CHAPTER TEN
ONDERON

IZIZ ROYAL PALACE


Onderon had not changed much in the six years she had been away Penaria surmised as she looked out across the city of Iziz from the balcony of her official office within the Royal Palace. The city itself had grown and expanded its boundaries over the last millennia, and while a dozen cities had been established across the surface of Onderon, Iziz remained the largest and most important. Penaria turned and watched as her aides escorted King Renault into the room. Her face broke into a smile and she went to the man who had been like a surrogate father to her and embraced him.


“Your majesty.” She spoke as she kissed both his cheeks.


Renault smiled and held her at arms length, his eyes taking in her supple figure and shapely curves. She saw him frown somewhat. “Do they not feed you on Coruscant child?” He asked in a fatherly tone.


Penaria smiled and squeezed his hand. “I am fine.” She said. “Truly.” She sized him up in much the same manner as he had her. “You have never looked better.”


Renault laughed a deep booming laugh. “Ha! My wife would not agree! She tells me I have gained ten pounds since I became King!”


Penaria smiled warmly and laughed as well. The first genuine laugh she had been able to produce in many days. “You carry it very well majesty… and that’s what you get for marrying someone thirty years younger than you.” She told him. “How is Adara?”

“Many people said our union would never last the day we married.” Renault spoke, walking to the small bar and pouring himself a steaming mug of Onderonian tea. “Look at us now; nearly fifteen years later and she has given me the children I never thought I would have. She is returning from Central City in the morning with our children and wishes to meet with you as soon as you are able.”


Penaria nodded with a bright smile. “Of course. I always enjoy our time shopping and speaking secrets of you.”


Renault laughed again and poured another mug of tea, holding it out to her. “Come sit with me Penaria.” He spoke. “Fill me in on what is happening.”


Penaria took the mug from him. “First… was my message received?” She asked joining him on the comfortable sofa.


Renault nodded. “A Jedi acknowledged the message… Alana Skywalker. I did not know he traveled with Jedi.”


Penaria smiled and nodded. “That is another story entirely.” She said. “Needless to say, if it was she that replied to my message then I know he will come here and at least hear what I have to say.”


“Penaria, what is going on? Why would your Supreme Commander go behind your back like this, destroying Mandalorian freighters? Anyone who trades with the Mandalorians knows without a doubt that their freighters are unarmed.” Renault spoke and the confusion in his voice and on his face matched hers. “Why conduct this type of operation against unarmed ships?”


Penaria shook her head. “I don’t know.” She replied honestly meeting his steady gaze evenly. “Your majesty… Renault what can you… what do you know of the new Mandalore?”


Renault sat back on the sofa and exhaled heavily. “What would you like to know? I have communicated with him only twice in the entire time since he took power and that was only via audio. Most of our dealings have been through intermediaries.”


“Tell me of your dealings with him.” Penaria asked.


“Almost all have been in regards to trade really. We put forth a new trade bill and my staff meets with his staff, they work out the details, and we sign it into law.” Renault spoke honestly. “I know that he has been exceptionally fair and honest with us. We just recently signed an agreement to invest in new military equipment. I have neglected our military and Jamus was the one who finally got me to see this. We just signed a brand new agreement to replace all of our older Frigates with their new SHOGUN-Class ship, and our cost is only half of what the ships would cost on an open market. Almost all of our capital class ships were built by MandalMotors over the last years, as you helped get that bill passed in parliament while you were there. To my knowledge, we are the very first to actually receive an exported model of one of their front line warships.”

“Why is that?” Penaria asked.


Renault looked at her oddly. “What do you mean?”


“Why Onderon, when there are dozens of other worlds within the Federation that could easily afford to mass purchase their ships?” Penaria asked.


Renault shrugged noncommittally. “I have no idea, nor do I care. They have dealt fairly with us in all aspects of our relationship. The Chief Operating Officer of MandelMotors, a Tagge Bralor, went so far as to have all the research labs on our capital ships redesigned at their own expense due to a minor fault in their construction. Our trade agreements are locked in for decades to come, and the bills all have clauses that prices and produces can be re-negotiated at any time.”


“Do you know the history of Onderon and the Mandalorians?” Penaria asked.


Renault sipped his tea and nodded. “I became a student of that part of our history when I became King. It dates back thousands of years, not all of it friendly.”


Penaria nodded. “And they trade with no one else?” She asked.


Renault shook his head. “Oh no… they trade with many worlds… but no one gets the type of rates and agreements we do. It’s almost as if… if the Mandalorians consider us their foremost ally.”


“And yet we know nothing of their government or their leader.” Penaria said softly.


“That will change when you meet with him.” Renault said with a smile. “I understand from my discussions with Tagge that he can be quite bullish and stubborn at times but Tagge says he is extremely well educated and even has a degree in Advanced Electrical Engineering. Tagge also says he is young and very handsome.”  


Penaria looked at him and tried to look offended. “Your majesty, are you trying to play matchmaker?”


Renault laughed. “Penaria you are twenty-eight years old! You need to think of settling down and taking a husband.”

Penaria joined in his laughter and for the second time in several days it felt good to laugh. “I have no intention of rushing into a relationship!” She spoke with a smile. “If it happens, it will happen!”


Renault’s face became serious and he looked into her blue eyes. “What do you suspect is happening Penaria?” He asked.


Penaria looked at him, and the smile drifted from her face as her eyes narrowed and she became serious. “Someone or a group of someone’s has quite a different agenda than I when it comes to the future of the Federation.” She stated. “Everything that I have tried to push through that would limit corruption in some way has been pushed aside or delayed. The Senate went ahead with expanding the Perlemian Trade Route against my veto, knowing that it would intrude into the Hapes Consortium space. The Queen Mother was understandably incensed. Our last communication was very pointed and very cold. She said she would get back to me as soon as the Consortium convened and decided on a course of action.”


“Surely she understands it was not you?” Renault spoke.


Penaria nodded. “She knows that, but the Senate increasingly is overriding my vetoes.” Penaria replied. “She asked who was in charge of the Senate if not the Chief of State. I am the Chief of State Renault, and the Senate ignores me on almost everything!”


“What of the Jedi? Surely they support you?”


Penaria shook her head. “There has been some new information given to me by a senior Jedi Master which seems to indicate the Jedi have, if not openly just yet, decided to come down squarely on the side of the Senate.” She explained to his surprised face. “This is not the Jedi Order that Grand Master Luke Skywalker envisioned. They have become almost as bad as the Senate. And they seemed to be very interested in the new Mandalore as well. If my information is correct, many of them believe him to be some sort of Holy Guardian that only appears in times of great need for the Jedi and the Federation.” Penaria looked at him. “Many of the Order believe the new Mandalore is this Jedi.”

Renault looked stunned. “The new Mandalore is a Jedi?”


Penaria shook her head. “Not a member of the Jedi Order as we know it, but something else. If you have several hours, I can explain as best I am able, at least the way it was explained to me.”


Renault nodded. “We have nothing but time, and I would very much like to hear this.”

FEDERATIONSPACE
1.8 LIGHT YEARS OUTSIDE TELOSIAN BORDER PATROL ZONE


The Mandalorian NAU’UR KAD-Class Cruiser ADENN used only its maneuvering thrusters to maintain station within the mass of wreckage it had discovered. The cruiser’s commander sat on his bridge looking over the reports of what they had found already, and none of it was good. He was a senior Commander with the MDF, and this Interceptor Attack Wing was under his overall command. Three cruisers identical to his NAU’UR KAD-Class and six A’DENLA-Class Heavy Frigates made up the MDF 39th Interceptor Attack Wing. There were nine IAW’s that were always on high alert in case of any problems that might arise within Mandalorian territory. They were a small but very mobile and powerful force to project the intentions of Mandalore whether it was good or bad. 
No Mandalorian ship had been this far into Federation space in decades, and after finally getting permission from the fool Federation military Liaison on Telos, they had proceeded to the point where the Mandalorian freighters had reportedly been destroyed by the Federation ships. His ship was the only one currently at the actual site of the attack, the other Mandalorian ships investigating nearby, and using stealth shields to hide their visibility to active sensors. The stealth shields rendered the Mandalorian ships all but invisible to known sensors, but due to the massive cost in building shields to equip on ships, only the nine IAW’s and assorted other ships had the capability. It was said that MANDALORE’S HONOR had this capability, but trying to get a crewmen from that ship to reveal this information was a losing battle. 

The commander was not happy with what they had found in the last twelve hours, and he anticipated Mandalore would not be happy either. Federation Intelligence would also be very unhappy at how sophisticated Mandalorian equipment had become without their knowledge, and it was this sophistication that was able to tell their instruments everything they needed to know about what had happened here.


“Our data is accurate?” He asked his Chief sensor operator for the third time.


“We have run the scans four times Commander. The results have not varied in the least.” The woman replied, turning in her chair from her station.


“Open a secure transmission to Admiral Joarl!” The commander snapped. He spun his command chair in a half circle to face the holo disc receiver in the corner of the bridge. The image of the Commander of the MDF appeared in near perfect clarity.


“Commander Opelan, what have you discovered?” Joarl asked.

“Nothing good I’m afraid to say Admiral.” Opelan replied. “We have discovered the location the freighters were destroyed in and have been conducting extensive scans of the area for the last twelve hours. The Federation warships fired twenty-three Mark II anti-ship missiles at our freighters Admiral.”


Joarl looked stunned. “Twenty-three?” He gasped aloud. “Navigational shields wouldn’t have held against one Mark II, let alone three.”


The commander nodded. “Yes sir. It appears the Federation ships wanted to leave no trace of the ships. We can detect background traces of the Phobium ore, and small amounts of the Bacta packs in the medical supplies. We have even found several pieces of the agricultural equipment, but it is clear the Federation wanted to leave nothing for anyone to find.”


“No sign of anything out of the ordinary?” Joarl asked now. “Mandalore uploaded the chemical base for this Nova Dust they accused us of transporting into the data base from MANDALORE’S HONOR. Any sign of that?”


“None Admiral.” Opelan replied evenly.


“Then why destroy our ships? We…”


The soft alarm began chiming, cutting off his words and Opelan turned. “Report!”


“Sensors are picking up six Federation warships dropping from hyperspace Commander! Bearing three four nine. Looks like an MC100B Star Cruiser and escorts!”

“Admiral a Federation Star Cruiser and escorts have just dropped from hyperspace! We have company.” Opelan spoke calmly.


“Permission was granted correct?” Joarl asked.


“We informed the Federation military liaison on Telos of our intentions Admiral. He gave his approval.” Opelan replied. “Stand by Admiral… I’ll leave our channel open sir.”


“Commander, we are being hailed.”


Opelan nodded. “Acknowledge it.” He said.


The large holo screen near the front of the bridge changed configuration from the field of wreckage to the face of the Bothan Federation officer.


“I am Star Captain Felay of the Federation cruiser ENDEAVOR.” The Bothan spoke. “You are in a restricted military zone, please identify yourselves.”


“I am Commander Opelan Beviin of the Mandalorian Defense Force cruiser ADENN. We have received permission from the Federation liaison on Telos to be here. We are conducting an investigation into the destruction of our freighters.” Opelan answered.

“You are in Federation space Commander, in a restricted military zone. I have received no authorization from my superiors to explain your presence in this sector Commander.” The Bothan officer told him.

“We did clear this operation through the Federation liaison on Telos!” Opelan repeated again. “We received approval to investigate the alleged circumstances of the destruction of our freighters and the allegations they were transporting banned drugs.”


“The Liaison Officer on Telos does not have the authority to approve entrance into a restricted military zone.” The Bothan replied smugly. “You and your vessels will be impounded until this matter can be discussed by my superior officers.”


Opelan got to his feet slowly. “Excuse me?”


“As I stated… you will surrender yourself and your ships for inspection and subsequent detainment until such a time as it can be determined you are not carrying illegal substances or material. This is standard Federation Trade Law Commander.” The Bothan stated his voice sarcastic and arrogant. “Perhaps you should have brushed up on your trade passage laws before entering Federation space.”

“Captain… I remind you that my men and our ships are part of the Mandalorian Defense Force.” Opelan spoke. “I just happen to have a copy of your regulations right here Captain and it clearly states civilian regulations do not apply to military ships if I am not mistaken. Even here in Federation space.”

“And may I remind you Commander that you are in command of a Mandalorian warship inside Federation space without the proper clearances.” The Bothan spoke clearly becoming agitated at not getting what he apparently wanted.

“We received clearances from the Telos military liaison!” Opelan stated again. “The last time I checked my charts, we are in sovereign Telosian space. We have received permission from them to be here. Does the Federation military now claim dominance over sovereign territory of a member world? You may contact the Telosian authorities if you wish, but until they tell me to leave, I’m staying right here.”


The Bothan was silent as he stared at the Mandalorian commander. Opelan motioned discretely with his hand, and his communications officer quickly cut the audio feed from the transmission. Opelan didn’t turn from the Bothan, but directed his statement to Admiral Joarl who was watching from the holo feed.


“Admiral… it appears we have a situation.” Opelan spoke.


“I am already on it.” Joarl answered his hands motioning to someone in the background where he was. “We are contacting the Telosian government as I speak.”


“They want our ships Admiral.” Opelan spoke.


“Of course they do.” Joarl replied. “There hasn’t been a Mandalorian ship in Federation space in decades. They want to tear them apart and learn all that we have developed in that time. Stand by… the Telosian ambassador is replying.”


Opelan stood there quietly, watching the Bothan in the holo feed. The man appeared to be trying to determine what his next course of action was going to be since the Mandalorians did not give up as he had been told they would have. Opelan could hear Admiral Joarl’s end of the conversation with the Telosian ambassador.

“I understand your position Ambassador, but my ships received permission from your military liaison officer to conduct their investigation. Are you telling me that the Federation military now gives you your orders? If that is the case, I will contact Mandalore myself, and put forth the recommendation that we cease all further trade agreements, and cancel all shipments of Phobium ore and other supplies to Telos immediately. I’m quite sure you will be able to find other suppliers.” Joarl paused while he listened. “Yes… I understand that you need the ore and parts agreed upon in our trade agreement. Rest assured those shipments will continue unheeded Ambassador, as long as you inform the Federation Captain now threatening to impound and board my ships, that we do have the permission of the Telosian government to be there. If you do not, I’m quite sure Mandalore will not only cease all current trade shipments, but he will not pay the remainder of our contracts for the Telosian wine and fruits, which we receive. And I do believe we are your largest importer in that regard. If you feel you can replace that lost income, then by all means do nothing. We will destroy the Federation ships, return to Mandalorian space, and all aid you receive from the Mandalorian parliament will cease immediately. I can contact Mandalore himself if you wish, but I can assure you, he will not be as pleasant in explaining these same things to you as I am. Mandalore is not very fond of those who stab him in the back.”


Opelan couldn’t help but grin at Joarl’s words, and what the Telosian Ambassador must be doing at this time. Only a few seconds passed before he saw Joarl nod out of the corner of his eye.

“Thank you Ambassador. I will be sure to inform Mandalore of your assistance.” Joarl turned back to look at Opelan. “The lackey knows where his profits come from!” He spat. “He is contacting the Federation Captain personally Commander. I need to discuss restructuring our agreements with the Telosian government if they are going to be as impotent as it seems they have been.”


“Stand by Admiral!” Opelan spoke, motioning for the audio feed to be reinstated as he saw the Bothan begin to speak again.


“I have been informed by the Telosian Ambassador that you have their permission to remain in Telosian space as long as you remove yourself from the restricted military zone.” The Bothan Captain spoke.   


Opelan smiled. “I would be most happy to leave Captain. We have finished conducting our investigation anyway.” He replied. “We will be returning to Mandalorian space.”

“That’s too bad. I was hoping you would refuse and I could order my ships to open fire.” The Bothan stated smugly.


Opelan forced a smile to his face. “Yes I’m sure.” Opelan said in reply. “There is a Mandalorian proverb that I would like to leave with you Captain.”


“What’s that?” The arrogant and overconfident Bothan spoke with a grin.


“Always be sure you are superior, lest you appear foolish.” Opelan could only grin as the Bothan Captain’s eyes widened and his head snapped around as alarms on his bridge began to sound. A NAU’UR KAD-Class cruiser and two A’DENLA-Class Heavy frigates appeared underneath his cruiser and darted out to join with their Commander’s ship, as the third cruiser and remaining frigates lowered their stealth shields and joined with the group as well.


“Good day Captain. Perhaps we will meet in the future.” Opelan said before cutting the transmission. He turned to his helm officer. “Set course for home and jump to hyperspace. And do so quickly, before the fool changes his mind.”


“Yes Commander!”

MANDLORE’S HONOR    
SIX HOURS FROM ONDERON


“… Thank you Admiral.” Javen spoke softly from the comfortable couch in his quarters. He wore simple black pants and no shirt, his hand filled with caffa and datapad.

Joarl bowed his head in the transmission. “I will debrief the crews myself upon their return Javen, and forward the information to you. I would hazard a guess and say that your hunch may be right. The Federation military is planning for something, posturing as they are, and it involves us. And that whatever they are doing, their Chief of State knows nothing of it.”


Javen nodded. “I have been reading up on her for the last few hours.” Javen spoke to the holo image. “She has been trying since day one in office to try and end the corruption in the Federation Senate. She has been successful in some attempts, unsuccessful in most.”


“Javen… I wish to put the MDF on a higher alert.” Joarl spoke. “If nothing else, we will at least be somewhat prepared should anything happen.”


Javen looked at his senior military officer in the transmission. He shook his head. “No not yet Joarl, it’s not time.” He replied. “However… you may activate Plan Mirdala.”

Joarl allowed a small smile to play across his face. “I will see to it.” He responded.


“Joarl, I want you to send Internal Security to my home on Ordo, and the residence on Mandalore. Have them go over both estates looking for anything out of the ordinary. And then have them establish overwatch positions on both locations. Anyone who is not authorized to enter the compounds and comes within three hundred meters of them, I want them picked up and interrogated.”


“You suspect a traitor?” Joarl asked.


“Someone gave out the location of the Temple on Rakata, and my guess is they will attempt to try and obtain more information on those that have the bio-signatures to open the computer core there and at the other locations as well. We can’t afford to let what is in those locations to fall into the hands of those who either don’t know how to use the artifacts, or who intend to use them for nefarious purposes. You know those facts as well as I do.” Javen told him.


“I will see to it. The Onderonian Chief of the Military has contacted me and offered any assistance we may need in investigating what happen to our freighters.” Joarl told him. “I thanked him for the offer, and told him I would not involve him if at all necessary.”


Javen nodded and sipped his caffa. He turned at the noise coming from the bedroom and saw Alana coming into the living area of his quarters. Alana Skywalker wore one of his formal uniform shirts and looked much better in it than he did. The shirt dropped all the way to her lean muscular thighs, and she held the fresh caffa cupped in both her hands. She stopped when she saw he was talking to a Mandalorian officer, but Javen waved her forward. “We’re six hours out from Onderon Joarl.” Javen said turning back to the image. “Contact me when our people have gone over the data Commander Opelan retrieved.”

Joarl noticed Alana as she settled onto the couch and he smiled in a knowing manner. “As you order Mandalore.” He spoke bowing his head.


Javen sat back as the transmission terminated and he sipped his caffa. He turned to Alana with a smile. “Sleep well?” He asked.


“No!” Alana snapped. “Thanks to you!”


Javen chuckled and leaned over to kiss her softly. Alana accepted his kiss and felt the stirrings of passion within her again. She quickly fought them down. “Should I not wake you anymore then?” He asked.

Alana’s expression changed somewhat as the memories of last night coursed through her and she smiled shyly. “I’d be angry if you didn’t wake me.” She said softly.


“You are incredible, you know that.” Javen said his sapphire eyes gleaming in the room light. “And so very inventive.” He added with a grin. “I had no idea you and Runi could do what you did with…”

Alana silenced him with another kiss, stopping his words with her cheeks turning a slight shade of red. She traced his lips with her tongue before leaning back again. “Where is Runi?” She asked.


“She wanted to check on security arrangements for our visit with the King’s protective detail.” Javen answered. “You know… you certainly don’t act like a Jedi.” He said with a smile. “I particularly like the noise you make when you…”


“Javen stop!” Alana barked with her cheeks red again, but a smile of love on her face.


Javen couldn’t help but smile and he nuzzled her neck and was about to dip his attentions lower when the chime on his door sounded. He looked up at the door with a scowl on his face. “That’s the second time in as many days that someone has interrupted me. It’s becoming a pattern!”


Alana laughed as she took the opportunity to watch him walk across the room towards the door. Her eyes lingered on the powerful upper body, with thick arms and broad shoulders, arms that had held her and Runi tightly to him in the midst of their passion the night before. His Mandalorian Clan tattoos were very prominent on his back and durasteel hard abdomen and in Alana’s eyes they made him that much more delicious looking as Runi had once said.


Javen punched the panel next to the door and watched as it slid open. His mug of caffa stopped as it was rising to his lips. “Master Tokare! Master Skywalker! Knight Paal.” He said his voice changing somewhat upon greeting Vetor. Javen glanced back to where Alana sat on the sofa, her face taking on a look of horror.

“Speak we must Javen.” Tokare spoke softly from his hover disc in the corridor.


Javen nodded and motioned them into the room. Alana could have use a burst of Force speed and bolted to the bedroom so as not to be seen, especially considering what she was wearing, or not wearing she reflected. She made an instantaneous decision that she would not hide her relationship with Javen or Runi any longer, and she remained on the couch sipping her caffa. Master Tokare didn’t seem fazed in the least and only bowed his head slightly to her. 


Alana stood up slowly, not even attempting to hide the fact that Javen’s shirt only reached down to the middle of her thighs. “Master Tokare.” She spoke, seeing Daniel’s head turn quickly at the sound of her voice. “Grandfather.” As with Javen, her voice took on another tone when she addressed Vetor. “Knight Paal.”

To Alana’s complete surprise, Daniel didn’t bat an eye at her appearance, or the fact that she was obviously in Javen’s quarters in a state of undress that would indicate to even the most dense person in the galaxy that she had spent the night. Vetor on the other hand gazed at her with stunned shock, which turned quickly to jealously, which in turn vanished quickly as he reigned in his emotions and buried them deep. 
“Alana… good, you are here.” Daniel said easily. He stepped up to her and squeezed her shoulders, leaning over to kiss her forehead. When he turned back to where Tokare sat on his hover disc, she glanced at Javen with questions in her eyes. He shrugged his shoulders.

I did not expect them, and I certainly did not expect his reaction to finding you here half naked. Javen spoke to her within their bond.


I am not half naked! Alana shot back.


Knight Paal seems to be enjoying the view. Javen chided her as he lifted his mug to his lips.


Alana’s eyes narrowed and she gave his mug a very small shove with the Force, causing him to spill the caffa as he tried to drink. Javen looked at her and she smiled at him sweetly. Are you losing your coordination my love?


You play dirty. He told her. I’ll have to punish you for that.

Alana smiled a twinkle in her green eyes. I look forward to it. Now if you could pull your thoughts out of the Coruscanti gutter, can we see what they want?


Javen chuckled softly and turned to look at the two Jedi Masters and Knight Paal. All three of them were looking at him oddly. He smiled quickly. “So what brings you here Master Skywalker?” He asked.


Daniel looked at him and held out the datapad. “This.” He said.


Javen took the datapad and activated it as he moved back to stand next to the couch, looking at the picture of the dead Trandoshan mercenary. He watched as the picture changed to that of the tattoo he bore on his lower neck. It was similar to the tattoo he had seen on the Trandoshan laid out on the medical bed on Rakata. The tattoo appeared to be some sort of writing, broken into three distinct lines. He waited until Daniel had settled gracefully on the couch.

“I see a dead Trandoshan and a close up of a tattoo.” Javen said, handing the datapad to Alana without even thinking as she came up next to him. “The tattoo I’ve seen before on the dead Trandoshan fools that attacked the temple on Rakata. I’m not going to lose any sleep over their loss. The tattoo I’ve never seen before outside of these bodies.”

“Have you no concern for their lives?” Vetor asked him from where he sat.


Javen met his eyes. “About as concerned as they were when they helped kill forty-nine of my clan mates. So to answer your question…no.”


“They are sentient lifeforms!” Vetor protested.


Javen settled to the couch as well and waited for Alana to join them. She followed his lead and took a seat very close to him on the same couch, folding her legs under her, her bare knees brushing up against his thigh. She held the caffa in one hand while placing her other hand on Javen’s bare shoulder. The entire time she looked directly at Vetor.
“The Trandoshans and I have a long history.” Javen spoke causing all but Tokare to look at him intently, new interest springing into their eyes. “They hate my guts actually… and I’m not particularly fond of them either. They made the mistake of taking something of mine many years ago. Something that means more to me than you would ever understand Knight Paal.”

“Jedi do not covet material possessions.” Vetor spoke.

Javen looked at him. “As you are so fond of saying Knight Paal… I am not a Jedi. I am a man… and a Mandalorian. We get kind of perturbed when fools like these Trandoshans think they can take those we consider our wives as slaves. When we have met in the past it has almost always come to blows. I win… they lose. Simple as that. Our history doesn’t extend past that and never will.”


“The Trandoshans are not the reason we are here. The tattoo is what we are concerned about.” Daniel replied changing the subject before Vetor attempted to pull Javen into a verbal match that he would not win. “Master Tokare believed it to be a very ancient form of writing, and he was correct. We used the computers here on MANDALORE’S HONOR to access the archives on Ossus and…”


Javen looked at him leaning forward with a smile. “Wait… you accessed the archives on Ossus remotely?”


Daniel smiled. “I’m not without my means.” He answered. “And it helps when Lowbacca can deactivate nearly any computer security protocol.”


“Master Skywalker I am impressed.” Javen said with a grin seeing the look of horror on Vetor’s face at discovering this bit of information.

“What does the writing mean?” Alana asked looking at him.


“Massassi the writing is.” Tokare stated.

Javen’s head snapped up and he looked at them intently. “Massassi? That’s impossible.” He gasped out the words. “Are you certain?”


Tokare nodded slowly. “No question there is.”


Alana looked between them. “But… but the Massassi? I thought… I thought the Massassi were extinct, and had been for millennia.”


“It would appear that is not the case.” Daniel told them. He waited while Tokare jumped nimbly from his disc and sat down on the couch now as well. Vetor looked over at them from his chair a confused look on his face.


“Who are the Massassi?” He asked. “I’ve never heard of them.”


“Student of history you are not?” Tokare asked, somewhat surprised.


“I found Astromechanics more to my liking.” Vetor replied. “History was not my strong suit.”


 “Seeking knowledge of history, a Jedi should always be.” Tokare spoke. His tone was not stern, but rather sad.


“The Jedi Order decided, against the wishes of many of the older Jedi, to not delve too deeply into history and focus more on the present.” Daniel spoke. “It is a practice that many of us felt would rob us of our identity. We were right. The Massassi were the warrior class of the original Sith species.”


“Sith!” Vetor gasped. 

“Yes.” Javen continued. “But they were all believed to have been killed by Exar Kun on Yavin Four and then with the end of the Pure Sith War. With the exception of Kalgrath, no Massassi… no Pure Sith… is recorded as having survived that war.”


“And Kalgrath has not been heard of since Grand Master Luke Skywalker gave him that transport to return to Ziost.” Daniel finished.


“I thought the Sith died with Emperor Palpatine and with Darth Vader. With Anakin Skywalker.” Vetor spoke looking at Alana.


Alana ignored Vetor’s implied comment trying to maintain her composure. Her fingers pressed into the flesh on the back of Javen’s neck in anger. She was going to respond but Javen stepped in for her.

“If you were a student of history Knight Paal… you would know that Anakin Skywalker was twisted and used by Palpatine and many others for their own purposes, including the Jedi Order. By the time he was seduced by Palpatine, he had been fed so many lies and half truths that he did not know which way to turn.” Javen spoke.

“You are making excuses for him and his actions.” Vetor snapped.

“On the contrary… what happened to Anakin Skywalker is the fault of the Jedi Order… not his.” Javen spoke seeing Vetor’s eyes go wide in shock. 

“You can’t be serious!” He declared.

“I’m very serious.” Javen spoke calmly. “If they had been less concerned with preaching their code of ‘There is no emotion there is Peace’ and actually helped Anakin Skywalker to address his emotions and what he was feeling in regards to Padme, Darth Vader would never have been born and Palpatine would be less than a footnote in history because Anakin would have run him through with his lightsaber that day in the Chancellor’s office.” 
“That is preposterous!” Vetor announced. “What are you talking about? Who is this… this Padme?”

Javen looked at Daniel now surprised. “He doesn’t know?” He asked stunned.

Daniel shook his head. “It was also determined by others before me to leave the history of Padme out of Darth Vader’s history.”

“So all they know is that he turned to the dark side and not why?” Javen asked. “How could they not teach them why? It is the perfect example of why the reasons for repressing one’s emotions are completely shabla wrong!”

“It is not wrong!” Vetor spat. “Emotions lead to the dark side!” 
“Perhaps from your limited point of view.” Javen spoke calmly. “However… emotions do not lead to the dark side and that is the truth.”

Thank you Javen. Alana reached out to him within their bond flooding it full of love and passion. She turned quickly to Vetor her anger having faded away now.

“The Massassi were part of the original Sith species.” She said calmly now. “Palpatine and Anakin Skywalker, my Ancestor, and all the Sith that came before them were followers of an ideal, they were not true Sith.”

 
“Do we know what the writing says?” Javen asked.


Daniel and Tokare looked at him. “Two of the lines we have not been able to translate.” He answered. “The third line is the reason we came here.”


Javen nodded. “So… what does it say?”


“Loosely translated… it says ‘Freed from all restrictions, Perfect strength, Perfect Power, Perfect Destiny.’” Daniel finished the translation, looking directly at Javen.


Javen sat back on the couch slowly his sapphire eyes far away. “I know that phrase.” He said softly.


Alana looked at him. “You know it Javen? How?”


Javen shook his head. “I don’t know; something that I heard once when I was a boy. I was meditating if I remember correctly. It was something that Rev told me.”


“Rev?” Vetor asked. 


“Revan Panlie Junior.” Daniel replied quickly to Vetor’s question, his eyes never leaving Javen. “You can commune with them Javen. Your ancestors?”


Javen looked at him and nodded. “And others.” He replied almost casually.


Vetor’s eyes widened. “We are supposed to believe you speak to ghosts?” He gasped.

Javen looked at him as if he was an insect. “What you believe is irrelevant to me Knight Paal.” He spoke harshly. “Your lack of faith in the Force is quite obvious if you are not bullying someone.”


Daniel looked at Tokare then back to Javen and spoke quickly to keep Vetor quiet. “We will be meeting with someone on Onderon who could very well translate the rest. Grand Master Arnica Solo is the foremost historian and philosopher in the Order. She accompanied President Oslam to Onderon. We will need to present this to her.”


Javen nodded. “Of course.”


“Whatever it means, it is one of the connections we have been looking for to everything that has happen this last year.” Daniel spoke.


Javen nodded. “Yes… but connection to what?”

CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF SENIOR SENATOR BANIK
REPRESENTATIVE OF FRESIA


The dark haired human male handed Admiral Kenirr the glass of sterling silver filled with illegal Corellian Rum. Corellian Rum had been banned from Coruscant for nearly a hundred years due to a former Senator becoming intoxicated on the liquid and going on a murderous rampage throughout the Senate offices. It was now a very highly traded black market item, and very expensive.


“I understand the incident along the Telosian Border did not go as planned?” The man spoke as he returned to the chair behind the polished Wroshyr wood desk lined with gold electrum and dotted with Veda pearls along the edges.


Kenirr sat back in the high backed chair lined with Ottegan silk and sipped the rum. “It is true we could not provoke the Mandalorians into a shooting match.” He answered. “But the confrontation was beneficial to an extent because we were able to scan several of their ships quite extensively.”

“The Telosian Ambassador on Onderon was the reason your plan did not succeed.” Senator Talum Rynn told him. “When your ships appeared, the Commander of the Mandalorian Defense Forces immediately contacted him and threatened to break all trade agreements with the Telosians if he did not contact your commander and tell him the Mandalorian ships had their permission to be in the area.”


Kenirr looked at him. “Interesting. I wasn’t aware the Mandalorian trade routes were that extensive.”


Talum nodded. “My sources tell me they are trading with over a hundred and twenty worlds. They do have the largest source of Phobium Ore in the universe on Gargon.” He slid the data pad across his polished desk top. “These are the details of all the Mandalorian trade and treaty agreements I was able to obtain. I was very surprised when I discovered they have the third largest freighter fleet in the galaxy behind the Federation and the Hapes Consortium.”

Kenirr picked up the data pad, reading through it as he sipped his wine. His eyes narrowed somewhat at what he read and he looked up at Talum. “They have a trade agreement with Onderon to sell them warships?”


Talum nodded. “That one is relatively new. Apparently Onderon has very lucrative trade agreements with the Mandalorians. Their Phobium Ore costs only half of what it does other worlds; MandalMotors provides nearly all the ships for their small fleet, and was instrumental in helping Onderonian engineers design and build their own modern shipyard. The most recent agreement entails the Mandalorians replacing all of Onderon’s older frigates and destroyers with their new SHOGUN-Class heavy frigate.”


“The Onderonian King seems to be working out his very own deals.” Kenirr spoke.


Talum nodded. “Indeed. And our Chief of State is from Onderon. Do you see a pattern here?”


Kenirr looked at him. “We do not bar other worlds from making their own trade agreements.” He said.


“No we don’t. I find it odd though that the Onderonian King is the only one dealing almost exclusively with the Mandalorians.” Talum spoke. “And their Phobium ore is so reduced in cost that they get it for practically nothing.”


“And this is a crime?” Kenirr asked.


“When other worlds are paying three times what they are, it makes me question why the Onderonians are getting such a good deal. And if you bring into play this new agreement for warships, it makes you stop and think does it not?” Talum said.


“You intend to use this against the President somehow don’t you?” Kenirr asked. “I don’t know how. Trade agreements are public knowledge, and if you go after her on them, it will seem like you are openly being vindictive.”


“Is questioning why the Onderonians need new warships being vindictive? I think not.” Talum said.


“We should have been consulted before Karorm ordered the attack on the Rakata Temple.” Kenirr told him.

“That was his apprentice, and he will deal with him.” Talum replied.


“I know that, but it has made things harder by bringing Panlie out of Mandalorian space before we had planned. Our inability to insert agents into Mandalorian culture has me worried as well.” Kenirr explained. “So far we’ve seen three new classes of ships that they have built without us knowing about it; one of them an even match for our Mon Cal heavy cruisers. We’ve been able to learn some information through our agents with worlds that trade with them, but our information is sorely lacking.”


“Perhaps now is the time to bring them more into the open then.” Talum spoke.


“What are you suggesting?”


“This issue with Onderon could very well turn out to work in our favor. If we brought this information into the light, we could possibly force the Mandalorians to become more open and public about their dealings.” Talum said. “This in turn would allow us to gain a better understanding of how we stand in our preparations.”


Kenirr looked at him. “Can you make this happen?”


“I believe so. It has come to my attention that our President has gone to Onderon to hold talks with the King. I’ve also discovered that the new Mandalore will be there as well.”


Kenirr looked surprised at this. “And she told no one?” He asked.


“Your destruction of the Mandalorian freighters has forced him to become more open about his travels within Federation space.” Talum said.


“We will have to proceed carefully.” Kenirr spoke. “If he is the one our Jedi allies say he is, he will not be an easy target to fool or kill.”


“Agreed.” Talum said.


“Undien has also informed me he is traveling with two Skywalkers as well.” Kenirr said. “Grand Master Daniel Skywalker and Jedi Knight Alana Skywalker have been with him since the incident on Ossus.”


Talum nodded thoughtfully. “Interesting.” He said. “Both of them are descendants of Darth Vader. And if Undien’s information is correct, the new Mandalore is descended from a Jedi who turned to their religious dark side and became one of the most powerful Sith Lords to ever live. This might be something we could use against them.”


“I’m not big on Jedi history.” Kenirr spoke. “I never felt the need.”


“The Jedi Civil War occurred shortly after the end of the Mandalorian Wars, and was led by two Jedi who turned to their dark side after leading the Old Republic to victory in the previous war. They laid waste to the Old Republic, bringing it to its knees. Information on the reasons for its end is very sketchy, and Undien could not provide me much of any information. Apparently, the Supreme Chancellor and Jedi High Council of that time purged much of the records from the history data bases to keep that information from prying eyes.” Talum sipped his caffa. “Regardless… this new Mandalore… Javen Panlie… he is a descendant of the Sith Lord who almost conquered the Old Republic. And he is now leader of the Mandalorians, a race of people that we have had no responsible contact with in nearly three hundred years, and who have a questionable history when it comes to dealings with the Republic.” Talum smiled. “Yes indeed, this could turn out to work very much in our favor.”

Kenirr got to his feet. “I’ll make arrangements to have a few of my ships ‘appear’ near Onderon for ‘training’ purposes.” He said.

Talum nodded. “An excellent idea. I will leak it to the HoloNet News organizations of what may be transpiring on Onderon. It will be a test of sorts to see how our good President and her friends respond to such adversity.”


Kenirr nodded and turned on his heels to leave the office while Talum reached out to his control panel on his desk and activated it. “Get me the Chief Operating Officer of Channel 178.” He said. “I have some information that might be of interest to him.”

ONDERON
ROYAL PALACE RECEIVING HALL


Penaria waited in an ante-room watching the proceedings on the vid screen. King Renault was standing at the end of the long hall, dozens of Onderon’s most influential politicians and civilians lining the walkway as the new Mandalore walked confidently down the carpeted corridor toward where Renault stood.


Penaria watched him keenly, surprised that he was so young, and she looked at the datapad recently handed to her by an aide with all the information they had been able to obtain on the new Mandalore. It amounted to only three pages of near useless information, with the exception of the paragraph on the second page, indicating that the possibility that this was the man that had crushed two thirds of the criminal organization on Nar Shaddaa thirteen years ago was almost a hundred percent. As well as the unconfirmed reports that he had done this all because of a woman. Penaria also noted that the woman in question now walked alongside him, her flaming rust colored red hair pulled into a tight pony tail, two strands of unique braids on either side of her face. Runi had chosen to wear the reinforced Jedi robes for this trip instead of her usual armor, but her weapons were still very evident, and her eyes swept the crowds to either side with trained precision. 


Penaria felt Jamus step up next to her and she looked at him quickly. “He is younger than I imagined.” She said.


Jamus looked at the pad. “I just received this from one of his aides.” He told her. “Javen Panlie is twenty-eight years old, born and raised on Ordo. He is a leading figure in Clan Ordo, and the first member of his clan to hold the title of Mandalore in nearly a thousand years. He has held the title of Mandalore since he was fourteen years old after defeating a member of Clan Fett in open combat. He has no wife, but the red haired female next to him is considered his lifemate, which in Mandalorian society is pretty much the same thing, as signified by the braids she wears in her hair. She is also the Commander of the Mandalorian Crimson Guard.” Jamus spoke, sounding very impressed.


Penaria held out her hand for the pad and Jamus gave it to her. Penaria gave it a quick once over and looked at him. “This is a standard public relations profile, no different than what we already had.” She told him. “This tells us nothing.” She turned back to the screen. “I recognize Alana Skywalker. That is her walking beside him on the left.”


Jamus looked at the screen as well, seeing Alana wearing a set of the reinforced Jedi robes, her black hair styled identical to how Runi wore her hair. This was something that did not escape his notice, but he remained silent. “Grand Master Skywalker is there behind him, and I recognize Grand Master Tiian as well. They have been with him since he left Ossus.”

Penaria gazed at the screen once more, taking in the tanned skin and rugged handsome features of the first Mandalorian she had ever seen in her young life. Her eyes grew wide when he stopped in front of King Renault and much to the surprise of both of them, bowed his head deeply and drooped to one knee in front of him. Penaria had never seen Renault as flustered as he was at this time, bending over quickly to urge Javen to his feet where he promptly gave him a traditional Onderonian welcome with a rib cracking embrace. She saw Javen’s face beam, his sapphire eyes bright and alert, and so very intelligent.


Jamus touched her arm. “Penaria come. Renault is going to bring him and the others to the small conference room immediately after the receiving is done. We must be there waiting for them.”


Penaria looked at him and nodded quickly. “Let us go!”


“It is an honor to finally meet you.” Renault said, holding Javen at arms length. “My people and I owe you a great deal.”


Javen shook his head. “You owe me nothing your majesty.” He spoke. “Our trade agreements benefit both our worlds, and I have always considered Onderon an ally.”


“Indeed.” Renault spoke. “What should I call you, Mandalore… or your given name? Javen I believe it is?”


“I prefer Javen.” He answered. 


“Then Javen it is!” Renault told him. “I am very happy you have chosen to come.”


“I was under the impression President Penaria would be here as well.” Javen said.


Renault nodded, his face taking on a slightly disgusted look. “She felt it better that I greet you initially. Word of your visit here was leaked and now there are HoloNet News crews all over Iziz. She felt it better for me to meet you first, so as not to give the impression this was a secret meeting between you and her.”

Javen looked at him, while keeping a smile on his face for the cameras. “Then the rumors I have heard are true?” He spoke softly so that only Renault could hear him. “There is a power play within the Senate, and it is directed at her?”


Renault looked at Javen for a long moment before nodding slowly, also keeping a smile on his face. “Your insight does you credit Javen.” He said. “We have not yet discovered the full scope of what is going on, but it does appear there are individuals within her own government that are trying to usurp her.”


“You are helping her?” Javen asked.


Renault nodded. “She is like a daughter to me, and a citizen of Onderon. I would be remiss in my duty to her if I did not.”


“That will undoubtedly make you and Onderon a target. It will also expose all our business arrangements to the public as well.” Javen told him.


Renault looked at him. “Does this fact make you question your association with us; the status of our trade agreements perhaps?”


Javen took great pains to not look insulted. “I care nothing for the status of our trade agreements your majesty. They are simply tools to further the relationship our peoples have had for centuries. And I challenge anyone to find something within those agreements that is illegal in any way. While they go far to make things better for both our peoples, they are secondary to the friendship we have established and maintained since the days of Boba Fett.”


Renault nodded, his face showing his pleasure at the words. “And Canderous Ordo as well.” He said.


Javen looked at him, a new respect for the King of Onderon in his eyes. “You know of my ancestors? Of Clan Ordo?”


“It was Canderous Ordo who formed the Mandalorian colony on Duxn, and the man who started us on this relationship of peace and prosperity. It was he and his warriors that protected Queen Talia during the Onderon Civil War, and it was he who led the freeing of Onderon from the Pure Sith occupation.” Renault was pleased when Javen’s eyes failed to conceal his shock that Renault knew the history between their people. “We have given much to each other through the millennia, and I hope it continues.”


“You… you know of the Pure Sith occupation?” He asked. “How is that possible? It was one of the events purged from the history of Old Republic.”


Renault squeezed his arm. “We too have recently come into contact with a Jedi historian. Through her help, I was able to view and read much of what was concealed for the benefit of all. The people of Onderon owe both your bloodlines our very existence. You will always have a place here Javen Panlie of Clan Ordo. No matter what happens, here you will be safe.”

Javen looked at him and felt a kinship to the man. He smiled and nodded, turning to motion to those with him. “Allow me to introduce Runi’BeTracyn and Alana Skywalker, my lifemates.”

Renault looked slightly surprised as the two stunning young women stepped up and bowed to him in respect. “I am familiar in some regard to Mandalorian custom,” He spoke. “But I have never heard of having two lifemates.”


Javen grinned. “It’s a long story.” He said.


“One I would like to hear one day, if the hour permits.” Renault said. He looked at Alana.

“Alana Skywalker,” He said. “You bear the name of many great Jedi before you young lady, including that of the Chosen One.”

Alana smiled to keep her surprise off her face. “Thank… thank you your majesty.”


“There are many who honor the name of Anakin Skywalker Alana.” Renault spoke. “His tale is one of sorrow, love and redemption. In the end, his heart and the Force showed him the path back to the light. Never be ashamed of who you are.”


Alana looked at Javen. “I don’t think I will be anymore your majesty.” She said.


Renault looked at Runi. “And you are the young lady that was the cause of so much activity on Nar Shaddaa so many years ago I understand.” He said.


Runi now was the one that looked stunned. “You know of that?” She asked. Alana looked at Runi with an inquisitive look as well, for she had not heard the story either.

“You didn’t know there is a holobook and several short stories about that little adventure did you?” Renault spoke. “They are some of the most popular holo romance titles in demand.”


Javen laughed at the expression on Runi’s face. “Perhaps we will investigate this.” He said.


Alana was also grinning. “Yes. I’d like to read them too.”


Runi was blushing incredibly now, her cheeks almost matching the color of her hair. Renault chuckled and took her arm, lacing his other hand in Alana’s arm and looking at Javen. “If you will allow me, I believe we have given the vultures enough material for the next few hours, and Penaria is waiting to meet with you.”


Javen nodded and they walked with the King of Onderon out of the greeting hall, followed by a mass of HoloNet reporters rushing to shout questions at them.


“Madam President.” Javen said, bowing his head slightly his eyes never leaving Penaria’s face as he took her hand in his and squeezed it.

Penaria felt her chest tighten, his hand holding hers. She smiled as well, gaining control of her emotions and nodded her head to him. She also noticed the looks she got from both the short red haired female to his left and from Alana Skywalker.


“It is an honor to finally meet you.” Penaria said finally.


Javen smiled. “And I you.” He answered. “You are familiar with Alana Skywalker.” He said motioning to Alana who bowed her head slightly.

“It is a pleasure to see you again Madam President.” Alana spoke.


“Thank you for all you have done.” Penaria said. She looked at Daniel standing slightly behind them and her smile became larger. “Grand Master Skywalker!” Penaria surprised Daniel by going to him and embracing him tightly. “It is a distinct honor to have you in my company again.”


Daniel nodded and smiled. “You are looking well Madam President.” He said. “I just wish the circumstances were not so dire.”


Penaria nodded. “I know. Before we sit down, I would like to introduce my trusted advisor and senior Senator from Onderon Jamus Tobin. He has been my guide and role model in politics since I began. And this is Grand Master…”


“Arnica!” Daniel exclaimed coming forward and embracing the woman who stood off in the shadows quietly. Daniel pulled her into the light with his actions, and everyone saw she wore the robes of a Grand Master of the Jedi.


“Alana!” Daniel spoke. “This is Grand Master Arnica Solo, a descendant of Leia Organa Solo.”

Arnica walked slowly up to Alana, taking her hands with a smile. “I have followed your career for many years Alana. You do justice to your name.”


Alana blushed and squeezed her hands. “Thank you.”


Arnica turned and looked at Javen, trying to keep her impeccable composure as she felt the magnitude of the aura within the Force that Javen projected. She walked up to him and stopped, her eyes roaming his face. She had never been in the presence of someone who radiated such power in the Force. Even Daniel, who she thought to be among the most powerful Jedi paled in comparison to this young man. Only Alana, whose aura was nearly as powerful, could compare. “You bear the face of your ancestors Javen Panlie.” She said. “I have seen holovids of Revan Panlie and his son. You could be one and the same.”


Javen nodded. “The Solo Clan has always been honored on Mandalore Master Solo; since the day Boba Fett and General Solo stood side by side in battle.” He spoke with respect and conviction. “It is an honor to meet you.”


“I had thought Master Tokare was among you?” Arnica spoke.


Javen nodded. “He despises political gatherings and chose to remain on our ship.” Javen answered. “He will be coming down shortly so that we all may meet.”


Arnica nodded. “That would be most welcome. Your recent discoveries on Rakata Prime and these Massassi markings are of grave concern.”


Javen nodded. “I concur.”


Penaria stepped forward again and motioned to the table. “Please… the King was kind enough to have refreshments brought in. I would like very much to talk about what you have been doing these last weeks.” She looked at Javen. “I must express my sincere apologies to you for the destruction of your ships.” Penaria spoke. “I realize your people lost quite a bit of material.”


Javen’s eyes narrowed. “Material? What I lost Madam President, were the lives of nearly five hundred of my people. To the pits of Korriban with the cargo, it can be replaced. Their lives can not. Why did your military destroy them? I have had ships investigate the site where they were destroyed. There are no signs of any illicit activity by my people, and no trace of this drug your commanders say they were carrying.”


“Forgive me.” Penaria spoke quickly. She realized instantly that this Javen Panlie was not one of the Senators from the Alliance, and he was a very up front and honest person. “I only wanted to see if you cared more for the cargo than the lives of your crews?”


“Penaria how could you!” Renault nearly shouted; his eyes wide at the question she had just asked.


Javen turned to look at Renault. “This is why I came here?” He asked. “To have my honor questioned by a child who can not even reign in her own military leaders?”

All but Penaria and Javen had taken seats at the table by now, and all could feel the tension in the air between the two headstrong and young leaders.


“I am not a child!” Penaria raged. “I am the Chief of State of the Galactic Federation of Free Alliances! I was elected freely, not put in power by some barbaric ritual of combat. I lead trillions of sentient races, not just five single planets!” 

“Penaria calm down!” Jamus pleaded. “This does us no good.”


“I will not calm down!” Penaria spoke. “Who does this man think he is coming here and demanding answers like I am some common street urchin? Are all Mandalorians as brutish as you?”


“Penaria that is quite enough!” Renault snapped. 


Javen shook his head. “I came here with the intention of working together to try and find out what has happened. I see that is not going to be possible.”


“Javen please?” Daniel spoke.

Javen shook his head and turned. “This is a waste of my time.” He spoke firmly. “I did not come here to be scolded by some child who seeks only to stroke her own ego. I will accept King Renault’s offer of guest quarters, and if the President of the Federation finds her way here, advise me.”


“You stop right there you egotistical Sith spawn!” Penaria almost shouted. She moved quickly around Javen and looked up into his face. “Who do you think you are, talking to me like that? What do you know of me? You have no idea what I have to deal with everyday! None!” She watched Javen cross his arms over his chest and that fueled her anger. “You govern over five worlds! I…”

“One hundred and ninety-three worlds actually.” Javen spoke calmly.


“I lead thousands of worlds that…” Penaria stopped and looked at him. “What did you say?”


“I lead one hundred and ninety-three worlds Madam President.” Javen replied, smiling at the look of shock on her face at this information. “The Mandalorian Parliament is made up of five hundred and eighty-two members, three from each planet, all elected by their member worlds. They serve a six year term and then return to their lives as citizens. If they are re-elected it is by the will of the people. We have no poverty in the Mandalorian Union… none. It is not tolerated. We have very little crime in the Mandalorian Union, as it too is simply not tolerated. We have no unemployment or undereducated citizens in the Union. Every citizen of the Union is a member of the Mandalorian Defense Forces. We have a thriving economy with a Gross World Profit Margin of nine hundred trillion Federation credits.” Penaria’s eyes flew open at this information. “While you concentrate on holding onto the power within the realm of the trade corridors, we have expanded into the Outer Rim Territories and brought prosperity and safety to those living beyond the reach of Federation control. On average we have two new worlds petition us for entry into the Mandalorian Union every year, worlds that the Federation of Free Alliances disregards as unimportant, or better still, unprofitable.”

Penaria became silent as she stared at Javen. “That… that is why you have refused our overtures to join the Federation?” She asked.


Javen nodded slowly. “You came to power with ideas and drive that could have made the Federation strong once more. Instead the corruption is rampant, and now forces within your own government are trying to oust you, because your ideals do not meet with the culture of corruption they ferment. Why would I subject my people and our way of life to the prattling of Federation Senators who care nothing for the people they are suppose to represent. Only how much wealth they can acquire.”


“Then why are you here?” Penaria asked.


“For the very reason you asked for this meeting.” Javen spoke. “Someone within your government is attempting to push you from power. They are using my people as the catalyst for this, and something dark and sinister is behind it all. As Mandalore and as the Holder of the Heart of the Guardian, this is something that I can not allow. You obviously know the dual role which I have in all this, as I’m sure Master Solo has advised you as to whom she thinks I am. I am Mandalore, yes. I am also Holder of the Heart of the Guardian, and my sworn duty in that role is the defense of the Federation and the Jedi Order. It just so happens in this case that both of those roles lead me in the same direction.”


“Something is behind what is going on?” Penaria asked. 


Javen nodded. “If the real Penaria Oslam would come forward, the Penaria Oslam who was elected by the largest majority since Cal Omas, then I believe we have much to discuss. If not, then this has been a wasted trip for me.”


“You would help me?” Penaria asked somewhat suspiciously. “What do you get out of assisting me?”

Javen smiled. “Madam President… we need to help each other. As for what I get; helping you insures that the Mandalorian people continue to thrive and are strong. It also means that we discover what is behind all this and put an end to it. The Force has compelled me to come forward now, at this time. It compelled me to find Alana and enlist her aide, and it compels me to stand with you now. I am not a member of the Jedi Order. The holder of the Heart of the Guardian was always intended to operate outside the Order, and to only come forward when he or she sensed a threat to the Republic, and now the Federation.”

“And you sense a threat?” Penaria asked.

Javen nodded slowly. “It is a threat to us all. It is elusive, whatever it is. And potentially very powerful, for it skips along the edges of my perception, never giving me enough to draw a complete picture. I sensed great power behind whatever it is, and I also felt that I would need the help of others, Knight Skywalker above all others.”

“And you have been investigating this since you arrived in Federation space?” Penaria asked.


Javen nodded, seeing a firmness returning to her jaw and feeling her formidable will returning to her in waves. “The last month has brought many clues, but we are no closer now than we were when this journey began. And now that the powers that seem to want to dispose you are using my people to do so, our meeting is not only more important, it is vital.”


Penaria nodded her head slowly. “I agree.” She told him. She looked around the table at the people seated with her. “I suggest we keep what we are about to discuss within this room and speak of it with no one. Are we all agreed?”


Penaria saw all their heads nod in agreement as she and Javen took their seats. “I suggest we begin by having Mandalore fill us in on what he has found so far.”

DOSUUN
EDGE OF THE OUTER RIM

The blue green planet was situated on the very edge of the Outer Rim, the last known spaceport before venturing into what was called wild space. It was a haven now for smugglers and those who wanted to disappear. Only the very foolish or the very brave came to Dosuun. The city that was built up around the space port was a ramshackle concoction of durasteel huts and duracrete buildings. Everything was for sale, including slaves. 

It was also the perfect location for their base.


Situated three hundred kilometers north of the spaceport on a secluded and uncharted island, their compound was built into the base of an extinct volcano, surrounded on three sides by mountains of solid rock, only one side visible to the purple blue ocean. It was here, within the massive seventy level structure built into the solid rock that they trained. Five levels of nothing but training rooms, and within these rooms hundreds and hundreds of the scum and rift raft of the universe. They had either been bought with money or taken forcibly from wherever they were, brought here and subjected to experiments and eventual addiction to the Nova Dust that now filtered through their bodies unchecked. Many of them were nothing more than mindless machines now, albeit very lethally trained machines. There were many who were also considered leaders, and while they underwent the same training, the doses of Nova Dust they received were small enough to not destroy their higher brain functions.

It was here that the man known only as Karorm walked through the maze of corridors and levels until reaching his destination. He could hear the blood curling screaming coming from within the room, and it only increased as the doors slid open to permit him access. He winced inwardly as he stepped into the dimly lit room, his sensitive hearing almost overwhelmed by the continuous wailing of the victim currently on the table. He could see the powerful figure of the man straining against the bindings that held him to the table, his skin a bright red. His veins bulged from every exposed portion of his body, threatening to burst through his skin.


“Ah… Karorm. There you are.” The female voice spoke.


Karorm turned and saw the figure standing in the shadows to one side of the room. He walked quickly over to her, ignoring the wails for the pain to stop. “I came as soon as I was able to depart Mistress.” Karorm spoke. “I was delayed for a few hours by customs officials on Coruscant.”


“I trust everything was worked out Karorm?” The voice asked.


“Of course Mistress.” He answered confidently. “Talum and Kenirr have bought into your plan entirely.”


“As I knew they would. Greed is such a powerful motivator.” The woman replied. “And Undien?”


“The Jedi High Council on Coruscant will be making a public announcement decrying the freighter incident and backing the actions of Kenirr.” Karorm answered. “The bodies of the dead Mandalorians we have had in storage are being planted within the next two days, and their discovery should start the wave of anti-Mandalorian consensus.”


“And they still believe you are the Master?”


Karorm nodded. “Of course, as you instructed Mistress. My observations have led me to believe they care only for the power we have said we will give them.”


“That is always the case with greed Karorm.” The woman replied. She lifted her hand, and the man on the table began another round of screaming.


“The good Senator was concerned that your apprentice’s actions may have alerted Panlie too early.” Karorm stated.


“Yes. A situation he is currently paying for.” The woman spoke, twisting her hand again, closing it into a fist. “The Force is such a lovely thing in its power. I’ve sustained him for nearly four hours now, his blood just below boiling within his veins. I’m surprised he can still scream so loud.”

“His actions, while premature, have not set back our timetable Mistress.” Karorm spoke.


“I know this. But he must learn that failure is not something I will tolerate in any form. We needed what was in those sarcophaguses, and he failed to procure it for me!” The tone of her voice became cold and cruel and she twisted her fist again. Karorm did not turn as he heard the tearing of flesh behind him, and the wet sounds of blood splashing onto the floor. The man’s screams came to a fevered pitch and then were suddenly cut off as his throat was crushed by an invisible hand. All Karorm heard then was the horrible raspy sounds of a human choking on their own blood, and the moans of agonizing pain.


The woman stepped from the shadows to reveal herself and Karorm found himself reacting as he always did when seeing her. His blood began to race, his heartbeat increasing, and warmth flooded his loins. His mistress was the essence of beauty, her pale red skin flawless in its appearance. Her jet black hair fell well below her finely shaped shoulders, framing a face of soft full lips that glistened with the gloss black lipstick. Her red eyes were large and bright, and could freeze you with their power. The dark blue dress she wore wrapped around her curves as if it was painted on, hugging her hips and full chest. The woman noticed this and smiled.


“You desire me Karorm?” She spoke, dragging her fingers across her ample chest.


Karorm lowered his head. “I always desire you Mistress. No other could compare to you.”


“Come… we will check on my children and then we will see to your desires.” She told him.


“As you order Mistress Vathila.”

