Luke," calls Han, stepping into the room. "There's some people outside who you might
want to see."

"On my way," he replies, heading outside. He's not sure who he was expecting to see... but
just not them. Hera Syndulla and Sabine Wren are standing near a shuttle, talking to two
other people. After joining the Rebellion, he got to know Hera pretty well, considering that
she was a pilot just like him. He eventually met Sabine through her and though they've had a
number of interactions, they're still basically just acquaintances.



But what really catches his attention is the other two people. The dark-haired boy, who looks
about his age, he's certain must be Ezra Bridger, the boy Hera and Sabine have been looking
for. The other one... an adult orange Togruta with very familiar markings. And her Force
presence is identical to the young Ahsoka.

This – it's the older her. For a moment, he's hardly even sure how to react. Yes, he already
knew there was another Ahsoka out there, but it wasn't the one he got to know so well. At the
same time, he never really thought about how he'd feel meeting her either.

"So... you're Luke Skywalker?" Ahsoka asks, approaching him.

He nods in confirmation, still feeling like he's staring a ghost. Of someone he used to know
but who doesn't remember him at all. Now he really misses the other Ahsoka, her constant
company and cheerfulness... and literally everything. But dwelling on it isn't going to change
anything. He can only hope that wherever she is, she'll be successful in helping his father in
that timeline.

A slightly awkward silence falls over the pair as they look at each other, neither seemingly
entirely sure what to say. "Hey," Sabine peaks up, stepping over to them, "I'm sure you have
important Jedi matters to discuss so we'll clear out of here." He's pretty sure they want to
continue their reunion in private too, so he and Ahsoka head inside.

"So... how's cleaning up what's left of the Empire going?" Ahsoka queries.

"We might actually be finishing... sometime in the next few years," Luke states dryly.

She chuckles. "Well, at least that's better than nothing."

This feels awkward. He doesn't really know what to say to her. He never has such a hard time
talking to people before. Maybe it's because in a way he feels as though he knows her, but he
really doesn't.

"You met the... other version of me, didn't you?" asks Ahsoka finally.

He starts slightly. He didn't realize she even knew although he supposes she probably would
have sensed an extremely powerful bond with literally another version of herself. It shouldn't
surprise him so much. "Yes, I did," he agrees. He pauses for a moment and takes her
momentary silence as an invitation to keep talking. She probably wants to know details but
feels uncomfortable asking since she hardly knows him, though apparently some other her
knew him well.

"She trained me to be a Jedi," Luke says, "And she was there in the final battle against the
Emperor on Endor."

"That – that was when... Vader...?" she asks.

Luke nods. This... it's something that she has a right to know too, what happened to her
former master. "He turned back at the end," Luke continues quietly, "He saved me and the
other Ahsoka and died killing the Emperor."



An unreadable expression flickers across her face for a moment, and an almost heavy silence
settles over them for a few moments before Luke finally speaks up again. "Are you going to
be staying?"

"Yes, I will," she confirms, "I've been away from the Rebellion for far too long."

"Do you want to help me rebuild?" he asks, "A new Order, I mean."

Ahsoka hesitates for a moment. "I... maybe," she says, "I never really thought about it much,
but Ezra I expect will want to help."

"Maybe I'll talk to him later, then. Hey... want to spar?"

"Sure," she agrees, smirking slightly, "I'd like to see how well I trained you."

***

Main Timeline – Fourteen years later

"Good job, Master! Good job!" congratulates Galen Marek sarcastically as he and the other
padawans attempt to sort themselves out from the smoking wreckage of what was once our
ship.

"Why do we always end up in these messes?" Leia asks crossly, struggling to her feet. Yes,
despite all of Obi-Wan insistence, he did end up taking her as his padawan. I, of course, got
to take Luke as mine. Just as we expected, Anakin wasn't allowed to train the twins, but he
agreed to take another padawan instead, Galen.

It's almost hard to believe but it seems my conversation with Yoda that day paid off. Jedi are
actually allowed to have families now, as long as it doesn't interfere with their duties. And
they're much more like how the Jedi are supposed to be. The Force is finally in balance.

"Because the Force has a strange way of always keeping us on our toes," Luke offers brightly
as Galen pulls him to his feet.

"Why are you the only one who always emerges completely unscathed?" I huff at my former
master, pulling myself out from beneath a pile of rubble, which may or may not have
belonged to the wall of the ship moments ago.

"Skywalkers have crazy luck," offers Galen.

"There's no such thing as luck," insists Obi-Wan.

"Come on," Anakin calls from where he stands a few feet away from the wreckage, "Let's go
find another ship so we can get off this dustball." I glance around, the all-too-familiar twin
suns of Tatooine beating down on my head. Back here again. I truthfully never thought I'd
end up on this planet anymore. I don't really want to be here. It's full of too many memories.

Since our mission is over anyway, all we need to do is find a transport shuttle to get off the
planet. Thankfully.



"Follow me," instructs Anakin as he walks off across the sand. We follow close behind with
Artoo trailing in the back. I have no idea where Anakin is headed, but since he grew up here,
I'm sure he has some idea what he's doing.

It doesn't take long – though it feels like a millennia due to the broiling heat – before we
arrive in the outskirts of a town. For a reason I can't quite explain, it feels vaguely familiar.
But I know I've never been here before, either now or in the future. Maybe... it was one of the
places Luke of the other timeline rambled about? I can't be sure, but it's quite possible. The
irony.

We head for the cantina, since Anakin insists that's the best place to find a pilot with a
decently working ship.

As we step inside, I scan the crowds of people of literally every species I've ever seen. Some
mill about while others sit at the tables, while still others are arguing loudly in various parts
of the room. Typical sight.

"I don't like it in here," grumbles Luke under his breath.

"Neither do I, but it's not like we have a better option," Leia replies, shooting a fierce look at
a few of the people who stop to stare at us. She fingers the lightsaber at her waist.

"At least be grateful that we're still alive," offers Galen brightly, "Because I'm beginning to
wonder how Master Anakin has lasted this long."

I chuckle at the padawans' exchange as we continue to weave our way in between crowds of
people. Suddenly, a vaguely familiar presence in the Force hits me, just as my eyes fall on a
nearby Wookie. Wait... is that seriously Chewbacca?

I haven't seen him since I came back from the future so many years ago. It could almost have
been a lifetime ago now. And if Chewie's here, Han might be around here also. Maybe.
Hopefully. Assuming they met up with each other in this life as well. I promised Luke I'd find
Han, and I have every intention of doing so. Now may be the opportunity I've been waiting
for.

"I think I found someone who will work," I declare, walking over to the Wookie without
waiting for the others to respond. Just like in the future, Chewie recognizes me pretty quickly,
immediately confirming that he does indeed have a ship for us... along with his copilot.

"I'll bring the rest of the passengers and come over there," I tell him, as my eyes follow the
direction he motions with his paw for where I need to go. Around a table sits the very
familiar figure of Han Solo, though obviously a lot younger than when I last saw him. This is
seriously beginning to give me flashbacks.

I hurry back to the other five. "So, you found someone?" Obi-Wan states more than asks.

I nod. "Yes, someone who I once used you to know, in fact."

"Then let's get going," Anakin advises.



Minutes later, we find ourselves seated around a table where Han and Chewie are. I knew
Han would be around here somewhere.

"Han Solo," he introduces himself, "I'm captain of the Millennium Falcon. Chewie here tells
me you're looking for passage to the Coruscant system."

"If it's fast," Anakin replies.

"Fast? You've never heard of the Millennium Falcon?!" Han demands sounding offended. I
suppress a grin. He's too protective over that ship of his. That certainly hasn't changed.

"Should we have?" asks Obi-Wan. Probably. I should have told you the name.

"It's the ship that made the Kessel run in less than twelve parsecs!" Han insists, "She's fast
enough for you. What's the cargo?"

"Only passengers," I respond, "Just the six of us and a droid."

"Deal," agrees Han, "Meet us at docking bay 2037."

"Come on," says Anakin, rising to his feet. We move away from the table, quickly heading
out of the cantina. Before long, we find ourselves boarding the familiar ship. I can hardly
believe this is really happening. I thought it would take a lot of time and effort looking for
Han, but the Force led us straight to him. I feel a strange sense of homecoming as we walk
inside the ship. I can't stop thinking back to those days I spend here with Chewie and the
twins, and even Han. We've built a completely new world for ourselves, though, and I'm
more than happy to be this Luke's master.

The padawans take turns playing dejarik with Chewie while Artoo watches, beeping an
occasional piece of advice. Obi-Wan sits off to the side meditating, while Han comes to the
hold to observe the game as well.

Chewie growls unhappily as he loses yet another round of the game. "Maybe you should let
him win next time," Han suggests cheerfully, "It's not wise to upset a Wookie."

"I'm not worried about it," chirps Galen, "It wouldn't look good on you for a copilot to attack
their passengers."

"Fair point," the smuggler concedes.

"Want to join us for the next round instead?" offers Luke.

"Nah. I prefer to just watch the show," Han replies, leaning back in his chair and putting his
feet up on the table in front of him, as if to make a point.

"Why's that? Afraid you're gonna lose?" challenges Leia.

"If I played that against you, I would win, Your Highness," Han insists smugly.



"Really." She looks unimpressed. Yes, they're all so much like how I knew them from my
time in the future. I really hope that Han and Chewie are going to stick around after this.

Anakin glances at me, clearly having caught sight of how I'm watching the group. "What are
you up to, Snips?"

My lips twitch into a smile. "I'm keeping a promise... to an old friend."

Chapter End Notes

If you liked this maybe consider reviewing and/or leaving kudos..? :)

Final Notes: If you want to join our Discord to receive updates or just hang out, here’s
the invite link! :) discord.gg/nqSxuz2

We also have a tumblr account: fanfictasia.tumblr.com

And! We have a YT channel for tributes! :D
youtube.com/channel/UC_g1M5rSCxJUzQCRS29B6pA

Finally, if you’re interested, you can submit a SW gift fic request via the following form
(delete the spaces): forms.gle/rmXWtRomMMaULuPa6
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