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Finn, Poe, and BB-8 are three of the Resistance’s greatest heroes—but they need your help!

This book is full of choices—choices that lead to different adventures, choices that you must make to help Finn, Poe, and BB-8.

Do not read the following pages straight through from start to finish! When you are asked to make a choice, follow the instructions to see where that choice will lead Finn, Poe, and BB-8 next.

CHOOSE CAREFULLY.

AND MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU!
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“POE—WHAT’S HAPPENED?”

Finn raced into the StarRover’s cockpit as the tiny freighter dropped out of hyperspace without warning. A wedge-shaped cruiser filled the viewport, its many cannons slowly turning to face them.

“That’s the First Order!”

“I noticed,” Poe replied, wiggling the flight yoke. The Rover didn’t respond. The Resistance pilot glanced over his shoulder at the orange-and-white astromech that was rolling back and forth trying to reboot consoles that remained stubbornly quiet. “Any luck, Beebee-Ate?”

The droid responded with a frantic series of beeps. The StarRover was completely dead.

None of this made sense. One second they had been zooming through hyperspace, and the next they were marooned in front of an enemy ship.

“Is it the hyperdrive?” Finn asked, dropping into the copilot seat.

“No,” Poe said, checking a readout above his head. “The First Order has mined the hyper route with gravity-well generators powerful enough to snare a Dreadnought.”
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Finn glanced through the viewport. Poe was right. The space in front of them was scattered with debris from a dozen ships.

“Can’t we turn around?” Finn asked.

“We can’t do anything,” Poe admitted, jumping up to check a nearby terminal. “The sudden stop shorted out the StarRover’s systems. Navigation. Shields. Propulsion. They’re all gone.”

“But we still have life support?”

“We’re breathing, aren’t we? But we won’t be for long. The environmental regulator is hanging on by a thread, and the gravity generator…well, let’s just say it’s a miracle we’re not floating.”

Finn swallowed hard as he spotted a flashing light on the comlink. That would be the cruiser’s commander, ordering their surrender.

“Please tell me the weapons are still operational.”

Poe flashed him a grin as he slipped back behind the flight controls. “This ship came from Maz Kanata. What do you expect?”

So it wasn’t all bad. The notorious pirate queen had supplied the StarRover so Finn and Poe could travel to Tevel, home to one of the New Republic’s last remaining bacta plants. According to C-3PO, the First Order had annexed the planet, and the Tevellans had appealed to what was left of the Resistance for help. In return, they had promised General Organa a supply of much-needed bacta. The gelatinous substance could cure just about any injury, from cuts and grazes to broken bones, a necessity when waging war against an enemy as brutal as the First Order.

The light on the dashboard continued to blink.

“Should we answer that?”

Poe shook his head. “I think we have bigger problems.”

Finn followed his gaze to see a huge First Order space station in the distance. A trio of TIE fighters were shrieking toward them, cannons already running hot.

WHAT SHOULD THEY DO?

ATTACK THE TIE FIGHTERS—TURN TO PAGE 16.

BUY THEMSELVES TIME BY FAKING A COMPLETE

SYSTEM FAILURE—GO TO PAGE 8.
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“THIS WAY,” Poe said, leading Finn and BB-8 toward what appeared to be a perfectly normal panel in the wall until it slid open to reveal a secret compartment. It was hardly larger than a maintenance closet, but it was just about big enough for all three of them to squeeze into it.

Now what? Finn mouthed as they heard stormtroopers enter the cockpit.

ATTACK THE STORMTROOPERS—GO TO PAGE 20.

SNEAK OUT WHEN THE STORMTROOPERS

AREN’T LOOKING—TURN TO PAGE 7.
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“CAN’T WE DO SOMETHING?” Finn asked.

“Sure we can,” Poe said, slapping him on the shoulder. “We can escape.”

He swiveled around to face BB-8.

“We need those engines working, pal.”

BB-8 bleeped a reply and went to work. Poe shouted out excitedly when propulsion came back online.

“Hold on,” he said, gripping the flight controls. “This is going to be rough.”

“How rough?” Finn asked.

Poe’s only answer was to gun the engines in an attempt to escape the tractor beam’s hold. The power core whined, and sparks flew from every console. Poe gritted his teeth as if he was trying to pull them free himself.

BB-8 squealed as power lines ruptured, fires breaking out across the ship.

GO TO PAGE 54.
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POE INDICATED for them to wait until the troopers had finished examining the cockpit. Then, when they were sure the coast was clear, they slipped out of their hidey-hole and crept through the ship.

The stormtroopers had cleared out, but the ship was still docked in a First Order space station. Where exactly were they supposed to go?

Poe smiled. “Don’t worry, pal. There’s more than one way off this ship.”

He led them to the rear of the freighter and pressed a control on a bulkhead, causing another secret panel to slide open.

“How many panic rooms did Maz install on this thing?” Finn asked, peering down the ladder Poe had revealed.

“More than you’ll ever know,” Poe said, already clambering down to a hatch in the belly of the ship.

WHAT SHOULD THEY DO?

TRY TO SEND A MESSAGE TO THE

RESISTANCE—GO TO PAGE 11.

STEAL A SHIP AND ESCAPE—TURN TO PAGE 52.
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“BEEBEE-ATE,” Poe said, “fire up the concussion missiles.”

“No,” Finn cut in before the astromech could respond. “You said we had no thrusters or shields. We won’t stand a chance against TIE fighters. Shut everything down.”

Poe’s eyebrows shot up. “What?”

“Think about it,” Finn reasoned. “Why fire on a ship with total system failure?”

A grin spread across Poe’s face.

“You heard the man, buddy. Shut everything down. Environmental systems. Lights. Everything.”

The droid let out a worried bloop but did as he was told as Poe threw a portable breathing mask toward Finn.

Finn caught the mask, strapped it over his nose and mouth, and then had to grab the arms of his chair to stop himself from floating up as the antigrav generator powered down.

The cockpit was plunged into darkness, the StarRover eerily quiet.

The TIE fighters streaked closer by the second, and Finn hoped he’d been right.

They wouldn’t fire on a critically damaged ship…would they?

“Use the time to repair the systems,” Poe whispered to BB-8, as if the fighter pilots could somehow hear him over the empty void of space.

Finn’s grip on his chair tightened as they closed in. The fighters were still in attack formation.

Why weren’t they peeling off?

“Maybe this wasn’t such a great idea,” Poe said, resting his hands on the weapon controls. “Beebee-Ate, it looks like we’re gonna need those missiles after all.”

“No, wait,” Finn said, placing a hand on Poe’s arm. The TIE fighters changed course, breaking formation to fly straight past the StarRover.

“They bought it!” Poe exclaimed, punching Finn in the arm. “We’re still in the game!”

The Rover started moving steadily toward the space station.

Finn frowned.

“Is that you, Beebee-Ate? Are the thrusters back online?”

He didn’t need a computer to translate the droid’s mournful reply.

“It’s a tractor beam,” Poe reported. “They’re reeling us in.”

WHAT SHOULD THEY DO?

TRY TO BREAK FREE OF THE TRACTOR

BEAM—TURN TO PAGE 6.

FIGHT BACK—GO TO PAGE 26.

LET THEMSELVES BE HAULED IN—TURN TO PAGE 18.
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