In the rebel cruiser’s hangar, Yavis and Byte were performing maintenance on some fighters, with Yavis working outside the ship while Byte worked in the ship’s cockpit.
“Okay, Byte. Try again.” Yavis said to the droid.
“Roger, Roger,” Byte said.
The droid began to turn on the ship’s engines, which began to make hard noises, with smoke coming out of the ship.
“Turn it off! Turn it off!” Yavis exclaimed, waving his arms desperately to Byte.
The droid turned the engines off quickly.
“It seems the engines of this ship are in terrible condition,” Byte said.
“Are you telling me? I'm surprised this ship returned from its mission. Either they find new parts for the engines, or they'll have to retire this ship.” Yavis said, hitting one of the engines with a wrench.
Byte didn’t respond, but suddenly felt something hitting its head, being a can of soda that fell between its legs.
“Who did it?” Byte asked, looking around.
The droid soon spotted a small group of the rebel members who looked at the droid angrily.
“Come on! When are you going to grow up? Are you going to keep doing that forever? You don’t see we’re busy here?” Byte asked angrily at the rebels, who simply walked away, giving angry glares at it.
Yavis leaned forward, seeing what was happening, turning his head silently to Byte.
Frall was asleep in his bunk in the communal barracks with other rebels who were resting. He then opened his eyes upon hearing a noise in the bunk below his.
The Zabrak leaned his head to one side to see under him, spotting the rebel under him, seeing a hologram in a small pad.
“Hey, can you turn it off? Some people want to sleep!” Frall scolded the rebel.
“Oh, sorry. But today is the hoverball match between Alderaan and Naboo.” The rebel said.
“What? Is it today?” Another rebel asked as he sat up on his bunk.
“Hey, I’m not missing it!” Another rebel said.
Soon, many crew members got near the rebel to see the match, while at the same time, Frall rolled his eyes as he lay down again on his bunk, putting the cushion over his face, holding the urge to scream.
Dasha walked with some crew members after leaving the ship's training section.
“Seriously, you should tone it down a bit, Drasha. One day you're going to break someone's bones.” The crew member at her side said.
“Yes, sorry. But when I'm training, when someone challenges me, I feel an urge to put them in their place.” Drasha said.
“Well, next time, don't send it flying across the room. If the walls were made of paper, it would have definitely gone through the whole ship point by point.” Another crew member said.
“They should know by now that they shouldn't mess with me. We've been dealing with this for a year now, and some of them still haven't learned.” Drasha said.
“Okay, don't worry. They'll learn in time.” A crew member said.
“Let's hope the ship holds up by then.” Another crew member said.
The group began to reach the door to the communal refresher when the door opened. Drasha looked at who was getting out, but she winced at that moment.
Suddenly, Lop was getting out of the refresher, wearing only a towel on her head, drying it with it and nothing else, having her nude body exposed, yawning loudly with a hand on her mouth. The crew members got startled seeing the nude Lepi in front of them. Drasha gave a loud sigh, getting the Lepi’s attention, who looked at her and the rebels’ expressions, seeing her.
Lop looked at her nude body, soon rubbing the back of her head with a wry smile, and her eyes closed.
“Oh, sorry! I’m still too used to being nude in public!” Said Lop with a weak laugh, just as TD-4 moved in front of her to cover her.
“Yeah, dank farrik…” Drasha murmured, putting her hands on her face.
In the meeting room.
“We want our own ship now!” Exclaimed almost all members of the Tengu crew to Brad and Rahm Kota.
“Yes, yes, we've heard it, calm down,” Brad said, shielding himself with his hands.
“Seriously. We can’t keep up with this any longer.” Frall said.
“It was nice to have been in the company of other people on this cruiser. But right now we need to regain our autonomy.” Drasha said.
“They have a point. Besides, ever since I've been here, people have been giving me strange looks.” Lop said.
“Well, if you didn't forget to put on half your clothes, they wouldn't look at you like that,” Byte said.
“I've already said I need to get used to it again. Remember where I've been for a year.” Lop defended herself, looking at the BX droid.
“Not to mention the other problems we usually have with the other crew members,” Frall said.
“I don't think it's that big of a deal, gentlemen.” Rahm Kota said.
“Well, that's not exactly right,” Cody said as he approached them with a pad in his hands. “Here is the list of problems listed by the group.”
“First, many crew members are expressing their discontent at seeing someone like Lop lacking clothing when she leaves the refresher areas or the female dormitory. Then we have Frall's constant accusations against staff for becoming overly active during the sleep hours allocated to the relevant unit.”
“Yeah, you don't know how many fouls were called in the previous match.” Frall gave a loud yawn.
“Some have also mentioned that they prefer to face a Star Destroyer alone rather than start a practice round with Drasha. And Yavis and Byte have repeatedly exposed how part of the crew acts aggressively towards the droid, even throwing garbage at it while they are working on maintenance.” Cody numbered. “Regarding Byte, it's important to remember that a large portion of our personnel come from planets that were once victims of the Droid Army during the Clone Wars. Therefore, their disdain for droids, especially battle droids, is more than justified.”
“Yeah, but they're not the ones who have to repair Byte every time he gets damaged. Seriously, does anyone know how hard it is to find usable parts for a BX droid these days?” Yavis asked.
“Now that you mention it, I admit that with the amount of work we have here, I haven't had time to do more Jedi training with Lop. It's clear that her absentmindedness would be resolved if we could resume training.” Rahm Kota said.
“But here, everyone is looking for you because of the various operations you have here.” Lop Said.
“And there’s another point everyone is ignoring,” Dartha asked. “If Lop stays here, and the Empire decides to send somebody to track her, they might discover the cruiser and send imperials to destroy it.”
“You’re right. We've only been lucky with that problem because Prar will be obsessed with Lop, and after what happened last year, he won't allow any Imperial agents to interfere in his projects related to those Force-user warriors.” Rahm Kota said. “But the stronger in the force she gets, the less likely she is to be useful for his projects.”
Brad sighed. “All right then. We'll get a new ship. But don't get your hopes up. We need to find a ship that's useful for our missions. And the question is, where do we find a ship that can't be tracked by the Empire? I highly doubt even a secondhand shop would sell us a ship without the Imperials getting involved.”
“Well, we might ask where we got the Tengu first,” Frall said, putting a hand on Yavis’s shoulder.
“What? No way! Forget about it! I’m not going there!” Yavis exclaimed, shaking his head.
Lop blinked, confused, looking at him.
“Oh, I'm so glad to see the Maker's father again!” Byte exclaimed.
“Wait, who?” Lop asked.
“The Tengu came from a collection of spaceships, and his father was the owner. We might ask him for another ship.” Frall said with a smile.
“No way! The first thing he will do is try to convince me to return to the family business! And I can’t do that!” Yavis said.
“But maybe you’re the only one who can convince him to give us a new ship,” Brad said. “Please, at least do it for us.”
After a moment, Yavis gave a loud sigh. “Okay. But don't let anyone get angry if it doesn't turn out the way you want, understood?”
They nodded, just as Frall and Drasha high-fived in the air. But still, Lop had no idea of what was happening exactly.
Time later, the Tengu crew, using the stolen shuttle, flew from the Cruiser into hyperspace, and after a long journey, they got out of it.
“Where are we?” Lop asked.
“Welcome to the Corellian sector, in the Core Worlds,” Yavis said as he piloted the shuttle.
“Core Worlds? That doesn’t mean we’re where I think we are?” Lop asked.
“Yep, in the heart of the Galaxy Empire,” Frall said.
“But doesn't being here put us in danger?” Lop asked.
“Not if we use certain routes, and we go to a certain place,” Byte said.
“And where?” She asked.
“Right there.” Yavis signaled an asteroid field in their direction. “Kiris Asteroid Cluster.”
“Will we find our ship inside an asteroid field?” Lop asked in confusion.
“Oh, you have no idea how secure the place is. The perfect place for testing ships.” Brad said to Lop. “Soon you will see it.”
As the shuttle flew through a safe route inside the asteroid cluster, a massive artificial space station soon appeared in front of them. Lop looked astonished as she saw the myriad of ships of many classes that were parked alongside that massive station, all hidden behind the asteroid cluster. She never saw so many ships of so many types in the same spot.
“Welcome to Kiris Testing Yards. The largest testing corporation in the galaxy.” Yavis said.
Soon, the shuttle landed inside the station’s hangar for clients. In no time, the group began to explore the massive compound, amazed by the massive number of ships exposed there. It was more like a museum, leaving the many droids and workers to do their job in the place without bothering them.
As Lop and TD-4 explored some of the corridors in the station, her eyes soon dropped on something that was parked outside the station. A fully built Star Destroyer, exposed as a piece of museum. Lop’s jaw dropped seeing the large cruiser there.
“Amazing, isn’t it? An Imperial I-class Star Destroyer,” Said a voice close to her. She turned to see an adult man with a white beard and hair wearing an elegant black suit. “Many people are shocked when they see that ship. They're clearly surprised to see such a vessel up close, so vulnerable, given its reputation.”
“Yeah, that’s a surprise,” Lop said as she looked at the Star Destroyer. “But how can they have this thing here?”
“Oh, it’s very simple, young girl.” The man said with a laugh. “You are looking at the very first Star Destroyer ever built.”
“The first one?!” Lop asked in shock, with TD-4 beeping.
“Yeah. All the ships you see here are the first model, sent to us for thorough testing in all areas: engines, modulation, weaponry… Basically, we test these ships to the limit and then inform the company owners how they could be improved or what possible defects they might have.” The man said.
“Whoa! And is everything done the same way with every ship that is built?” Lop asked.
“Well, all these ships are basically prototypes in their final design and manufacturing phase. We're just making sure they understand how their ships work.” The man said with a smile.
“I see,” Lop said, soon tilting her head and turning to him. “Excuse me, but do you work here?”
“More than that, girl!” The man laughed at her question.
“Lop! There you are!”
Lop turned around, seeing the rest of the Tengu approaching there, just as the man turned around, spotting Yavis in the middle of the ground.
“For Corellia’s stars! Come here so I can give you a hug, kid!” The man exclaimed as he ran there and hugged Yavis, looking ashamed, while Lop looked more confused than ever.
“Lop, allow me to present you to Rogan Zostra, chairman of Kiris Testing Yards, and Yavis’ father,” Byte said to Lop.
“He’s your father?” Lop asked, surprised, signaling the man to Yavis.
“Yeah, that’s right,” Yavis said as he looked to the side until his father let him go.
“And I’m happy to see you too, Byte.” The man said with his hands on his hips. “You’re still using that B1 vocabulator?”
“Yes, indeed. Isn't it obvious?” Byte commented, shrugging.
"Well, have you come to take up the family business again, lad?" Rogal asked him.
"Not at all, Dad." Yavis rolled his eyes.
“And who are your friends, son?” Rogan asked him.
“Well, they’re Brad, Drasha, Frall, and you already met Lop and TD-4.” Said Yavis, soon signaling Rahm Kota, who was walking behind them. “And… he came with us.”
“For all the stars.” The man said, looking at the old Jedi. “General Kota? Is that you?”
Now, everyone looked at them, confused.
“Excuse me, we met before?” Rahm Kota asked as he ‘looked’ at the man.
“Yeah! You saved our ship during the Clone Wars as we were testing a prototype for the Republic when pirates hired by the Separatist attacked us!” Rogan said.
“Oh, I think I'm beginning to remember.” The old Jedi said.
The man then noted the Jedi’s eyes. “What happened to your eyes?”
“A long story.” Rahm Kota replied.
“Sorry to interrupt you, but we came looking for a new ship,” Brad said to the man.
Mr. Zostra narrowed his eyes. “What have you done with my VCX-100?”
“Your VCX-100? I have given it more use in all this time than your company in all these years in this place!” Yavis said.
“Please, don’t tell me that you blew my ship.” The man asked them.
“Well, tell that to the Imperials,” Frall said.
Rogan facepalmed after hearing him.
“But it was my fault,” Lop said, making everyone turn to her, including Rogan. “The ship was destroyed as they were trying to rescue me from an imperial officer. Please don't blame them. Nothing would have happened if it weren't for me.”
Rogan gave a loud sigh. “Well, if it were for a good cause, I think I could let it go.” He said with a hand on his head. “Especially if it was to help someone as cute as you.”
Lop laughed weakly as she looked away.
“Excuse me for interrupting, but we're really looking for a ship right now,” Brad said to him.
“Oh, please, you must know that we can’t sell the ship we have here. The only thing I can do is show you the ship we have, and then find a functional ship somewhere.” Rogan said.
“Okay, that’s fine, but there’s a small problem. We’re wanted criminals for the Galactic Empire! We can’t go around looking for ships in any shop!” Frall said.
“Hey, I don’t make the rules. They were when I took charge.” Mr. Zostra shrugged.
“I knew this wouldn't work. He’s as stubborn as a ronto.” Yavis said with a hand on his face.
Lop looked worried when she heard TD-4 reacting to something, and when she looked to the side, she gasped loudly. Just approaching them was an imperial officer. Her reaction got the attention of the others who saw the imperial too.
“Oh, he again,” Rogan said. “I’ll take care of this.”
Rogan moved away from the Tengu crew and walked to the imperial, stopping in front of him.
“Oh, hello, Vice Admiral Betrayus. What can we offer you?” Rogan asked the imperial officer.
“You know very well what I want. I want you to hand the company over to the Galactic Empire.” Vice Admiral Betrayus said.
The man gave a loud sigh. “We've already discussed this, Vice Admiral. The company is not for sale. It doesn't matter how many times you ask. We're not going to sell.”
“You know very well that most of the ships belonging to rebel cells throughout the galaxy are the same ones displayed here. If you were at least willing to help us, you would be doing the Empire a great service.” Vice Admiral Betrayus said.
“And I've already told him that we're an independent company. We never take sides.” Mr Zostra said.
The imperial huffed, crossing his arms, eventually glaring at the Star Destroyer exposed. “At least I hope you honor the agreement.” He said, signaling the cruiser.
“Don't worry. It will be ready for inspection and maintenance.” Rogan said.
“I’ll be waiting for you at the reunion place, then.” 
The imperial then turned around and left the place, while Mr. Zostra walked back to the group.
“What was that all about?” Drasha asked.
“Oh, never mind. That Imperial guy is obsessed with me about handing over the company to the Empire, but that's out of the question. Besides, I confirmed he'd be taking the Star Destroyer we have on display for maintenance. Believe it or not, we don't have the parts to maintain that behemoth.” Rogan explained.
“And I suppose it's the Imperials who take care of the maintenance.” Rahm Kota said.
“Of course. It’s their standard ship, after all.” Rogan said.
But then he remembered something and put his hands on his head. “Oh, damn it! I forgot the engineering team is on another job! I won't be able to deliver on time! That Imperial officer is going to give me a hard time about it…”
“Seriously, Dad. What a head you have.” Yavis shook his head.
Lop then got an idea, snapping her fingers.
“Hey, and if we help you?” Lop asked, making everyone look at her. “Would you be willing to give us a ship in exchange for helping you transport it?”
The group kept looking at the Lepi, confused.
“You know I'm not a fan of the Empire, but we need a ship. And if we don't have any other ideas…” Lop shrugged.
Brad then looked at Rahm Kota. “What do you think, General?”
The old Jedi began to ponder the idea. “To be honest, it's clear we have a problem, given what we've seen. But perhaps we can get this job done if we keep a low profile. We don't want the Empire to notice our presence. Imagine if Prar finds out what we're up to.”
“Yes, he would come over us without warning,” Brad said, soon looking at Rogan. “What do you say, mister?”
Rogan began to think, scratching the back of his head, until he gave a loud sigh. “Very well, whatever you want. If you help me with this job, I'll give you whichever ship you want as soon as we get back, is that clear?”
Everyone was happy when he accepted the proposal, but Frall interrupted the moment, raising his hand.
“Just wait a moment. How will we move a Star Destroyer? We don’t require thousands of crew members to do the job?” The Zabrak asked.
Yavis laughed at his question. “You have no idea how they work here, Frall. Trust me, you will be surprised.”
Before going into the Star Destroyer, the group went to a hangar in the place, where they saw a Baudo-class star yacht landed on the ground, with more weaponry on the hull than usual, and a compacted H2 Executive Shuttle on the top rear part close to the rear engines.
“And this ship?” Lop asked. “It doesn't look like a museum piece.”
“No. That’s the Grey Cloud. My personal ship.” Rogan replied.
Frall whistled, seeing the ship before turning to Yavis. “That’s your father’s personal ship? He has style.”
“Yeah, right,” Yavis said, scratching his head while raising an eyebrow.
“Come on, we will get into the Star Destroyer through the hangar with this beauty,” Rogan said.
The group entered the large shuttle. Inside, they saw that the ship was deceptively larger on the inside than it appeared from the outside. Not only did it have space and quarters for a large crew, but it also had a functional galley and refresher, as well as a dedicated cargo section.
“Whoa! This ship is really spacious!” Lop exclaimed. “Much larger than the Tengu!”
“Well, it’s large compared to the shuttle we have been using,” Drasha said.
“Make yourselves comfortable. We'll be inside the Star Destroyer soon.” Rogan said as he went to the cockpit, before turning to Yavis. “Can you give me a hand?”
Yavis sighed and followed him, taking Byte with him to the cockpit area while the others explored the ship. In the cockpit, they saw it had room for a pilot, a co-pilot, and two assistants behind them.
“Okay, let’s see what we can do here,” Byte said as he sat in the pilot seat, beginning to turn the ship on.
Yavis sat in the co-pilot seat while his father sat behind him, observing the onboard computer systems.
“Reinforced frame, deflector shields, Class 1 Hyperdrive, Class 3 backup Hyperdrive, triple laser turrets, frontal double laser turret… You never skimp on expenses.” Yavis said after seeing the data of the ship on the computer.
“I always look for the best.” Mr. Zostra said with a smile.
“Yes, this thing could go toe-to-toe with a small Imperial cruiser in a one-on-one fight,” Yavis commented.
Soon, the ship began to float and to move forward out of the hangar.
“Wow, this ship moves really well,” Byte commented.
“Yeah, too well,” Yavis said, eyeing his father.
“Hey, Lop here!” Called Lop through the ship’s communicator. “I’m in the shuttle ship, and it's bigger than it looks from the outside!”
“Okay, Lop. Now get outta there before you cause an accident up there.” Yavis said.
“I'm going to check on my guests before things get out of hand here. You guys take the ship to the Star Destroyer hangar.” Rogan said as she stood up and left the cockpit.
The two waited for a moment before Yavis leaned toward Byte. “Doesn't all this seem a bit strange to you?”
“What do you mean?” Byte asked as he piloted the ship.
“Nothing.” Yavis looked forward, staying silent while the ship flew toward the Star Destroyer in the exposition.
In a moment, the Grey Cloud reached the cruiser’s hangar, getting attached to the ship, while the people began to move out of it and into the cruiser. Inside, the group was surprised by what they saw, as Yavis had warned them before. It turns out the company managed to modify the systems so that a handful of specially designed droids could pilot the ship, reducing the absurd number of crew members needed to control the vessel to around 200 in total. But even so, human personnel were still necessary to supervise the droids at all times.
“Okay, now I’m surprised,” Frall said with his arms crossed as he was on the bridge with the others.
“Yes, my father doesn't skimp on expenses for this type of work,” Yavis said.
“And I thought that the use of droids in general was reduced after the Clone Wars and their role in the droid army,” Drasha said.
“Perhaps some people are still afraid of droids. But as long as they continue to serve their primary function, I don't think there's any reason to retire them.” Rogan said.
“You're always making use of everything,” Yavis said, crossing his arms.
Rogan nodded before turning to the droid leader on the bridge. “Get us to Hyperspace. The coordinates are in the computer.”
“Affirmative.” Said the droid as it began to work on its monitor.
In no time, the Star Destroyer deployed from the exhibition area and got out of the facility, and eventually, they got into Hyperspace.
“The main hyperdrive has been giving problems for some time, so we’re going with the backup one. It will take some time, but we will get there.” Rogan said.
“And when we get there, what will we do?” Frall asked.
“Originally, we were going to use the ship to leave while some of you stayed here to oversee maintenance. But since I know you're not staying, I guess I'll just have to wait there. You can go back to the company with my ship and wait there.” Rogan said as he walked around. “You can consider it a vacation at my cost.”
“Thanks for the offer, but we’re not leaving you near the Imperials alone,” Brad said. “We don't know what they might try. You already said they want your company.”
“Ah, they won’t dare to do anything, my friends.” Mr. Zostra said. “Look, I have some advantages with them. My company knows every weak point of each one of the ships we tested, from every side. And they know it. If they try something funny, I might send that data to their enemies so they can bring them down.” He then looked at Rahm Kota as he was interested. “But, if, for example, any rebel cell tries to force me to get that info, I can send data to the Imperials about their ships, always keeping neutrality.”
“So, if someone bothers you, their enemies will get the advantage, isn't that right?” Lop asked.
“Correct!” Rogan said, snapping his fingers.
“Okay, and we’re going for maintenance,” Drasha asked. “This huge ship needs special shipyards for that job.”
“Oh, it’s a new place the Imperial offered,” Rogan said. “He mentioned the name of the shipyard: The Claw, in the Denon System.”
Rahm Kota turned his head to the man. “You said the Claw? In the Denon System?”
“Yeah. Why?” Rogan asked.
The old Jedi’s face paled suddenly before moving. “We must stop the ship now!”
“Hey, General. What’s happening?” Brad asked.
“The Claw isn’t a shipyard. It's a military zone used for testing and trials with Imperial vehicles against moving targets!” Rahm Kota explained to everybody.
“What?!” Everyone asked in shock.
“Damn it. This has to be a trap!” Yavis said with his hands on his head.
“But why go to so much trouble only to make me fall into this trap?” Rogan asked.
Lop thought for a moment before getting an idea. “Mister Zostra, what would happen to the company if something happened to you?”
Rogan thought about the question for a while. “If something were to happen to me, the management would temporarily pass it to my secretary until a new chairman was decided.”
“And he’s so stubborn like you?” Frall asked him.
“No, he’s always changing his opinion on everything. I have to keep him in his place constantly.” Rogan said, but then put a hand on his mouth. “But he is easily forced to make a decision he doesn't like.”
“Now I get it!” Yavis said, giving a clap. “With you off the map, that Imperial might force your secretary to give full control of the company to him.”
“That's despicable!” Byte exclaimed.
“Great! Job canceled! We're turning around immediately!” Rogan exclaimed, turning to the droids, but then Brad stopped him.
“No. If the Imperial discovers that we discovered his trap, he might be tempted to use worse methods to take your company. Which would include a large-scale assault against his company, regardless of the consequences.” Brad explained.
“Then what do we have to do?” Rogan asked.
“We have to get rid of him. On the spot.” Brad said.
“And how?” Lop asked.
“We might use the Star Destroyer to our advantage.” Rahm Kota said. “If we make it fully functional, both weapons and shields, we could face whatever fleet that Imperial officer has prepared for us.”
“But what if the fleet is too much for this ship?” Lop asked. “I don't know about you, but I believe that even this ship has its limits.”
“Then we identify their flagship, and we ram the Star Destroyer against it.” The old Jedi said. “And at the same time, we will use the Grey Cloud to escape during the chaos.”
“Okay, that's crazy, but it might work,” Brad said, quickly turning to Rogan. “Please tell me that the ship's defense systems are still operational.”
“All the ships we have on display have their shields and weapons physically deactivated for safety reasons, but they can be easily reconnected.” Mr. Zostra explained.
“Okay, we'll take care of the shields first. Once it's active, we'll take care of the weaponry.” Yavis said, taking Byte with him as he ran out of the bridge.
“Hopefully they'll at least have the shields up by the time we get there,” Brad said.
“We'd better. Otherwise, we'll become the biggest target in the entire galaxy.” Lop said, glaring at the hyperspace.
“At the very least, we should reduce the ship's speed to give them more time to finish their job.”  Rham Kota said.
“I have faith in my son, lady,” Rogan said to her. “If there’s somebody who can turn this ship fully operational in time, it’s him.”
“You have a lot of faith in your son, mister Zostra,” Frall said to him.
“What did you expect? He's my son! He's a Zostra, just like me! Just like my father and his!” Rogan exclaimed.
“Okay, we believe you,” Frall said, raising his hands.
Meanwhile, in the space of the Claw, a large fleet of Dreadnought-class heavy cruisers, Raider II-class corvettes, Gozanti-class assault carriers, and a few frigates, with an Arquitens-class light cruiser acting as flagship, stayed in formation and in position.
In the light cruiser, Vice Admiral Betrayus was looking at the space from the bridge after reaching the ship in the Denon System, just when an officer walked close to him.
“Is everything ready, commander?” Betrayus asked the officer without taking his eyes from the exterior.
“Yes, Vice Admiral.” The officer replied. “The fleet is in formation and ready for when the ship appears in the sector.”
“Excellent. I know it's a great loss, but as soon as the Star Destroyer appears, I want you to tear it to pieces, both the ship and its crew.” Vice Admiral Betrayus said.
“But sir, do we really have to go to such extremes?” The commander asked.
“Kiris Testing Yards is one of the biggest testing companies in the galaxy. They tested almost every model we know, and they know its weak points. This information could be very useful to us in neutralizing any dissident who tries to rise against us. After all, without ships, they can do little damage to the great imperial machine.” Betrayus said before rolling his eyes. “Besides, Zostra is getting on my nerves with his policies.”
“But, sir, what if they find out we have something to do with this act? The Senate is not going to take kindly to us using imperial equipment to take over a private company.” The commander warned.
“Oh, I don't think you'll be getting promoted anytime soon with that attitude.” Betrayus shook his head. “We must do whatever is necessary to benefit the Galactic Empire, as the Tarkin Doctrine dictates.”
Then Betrayus made a fake cough while saying. “And recovering my Admiral rank, of course.”
The commander then looked to the exterior for a while before speaking. “Sir, isn't the target taking a little while to arrive here?” The commander asked,
“Hmm, you have a good point,” Betrayus said. “They don't usually take that long to arrive.”
“Do you think he's discovered our trap, sir?” The commander asked.
“Impossible! I haven't given him any clues that would indicate it's a trap.” Vice Admiral Betrayus shook his head. “Most likely, he had some kind of launch delay. Although let's be honest, that Star Destroyer model is quite old. After all, it was the first model ever tested.”
“A great loss, in my opinion. Thanks to that model, we have our space force.” The commander said.
“Ah, just as the old saying goes, out with the old, in with the new,” Betrayus said with a smile.
The commander looked at him silently.
“Sir! We detected a ship exiting hyperspace!” A member of the crew on the bridge informed them.
“It’s here.” Betrayus’ smile widened.
Just at that moment, the Star Destroyer got out of hyperspace, appearing in front of the fleet with a large distance between them.
“It's time. Commander, tell the other ships to prepare their cannons and start by aiming at your bridge. They should wait for my order to fire.” Betrayus ordered the officer.
“All ships, prepare to fire upon the order! Priority will be the Star Destroyer's bridge!” The commander ordered the crew to notify the other ships.
“Vice Admiral, we detected a signal from the ship in front of us! They have their shields up!” Another member of the crew informed him.
“What?!” Betrayus asked, confused. The fact that the Star Destroyer had its shields active was not part of their plans.
“We’re receiving a transmission from the Star Destroyer.”
At that moment, a monitor displayed a transmission coming from the Star Destroyer. There, they could see Mr. Zostra with a smile.
“Greetings, Vice Admiral Betrayus. As promised, I brought the Star Destroyer for maintenance.” Rogal said, smiling at the monitor.
“That's fine, Mr. Zostra.” Betrayus greeted with a serious face. “Out of curiosity, could you explain why you have the ship's shields activated?”
“Oh, the shields? Oh, well, considering where I was going, I wanted to make sure we didn't get shot by accident. These days, a lot of people are just itching to shoot something.” Rogal joked.
“Well, your concern is understandable. If you would please deactivate the shields, we can send the maintenance team to take the ship to a better location for routine maintenance.” Betrayus offered.
“I appreciate the offer, Vice Admiral, but it's not necessary,” Rogal said.
“Weapon systems reactivated, sir!” A droid’s voice was heard through the transmission, Rogal’s smile growing bigger.
“What’s happening there?” Betrayus asked, raising an eyebrow.
“Sir, the Star Destroyer's weapons are active!” A member of the crew informed.
Oh, by the way, I'm sorry to tell you that I've learned of your scheme, Vice Admiral. Very clever of you, luring me to this place to take me down. Too bad your plan isn't going to work.” Rogal said. “Absolutely not. I will not allow the Galactic Empire to take over my company. And certainly not because of you, Vice Admiral. I'm beginning to understand the reason for your name, Betrayus.”
Betrayus’ face was getting red while clenching his fists.
“Mister, that's enough! We must prepare for battle!” Lop appeared in the image, grabbing Rogal’s arm.
“Lop, get outta the image! Turn off the transmission!” Brad’s voice was heard just before the transmission was cut.
Betrayus let out an angry roar, slamming his fist against the bridge screen before turning to the commander.
“To all ships, OPEN FIRE!! I want that ship turned into space junk!” Betrayus angrily ordered.
In no time, every ship of the fleet began to shoot its turbolasers against the Star Destroyer, the shots impacting first into the ship’s shields that blocked the damage.
“Sir, the shields are blocking our fire against the Star Destroyer!” The Commander informed Betrayus.
“Keep firing! They won't be able to hold out forever!” Betrayus ordered.
Inside the Star Destroyer’s bridge, Rogal and the Tengu Crew saw how the shields were stopping the incoming fire from the Imperial fleet. Right at that moment, Yavis came back running into the room.
“How are the shields holding?!” Yavis asked as he reached the group.
“Shields are at 80% but descending.” The droid commander informed.
“I wonder how much the shields will hold against that fire,” Lop said.
“Where’s Byte?” Drasha asked.
“I sent him back to the ship to prepare it for the evacuation,” Yavis said.
“Good thinking. No matter how good the systems are right now, this ship is dead already.” Brad said.
“But this ship will not go down without a fight.” Rahm Kota said.
“Well said,” Rogal said, soon looking at the droid commander. “Open fire against the fleet in front of us. Let’s show them why their beloved Star Destroyers are the starship of their navy.”
“Yes, sir.” The droid commander said.
Soon, the Star Destroyer began to shoot its own turbolasers against the Imperial Fleet. Some of the frigates and carriers were the first ones to fall under the Star Destroyer’s fire, but the rest of the fleet was still shooting at them.
“Shields at 65% and descending.” The droid informed.
“This is not good. The shields are going down too fast.” Brad said.
“Have a little faith in this ship,” Rogal said.
The exchange of shots continued between the Star Destroyer and the Imperial Fleet, with some of the smaller ships being destroyed by the Star Destroyer’s firepower, but the larger ones were still holding their shields up, their weapons still firing at full power against the Star Destroyer.
“Keep firing! Don't stop until that ship is history! I'm not going to let some damn businessman humiliate me!” Betrayus ordered as he oversaw the battle from the Arquitens-class light cruiser’s bridge.
“But Vice Admiral, the smaller ships and carriers are being taken down by the Star Destroyer’s weapons!” The commander warned him.
“Then move the smaller ships behind the larger ones!” Ordered Betrayus. “And send the fighters to attack the Star Destroyer! I want that ship under constant fire!”
At the given order, the smaller ships and carriers began to move behind the Dreadnought-class heavy cruisers and Raider II-class corvettes, while dozens of Tie Fighters and Tie Bombers began to fly toward the Star Destroyer.
“Uh oh, now they’re sending fighters against us,” Frall said as he saw the tiny fighters coming to them.
“Commander, initiates anti-fighter defense protocols,” Rogal ordered the droid commander.
“Yes, sir.” The droid replied.
The Star Destroyer’s point-defense laser cannons began to open fire against the Imperial fighters that began to fly around the large cruiser. But despite the defenses being able to take down some of the Tie Fighters and Bombers, they weren’t enough to bring down all the fast fighters, which focused their shots on every part of the Star Destroyer they could shoot.
“Shields at 30% and descending!” The droids informed.
“The shields won't hold up for long,” Lop said.
“You're right. We must resort to plan B.” Brad said.
“Okay, but against what?” Frall asked.
“If I’m right, that light cruiser is their flagship,” Yavis said, signaling the Arquitens-class light cruiser in the middle of the Imperial fleet.
“So be it,” Rogal said, giving a loud sigh. “Commander, turn on the thrusters at full power. Fly directly against that Arquitens-class light cruiser and ram the ship against it, no matter what happens to the ship.”
“Yes, sir.” The droid replied.
“Come on, we need to meet with Byte as soon as we can,” Brad said as he began to run to the bridge’s door.
“Dad, quickly!” Yavis called his father as he began to run alongside the rest of the team.
He didn't say anything and began to follow the group.
“Sir.” The droid commander called, making Rogal stop and turn around. “It has been an honor to serve you all this time.”
“I could say the same, commander.” Rogal made a quick military salute before leaving the bridge, closing the doors behind him.
Soon, the Star Destroyer’s thrusters turned on, and the cruiser began to accelerate slowly while keeping its firepower toward the enemy fleet.
“Vice Admiral! The Star Destroyer’s thrusters are at full power! It's accelerating at full speed!” The officers on the bridge informed.
Betrayus looked at the Star Destroyer when he received the information, but then his face turned white when he figured out what was happening.
“No, it can’t be! He can't be thinking what I think!” Betrayus exclaimed. “Keep firing! Stop it! Take it down!”
The whole Imperial fleet focused its fire against the incoming Star Destroyer in an attempt to stop it, but the only thing they were able to do was to nullify its shields, the impacts of the turbolasers hitting the cruiser’s plate, while the Star Destroyer kept flying toward them, unstoppable. Without them noticing, the Grey Cloud left the Star Destroyer hangar and began to move away from there as quickly as possible, while the ship advanced towards the Imperial fleet.
“Okay, Byte, get us outta here!” Brad said as they were in the cockpit, flying away from the Star Destroyer.
“Preparing coordinates!” Byte said as the droid inserted the coordinates. But then an alarm sounded on the ship. “Uh oh! It looks like some flyers had spotted us.”
As Byte informed, a small group of Tie Fighters began to fly toward the Grey Cloud as they spotted the ship.
“Frall, Drasha! Go to the back turrets! I’ll get the third one! Take them down!” Brad ordered them.
“On it, boss!” Frall said as he and the Togruta ran off the bridge with Brad behind them. 
But for a moment, Brad stopped and looked at Rogal, who signaled where the ladders to the top frontal turret were, and soon ran to it.
“I hope they can keep them away until the calculations are over,” Lop said.
“Don’t worry. Those turrets will bring them down in no time.” Yavis said as he worked on the computer.
Each one of them reached each turret’s cabin, taking the controls of the turrets, soon beginning to shoot at the Tie Fighters that were getting close to them, with some of the enemy fighters hitting the ship with their lasers.
“Shield status?” Rahm Kota asked as the ship shook from the hits.
“Pretty high. The shields are holding well.” Yavis informed, taking the communicator. “Come on, guys! We still have them on our tails!”
“What do you think we're trying to do? For starters, it's the first time we've used these turrets.” Frall said as he aimed and fired with the turret’s weapons at the Imperial Fighters.
“Dank farrik! Some of them are too low for the turrets! If they get under us, we will have problems!” Drasha called.
“There is a retractable turret under the base,” Rogal said, making everyone in the cockpit look at him. “What? In case some pirates like to attack from below.”
“Man, you’re hopeless,” Yavis said, shaking his head.
“I'll take the turret,” Lop said as she stood up with TD-4 following her.
“I'll take you to where the trapdoor is,” Rogal said as he followed the Lepi.
Rahm Kota ‘looked’ at where Lop and Rogal went before turning to Yavis. “Your father’s ship is a box of surprises.”
“If you say so,” Yavis commented as he worked on the computer.
Rogal guided Lop to a section of the ship, eventually exposing a trapdoor, indicating to the Lepi to get inside it. When she got to the turret’s cabin, the section lowered down, exposing a hidden turret under the ship, extending the cannons forward. 
Lop looked around, taking the controls, beginning to aim with it, spotting a pair of Tie Fighters that were approaching from below the ship. Without wasting any more time, Lop began firing the turret's cannons, accurately hitting the two Imperial fighters.
“Pals, I’m taking care of the ones that get under us! You take care of the ones following us!” Lop informed the others.
“Well done, Lop!” Brad called.
Meanwhile, the Star Destroyer, still under constant fire from the Imperial fleet’s ships, was inexorably getting closer to the flagship, soon forcing some of the ships trying to move away to avoid colliding with the larger cruiser. Betrayus could do nothing more than to see how the massive ship was getting closer to him.
“No! No! No!!!” Betrayus exclaimed as he began to run off the bridge under the commander’s confusion.
Even with the damage suffered under enemy fire, the Star Destroyer finally reached the light cruiser flagship, the collision provoking a chain reaction in both ships that provoked the mutual destruction of both cruisers in a large explosion, which affected part of the remaining Imperial Fleet, suffering similar fates to the two clashed ships in the explosion, just in time for the Baudo-class to enter hyperspace to escape from the following Tie Fighters.
After a fast travel, the ship returned to Kiris Testing Yards, soon landing in the hangar area.
“Well, I must admit that this has been quite an experience to remember,” Rogal said as he stood up from his chair.
“True. It's not every day you get to use an old Star Destroyer against an Imperial fleet.” Lop commented.
“Yes. And it's a shame we had to sacrifice that ship. We could have kept it and used it as support for the main ship.” Brad said, looking at Rahm Kota.
“And one day, mistake that ship for one of the Empire? No, thank you.” The old Jedi said.
“But at least that imperial officer will think twice before plotting something similar for a while,” Drasha said. "If he survived, obviously."
“Speaking of that, I can't thank you enough for the great service you've given me,” Rogal said to them.
“Ah, it's nothing. Kicking the Empire's ass is our daily job.” Frall said.
“Well, anyway. I guess this is where we part ways, folks, so good luck.” Rogal said as he turned around to leave.
“Wait a moment, father,” Yavis said, turning the chair to him as Rogal turned around. “There are a couple of things you should explain to us.”
“What’s going on, Yavis?” Brad asked.
“There are things here that don't add up,” Yavis said. “To begin with, with all the systems and weaponry it has, this ship is basically a frigate in miniature. It was designed not for pleasure, but for battle.”
The group looked at each other as Yavis continued speaking.
“Besides, if I remember correctly, the Grey Cloud is a GX, not a Baudo.” Yavis stood up. “And if I’m right, this ship was made for us.”
“Are you sure of it?” Frall asked.
“Not only that. From what I understand, the builder of this type of ship, Mendel Baudo, only accepts orders from known clients or those who come by referral. And they usually take a year to complete.” Yavis said.
“But why build a ship for us if we already had the Tengu?” Byte asked.
“Until about a year ago, when it was destroyed at that space station,” Yavis said, crossing his arms. “Which now leads us to a single logical question.”
Lop thought for a moment until she came to the same conclusion as him, turning her head to Rogal. “Sir, how long have you known?”
“Wait, he knew we lost the Tengu already? How?” Frall asked, confused.
“That’s a good question,” Brad said, as everyone looked at the man.
Rogal gave a loud sigh. “What I'm about to tell you is the company's biggest secret. Each of the main engines of the ships we have here has an integrated tracking system that allows us to locate our ships when they leave the center.”
Yavis and Byte looked at each other. “And since we've never changed the Tengu's main engine, you've always known where we were, right?” Yavis said.
“Yeah, but still I had to make use of my contacts to know what you were doing,” Rogal said. “That's how I found out you were acting in Tao since last year, until I lost the tracker signal.”
“That was when the ship was destroyed while they were trying to rescue me,” Lop said, lowering her head.
“Even since then, I have always kept myself informed of your activities, knowing how hard you worked to make this galaxy a better place. And I’m proud of that.” Rogal said.
“So why did you have this ship built?” Yavis asked.
“I know you, Yavis, and that's why I knew it would be hard for you to come here looking for a ship after taking the VCX-100. But I hoped that one day you'd have a change of heart and decide to come and get a new ship.” Rogal explained, giving a loud sigh. “Look, this company is known for its neutrality, so I can't just give away the ships we have on display to anyone. This was the only way I could think of to help you unofficially.”
“Father, I… I don’t know what to say.” Yavis said, shrugging.
“Just accept it. It is the only thing a father can do for his son at this moment.” Rogal said with a smile.
At that moment, everyone got happy and began to celebrate that they got a new ship that they could call home.
“Well, as they say, may the Force be with you,” Rogal said, making a farewell gesture and leaving the ship.
Everyone kept celebrating their new ship until Brad sat near Yavis.
“It seems that in the end everything turned out well,” Brad said to Yavis.
“You can say it,” Yavis said with a smile.
“Yeah, I can’t believe we can have a new Tengu, guys!” Lop said, smiling while TD-4 beeped happily 
“Well, I think it's about time to go, don't you?” Frall said.
Yavis nodded and sat in his chair as Byte prepared to pilot the ship.
“And where do we go now, boss?” Frall asked Brad.
“First to the cruiser to get our things. And then… to Tao!” Brad said.
Everyone nodded at this just as the ship was taking off, leaving the centre under Rogal Zostra’s glare, jumping into hyperspace.
Meanwhile, in Tao…
“Hmm, fascinating…” Admiral Banner said as he looked at the image of Mr. Zostra and Lop. “So this is one of the ones that crashed a Star Destroyer against your ship, right?”
“Of course, Admiral!” Vice Admiral Betrayus said as he was present in Prar’s office in Yasaburô’s compound. “I was lucky enough to survive the encounter. And as soon as I identified that Lepi, I came here to inform you, because, as I've learned, this Lepi has been Governor Prar's target for some time now.”
“You’re right, Vice Admiral.” Admiral Banner said. “But why would the rebels help Mr. Zostra on this?”
“It's quite obvious, sir,” Ochô said, who was present there. “Remember that one of the identified rebels, Yavis Zostra, is the son of Rogal Zostra, the director of Kiris Testing Yards.”
“If that’s right, there’s only one reason why the rebels would help him. They might be looking for a new ship after the last one was destroyed a year ago.” Admiral Banner said.
“Believe me. If those rebels are going to be here, I want to be here too. I want to make them pay for the humiliation of beating me like that!” Vice Admiral Betrayus exclaimed.
“I have my doubts, because even with an entire fleet, he wasn't able to wipe them out.” The Admiral said.
“Sir, my plan was perfect! I never expected those rebels to be there with him, or that they would turn the Star Destroyer fully operational so quickly!” Betrayus exclaimed.
The Admiral simply crossed his arms, looking at the Vice Admiral with his eyes narrowed.
Ochô then took the picture, staring at Lop’s image there.
“So you have a new ship, eh, Lop?” Ochô commented.
“Well, Vice Admiral Betrayus, I admire your dedication,” Prar said as he was sitting on his chair, looking at the Vice Admiral. “I want you to report to the Star Destroyer and await orders.” Prar leaned toward crossing his hands. “And get ready, because things are going to get very interesting.”
