CHAPTER ONE
JEDI PRAXEUM
OSSUS
457 ABY


There were bodies everywhere.


The lush green field was filled with the twisted and broken bodies of hundreds, even thousands of men and women. Blaster rifles lay scattered among the corpses, vibroblades, and makeshift spears embedded in the bodies of many of the fallen. Many wore armor of a strange design and color, others still wore simple uniforms, while others wore only robes of an ancient time that seemed somehow familiar. Many among the dead had the hilts of lightsabers gripped in their lifeless hands, the bodies surrounding these fallen unmistakably maimed by the hellish wounds the blades could make. The smell of death permeated the air and ground, dark red blood still soaking the dirt and high grass in copious amounts that almost caused her to gag.


Her eyes lifted suddenly at the boom of heavy plasma artillery pieces, and the air was split by the screeching of massive plasma rounds passing overhead. Small but nimble fighter craft shaped like arrows zipped overhead, followed by strange looking circular ships, the bombs and missiles under the wings easily recognizable. Her eyes watched as three different shaped craft roared overhead, gray colored fighters shaped like the Shi’raks of Korriban, their red turbolasers reaching out to the circular craft, intersecting with one and turning it into a ball of expanding gases and debris. The oddly familiar craft were themselves blasted into atoms as more of the circular ships took vengeance for their comrades and turned in the direction of the others.


Her eyes saw then, the intent and direction of the small fighters. The huge black building rose among the trees, easily the size of the new Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance Senate building on Coruscant. Littered around it was the smoking wreckage of dozens of fighters and close support bombers, as well as what appeared to be numerous armored tanks of a type she had never seen before. Like ants around their nest, her eyes could see thousands upon thousands of figures fighting in the crisscross of blaster shots and explosions. Within the smoke and dust from the titanic battle she could easily see the flash of hundreds of lightsabers of varying colors, deflecting blaster bolts back to punch through the silver armored figures. Bodies could be seen tossed almost casually through the smoky air with the use of the Force, random and undirected blaster fire filling the sky, turning it into a maelstrom of death and destruction. There were dozens of red lightsabers clashing with the blue, green, silver, and yellow, the noise from their strikes carrying even to this distance.

There was a pause then, almost freezing the combatants in place, and from the elevated tree line to the north they came.


They were massed as one body, an uncountable number of blue lightsabers, and they conducted a leap within the Force unlike any she had ever witnessed, a leap that carried them directly into the heart of the massive battle. At the head of this incredible Force jump were two figures, one carried a gleaming silver lightsaber, and the other carrying two blades, one the color of violet, the other an oddly orange hued color. This body of Jedi, what else could they be she thought to herself, slammed into the battle as a tidal wave would a coastline, their blue lightsabers cutting down any in their way.

Then her eyes were inside the darkened chamber, and they could see the tall, muscular red skinned alien battling with that same strange lightsaber wielding Jedi. All around the great hall were individual battles happening, bodies strewn haphazardly across the smooth duracrete floor. Lightsabers of every color crashed together with the crimson ones. She saw Jedi of every known species, one who even appeared to be of the revered Master Yoda’s secretive race. She saw what appeared to be protocol droids, silver and red in color exchanging deadly fire amongst the mayhem. She saw dozens of Noghri, twisting and jumping, their gleaming swords dripping in blood, she saw an older woman dressed as a Jedi cradling a man in her arms, tears streaking her face. The figure from outside was clearer now, dark brown almost black hair flashing back and forth, eyes the color of sapphires, blood streaking his face, his lips peeled back over his white teeth in a vicious snarl as he plunged both of his blades into the red skinned creature and the creature roared, his own red lightsaber falling from useless fingers as a Force wave of pressure built all around the massive chamber.
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The voice was as clear in her mind as if standing next to her.

There was a brilliant flash of dazzling white light and she sat up in her bed, sweat soaking her thin shirt, her long silky black hair wild and tossed over her shoulders, her breath coming in gasps and grunts as her hand went to her throat.


“A—a dream!” She gasped, her eyes darting back and forth searching the small room.


Her emerald colored green eyes settled slowly on the blond haired figure of the sleeping man next to her, and her mind gradually began to realize where she was. Gently she drew back the sheet covering her and slid her long legs out, her feet going to the cool stone floor. She wore only the sweat soaked t-shirt and plain white panties, and the cool air caused goose bumps to form on her lithe tanned legs. She went quickly to the chair and drew the light robe around her figure, tying it at her waist. She looked into the mirror, pulling her long shimmering black hair back and tying it with a strip of simple gold silk. Her face was slightly drawn, her usually bright emerald green eyes splotched with red from lack of sleep. She shook her head slightly, and then glanced once more at the stirring form in the bed before moving through the doorway into the living area of her apartment.


She padded across the simply decorated living room and entered the small kitchen, the aroma of the freshly brewed caffa filling her senses. A mug appeared from the cupboard drifting in thin air to where the caffa pot was. She watched as the steel container filled with caffa leaned over to pour into the mug, sweetener being added before the mug settled into her hands, and she let out a small smile as she brought the liquid to her lips and drank, allowing it to warm her chilled insides. She turned and walked slowly to the doors onto the small balcony, the doors swinging open with a simple gesture of her finger, and she stepped into the warmth of the twin suns of Ossus.

Her apartment was located on the east side of the Jedi Praxeum on Ossus, eleven stories above the lush forests and kilometer deep gorge that extended along the side of the Praxeum compound. The Praxeum was now home to over four hundred Jedi Knights and Masters, with five times that number spread across the galaxy on different worlds. Currently, the Praxeum was also home to nearly three hundred Padawan learners and younglings, and it was here that all of them had been trained. 
Grand Master Luke Skywalker had begun this Praxeum over three hundred years earlier, and it was now center to all the Jedi activity happening in the galaxy. Even the new Jedi Temple on Coruscant, while occupying the location of the old Temple within the confines of the huge cityscape, did not have the pull of the Praxeum here on Ossus. Here is where all the artifacts of Jedi lore and history had been brought for safekeeping, and even to this day, archaeological digs near the Praxeum still discover old Jedi scrolls and holocrons. The Praxeum was also home to the reformed Jedi High Council of Grand Masters. Twelve Jedi Grand Masters who dictated policy and communicated directly with the Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance. She sipped her steaming caffa, allowing the power of the Force to course through her, calming her nerves and warming her spirit. The dream disturbed her, and was by far the most vivid of the dreams she had experienced in the last six months. She could almost smell the blood and death in the air, the smoke from the battle field stinging her eyes. She could also sense the staggering power of several Force auras within that battle field, and it frightened her, something that she was not used to in the least.

She had been part of the Jedi since her birth, a full Jedi Knight now for the last nine of her twenty-nine years; the youngest to be christened a full Jedi Knight since the time of the Old Republic. She was considered by many to be the most powerful of the new Jedi, and an equal to many of the Grand Masters on the council, but she was also considered to be reckless and too quick to take action. She had many traits that the Grand Masters found distasteful and arrogant, yet they tolerated her because she was held in such high regard by others, and they could not deny the power she held within her. She turned when she sensed the approach of the young man behind her. He had dressed, and now wore the flowing robes of another Jedi. He stepped up to her, reaching up with his hand to touch her cheek.

“You should go.” She told him softly.


“That’s it?” He asked.


“What… what did you expect?” She asked meeting his eyes. “Last night… our actions were not meant to be more than they were. I wanted companionship, as did you. Do not make it more than what it was.”


He lowered his head slightly. “You never let anyone in do you?”


“It was a pleasurable experience Vetor, but that is all.” She answered quickly. “Let it remain that for both of us.”


“Someone day you will have to let someone inside that iron wall that surrounds your heart.” He said softly.


“Perhaps… but not now. Not you.” 


“You had the dream again didn’t you?” He asked. Her silence gave him the answer he sought. “Alana… you need to talk to someone about it.”


“I will. Thank you for your concern.” She replied. “Now… please… I’d like for you to leave.”


Vetor sighed heavily and nodded his head. He turned and left her standing there on the balcony. Alana waited until she heard the lock on her door click before she lowered her caffa and gripped the railing with one hand. He was right; she had to talk to someone about her dreams. They were becoming too vivid and real; almost as if the dreams were trying to tell her something. Alana untied her robe and let it fall to the floor as she allowed the rising suns to warm her lean and muscular, yet very feminine figure. She knew who she would go to. It was the only person she trusted more than herself.

Alana Elise Skywalker turned and walked purposefully back into her apartment.

