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In a dark void of unconsciousness, Poe Dameron hears the distant echoes of fighting over the persistent, maddening whine of his tinnitus. The cacophony was not from battle, no.  It was the sounds of a mere handful of people desperately fighting for their own lives.


Poe opens his eyes — he's lying down, alarms are screaming into his ears as emergency panels snap shut over the windows that lead into the black of space, sparing all present in the hallway the futile horror of breathing vacuum.


Two stormtroopers lay dead beside him, their helmets perforated by what could only have been a solid slug. Why were they so close? The last hour is a blur...


Poe's eyelids fall, his mind sundered by a severe concussion. Before they close, his eyes catch sight of Finn kicking the daylights of a Stormtrooper, in spite of his hands being bound by force cuffs.


Poe is back in the dark. The echoes of fighting grow more distant, while the whispers of an angry ghost become louder and louder. The whispers, vicious and angry, belong to Jess Pava, the pilot that had made the ultimate sacrifice at the Battle of D'Qar.


JESS [whispering]�I died for you...


Poe's eyes open once more, and catches sight of another woman – Lumi — pressing her knee down upon a fallen first order sailor's neck, choking the life out of him while her bodyguard Alleck assists Finn in the melee.


Poe blinks, his vision blurs, and time skips ahead a few seconds. Finn, his hands freed by Alleck, rushes to Poe, intent on dragging him to safety.


FINN�Come on, on your feet!


LUMI [coldly]�Leave him, he's dead weight.


FINN�No way. He comes with us!


Lumi has no time to protest – blaster fire erupts from down the hall, sailors and stormtroopers rushing to re-capture their prisoners! Finn, with a stolen F-11D Blaster Carbine, fires back, even as he tries to pull Poe behind cover. Alleck follows suit, keeping another group of enemies suppressed with blaster fire.


LUMI [annoyed]�...Fine. This way!


Poe's vision blurs, and time skips forward. The carbine spits bolts from the corner of his vision, killing more First Order personnel.


FINN [distraught]�I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry...


One of them clutches a gut wound, pleading at Finn not to kill him. 


FINN [crying]�I'm so sorry...


FIRST ORDER SAILOR [scared]�Please! no... NO!


The conditioning is too strong. Finn takes aim, and pulls the trigger.


Darkness, silence, then light and noise once more. Poe looks frantically around, trying to get a bearing on his location – still on the Raddus, evidently. A painted panel helpfully tells him that he is currently on maintenance level B4, deep inside the Mon Calamari Dreadnought. 


They come across a stormtrooper who had headed them off, and before Finn could should him, he falls over, unconscious. In his place stands Sonochee Pava, holding a stun rod in one hand. She beckons the fleeing group to come over.


SONOCHEE�Guys! Over here!


Darkness take Poe again, and Jess stands there, her flesh blackened by heat, her eyes filled with hate.


JESS�I died for you... I KILLED for you.


The light returns, and Poe finds blaster bolts streaking across his vision as more stormtroopers keep trying to kill him. He's being carried by Alleck now, while Finn kills them one by one, trying not to break down crying.


ALLECK�Hostiles on our left!


FINN�I have them! Keep moving!


In the dark, Jess is gone, replaced by another Lumi. She stares down at Poe, her icy irises filled with hate.


She clutches her pendant as she speaks, her lips unmoving:


LUMI�I should kill you for what you've done.


Reality surges back, and a doubly hateful Sonochee is about to perforate Poe's chest with her stun rod's prongs, tears in her eyes.


SONOCHEE [enraged]�I'll kriffing KILL YOU!


Finn surges out from her right side, and disarms her with practiced ease. 


FINN �Hey, back off!


The former stormtrooper threatens Sonochee with her own stun rod's electric arcs, but the girl is undaunted, and performs a kick that sends the rod flying from Finn's hand, and its prongs bury themselves right next to a control panel, itself close to the room's entrance.


In spite of the sudden disadvantage, Finn doesn't resort to using his carbine, letting it hang from his shoulder by its strap.


Sonochee's legs whirr, betraying their mechanical nature. Thankfully, her upper body is normal, and so Alleck has no problem pulling her into a chokehold.


ALLECK�Right, that's enough! That's enough!�Save it for the stormtroopers!


SONOCHEE�He killed her! He killed her!


Something gets Poe's attention and he turns his head to see Lumi kneeling besides him, staring into his eyes.


LUMI�Looks like I'm not the only woman you've scorned.


She stabs him in the heart... and the hypo's contents course through his veins. The colours surge in intensity for a moment as chemicals and stims heal his damaged brain. Lumi tosses the hypo away, and walks away to deal with an enraged Sonochee.


Poe gets up, aided by Finn...


INT – RADDUS – WASTE PROCESSING ROOM


...And discovers a vast array of new, unpleasant odours, the product of garbage, muck, moisture, and alien micturition that didn't quite fill a chamber of filthy metal walls, slightly more than half the size of the Millenium Falcon.


Only one hatch provides access to the room. The alternate way in are the ceiling chutes, which open only to vomit more garbage to the piles resting on the walls, the last piece of which is none other than the severed head of the ancient droid HUYANG. 


POE�Oh, oh wow, the smell...


FINN�You'll get used to it.�You okay?�You took a pretty nasty hit earlier.


POE�What happened? It felt like my �skull got hit by a speeder truck!


FINN�...Ceadeus punched you in the head.


POE winces, still feeling some of the pain.


POE�Oof... He must have put his weight into it.


FINN�...No, it was a quick jab.


POE�...Just the one?


FINN�Yeah, sorry. Still, you're lucky to be alive.


Suddenly, the stun rod briefly surges, and arcs of electricity quickly find their way to the nearby control panel, activating the waste room's recycling process. The doors begin to shut...


FINN�The doors!


Finn's warning is far too late – the hatch clamps shut, and a red light on the lock blinks as the magnetic seal activates. Finn levels his carbine at the door, but Alleck stops him.


ALLECK�Don't bother, that won't even singe it.


The walls groan loudly, and all present try to identify the source. Unseen, massive hydraulic pistons begin to slowly push the walls together, threatening to crush everyone trapped inside.


ALLECK�Oh, no.


Sonochee bolts for the control panel, attempting to stop the walls. The screens flicker, and her fingers get a nasty electric shock.


SONOCHEE�OW!


Quickly realizing the problem, Finn attempts to pull out the electric prod from the wall. Alleck comes to his aid, but they struggle to pull it free.


While Finn and Sonochee attempt to solve their predicament, Lumi levels an accusing glare at Poe, maintaining a veneer of calm that hides her fury...


LUMI�What. Did. You. DO?


POE�How in the Maw is this MY fault?!


LUMI�This whole situation is your fault.�If you hadn't tried to assault that horned giant...


The pile upon which Huyang rests shifts, causing the head to bounce on the way down a slope of trash...


POE�He was eyeing Tallie like a meal!�I had to stop him!


LUMI�Your pet stormtrooper wouldn't have had to �drag your limp, useless body around.


POE�Hey, don't talk about him like that!


LUMI�If you hadn't squandered my ships—


Poe begins to lose his cool: he's getting sick of being blamed for those casualties.


POE�And if you hadn't karked the precision jump—


FINN�GUYS! This is NOT the time!


Finn is right: the two walls are closing in at a steady pace. Already the chamber has shrunk to two thirds its size. They have a minute to live, at most. 


Alleck pulls the weapon free...


LUMI�Get us out of here, now!


...but the damage is done.


SONOCHEE [frustrated]�I'm trying! The manual interface is shot!


SONOCHEE unzips one of her pockets and takes out a cable, then lifts the hair on the back of her head to reveal a data-jack. She plugs herself directly into the control panel, earning her a wary look from Alleck.


The walls close in, pushing the piles of junk closer, threatening to bury everyone in sharp, heavy pieces of metal before crushing them.


SONOCHEE�I've almost got this! Just a second more aaaaand—


The screens turn RED. Sonochee screams as The First Order's freshly installed Intruder Countermeasures kick in, inflicting a major electroshock to the slicer's cybernetics. The surge is so bad her muscles seize, paralyzing her. Lumi, who was standing next to her, reacts quickly, and pulls the datajack out of the panel, saving the girl's life.


Sonochee falls back, unconscious, and it's Finn who catches her in his arms. 


FINN�Hey! HEY! Wake up!


SONOCHEE twitches, but doesn't respond.


POE [worried]�Is she going to be alright?!


LUMI [darkly]�None of us are going to be alright.�She was the only one who could have opened that door!


They all look at each other, and at the walls closing in. All hope of escape is lost...


Molten slag fall by Lumi's feet, and Alleck moves her away from the hazard. They all look up at the  chute above them, and at the glowing stain of hot metal at the center of the plate of metal that kept it shut. 


FINN�Someone's cutting through!


POE�We're being rescued!


ALLECK�But by whom?


LUMI�I don't know, but they'll need time!�Find some girders, beams, anything! Brace those walls! 


ALLECK�On it!


Finn sets SONOCHEE down, and the men quickly find a five-meter long metal beam and work together to wedge it between the walls. Miraculously, it manages to slow their advance – the pistons groan in protest...


ALLECK�This won't hold forever...


The girder begins to bend...


POE�Come on, hurry, hurry...


The chute's metal plate glows hotter...


LUMI�Any moment now, please?


And a RED LIGHTSABER BLADE tears through the metal, and begins to cut a circle.


FINN [horrified]�Oh no, it's KYLO REN!


POE�Oh, you have got to be kidding me!


LUMI�Oh, blast. Why does he even bother?�All he has to do is wait!


POE�Guess he wants the pleasure of killing us off himself!


The hole is cut half-way...


ALLECK�My Lady, your orders?


LUMI�Guns at the ready, all of you!�He's not taking us without a fight!


Alleck hands Poe a spare pistol, and the four of them aim their guns at the chute, ready to try and overwhelm Kylo with blaster bolts.


The cut is almost finished, and the resulting inch-thick disc falls. Blaster fire is poured into the hole. A man's voice echoes out of the opening, above the din of gunfire.


VOICE�Hey! HEY! STOP SHOOTING, YOU IDIOTS!


FINN�That didn't sound like Kylo...


LUMI�Cease fire!


The blaster fire stops.


LUMI�Who goes there?!


A Duros' head peaks through the opening,  It's the veteran rebel soldier, SHRIV.


SHRIV�Shriv Surgav, Danger Squadron!


Happy beeps resound from the opening, and an astromech droid appears next to Shriv. 


POE [overjoyed]�BB8!


Behind Shriv, Zay Versio stands, looking down at the group, while another woman, clad in Kanjiklub leathers, a dark hooded poncho, and an old Alliance Spec Ops Tactical Mark kneels down and reaches out the group below. Her voice is warbled.


MASKED WOMAN�Hurry! We don't have time!


ALLECK�The women first!


Alleck wastes no time grabbing Lumi by the waist and lifting her up, while Finn is already carrying Sonochee in his arms. Shriv and the masked woman pull the Admiral up, while BB8 drops a cord down so that Finn and Poe can tie it around the unconscious cyborg.


As Sonochee rises, Finn hears something, the faint electronic warble of a droid's vocabulator, the sound laced with static.


HUYANG�H-help...


The old droid's optics flicker in the shadows of the piles of debris, unseen by Finn and Poe.


FINN�Hey, someone else is trapped here with us!


POE�There's no one else here! Now come on!


HUYANG�Please... help... HELP!


Forgetting about his own safety, as any Jedi would, Finn goes looking for the source of the weak cries for help. He digs through the trash, desperately.


MASKED WOMAN�Hey! Get back here!


POE�Finn, there's no time!


The beam begins to fold like paper, and the walls resume their deadly advance. The two men left inside the room had only seconds before being flattened.


SHRIV [angry]�Damn it, kid! Do you have a death wish?! GET UP HERE!


Finn finds the droid's head, stuck inside some debris. He tries to pull Huyang free, but the debris holds fast.


FINN�Go! I'll be right behind you!


Relunctantly, Poe lets Shriv and Zay pull him up to safety, while Finn finally manages to extract Huyang from the trash.


LUMI [outraged]�A droid?!


The former stormtrooper makes a run for the exit, droid head in his arms, scrambling over compressed metal and plastics. But then, his carbine's strap gets caught on something, and he falls trying to free himself. He manages to hold on to the head, but the walls are now half a meter apart...


POE [horrified]�FINN!


FINN�Oh, no, oh no no NO!


SHRIV�Kid, don't look!


FINN screams as the trash compresses all around him, squeezing him tight. He shuts his eyes, and waits for the inevitable...


...and then the walls stop. 


He opens his eyes, wondering why he isn't dead. The garbage had just reached maximum density, and the pistons could squeeze no more. Everyone breathes a sigh of relief.


FINN [relieved]�...Huh. I'm okay!


That's when phase 2 of the waste disposal process starts: With incredible speed, the walls retract as the floor opens to the smelting furnaces below. Finn screams, as he falls to a fiery doom.


FINN [scared out of his mind]�HEEEEEEELLLLLP!


MASKED WOMAN�NOOOOO!


The masked woman reaches out to Finn, and the Force washes over him, surrounds him in a desperate embrace, and pulls him up past the ceiling chute. The girl grabs him, and pulls him away so fast they are both knocked  down on the floor together. 


The heat of the furnace blasts through, creating a pillar of distorted air in the middle of the chute.


SHRIV�Keep your distance!


Everyone shield themselves with their arms as the heat blasts through into the tunnel above. The compressed junk falls into the smelting vats, making a loud splash shortly before the floor below closes. The air cools. The danger is past. All present sigh in relief, particularly Finn, whose skin is glistening with sweat. 


He sits up, and the masked woman pulls him into a tight hug.


MASKED WOMAN�Oh, stars! I thought I had lost you again!


Finn hugs her back despite himself, then realizes he's embracing a stranger.


FINN [awkwardly]�I'm sorry, who are you?


The masked woman pulls away in surprise.


MASKED WOMAN�What? Oh...


She peels back her poncho's hood, and lifts up the tactical mask, revealing her face. 


REY�Sorry about that!


POE [surprised]�You!


FINN [shocked]�Rey?!


Zey, Alleck and Shriv share a look of confusion, having neither met nor been told about the young Force User. Lumi, however, had been informed of Rey's mission to Ahch-To.


Rey helps Finn up.


FINN�...how? How are you even here?!


REY�Well, it's kind of a long story...


SHRIV tugs at a rope, checking its strength for the upcoming climb up the chute.


SHRIV�You can bring them up to speed �on our way to the hideout, yeah?


POE�Hideout? 


Shriv ignores him, and begins the climb...


SIDE WIPE INTO:


INT – RADDUS, FLOW CONTROL CENTER 4


Being the size of a small city and home to thousands of organic beings,  the Raddus needed a complex system of pipes to manage liquid waste, water, and the recycling of the former into the latter. Flow Control Center 4 was one of the system's nerve centers, and as such was a plumber's worst nightmare – the walls were interwoven pipes of titanium, transparisteel and plastic, irrigated by tubes of rubber. The large, four story tall chamber, barely lit by the blue glow of coolant, was now the home of the few hundred members of the Resistance who hadn't fell to Ceadeus' clutches. Cots and hammocks had been set up all over the grate floors and catwalks. Groups of humans and aliens are huddled over the orange glow of heating units, eating their canned rations with haggard looks on their faces. 


A valve creaks, then spins. The door it belongs to swings open, revealing Shriv, then the rest of the fugitives. They're greeted by a B1 Battle Droid, its plating scorched and scarred from the Knights of Ren's assault. It was still functional, though, enough to act as a sentry.


SENTRY DROID�Welcome back!


SHRIV�We got wounded!


FINN steps through, carrying an unconscious Sonochee in his arms.


SENTRY DROID�Oh no...


Sonochee spasms.


FINN [worried]�Tell me you've got a medic in here!


SENTRY DROID�Pliers! PLIERS! Sonochee's need you!


PLIERS [off-screen]�What?!


Plier's voice resounds from somewhere as Alleck — the last of the group to enter — shuts the door behind him. Soon after, the old mechanic steps out from behind a partition, and hurriedly makes his way past the huddled figures towards Finn.


PLIERS�What happened?!


POE�She tried to plug into a control panel, �but there was a power surge...


Finn hands Sonochee over to Plier's lower pair of arms. She seems so small and fragile compared to the huge Besalisk. She begins to shake, and foams at the mouth.


PLIERS�Damn! Any of you got steady hands and small fingers?


REY�I do!


PLIERS�Follow me!


CUT TO:


Pliers clears his workbench with a single sweep of his upper arms. Junk, tools and datapads clatter to the ground as he lays Sonochee down on the tabletop.


LUMI�She's epileptic! She needs a doctor!


PLIERS�She needs an engineer!


Pliers turns Sonochee to her side, only for her to start kicking uncontrollably.


PLIERS�Someone keep her legs still!


Poe and Alleck move in, each one grabbing an ankle with both hands. Once Sonochee's thrashing is kept to a minimum, Pliers grabs a pair of heavy duty scissors and cuts the back of her shirt, revealing her back, and the artificial skin that lines her spine.


Attanni branding and logos are printed all over it. Finn, and his expression falls. After all, his own experience with cybernetics had been both traumatic and recent. He catches himself rubbing the back of his neck, where the white bioplastic of his own artificial spine peeks out of his shirt's collar.


PLIERS [to Rey]�What's your name?


REY�It's Rey.


PLIERS�Alright Rey...


He hands her a fine tool, what can be best described as a fusion of syringe and taser, the size of a scalpel.


PLIERS [cont'd]�...ever worked with Attanni cyberware before?


REY [unsure]�Ah... maybe? 


PLIERS�First time for everything, eh?�Alright, first I need you to jab this here, and...


Pliers guides Rey's hand to the small of Sonochee's back, before making her perforate the skin.


The legs stop moving, and the two men let go, breathing a sigh of relief, almost as if they were finished wrestling a wild horse.


REY�Whew! That was easy.


PLIERS�That was step one.


REY [wary]�...What's step two?


Pliers unscrews the skin over Sonochee's datajack with an electric screwdriver, and reveals the complicated electronics under it.


PLIERS�Shunting hair-thin electro conduits...


He pulls out a small personal computer, and shakes it gently.


PLIERS [cont'd]�...into this here datapad.


REY gulps as Pliers hands her a micro tractor beam. This was going to take a while.�


INT – RADDUS, BRIDGE 


Paxton, now the master and commander of what was once Leia's flagship, looks down on the bridge's central holotable, going over schematics, charts, and several logistical reports. Lynn and Guld join him, datapads in hand.


PAXTON�Report.


GULD�Dameron and Celchu are gone, sir.  


PAXTON FELL [exasperated]�What do you mean, gone?�Did they vanish into thin air?�Did someone disintegrate them? What?


GULD�I mean virtually gone, sir. �Internal sensors show nothing, but the coverage is poor so...


PAXTON�...So they could be anywhere down there.�And our externals?


GULD�Well up to spec, sir. Nothing came out of the hull.


PAXTON�Keep an eye out for anything out of the ordinary. �Trash, “empty” escape pods, anything.


GULD�Yes sir.


PAXTON [to Lynn]�And the troopers? Any luck with them?


LYNN [hesitant]�They're still looking sir... however...


PAXTON�...Well? Spit it out, Lieutenant. I'm not Hux!


LYNN�Sir, we've only got a few thousand �personnel available, and the Rad—�I mean, the Starflare is a dreadnought, its internals are immense.


PAXTON�I know, but there must be some clue �as to where Dameron and Celchu ran to!


LYNN�...We did get a blip on our IC, sir. Someone tried to �access the ship's network to shut down a recycling room.


PAXTON �Tell me you got a location out of it!


LYNN�A general one.


PAXTON�Good enough. Send three squads in�as soon as we're done here.


LYNN�Will do, sir.


PAXTON�Status update on our rendez-vous?


LYNN�The Imperatrix has been dispatched from Had Abaddon. �They'll be here in 29 hours to pick up our VIP.


PAXTON�Good. Anything else to report?


LYNN�Just the fatality report, sir.


Lynn hands Paxton a datapad – and what he sees on it doesn't look good.


PAXTON�Twenty-six troopers dead?�How did this happen?


LYNN�Dameron's companion was one of ours, sir, as it turns out.


On cue, Finn's image comes out on the datapad.


LYNN�His scores are impressive.


GULD�Our review of the footage show him to�be responsible for most of those kills, sir.


PAXTON�Those scores are impressive... he should have been on�the fast track for Special Forces! What was Phasma thinking?


LYNN�No idea, sir.


Paxton hands Lynn her datapad back.


PAXTON�Anything else?


LYNN�Doctor Sorg called earlier, he requested you come�to the infirmary as soon as possible.


PAXTON�Did he say why?


LYNN�It's about General Hux, sir.


PAXTON�Aw, damn it all. Tell him I'll be right there.


INT — RADDUS, INFIRMARY


A thousand wounded are being tended in this place. First Order, Resistance? It didn't matter. Both the Priestesses and Knights Medicus treat the patients equally. Most are quiet, while other groan in their beds while potions are being fed intravenously into their bloodstreams to keep them from dying of blaster burns, vibroblade cuts... or the blunt force trauma of a gravity hammer.


One of Mahraccor's victims – a Priestess — is being looked over by an elderly man in a First Order Navy medical uniform. He was short, portly, and white haired. The lines on his face conspired to make him perpetually sad, and to compensate he kept his brow furrowed into scowl, playing the part of a typical surly medical professional with a heart filled with gold...


DR. SORG [bitterly]�Damned dirty Wookiees. �Savages, the lot of them.


...and a touch of racism. Such is DOCTOR SORG, a veteran of both the Galactic Civil War and the Thrawn Campaign, much like Paxton. The captain, flanked by Vicks and Edge, approaches the doctor.


PAXTON�Is she going to be alright?


Sorg pulls the sheet over her face. 


SORG�No. �[to his aide]�Log the time.


EDGE�What happened?�Those 'potions' the knights use are �better than bacta, she should have—


SORG�That hocus pocus doesn't clean out�internal Graviton particle infections.�Chunks of her lungs had collapsed into marbles.


A Knight Medicus comes, and carries the Priestess' body in his arms, and carries her away.


PAXTON�Damn, that's...


SORG�...I know. �[sighing]�I take it you got my message?


PAXTON�How's Hux?


SORG motion Paxton to follow him as he moves away, and the younger man follows.


SORG�Those boys and girls... well, they're not doctors,�but they're a blessing to have in a triage situation, let me tell you.�Problem is, the girls tend to overdo it.


They come upon the sleeping form of General Hux, a bandage over his head.


SORG�Case in point. 


PAXTON�Oh, no.


SORG�Yep. The ah... the tall one, with the breasts?�Kay? Kain?


VICKS�Kainé.


Edge turns to Vicks, and gives him a knowing look, hidden by his helmet's dark visor.


SORG�Right. Kainé. She said a few words,�waved a book around, said abracadabra, �and before I knew it, Hux's skull wasn't �so caved in anymore. Brain's healthy again, coma's gone.


EDGE�Coma?�How did that happen?


Paxton pats his pistol.


PAXTON [darkly]�Poor man fell down some stairs.


SORG�I can't keep him sedated much longer, Paxton.


PAXTON�Can't you? If he wakes up...


SORG�I know, I know, but you didn't exactly fill�my medicine cabinet. I need the chems elsewhere:�I got a Bith with a missing leg and if HE wakes up...


VICKS�You give aid to aliens? �To the enemy?!


SORG�Not my idea, that guy with the horns insisted on it.


VICKS�That's... treason!


SORG�Hey, I learned a long time ago: when tall, dark �and armoured asks you to do something, you damn well do it!


PAXTON�How long do we have?


SORG�An hour, at least. Hope you're ready �for some shrill outrage.


PAXTON�Can you make it a day?


Sorg frowns some more.


PAXTON�Please, Sorg. I need more time.


SORG�Is it for the boy?


Paxton nods.


SORG�...Yeah, I think I can manage a day.


PAXTON�Thanks, old friend.


SORG [sighing wearily]�I'm gonna need a freakin' drink when the day's done.


PAXTON�You and me both.�[half-jokingly]� Think there's any booze left aboard?


SORG [smiling]�Actually...


INT – RADDUS, PILOT'S LOUNGE


There is a warning sign on the door, emblazoned with the First Order Hexagon, and below that sigil the words DANGER CULTURAL CONTAMINATION RISK are printed on it. Paxton chuckles, and tears it down before pressing the door's switch to enter.


VICKS�Sir? We can't...


PAXTON�Oh yes we can.


Being so large, the Raddus had more than a few rooms dedicated to the distribution of libations. With starfighter pilots tending to be elitists and fond of being pampered, Leia had flagged the finest piece of real estate on the Raddus to make the pilot's lounge something special: Nice lights, leather seats, varnished wooden tables, a full cabinet of fine Alderan spirits, arcade games... no expense had been spared.


PAXTON�My kind of place.


He makes his way further in, towards the bar... and finds a red-haired young man in his mid-twenties, clad in a dark longcoat and body armour disguised as a fashionable vest. 


It's Irvine Ren, minus the mask of wrought silver and steel, the hunter's cap, and the scarf.


IRVINE REN [smiling]�Captain Fell! Of all the watering holes in this �oversized flying turd, you walk into mine.


Irvine snaps his fingers, and smoke and embers erupt from his body, coalescing into a duplicate of himself right next to the jukebox.


IRVINE�Play it, Irvine. Something quiet.


IRVINE'S SHADOW CLONE�You got it, Irvine.


The shadow clone presses a few keys on the jukebox. A mellow piano tune comes out of its speakers, and the duplicate vanishes.


PAXTON [sighing]�What in Malachor are you doing here?


IRVINE�Tending bar, obviously. What can I get you?














