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Part ii: Rebo Joon 

The Ever Vigilant, Hyperspace 

 

 

Aboard the Ever Vigilant, in one of the bunk rooms, the entire unit of GLCI-8 stood huddled around 

the grainy projection of a third-grade holoprojector. Colonel Rebo Joon lounged in the doorway 

watching them, leaning casually against one side of the door frame, his hands in his pockets. This 

was where the tactical planning took place, and he knew he had the last word. Still, he let the team 

work it out themselves. Noraal wasn't a bad tactician, and anyway, Rebo liked being able to lean 

back and let them do the heavy work and then merely pointing out if someone made a mistake 

that needed correcting. Petty, but there it was. He had no real rank among them, no real respect. 

This was his way of showing superiority. 

 “So this is where we go in,” Corporal Toron said and pointed to the docking bay marked in 

red on the blueprint hologram. 

 “That's what I said not five fucking minutes ago,” Sergeant Genarik sighed. “This corridor 

here, through this area, and down two levels. Explosive charges are to be placed here, here, and 

here.” She pointed to the areas that had previously been defined as the weak points in the 

structure. 

 “We'll need to split up,” Lieutenant Noraal remarked. “Three locations, three teams.” 

 “Four teams,” Rebo shot in. “Someone will need to carry the transponder back. It's not that 

big, but it's heavy.” 

 “Four teams,” Noraal repeated without batting an eyelid. “The objective of the fourth team 

will be solely to secure the transponder and bring it back to the docking bay.” He looked at Toron. 

“We're going to carry two long-range coms with us. Make sure they're encrypted properly, then 

give one to Crayl and one to Kavilo.” There would be no sniping on this mission, so a com pack 

wouldn't be a hindrance for the Rodian. Toron nodded, and Noraal shifted his gaze to Genarik. 

“There are three explosive charges on board. Triggers for each one should be ready before we drop 

out of hyperspace. Make sure they're all good to go before you distribute them. Give one to Pol, 
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one to the Colonel, and keep one for yourself. The triggers should have a long enough range that 

we can detonate the bombs from space.” 

 “Right.” She nodded. 

 “Okay,” Noraal said. “Go over your equipment and make sure you're not missing anything. 

We'll go over the blueprints again tomorrow.” 

 “Make sure that every one of you carry at least one medpack and that you keep it in the left 

pocket on your bandoliers,” Rebo added. “Keep them to that location to save time in a pinch. Don't 

waste them. We don't have spares.” He saw Ghoss nodding sagely in the corner but added: “I’ll be 

using your packs if you get hurt, not mine.” 

 Noraal waved his hand at them. “You're dismissed, guys.” 

 Movement in the corner of his eye made Rebo turn his head just in time to see Tia pass by 

the open door before Spooks started filing out into the hallway. On the other side of the corridor 

lay the bathroom. She disappeared into it. Rebo walked quickly to his room, picked up the new 

transponder codes Keyan had left for them, and went into the cockpit. Ever Vigilant was Rebo's 

ship, given to him by Grand Master Morn of Mon Cal after Rebo saved his life, then “borrowed” by 

Keyan and rebuilt to work as a troop transport for the GLC. The transponder and its contents had 

been hacked and masked and re-masked so many times to keep the Empire from recognising it that 

he wasn't sure how the software would take another manual wipe and alteration. He would still 

try, though. He sat down in the co-pilot seat and took out the data pad with the codes, cut the 

power to the computer, unfastened the panel, and looked at the insides. A sound behind him let 

him know that Tia was back, and he turned his head and glanced briefly at her before going back 

to his business. He wired everything up and turned the power back on to start coding. The panel lit 

up, displaying a distinct error warning. “Aw, fuck,” he mumbled as the automatic communications 

program brought up one of Rebo's oldest cover identities in Bocce. The information was supposed 

to come up blank, but he must have done something wrong – maybe he needed to have another 

look at the sublight engines in case the problem lay in the actual hardware. Suppressing a sigh, he 

did nothing for a while, just sat there going through the motions of the installation in his mind, not 

really finding where he could have gone wrong. He could positively feel Tia smirking beside him, 

which annoyed him. He had just started going over it one more time when she leaned in, reopened 

the panel, and started rewiring the whole thing. She had forgotten to turn the power off, though, 

and since that would probably electrocute her pretty soon if it wasn't cut, he leaned in to reach for 
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the power switch. So close to her he could smell the natural scent of her skin. The last time he had 

done that, it had all gone too far. Why can't I not want her? He flicked the switch and leaned back 

in his seat again, away from her. 

 “I was going to do that, you know,” she said unconvincingly. She was smart, but not very 

observant. She would never have noticed until she was electrocuted. 

 “Sure you were,” he said and suppressed a small smile. He knew her too well. Right now, 

she was concentrating on fixing his transponder problem so she wouldn't have to deal with the fact 

that he was alone in there with her. Don't flatter yourself. Maybe she just plain stopped liking you. 

It wouldn't be the strangest thing in the world. 

 In the weeks following the mission to Shiva IV Rebo had been working in the infirmary most 

of the time. He had been trying to keep to himself, but found that it was harder than he thought it 

would be. After she started dating Racin bloody Salaros, Tia had been talking to Rebo a lot more 

than he'd actually wanted her to, seeing as he was trying harder than ever to get over her. To start 

anew. Right enough, he hadn't made much progress. How could I, with her around all the time? 

Holding hands with Butter Boy. When the opportunity then arose to sleep with another woman, he 

had jumped on it. Love didn't enter into it, but he still had needs. And then the perky little nurse 

had come along. 

 Zoylee, or “Lee”, as she liked to be called – because it sounded more “zingy” (the bloody 

airhead) – was a nurse on the GLC infirmary staff. She had never seen action, never held a blaster, 

came from a semi-privileged home, and was well educated, but stupid. Cute, but not too cute. 

Blonde, but he suspected a bleach job. Not that he cared. She had joined the “cause”, as she called 

it, because she really believed in freeing the Galaxy – or so she said – but since she was a nurse 

and not a soldier she had been placed with the other civilians and had been working in the 

infirmary ever since. Which meant she had had her fair share of his yelling and his bad mood, like 

everyone else in there. How she could have happened to be at all interested in him after that, he 

didn't quite understand – he hadn't been very friendly or outgoing lately (not that he ever had), 

and every time he looked in a mirror it made him want to wince. Never the less, she had flirted 

with him and he had sucked it up like a sponge. He was well aware of the possibility – no, the 

probability – that she was just trying to manipulate him into something or other, but he didn't 

really care. He had gone on to sleep with her a couple of times, and somehow she had gotten it 

into her head that the two of them were together now. She fussed about him, sat next to him in 
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the mess hall, and gave him long, sultry looks in the infirmary. It wasn't that he minded it in the 

least, it was just that it felt... strange. To have a shot at a more or less normal relationship again, at 

least superficially. He liked Lee – liked that she didn't dig too much into his past or his emotions, 

liked that she didn't claim to actually love him until the end of the bloody world, liked that she 

wanted to sleep with him, liked that she wanted to be seen with him – but he didn't love her; 

wasn't in love with her, and he suspected that it was mutual. He wouldn't risk his life for her and he 

wasn't even sure he'd kill for her (though that last bit was more likely – it didn't exactly take a lot of 

effort anymore). For Tia he would have done anything, for Lee... not so much. And it felt strangely 

good. He had been more relaxed lately than he had been in a long time. 

 And then, suddenly, Tia started avoiding him, and he – stupid as a red-skinned Gamorrean – 

hadn't been able to keep his mouth shut. He just had to understand why, wondering if she was 

falling into her old and slightly darker moods. Whenever she was avoiding him, he had learned, it 

meant that something was wrong. He just had to ask her what it was. The answer had been both 

surprising and one he hadn't wanted – hadn't needed, damn it – and before they knew it one thing 

had led to another and they had spent the night together. The next morning they had agreed to 

keep the affair a secret, recognising the whole thing as a mistake that needed no repetition. They 

both agreed. Then why does it feel like we didn't really agree on anything? 

 Tia finished her tinkering and gave him a curt nod before leaning back in her own seat. The 

display blanked out as it should have done the first time. 

 “Thanks,” he said. 

 “Any time.” 

 “Sure,” he replied, and leaned down and put his hand under the dashboard, his fingers 

locating the whiskey bottle he knew was mesh taped to the bottom panel. A trick he had learned 

from Keyan – always keep a bottle handy. He ripped it loose and held it up, examining the 

contents. There was hardly any left. “Bastards,” he mumbled to himself. 

 “Right,” Tia said impatiently. “Need help with anything else?” 

 “No.” He taped the bottle back under the dashboard and leaned forward again to insert the 

new data into the wiped transponder. That done, he realised he should probably be leaving the 

cockpit altogether, but somehow, he just didn't want to. It wasn't so much that he wanted to stay, 

he tried to convince himself. It was that he couldn't be bothered with listening to Spooks chattering 

on about goodness knew what. Yeah, that was it. In the meantime, Tia had started a game of holo 
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pong, looking concentrated on bouncing the little ball back and forth. Keyan loved that game, for 

some insane reason, but Rebo hadn't seen Tia play it before. Her face was a little contorted, her 

lips thin with concentration. He sat for awhile watching her play. She was good at it. He tried not 

thinking about the smell of her skin and hair, but he wasn't very successful. 

 “Shouldn't you be going back to your team?” she suddenly asked him. Still that impatience. 

“I'm sure they miss you.” 

 “They're not my team.” And some of them have made that all too clear. A shame I'm not 

here to make friends; they could even have hurt my feelings. 

 “Well,” she said. “I've never heard you quite as chatty as you are around them, so I just 

assumed you got along.” 

 “Discussing tactics. I can hardly do that with my bloody mouth shut, now, can I?” 

 She didn't answer then, just kept playing her game, her brow furrowed the way it usually 

was when something was bothering her. He didn't ask, though. He had learned not to. After a 

while she turned to him. “Is there something you actually want?” 

 Yes. Yes, there is. But you can't give it to me. “Nah.” 

 “Just enjoying the scenery, then, are we?” She sounded a little annoyed. She doesn't want 

me here. No more than a few weeks ago she had confessed to still having feelings for him. Now she 

wanted him gone from her sight. To want something and not want it at the same time – that was 

something he could relate to. Why can't you just forget me? When he didn't answer her question, 

she went back to playing the game, brow furrowed. 

 Alright. Enough. “Am I bothering you?” 

 “You're not doing anything. Why would I be bothered?” 

 He sighed. Here we go. “You look bothered. Since I'm not what's bothering you, then 

something else is. Which begs the question – what?” 

 “Does it matter?” 

 “It does to me,” he said, a little too earnestly. Then added: “I'm very curious.” 

 “I don't believe you,” she said, and dropped the ball in the game. “Bantha crap!” She looked 

at him. “Why don't you tell me what you're doing in here? The transponder's all ready. You don't 

have to be here.” That last part sounded a lot more like “I don't want you here”, which bothered 

him more than he liked to admit. 

 “I can't sit in the cockpit of my own bloody ship?” 
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 “That's just it,” she exclaimed. “The whole 'bloody' ship is yours. The huge captain's room is 

yours, and all the other rooms, too. Why sit in the cockpit? It's not exactly where all the action is.” 

 “There'll be plenty of action when we get to Lianna,” he replied solemnly. “I'm in no rush.” 

Except he was. He was looking forward to the uncomplicated task of staying alive and making sure 

his allies did, too. And to make sure the enemy didn't. 

 “You're avoiding the question.” 

 Yes, I am. Because the reason I'm here is that I want to be close to you, and I know that this 

is as close as I should get. Maybe even this close is too close. But he didn't say that. Instead he said: 

“I happen to like the bloody cockpit.” He omitted the fact that he liked it because she was in it. 

 She seemed to calm down a little, then, and turned back to her game. “I know how that 

feels,” she said, smiling a little. Just a little. 

 He watched her for awhile again. “Didn't know you were into holo pong.” It used to be holo 

chess with you. Us. 

 “Not much else to do around here.” 

 As much as that was true, something was still bothering her. He knew her too well to be 

able to ignore that, but this time, he didn't feel he could talk to her about it. He didn't want to get 

too close again. He needed the same thing she thought she did, he realised: to be alone. Except 

she didn't really need that, she needed people. She needed to talk. He was the one who needed to 

be alone. That was never a good combination. 

 “You like people, don't you?” he asked. “Well, there's a shitload of them back there.” He 

pointed with his thumb over his shoulder towards the common area of the ship. “Go. Socialise. 

Talk, be friendly, or what have you.” 

 She turned and looked at him for a few seconds. Then, surprisingly enough, without 

question, she got up. “Okay, then.” The moment she headed for the door Rebo stole her seat and 

put his feet up on the dashboard. It was still warm. He heard the door slide shut behind him and 

breathed out. Finally he could relax. He had just made it a little easier for himself. In the future, 

though, he shouldn't be doing this to himself at all. As long as she was in here, he should stay out, 

simple as that. Shouldn't be so close to her. After all, he didn't want that last mistake to repeat 

itself. Or maybe he did. After all, the feeling that she had wanted him as much as he had wanted 

her – maybe even more – had been intoxicating. She had started it, after all. Called him back when 

he tried to walk away, then kissed him in a way that didn't leave any doubts about her intentions at 
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all. Despite everything. His cruelties and his coldness. And despite her new, romantic, butter-

dripping, poster-boy sweetheart. Even if it was for just a few hours at the most, she had wanted 

Rebo Joon more than she wanted Racin bloody Salaros. And it had felt bloody good. 


