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Prologue








     The Frelois system was dead, it's planets having been stripped of all life by various races, nations, and empires who had traveled to it.  Sitting at a strategic location between the Outer Rim and the Galactic Core, it was itself hard to reach because of it's presence in the middle of a vast area of intense plasma storms and gravitational activity, a hundred times larger than the Frelois system itself.  No ship could travel through at warp or at hyperspeed, forcing ships attempting the journey to either brave the plasma storms known as the "Fires of Frelois", or attempt a risky journey through an asteroid-laden gap in the storms, known as the "Frelois Gap of Death".


     But now, a third way had been discovered.


     For a primitive creature living on the blood-red deserts of Frelois V, the night would have seemed to have gain a new temporary star.  To a sentient observer, however, it would be seen instead as an opening in the heavens, however temporary.


     The giant green vortex in space closed, and a small warship shined in the green light of Frelois.  Ahead, a giant moon sat in orbit over Frelois IV.  Upon closer inspection, however, one would notice that it was not natural, but an artificially constructed station.  The emblem of the fallen Galactic Empire was prominent on the moonbase's hull.


     Beside it, a new emblem was being painted.  It was a combination of the Imperial emblem and the same black emblem that adorned the small warship that was docking with the giant moonbase.


     In the darkness, a new Alliance had been formed.  An Alliance of Evil............








     "Another report came in from Alliance Intelligence today, sir."  Garak took one of the seats in Dale's office, adorned with the various impedimentia he had gathered over the years.  An ingraved quote from Mohandas Gandhi, his grandfather's military honors, a replica of his football trophy, a picture of his family.....  Garak recognized his personal mementos easily.


     A new one he found was a small replica of the original Roddenberry, a casualty in the first battle ever with the remnants of the Galactic Empire.  It was a small replica, barely nine inches long, but it brought back old memories of the large warship, a ship he had called home for two years.


     "What is it this time?"  Dale turned away from the window, reading a data padd.


     "It seems that a body found on New Morocco was one Captain Wolfgang Hanz, a ship commander of the Fourth Reich thought to be a member of the von Jordsun faction.  Alliance Intelligence believes he was murdered to retaliate for the assassination of the pro-Hetzel emissary to the Tresalians, Michael Salivach."


     "So?"


     "Sir, it is highly likely that von Jordsun will respond."


     "As far as I'm concerned," Dale put his padd down and stared into Garak's eyes, "they can kill each other off.  It would save us the trouble of doing it ourselves."


     "So you don't care about any of this information?"


     "Not one bit, Garak.  The news of the Fourth Reich in the middle of a civil war was the best news I'd received since we heard that Emperor Quashil of the Berjakian Empire had been overthrown by his Consulate.  Like I said, let them kill each other off.  It'll take the pressure off of us anyway."


     "I was looking forward to hearing you say that, Minister.  If anything, you have become quite realistic lately."


     "Garak, did you see the pictures from Earth in STS-21 yet?"


     "Yes.  Most unsettling.  Half the world's cities annihilated by nuclear weapons.  'Scorched earth' appears to be very popular among Terran Federation militarists."


     "Yes, it does."  Dale stood up.  "Garak, over the last month, we have seen half a million men and women die in combat with the Dominion, Earth in STS-21 annihilated by nuclear fire, the Berjakian Empire caught in the tempest of a civil war, the Tresalians attack the Coserian Stellar Union, and the Fourth Reich doing it's best to obliterate itself.  Is it just me, or has the world, using the word figuratively, just gone straight to hell?"


     "Perhaps," Garak answered.  "Then again, was it any better two years ago when the Alliance and the Federation were a crisis away from interstellar war, the Berjakian Empire rampaging through the Allerian Confederacy, the Romulans ready to begin a war over Eloh, Chinese jets streaking over Soviet airspace in THA-4  picking a fight, and the Fourth Reich attacking every outpost and outer colony in NZI-7?"


     "Point taken, Garak," Dale conceded.  His communicator beeped.  "Dale here."


     "Sir, we are picking up an interuniversal signal from STW-43.  It's marked 'Private'."


     "Put it on here.  Garak, you are dismissed."  Dale flipped on his monitor as Garak left.








     Schala landed with a thump on the training mat.  "Oww....."  She rubbed her posterior.  "How did you....?"


     "It's a rather simple technique, Schala."  Andrey extended a hand to her.  "I merely used your own weight and inertia against you."  She picked her up.  "Now, simply get into this position....."  She showed Schala the proper posture, explained the move to her, and backed away.


     She charged Schala, and at the right moment, Schala grabbed her shoulders and threw Andreys backward.  Schala turned to watch Andreys hit the ground, but instead of seeing Andreys land on her butt, she instead saw her regain her posture in midair, and land upright.  A tinge of disappointment entered Schala.


     The door opened, and Dale entered, wearing his brown Gersallian robe with his lightsaber hanging from his waist sash.  "Schala, get cleaned up, and meet me in the launching bay with your saber."


     Schala obeidientaly did so, while Andreys put her hands on her hips and glared at him.  "What is it now, Robby?  I was trying to teach her a little judo, like you asked me to....."


     "I don't know, Julie, but I got a message from Leia saying Luke wanted to....."


     "Luke again?!"  Andreys flopped onto a bench, crossing her arms.  "Are you going off on another one of your wild goose chases?"


     "He said something about meeting a master in the For......"


     "It's more of that 'Force' crap again, isn't it?  This Force mumbo-jumbo is going to get you killed!"


     "Most likely not," Dale answered, inwardly amused at Andreys.  She's sexy when she's angry, he laughed in his mind.


     "Look what happened to Meridina!"


     "That wasn't related to the matter!  She went of her own choice, Julie.  She let go of me and allowed herself to fall."


     "Oh, you say that now...."  Andreys sighed.  "Robby, I just don't want to lose you."


     "Don't worry.  You won't."


     Schala exited the shower room, wearing her purple robe.  Her lightsaber was hanging from her waist sash, just like Dale's.  "I am ready."


     "Then let's get going."  Schala walked across the room to the exit door, followed by Dale.  Upon getting to the door, Dale turned around and said to Andreys, "You had better enjoy your upcoming stay on Unila II, Julie.  You need a vacation.  And no working out!"


     "Yes, father," she retorted sarcastically.








     The runabout Baikal came out of a jump point, a New Republic Liberator-class cruiser waiting for them.  Dale sat at the helm, bringing the ship closer to the Liberator.


     "I am detecting a signal from the shuttle.  It is Luke."


     Dale pressed a button on his console, and looked up at one of his screens.  "Good to see you again, Luke."


     "It is good to see you too, Robert.  You may leave your runabout on the Emancipator."


     "Will do.  See you in a few minutes."








     A small personal shuttle emerged from the Emancipator's launching bay.  It went to hyperspeed, bound for a planet on the Outer Rim.  Inside, Dale watched the screen as they raced through hyperspace, toward theuir destination.  "So, what's going on?"


     Luke remained at the pilot's seat.  "Recently, I have been feeling tremendous disturbances in the Force.  I did not know what it was at first, until I consulted one of the sacred Jedi books hidden in the ruins of the original Jedi headquarters on Coruscant.  Every one hundred years, the Jedi Council used to send it's best Jedi to meet with a master on the planet of Rkel, far out in the Outer Rim sectors.  Those Jedi would return with no memory of the event, apparently because none were worthy enough to retain the knowledge of their training."


     "For someone to be able to forcefully remove memories from powerful Jedi, he must be tremendously powerful."


     "We shall find out.  That is why I called for you.  The disturbances were a message from this legendary trainer.  Apparently knowing of the fall of the Jedi Council, he asked that the three best Jedi available be sent to meet with him."


     "How did you know what he said?," Schala asked.


     "I could sense his thoughts in the disturbances."


     Dale whistled.  "For you to be able to detect him halfway across the galaxy, he must be powerful.  Extremely powerful."


     "He may, indeed, be more powerful than Palpatine in his greatest times.  And that is why we are going to meet him."








     The Roddenberry entered orbit over the tropical world of Unila II.  Located in AR-12 about twenty light years from the Gersallian border, it was considered the most romantic tourist spot in the Alliance, rivaling even Risa in beauty.  Small islands dotted the equator of the world, each of these islands possessing either hotels or private vacation houses.  Ten major cities dotted the landscape, none farther north than two thousand miles north or south of the equator.


     Andreys stepped out of her shuttle, wearing a light blue shirt that went down to her thighs.  Underneath, she wore a red bikini top and bottom, as small as she could get without officially being nude, (even though the planet had several nude beaches).  The warm breeze hit her face as she checked her bags at a local hotel,  and ventured out onto the beach.  The green turquoise water reminded her of the Caribbean, although the birds were hardly Earth-like, bearing blue plumage under an exoskeleton enabling them to dive underwater for their prey.


     Time for some rest.  She thought briefly of the departing Roddenberry, which would be nearby to serve as a deterent against the aggressive Tresalian Alliance.  Spock and Jarod should do fine without me.....  After finding a secluded area of the beach, far out of sight from anyone, she laid a red towel on the sand, took off her blue shirt, and sprawled out on the towel.  Feeling truly relaxed for the first time in months, she spread her arms out and closed her eyes, basking in the bright light of the Unila star.


     What seemed to be an hour passed before Andreys finally opened her eyes, a shadow blocking out the sun.  A soft yet firm male voice was asking, "How are you, darling?"


     Looking up, Andreys saw a blond-haired man with striking blue eyes standing over her.  His chest and arm muscles were well developed, leading her to believe he might be one of the typical bodybuilding crowd who would hang out on beaches looking for their newest female conquests.  "Fine, thank you.  I was busy developing a tan before you decided to block my sunlight."


     "I apologize, ma'am.  May I?"


     Andreys thought for a moment, and laughed.  Oh, what the hell.  This could be fun.  "Go ahead...."


     "My name is Edward."  He laid down next to her on the towel.  "You are?"


     "Julia," Andreys answered, smiling at him.  He is so horny for me.........


     "Ah, Julia."  He nodded respectfully.  "Are you alone?" 


     "Yes, I am.  Are you?"


     "Not exactly, but for now, yes."


     They smiled at each other.  "You're trying to seduce me, aren't you, Edward?"


     "Actually, I was thinking you were trying to seduce me, Julia."  He placed a hand on her hip, and when Andreys didn't resist, moved it upward across her ribs to her neck and then to her cheek.  "You are very beautiful."


     "And you're quite attractive too, Edward."


     "I thank you......"


     They kissed softly, but that soon gave way to a fierce kiss that sent every hormone in Andreys' body into a frenzy.  He rolled on top of her, in perfect position, and held her close as he continued to massage her neck with his kissing.  Andreys allowed herself a small moan of pleasure, but that turned to alarm when he put his hand on her breast and began to pull away her bikini.  "Edward, please don't....."


     Something metallic stuck into her rib cage, causing her to gasp from the pain.  A ripping sound followed, and in a distinct German accent, he replied, "What is it, Fraulien Andreys?"  He brought her to her feet forcefully, sticking a disruptor pistol into her side.  "Are you afraid of me, the very symbol of superior manliness and Aryan sexuality?"


     Andreys glared at him, fear beginning to set in.  "Oh my God, you're a....."


     "A 'Nazi', I believe you were about to say, Fraulein?"  Edward laughed and took out a small communicator from his green swimming trunks.  "This is Agent RXD.  I have the target."


     "Well done, RXD.  Prepare for transport."


     Andreys tried to put her bikini top back on, but found that he had ripped it.  "So, Edward, not only are you kidnapping me, you're wanting to rape me.  How manly of you."


     "I did not rip your clothing intentionally.  If I was intending to sexually assault you, I would be doing so right now.  Our allies want you in pristine condition, however, so I am barred from taking such 'pleasures' from you."


     Andreys tried to retort, but they were brought up by a transporter beam.








     The planet Rkel appeared to be a mass of green and blue, an planet with one massive jungle and little else.  The shuttle descended through the atmosphere, landing in a clearing somewhere on the second continent.


     Dale stepped out first, his drawn lightsaber in hand.  The moist heat of the jungle covered him like a blanket.  "We're clear," he said to the others, then descending to the plant-filled ground below.


     Schala followed, having taken off her heavy robe and instead wearing a white tank top that Dale recognized as Andreys'.  She began to sweat in the sweltering heat.  "Anything wrong, Schala?"


     She wiped her forehead.  "It is too hot.  I feel as if I am under a thick blanket of heat, and it is suffocating me."


     Dale took in a deep breath, mostly for show.  "Welcome to the jungle, Schala.  Hot as a damn furnace."


     "You should go to Dagobah, Schala," Luke added as he emerged from the shuttle, activating the lock behind him.  "It is twice as hot during the summer months, with fog so thick that visibility is limited to a kilometer or so."


     "No thank you."  Inside, Schala yearned for the fresh cool air of Zeal, it's beautiful sparking waters, eternally flowing.......


     "Did you hear something?"


     A rustle sounded in the vegatation.  "This way."  Luke took the lead as the trio delved into the thick forest.


     "I... I think it is...."


     "It's leading us, Schala," Dale finsihed for her as he pulled his lightsaber.


     A fierce cry filled the forest as a large green predator leaped out of the tall grass.  It ran into Luke, sending him flying.  Dale raised his lightsaber to attack, but the creature lunged at him with it's massive arm, knocking the lightsaber out of his grasp.  Schala went down next, the creature putting it's hand around her neck.  A gruesome crack sounded as Schala was thrown to the ground, her neck partially snapped.


     "Schala!!!!!!!!!"


     Schala, paralyzed by her broken neck, watched in fear as the creature brought it's fearsome jaws down to tear into her intestines.......


     A massive blue bolt of energy slammed into the creature.  It howled furiously as it was blown away by the tremendous force.  "Stop, gra'kla!"  A strong voice boomed through the jungle.


     The creature howled again, but another blast ripped an arm off, causing it to run off yelping in pain.


     Dale jumped to his feet, running to Schala.  "Schala?!  Are you okay?"


     "My neck......  I cannot move my body...."


     "That thing broke her neck.  Dammit!"  Maybe Julie was right.......


     "Pardon me, young Robert.  I will handle this situation."  A brown-robed figure stepped out of the jungle.  His light skin seemed out of place in the steamy jungle.  His black-gray hair and beard reminded Dale remotely of the Controller, but this man had different eyes, and was larger than the mystic being Dale had encountered.


     "You are the mas....."


     "Not now, Skywalker.  This girl requires immediate attention."  He knelt down beside her, and placed a hand on her neck.  Blue energy eminated from his fingertips, filling her neck.  Slowly, she began to stand.  "She is healed."


     Schala, not believing her own nervous system, stared wide-eyed at him.  "How?"


     "All will be explained, young Schala."  The man held his hands aloft, and a blue energy field surrounded them.  "There are many predators in these jungles, but I will protect us.  Now, follow me."








     Andreys opened her eyes, a dull ache in the back of her head.  "Ohhhhh......."


     "I believe she is awakening, Feldmarschall."


     "That she is," a German accent replied.


     Andreys tried to move her arms, but found them held tight against the metal table she was laying on.  A quick glance over found her wrists bound by restraints.  Testing her legs, she found her ankles in a similar position.  She squinted her eyes at the bright ceiling light, still disorientated.  A jolt of suprise ran through her as the table began to move.  A whirring noise filled her ears as the table moved her to a vertical position.  Her head drooped down, causing Andreys to recognize the state of undress she was in.


     "I shall be supervising our soldiers' joint exercise, Kroma.  Enjoy yourself with the girl."  A Nazi officer, in his fourties or fifties, grinned when he gazed upon her nearly nude body.  "I know I would."  He walked out, followed by his guards.


     Andreys turned her attention to the other man.  He was wearing a black robe, the hood around his neck, and gloves on his hands.  He appeared dark, causing Andreys to feel a shiver of fear.  "Who... Who are you?"


     "I am Darth Kroma, leader of the Imperial Crimson Guard."  He bowed slightly.  "And you are the infamous Julia Andreys, captain of the Roddenberry, and the woman who stopped Palpatine's grab for interuniversal hegemony.  I congratulate you.  It is an honor."


     "If you're so honored," Andreys replied wryly, "then why don't you release me and give me some clothes?"


     "I am afraid I cannot.  You are important for another reason; you are the close friend of Robert Dale.  He is the only one who can stand in my way of conquering the New Republic and rebuilding the Galactic Empire."


     "Why are you so interested in Robby?"


     "Because, my dear girl, he is one of the most powerful Jedi alive.  Perhaps even more powerful in the Force than the son of Lord Vader.  I must either convert him to the Dark Side, or kill him.  The best way to do that is bring him to me."


     "And I'm the bait," Andreys realized aloud.


     "Yes.  He will undoubtedly learn of your captivity, and try to rescue you."


     "So, you're just going to leave me hanging here?"


     "No, I am not."  Kroma strolled over to a control panel, and Andreys got a sick feeling in her stomach.  "My Nazi allies wish to make an example of an Alliance officer for propaganda purposes.  Since I need Robert Dale for my own purposes, you are the only one available.  So......"  Kroma pulled a lever down a notch, and a tinge of electric current surged through Andreys' body.  It was not truly painful, more of an annoyance, but it was enough to make her uncomfortable.  "That was Level 1.  We will move on to Level 2 now....."  The current grew stronger.  "Good, good.  You seem strong for your tender age.  Let's see how you can take an increase every ten seconds."


     One minute later, Andreys was screaming in pain.








     "Who are you?"


     "I am Mai-Xon Qui, Force Master."  Qui led the trio up the stairway to his home, a sprawling mansion.  Small humanoids with green scales and sunken yellow eyes ran around, doing the housework.  "These are the Rkelians, my attendants.  Ma'klros!"


     A 5 foot high Rkelian stumbled over to them.  "Yes Master Qui?"


     "Prepare one of the rooms for my three guests.  And ready the training center."


     "Yes Master Qui!  I will obey!"  The little creature scampered off.


     "They are impressive creatures, these Rkelians.  And they are also very loyal.  Now, where was I?"


     "Why did you call us here, Master Qui?"


     "The answer should present itself well, young Robert.  I called you here to test you.  For a millennia, I have trained many Jedi.  Few have passed my qualifications before my enlightenment, and none afterward."


     "What 'enlightenment'?"


     "When I became enlightened to the true nature of the Force, young Luke."  Qui entered a vast chamber, his Rkelian servants busy preparing his equipment.  "Every one hundred years, the Jedi Council would send their best Jedi to pass my tests.  Unfortunately, none passed."


     "I'm already enthusiastic about our chances," Dale quipped sarcastically.


     Qui ignored him.  "The closest one was the Jedi I trained a hundred years ago.  Qui-Gon Jinn passed all of the tests except for the final test."


     "What I don't understand is why Master Yoda didn't tell me about...."


     "Yoda?"  Qui turned to Luke, a slight grin on his face.  "He was my best student.  I take it he trained you well?"


     "You trained Yoda in the ways of the Force?"


     "Yes, young Luke, I did.  It was several centuries ago, when he was rather young.  He was one of the few Jedi to approach my level.  And now he has moved on...."  He brought them to a chamber containing shackles on the wall.  "Let us begin.  The first test is the Test of Will."


     "What do we do?"


     Qui smiled, and pointed his palm toward them.  Dale felt a force slam into him, throwing him backward into the wall.  The shackles responded to Qui's mental command, grabbing their wrists and ankles.  "Do not try to escape with the Force, for I will stop you.  The goal is not to escape."  Qui disappeared.


     Dale exhanged glances with Schala and Luke.  "So if we're not supposed to escape, what are we supposed to do?"








     Kroma turned the lever down again, giving Andreys a pause to recover from her bloodcurdling screams of torment.  "I never expected your will to hold off that long.  Most begin crying out by Level 5; you went up to Level 7 before you broke."


     Andreys didn't respond.  Every muscle in her body ached.  Sweat poured off of her onto the ground, her body growing dehydrated by the electrical current's heat.


     The door opened, and the Nazi officer returned.  Behind him, a young woman in her late twenties followed, wearing a black suit with a lightsaber hanging from the belt.  "Darth Kroma, your subordinate is not being cooperative!"


     "Darth Syrius knows her duties, Feldmarschall Hausen.  Syrius!"


     "Yes Kroma?"


     "Attend to this young woman while I discuss matters with the Feldmarschall."


     "I will, Kroma."  Kroma and the angry Hausen left the room, leaving Syrius alone with Andreys.  She walked over to her, visually examining her.  Such pain for a young woman to go through........  Andreys let out an inaudible groan, prompting Syrius to pick up a cup of water and put it to her lips.  Andreys was barely able to sip the water up.


     Just as Syrius put the water down again, Kroma and Hausen re-entered.  "Syrius, I am going to deal with a situation.  You remain here to observe the prisoner."  Kroma left.


     Hausen grinned evilly, and opened the door fifteen seconds later.  Motioning, he moved out of the way, allowing three of his soldiers in.  Upon his non-verbal command via a nod, they began to attach small electrodes to Andreys' torso.  Syrius glared at the Nazi.  "What are you doing?!  Take those things off of...."


     "I am the one in command now, Darth Syrius.  And you will learn how to properly treat the enemies of the Reich."


     Syrius watched in mild horror as they attached the small circular electrodes to Andreys.  They placed them on her arms, her forehead, her neck, then going to her stomach, breasts, and rib cage.  A final few were placed on the legs.  Hausen grinned his wicked grin again as he activated the small electrodes.  Andreys howled in pain as her entire body seized up.  Hausen continued to grin as he increased the setting.  Her screams grew in intensity as the power to the torture devices was increased.  Syrius shouted, "Damn you, Hausen, stop it!!!"


     Andreys' screaming continued to grow.  "You are weak, Syrius," Hausen answered in disgust.  He turned his attention to Andreys, who was now running out of air to scream with.  He cackled with delight.  "Now, Fraulein Andreys, I will break you!  You will be begging me to end your life by the time I....."


     Andreys fainted.


     Hausen turned the machine off in disgust.  "Remove them," he commanded his men.


     "Are you finished with the girl?"


     "Not yet.  My subordinate Joachim will return in five hours to resume her physical deconstruction."


     "You mean to continue torturing her in the most painful, brutal method imaginable!"


     Hausen merely grinned again, and slithered away, his men following him.  Syrius observed Andreys, passed out on the table.  She took over the table controls, moving the table back into a horizontal position.


     Syrius left the room, and journeyed out into the main shaft of the Frelois Moonbase.  It was large, roomy enough for an Imperial Star Destroyer to pass through with a few hundred meters to spare.  On one side, she could see the power core of the station in the distance, while on the other, the forcefield protected entrance to space showed the beautiful star of Frelois.  It reminded her of her own homeworld, Narvelis, which had been devastated by the warlike Trethi with the support of critical New Republic senators.


     Her hatred of the New Republic flowed through her anew, the powers of the Dark Side present in her body.  Never again.  Palo and I will create a new Empire of peace, prosperity, and equality to do away with the corrupt Republic.  She couldn't help but frown at the new symbol present throughout the base.  It was a modified Imperial symbol, with the Nazi emblem known as the "swastika" inside it.  Nazi barbarians!


     Using the transport system, she was at her quarters within ten minutes.  They were spartan, with a simple bed and a few holopictures of her deceased family, killed by the Trethi and their New Republic allies.  She closed the door behind her, unable to get the thought of the poor young woman sleeping exposed on a metal table out of her head, a sacrifice needed for Kroma's plan to wipe away the New Republic and revive the Galactic Empire.  She hated the Nazis, including their barbaric ideas of "racial inferiority" and "Aryan supremacy".  They were counter to everything she and Kroma held dear, and she was eager for the day to come when he would rid existance of them.


     The door opened, and Kroma entered.  "Lewa, are you okay?"


     "I... am fine," she lied.


     "No, I believe you are upset."  He sat down next to her.  "Lewa, I know you feel sorry for the girl, but her sacrifice...."


     "You don't understand, Palo!  They were torturing her!  They were being brutal just for the sake of being brutal!  Without reason, without remorse!  It was like the days of that filthy bastard Palpatine!"


     "When our new Empire has established peace and prosperity in the galaxy, her name will be honored among ours, I swear to it.  If she survives, we will treat her well, giving her the best medical care in the galaxy.  If they kill her....."  Kroma glowered.  "Then we will annihilate them."


     "I wish we could stop them now...."


     "As do I, Lewa.  But our cause demands our current alliance with them."  He put an arm around her.


     "I want to be there in five hours, Palo, when Hausen's lackey Joachim tries to torture her again.  Hausen pulled rank on me, and I will pull rank on Joachim."


     "If you wish, Lewa."  Kroma pulled her close to him.  "Lewa, do you still think of Skywalker?"


     "Sometimes.  But I have gotten over him.  If he was too foolish to see my feelings for him....."  Deep inside, Syrius knew she was lying.


     "That... that is good, Lewa.  Skywalker is just a puppet of his sister anyway.  He is too blind to see that this 'New Republic' is too corrupt to stand.  They should have created a new Empire instead of just allowing other races to do as they wished in a weakened New Republic.  Narvelis deserved better than the Palpatine-loving Trethi scum."  Kroma smiled into her eyes.  "Lewa, it has been awhile since we were in bed together.  I miss your gentle touch....."


     "And I yours', Palo.  I love you......"


     They kissed softly.  As they did so, Kroma began to remove his hood, as Syrius took her belt off and began to remove her suit.








     "Robert?  Are you awake?"


     Dale nodded.  "Yes, Schala."  He tested the shackles again.  No use........


     "I think I know what he meant when he said that our 'goal was not escape'."


     "Then please enlighten us."


     "Meditation, Robert.  We are to prove our willpower, our ability to be shackled physically, but not mentally.  What better use of willpower than to withdraw to our inner selves and forget these shackles?"


     "She might be right, Robert," Luke agreed, having been silent before then.


     "Well, let's try it."  Dale closed his eyes, and relaxed his mind.  Calling upon his experiences with Meridina, he felt his mind quiet, grow still......


     The clarity of the soul returned to him in that white haze it had before.  His mind was quiet, without a single thought penetrating the tranquility of inner peace.


     He remained in this state for an undefined amount of time.  Time had no meaning in this plane.  All that mattered was the peace, the ability to exist without thought.....


     Well done, Qui's voice echoed in his mind.


     Dale was ripped back to his body.  The shackles holding him were gone, as were the ones on Schala and Luke.  Qui stood before them.  "You have done well.  The next test is the Test of Stamina.  Then we shall quit for the day."


     "What is this 'Test of Stamina', Master Qui?," Luke asked.


     "You shall see, young Luke," he answered.  Light surrounded them, and they were teleported to one of the towers surrounding Qui's "mansion".  Dale found his arms pulling as he looked up and saw them suspended to the top of the tower by a chain, a clasp around his wrists.  Looking down, he gazed a couple hundred of feet down to the ground, small specks that were Rkelian groundkeepers doing their jobs.  "What next?"


     This is the Test of Stamina.  Only the strong of spirit will pass, Qui's voice answered in his mind.


     "This... is getting old," Dale moaned.  Schala merely gave her nodded agreement, while Luke stared downward.








     Syrius could hear Andreys' screaming down the corridor as she returned to the prisoner room.  Oh, Palo, how I wish I could be sure that my heart was with you, and not Luke.


     Upon entering, she glared at the Nazis.  Andreys was no longer hooked up to the electrical torture device.  Instead, they had strapped her to two hanging wrist restraints from the ceiling, and were raking her with plasma whips.  The horrible, gut-wrenching smell of burnt flesh came to Syrius' attention as she watched them leave a burn mark across her stomach.  That was one of many, as Syrius walked to the other side of her to see that her back was a piece of raw, burned, bloody flesh.  It was like a piece of meat, burned on the outside, but with a bloody center.


     A tall "Aryan" supervised the systematic humiliation of Andreys.  "You are Joachim?"


     "Yes.  Feldmarschall Hausen told me that you might be coming, Darth Syrius.  I take it you have come to see this beautiful sight."


     Syrius shivered inwardly.  If only we were not allied with this accursed scum, I would show him the true power of the Dark Side.  "Beauty is in the eye of the beholder."


     "Exactly, Darth Syrius."


     "I take it that you are here to interrogate her on the abilities of the new Solaris-class starship?"


     "That is for later, Darth....."


     "That was a condition of our alliance.  You force her to give us all the information she can, and we allow you to do as you wish with her after Robert Dale is captured."


     "Yes.  I shall do so shortly, as soon as my men finish softening her up."  Another scream pierced Syrius' ears as the torturers began to beat Andreys with iron knuckles and a pain stick.  After seventy seconds, Joachim held up his hand to the torturers, who promptly stopped.  


     "Strap her back on the table."  


     They took the restraints off her wrists, causing Andreys to collapse to the floor.  Every muscle in her body was in pain, every nerve twitching in agony.  Her back stung from the plasma whips that had scorched her flesh, while her stomach was so sick from the beating that she would have vomited if anything was inside it.  She tried to will her arm to move, but the nerves were unresponsive.  Is this just a dream?  Her pain had grown to such a level that she was getting delirious, losing her touch with reality.


     The torturers carried Andreys to the table, one "accidentally" touching her breast as he did so.  Syrius observed with disgust.  I must remember to tell Palo not to make any genetically engineered soldiers.  Aryan ones are bad enough.  Sex-crazed, brutal, sadistic, cruel, inhumane, indifferent, foolish, racist, incapable of any thought besides who they are going to kill, torture, or rape next......  The soldiers of the New Empire must be caring, honorable, selfless heroes.....


     Joachim smiled evilly, looking like his master.  "My teacher, the late Reinhelt, told me how to get into a prisoner's mind.  He was rather well known for the "rape interrogation" technique, where he would allow his men to rape a woman after torture to reinforce feelings of humiliation, pain, and inadequacy.  Naturally, suicides and torture deaths among his charges were high."  Syrius thought to throw up as he moved a hand gently along Andreys' cheek, as if he was admiring her.  "Reinhelt's record was ten weeks.  I hope to break it with this one."


     So, this weakling was trained in his barbaric art by the late Darth Marda, Palpatine's dog.  Robert Dale did us all a favor by killing that trash.  Palpatine and the Nazis deserve each other.  Syrius' angry thoughts about their/her new allies grew.  "And what are you going to do to her now?"


     "Why, I am going to examine her body.  I want to know her weak spots.  For instance, women are highly sensitive to pain in the breasts, particularly the nipples, much like men being susceptible on the testicles.  In fact, the Romulans are known for executing their worst female traitors and criminals by slicing off their breasts, leaving them to die of the neural shock.  Reinhelt, ever ready to learn of new interrogation tools, also knew of this practice, and so developed a way which to use this nerve weakness to his advantage without causing enough shock to kill his prisoner.  Different women have different levels of pain they can withstand before neural shock sets in."  He attached a brain-scanning device to Andreys' head, then placing two agonizers on her breasts.  "Let us see how she responds."  He began activated the agonizers, causing Andreys to yelp.  "Ah, she is quite weak here."


     "What do you expect?  She has been tortured, and her constitution is low."


     "Possibly.  I will have to raise the level."  He did so, causing Andreys to give out an ear-shattering scream, which turned into a howl.  Tears appeared, testament to the pain caused by Joachim.  He merely laughed in sadistic delight.  "She is doing quite well for such a level.  Now to raise....."


     "Stop," Syrius commanded.


     "What did you say?!"  Joachim glared at her.


     "Stop," she commanded again.


     "How dare you!  I will not......"


     "I said stop, you sadistic barbarian!!!!!!!!"  Enraged, not able to watch Andreys' torment any longer, she grabbed Joachim with the Force, throwing him across the room.  Her lightsaber was drawn in a moment, ready to dismember, disembowel, or decapitate the torturers who were now drawing their disruptor pistols.  "Put your weapons down!"  She reached out with the Force, grabbing their windpipes and beginning to slowly asphyxiate them.  Now the tables are turned, and the torturers are the tortured, she gloated to herself.  "Do it or you will die!"  They obeyed, unable to breathe.


     Satisfied, she stormed over to Joachim, who was beginning to draw his own disruptor pistol.  She picked him up with the Force, holding him against the wall.  "Now, you will not mention these events to Hausen or Kroma.  If you do, Death will become your sole purpose in life.  Understood?"


     "Understood," he replied bitterly.


     "I don't think I heard you."  Still angry, Syrius channeled some Force-lightning through him, causing him to cringe in pain.


     "It is understood."


     "Good."  She stopped with the lightning.  "And tell your men that, under no circumstance, are they to even consider attempting to rape her.  If they do, I will make sure she will be the last woman they ever humiliate.  Leave!"


     Joachim, fearing for his life, was gone, followed by his terrified subordinates.  Syrius took the agonizers off of Andreys, who moaned from her torment.  Feeling guilty, Syrius put a cup of water up to Andreys' lips.  When Andreys did not attempt to take a drink, Syrius began pouring a trickle in her mouth.  She barely has the strength to swallow, Syrius noticed mentally as Andreys labored to swallow the life-giving liquid.  Syrius stopped pouring, and placed the cup back on a table.  Walking toward the door, she turned the light off, determined to allow the seemingly damned Andreys a short time of peace.  As soon as that barbarian returns with his master, her pain will resume.


     As she closed the door, she heard a meek "Thank you" from Andreys.  Her voice was strained, indicating that it took all of her will to utter those two words.


     "You.... are welcome."  Syrius departed.








     Dale moaned as darkness set in.  "How long have we been hanging here?"


     "Four hours," Luke answered.


     "Four hours.  I've heard of hanging out, but this is ridiculous!"  Schala and Luke erupted in laughter, leaving Dale bewildered.  "What?  What's so funny?"


     "We have been hanging here for four hours, unable to figure out how to get us down without falling to our doom, and all you can do is joke!"


     "Yeah, I'm a pretty humorous guy, Luke.  Except that at the moment, I was being sarcastic!"


     "Maybe we're supposed to let ourselves fall," Schala wondered aloud.


     "Really?  And what are we supposed to do, fly like a bird?  Or maybe grow rotors on our heads and hover to the ground like a helicopter!"


     "I'm only trying to help."


     "You are still hanging up here?"


     The three stared at Qui, who was levitating in the air in front of them.  "Yes, we are."


     "And you have found no way to get down?"


     "Oh, there is an easy way to get down," Dale laughed.  "Unfortunately, I left my rocket pack in my other suit, so I can't exactly get out of my shackles without the little trouble of the hundred foot drop!"


     "Yes, true," Qui agreed.


     A flash of blue energy, and the three were standing in the central room of his mansion, Qui on the upper level.  "You have passed."


     "How?"  The trio gazed at each other.


     "You had the mental stamina to withstand your position without trying to do something risky.  The only way down was by falling to your deaths, but you had the stamina to remain and try to find another way.  There always comes a time where you must remain in a precarious position instead of taking the only path."  Qui gestured toward one of the halls.  "You will find your room this way."  He disappeared, leaving them alone.


     "I don't know about you two, but I want to find a nice, comfortable bed," Dale announced, heading down the corridor.  Luke and Schala followed.








     Jarod stepped onto the bridge.  "You called, Spock?"


     "Yes, Commander Jarod," the astute Vulcan replied.  "We received this message from STW-43."  He pressed a few buttons, bringing the message on the viewscreen.


     Jarod gasped as he watched Andreys screaming at the top of her lungs, an expression of pure agony on her face.  The screen changed to show the face of a middle-aged man, wearing a Nazi uniform.  "We have Fraulein Andreys in our possession.  She is being according the hospitality due the enemies of the Reich.  If you wish to spare her this pain, surrender Robert Dale to us immediately.  Every hour he does not respond is another hour she spends with my interrogators.  Bring him to these coordinates," a set of numbers appeared on the screen, "or she will suffer.  Auf Wiedersehn."  For a few moments, they showed Andreys being lashed with a plasma whip, then the screen went blank.


     Worf growled something in Klingon.  In English, he added, "If they kill her, I will not rest until they have been destroyed!"


     "None of us will, Worf," Jarod agreed.  "Can we get a message to Dale?"


     "I will contact Leia Organa on Coruscant immediately," Spock answered.


     "Worf, double-check that officer's image with our records of Nazi leaders.  I want that bastard, and I want him now."








     Schala held her arms close, shivering in the cold night temperatures of Rkel.  Their room was exposed to the open air, apparently because Mai-Xon Qui did not require artificial air conditioning.  "I cannot imagine a planet being so hot in the day and so cold at night!"


     "Like I said earlier, welcome to the jungle," Dale groaned, laying on the bed.  "Still, it's not that cold."


     "Here."  Luke put a blanket on her, and sat next to her.  "This should aid you in warming."


     "Thank you."


     "Ah, to hell with it."  Dale jumped out of the bed, grabbing his phaser.  He pointed it at the dormant fireplace, setting the phaser to the smallest setting possible.  The orange phaser beam stabbed into the wood in the fireplace, raising the kinetic energy of the wood pieces' particles enough to cause them to catch fire.  "That should do it."


     Schala stared into the green flame.  "Why is it green?"


     "Probably because the chemical makeup of the wood burns at a different temperature."  Dale flopped back on his bed.


     Schala sighed.  "Zeal was not like this place.  It was the same temperature, year round."


     "Is anything wrong, Schala?," Luke asked her.


     "I... am just getting homesick, Luke.  Zeal was a paradise, but a gilded paradise.  Underneath the bliss and harmony layed a foundation of evil and greed.  My power was tainted by a being known as Lavos, who was trying to consume our world."


     "What happened?"


     "I am unsure.  Lavos went mad, and ripped many holes in time.  My brother was among those lost.  I ended up on the planet Layrsko, where you found me."


     "Then, the alien machine that warped Meridina away must have been responsible for bringing you to our universe."


     "I suppose so."


     The two turned their attention back to the fire.  After a few minutes, Luke spoke again.  "Schala, do you remember your parents?"


     "Only my mother.  She was ruler of Zeal, and I the heiress to her throne.  But Lavos corrupted her spirit, turning her into a bloodthristy, sadistic tyrant."


     Luke stared into the flames.  "My father, Anakin Skywalker, was feared throughout the galaxy as Darth Vader, the destroyer of the Jedi Knights and the great Sith apprentice to Palpatine.  I never knew who my mother was until I met an aged Gungan who called himself "Jar".  My mother was Queen Amidala of Naboo, renowned historically for her wisdom and idealism."


     "What happened to your father?  What happened to Darth Vader?"


     Luke swallowed, the images of the Battle of Endor fresh in his mind.  "It was the greatest victory for the Rebellion against Emperor Palpatine.  The Battle of Endor.  I was on board the Death Star II at the time, confronted by my father and Palpatine.  We fought a duel to the death, and I nearly turned to the Dark Side in rage.  But I stopped, and because of my refusal, Palpatine began to use his powers to torture and then kill me.  But before the death blow could be struck, my father grabbed Palpatine, and threw him into the Death Star power shaft.  I tried to get my father out, but he died before we could get medical attention."


     "Then, your father returned to the side of Light.  That is good.  Did you commit his body to the planet?"


     "Not quite.  As dictated by Jedi tradition, I cremated him on Endor.  His funeral pyre still remains, representing a Light nexus in the Force."


     "Then, you can visit the pyre whenever you want."


     "Not as often as I would want.  The destruction of the Death Star rained debris upon Endor.  A long winter has settled on the planet, destroying the biosphere."


     "A heavy price.  I wonder if Zeal paid that price for it's involvment with Lavos......"


     A loud snore broke the silence between the two.  They both turned back to see Dale asleep.  "It is time for rest.  We still have more tests to pass tomorrow."


     "You are correct, Luke.  Good night."


     The two retired for the night.








     Robert........


     Dale opened his eyes, hearing a mysterious female voice.  Not bothering to waken the sleeping forms of Luke and Schala, he ventured down the hall.  Light surrounded him.  "Who is it?!"


     Robert, the pain......


     Dale's skin crawled.  "No, it can't be......"  He whirled around to the direction of the voice, and gasped.  His heart froze in shock and panic.


     The slumping body of Rebecca Harverson was hanging before him, suspended in the air by some unknown force.


     "No, Rebecca....."


     Why did you not come, Robert?  They tortured me, they raped me......


     Dale stared at her body.  Her skin was covered with burn marks, her left eye swollen shut.  Her nose was crooked, an arm apparently broken, and her legs covered with scratches.  Her torso, particularly the stomach and breasts, were bruised bloody by unknown wounds, some of them from raping.  The thin loincloth she was wearing was the only thing she wore, and Dale was sure that she had bruises in the areas covered as well.  "Rebecca, I didn't know.  I thought they had killed you....."


     I trusted you.  I asked you to be my husband.  And you abandoned me.  How could you......


     "No!  Rebecca, I didn't know!"


     HAHAHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!!!


     Dale drew his lightsaber, facing the fiend Reinhelt.  "You bastard!!!!!"  Not waiting, he attacked the sadistic murderer of Harverson.


     He continued to laugh, sidestepping Dale's lunge.  His own lightsaber materialized, and it sliced through Dale's, destroying it.  Dale stepped backward, surprised.  With a howl of laughter, Reinhelt thrust the lightsaber through Dale's heart.


     Pain filled Dale.  NOOOO!!!!!!!  All of his grief from the death of Harverson, the loss of Meridina, Andreys' loss of her baby, the loss of his ship, threatened to overwhelm him.  Guilt took him over, as he collapsed to the floor.


     "This has poisoned your heart, young man," a booming voice filled his head.


     Dale staggered to his feet.  Qui appeared in his vision.  "Qui, what is this?"


     "Did Reinhelt not lie about this?"


     "I don't know....."  Dale sighed.  "At first I thought he lied about it all, but then I wondered if he had only lied about raping her personally.  What if he did torture her for weeks?  What if she suffered, waiting for me in vain?"


     "Then you would have failed her."


     "Yes."


     "Ah....."


     Dale shook his head.  "They told me to forget the past, that I had to move to the future.  That billions depended on me.  But how can I just forget her?  How?"


     "You must answer this question yourself.  I cannot."  Qui disappeared.


     You betrayed me, Robert, Harverson's voice returned.  Her broken body reappeared.  I loved you, and you failed to return that love.


     "No, I did," Dale forced himself to answer.  "I did everything I could to save you.  You are a lie, a vicious lie by a dead man who wished to hurt me."  Dale's heart was still suffering from his experiences, but he knew what must be done.  "I am beyond this.  The Rebecca Harverson I knew died on Jerkan V, pregnant with my child.  Reinhelt killed her.  Anything to the contrary is a lie."


     Harverson disappeared.  Dale fell to his knees, weeping for her loss.


     His eyes flew open, his view changing to the ceiling of his room.  His chest was heaving, filled with sweat.  He held himself up, seeing Schala asleep in another bed and Luke on a small pallet on the floor.


     It was all a dream.  Or was it......  His heart pounding, sweat dripping on his forehead, he laid back down and went to sleep.








     Schala heard a sound, and opened her eyes.  White surrounded her, a white haze obscuring all vision.


     You failed us all, Schala.


     Her little brother, Janus, appeared.  You failed me, you failed Zeal.  You let Lavos win.


     "No Janus, I....."


     What about the boy from the future?  He sacrificed himself to save us all.  You failed him too.  And his friends.  You are a failure, Schala.


     "No, please Janus....."  Schala fell to her knees, beginning to cry.  Tears flowed down her face as she begged, "Janus, please don't say that.  I....."


     Come Schala, the great glory of Lavos awaits!


     Schala turned and stared at the figure of her mother, horrified.  "No Mother, I am no longer with Lavos.  I have purified myself...."


     You will always be one with Lavos, Schala.  He has given you all of your power.  You are nothing without him.  Come, and bask in his glory!


     "NOOOO!!!!!!  Don't!!!!!"  In her mind, Schala watched the dangerous creature destroy her home, kill an innocent boy, and ruin her family.  It's all my fault!!!!!  Her tears increased.


     "Interesting, child."


     Schala looked up, facing Qui.  His face was clouded by the tears in her eyes.  "I failed them all.  I am unworthy of your training.  I am unworthy!"


     "Child, this pain has tormented you long enough.  I cannot help you, Schala.  Face your pain....."


     He disappeared, Janus re-appearing.  You failed us, Schala.  You failed your own brother.....


     "No, I didn't!"  Schala wiped the tears out of her eyes, trying to recompose herself.  "I did my best.  Lavos was too powerful.  I could never hope to stop him.  Zeal was destroyed by it's own folly."


     Schala awoke with a start.  Her clothes, and sheet, were drenched with sweat, the room now hotter than it had been.  That could not have been a dream........








     Luke, how could you?


     Luke opened his eyes, and gasped.  The capital city of Narvelis stood before him, burning.  Bright flashes of green turbolaser fire continued to decimate the city.


     This is your fault.  You let them do this to us!


     "No, I....."  Luke turned to face Lewa Larys, one of his former students.  "Lewa, I did not know....."


     You could have stopped them.  You could have made sure justice was served for the people of Narvelis.


     "I did.  The Trethi were expelled from the Republic, and isolated economically and politically.  They were forced to pay restitution to the survivors.  The senators who helped them were all tried for war crimes and imprisoned."


     Not soon enough.  Now I and Palo are trapped in the Dark Side, all because of you.  You failed to help us.....  She approached.  You knew I loved you, and you failed to let me know of your feelings for me.....


     "No......"  Luke turned away, his heart feeling as if a heavy weight had been placed on it.  I failed to stop them.  I failed to tell Lewa what she meant to me.


     "This is your pain, son of Anakin?"  Qui appeared.


     "I should have pressed Leia.  I should have broken Jedi neutrality and pursued them.  I should have stopped Lewa and Palo....."  A tear came in his eye, the burdens of his failures now bearing full weight on him.  "I failed to let Lewa know I loved her....."


     "I cannot assist you.  You must confront your pain yourself."


     Qui disappeared, Lewa replacing him.  You failed me, Luke.


     "No, I didn't."  Luke gathered his strength.  "The Jedi must remain strictly neutral in all affairs, unless otherwise asked by the Senate.  I could do no more than investigate.  And I succeeded.  As for you and Palo," Luke swallowed, composing himself, "you were the ones who made the decision to turn to the Dark Side, not me.  I trained you, and I warned you.  You failed to listen.  And as for my feelings for you, it would have been inappropriate at the time.  You were a trainee, still requiring much training.  I couldn't train you and love you at the same time."


     Lewa disappeared, as did the ruined cityscape of Narvelis.  Luke opened his eyes, his back aching from sleeping on the floor.  After a few moments of thought, he went back to sleep.








     Andreys slammed into the wall, her left shoulder absorbing the brunt of the impact.  She groaned as one of the Nazi soldiers watching her picked her up by the hair, and punched her in the face.  Her left eye began stinging, her bloody nose already having been broken.  "This is how we treat enemies of the Reich!  You will feel more pain than the lowest Jew whore!"


     "If you're... so brave.... untie my hands......"  Andreys could barely move anyway, so her comment had no real use than to infuriate her guard.


     "Hahahahahaha!!!!!"  He picked her up, shackling her to the wall.  "It has been a while since I touched a woman.  I shall resume with you!"


     "I imagine.... you have a hard.... time..... keeping it up......"  Andreys tried to speak better, but her bruised diaphragm was unable to get her the breath needed for speaking long sentences.


     Her dig at the guard earned her a fist to the stomach.  She would have doubled over, had her arms not been held to the wall.  A spurt of blood emerged from her mouth, staining the guard's uniform.  Enraged, he slammed his fist into her face again.  Andreys' head slammed into the wall, causing her to develop a bad migraine from the impact.  Blood now poured out of her badly fractured nose and appeared in areas around her mouth.  Her left eye was now swollen shut.  Her body ached, not able to stand on it's own strength, because of the abuse from her guard.


     "I will show you how well I can keep it up, whore!"  He ran his hands along her body, pressing his lips against hers'.  His hand went to her back, going down to slip off the one piece of clothing she had on.


     His eyes widened, and tumbled backward, choking.  After a few minutes of agony, he died of asphyixiation.


     Syrius entered the room.  "I warned you not to attempt rape."  She kicked the guard's dead corpse.  Looking at Andreys, she sighed.  Such pain.  Perhaps I should kill her and end her suffering.


     Andreys tried to speak, but all she could manage was an inaudible moan.


     Syrius went to take a cup of water to Andreys, but her communication device activated.  "Syrius, Feldmarschall Hausen wishes to see us.  Come now."  Syrius left, taking one last glance at Andreys.








     "Congratulations.  You have all passed the Test of Pain."


     Qui's words echoed through the central hall as they approached his "training center".  The three stared at the master.  "Those dreams....  They were the test?"


     "Yes.  You proved that you can confront your pain and fears."  He guided them into the training center, toward a booth-like structure in the corner.  "Only Qui-Gon Jinn has been this far.  Prepare for the Test of Strength."


     "What now?"


     Qui opened the booth, which led to another inner room.  "You will be tested one at a time.  First, the one being tested must go into the inner room and take off their clothing, to prevent it from combusting.  Then they will return to the booth and insert their arms into these two slots," Qui pointed to the slots in the sides of the chamber, "after which I will begin the test.  Who is first?"


     "I shall go," Schala volunteered.


     "Step into the inner room.  I shall close the chamber when you enter."


     Schala swallowed, and stepped through the booth into the inner room.  Qui closed the door, then stepped out of the booth and closed that door too.


     "What is this test, Master Qui?," Dale asked.


     "It is to test your inner strength," came the ambiguious reply.  Dale wisely did not pursue the matter.


     The inner door opened, and Schala stepped out naked.  The small window in the booth prevented them from seeing lower than the upper part of her cleavage, obviously adjusted by Master Qui to give her that measure of dignity and security.  With an expression betraying her worry, she inserted her arms in the sides.  A clang sounded, as her arms were locked in position.  "Ready yourself, child.  The test begins."


     Schala suddenly cried out, blue energy coursing through her body.  "What the hell?!"  Dale turned to Qui, who was watching carefully.


     "The pain will roll through her.  She must withstand it, and prove her inner strength."


     "And if she doesn't?!"


     "I will disengage the device if she nears death or injury, so do not be worried," Qui assured Dale, who did not seem appeased.


     Schala's face contorted in pain.  She stopped crying out after a moment, but Dale could tell she was in great pain.  Come on, Schala!  Beat this thing!


     For a minute or so, she remained in her position.  But slowly, she weakened.  Qui sighed, and disengaged the device.  The door opened, and Schala fell out.  Her breathing was raspy, as she curled up in a fetal position.


     Not minding her state of undress, Dale knelt down and put his fingers to her neck.  "She's still alive."


     "As I promised."  Qui pointed his hand to the wall, opening a chamber with his power and bringing out a blanket.  He lowered on Schala's naked form, the sweat on her body evaporated to steam by the energy of the booth.  The steam rised from her body like an ominous cloud.  "She will need rest to recover."  He clapped his hands, and an entourage of Rkelian servants lifted her off the ground and took her to be cared for.


     "Did she succeed?"


     "She failed, Luke," Qui answered matter-of-factly.


     Dale and Luke exchanged glances.  Luke stepped forward, into the booth.  "I shall go next," he said before Dale could complain.  He entered the inner room, taking off his clothing and stepping into the booth.  His arms slipped into place with ease.  "The test begins," Qui told him.


     Luke fared better than Schala.  He was prepared for it, and held on with every ounce of his will.  After three minutes, Dale noticed Luke was starting to fade.  Dammit, can this thing be beat?!


     Finally, Luke had enough.  Qui, feeling his lack of strength, opened the booth, Luke falling into the waiting blanket-holding Rkelians.  "You have failed."  Luke nodded understandingly, and was taken away for recovery.


     Dale swallowed.  Oh well, here goes nothing......  He stepped into the inner room, threw Schala and Luke's clothing out, and removed his own.  Stepping back out into the booth, he apprehensively placed his arms into the device, and steeled himself.  Qui nodded.


     The pain slammed into him with a force he had not felt before.  It was not like the Nazi agonizer he had experienced before, as this pain was full, coursing through him like a flood encompassing a tree.  The raging flood continued, trying to carry him away.


     He felt the voice of Qui come to his mind.  Your friends did not understand my instructions.  Do not fight the pain.  Do not resist.  Instead, welcome it.  Let it flow through you.  Act as a conduit for the pain.  Let it empower you, add to you.


     Dale responded by doing the only thing to come to his mind: he began meditating.  It was extremely difficult, but he erected the mental thought barriers as Meridina had trained him, and tried to control his accelerating breathing.


     It began to work.  The pain started to disappear.  He began to get stronger instead of weaker, surprising him.  His concentration slipped for a moment, bringing back the raging flood of agony, but he quickly recovered his control.  His brain was "closing off" his pain, not allowing it to register.  It was a cooperative effort of the ubernatural and the natural, helping him to withstand the torrent.


     Finally, the torrent stopped altogether.  Dale removed his arms from the slots, barely able to stand.  He had the strength, however, to dress himself before stumbling out of the booth.  "How did I do?"


     "You.... have passed."  Qui smiled.  "You are the first Jedi to pass the four tests.  Now, you must pass the fifth test."


     "Fifth test?!"


     "It is the Test of Love."


     "'Test of Love'?"


     "Yes.  I......"


     A Rkelian burst into the room.  "Master Qui, a human is here.  He is demanding to speak to......"


     "Out of the way, runt!"  Han Solo burst into the room.  "Damn glad I found you!"


     "Han, what is it?  Why are you here?"


     "Your friends in the Fourth Reich have a new prisoner: Captain Andreys."


     "The Nazis have Julie?!"  Dale frowned.  Oh no....


     "Apparently they got her on Unila II.  They say that she will suffer until you turn yourself over to them."


     "Then we'd better get going....."


     Qui frowned.  "No, you cannot...."


     "My friend needs me, dammit!  Han, when can we leave?"


     Han showed off his own gruff frown.  "Not before tomorrow."


     "Why?!"


     "Because I hauled ass to get here!  The Falcon's hyperdrive needs repair.  Chewie and Lando are at work on it now!"


     "You may land your ship in my courtyard.  I will have some of my technicians assist you."  Qui turned to Dale.  "We must speak.  Alone."  Han got the message, and left.  "The Test of Love must be passed."


     "What is this 'Test of Love'?"


     "You have proved yourself an able Force user.  But you must have the capacity for love in your heart to be complete.  And not physical love, but pure love from the soul.  Are you capable?"


     "I.... I....."  Dale thought back at his previous lovers.  Harverson had most likely been a love out of lonliness, and Meridina was a love not his.  "I don't know who....."


     "I cannot help you.  You must find your love on your own.  But I warn you; in saving your friend, you will encounter Dark Jedi."


     "Dark Jedi?!  But, the Nazis....."


     "All will be explained........"  Qui turned away.  "We shall see each other again.  Now go, fix your spacecraft, and defeat your enemies."


     Dale watched as Qui walked away.








     Andreys howled in pain again as the agonizers were turned up.  Syrius watched relucantly as Hausen gloated, "I can continue this for weeks.  Bacta treatments can keep you alive for a long time, Fraulein Andreys.  I will make every moment of your life from now on a moment of utter misery and agony.  However, if you share the secrets of the Alliance Solaris-class starships with us, we might allow you to die quickly and painlessly."


     Andreys, barely able to speak through the pain, muttered, "Burn in hell."


     "You first, Fraulein, you first."  Hausen turned up the level again, bringing more pain to her.


     Syrius stepped out of the room, unable to watch.  Oh, Palo, what have we done?  What have we done?!  Inside, Syrius could hear the awful opera of Hausen's sadistic laughter and Andreys' agonized screaming.








     Qui entered his sanctuary, hidden deep in the catacombs of the ancient Rkelian cities.  The darkness was pervaded by candlelight, revealing the dark brown interior of the room.  "It is done.  He passed my tests, Brother."


     The Controller emerged from the shadows.  "As I knew he would.  I will report this to the others."


     "Farewell, my brother."


     The Controller smiled at him.  "I will return, brother."








     Andreys moaned as her interrogators finally detached her from the hated agonizer table.  They tied her wrists to steel wires that came down from the ceiling, allowing her to fall to her knees.  She was held up only by the wires, otherwise she would have fallen to the floor.  "We will return, Fraulein," Hausen promised her, "and when we do, you will know pain beyond your imagination."  He and his men departed, leaving Andreys to her thoughts.


     She had suffered for several hours, and while she put a brave front in front of her captors, alone she broke down crying.  Please stop....  Please don't hurt me....  Robby, please come save me....


     Andreys was unable to rebuild her strong front.  Robby, please save me....  Please save me, Robby....  You are my only hope....  You are my knight in shining armor....  Please don't let them hurt me....


     Almost naked, alone, crying, scared, in tremendous agony from her injuries inflicted during the numerous beatings her guards had given her, she realized something she had hidden her entire life.  An age-old yearning she had felt for years, buried by past relationships and time, was born anew.


     A single thought ran through her mind.


     Robby, I love you.........











To Be Concluded......


