CHAPTER TWELVE
CORUSCANT

Karorm stood on the balcony of his private residence sipping the pungent wine, as he watched the many hundreds of hover and repulsorlift craft whiz by. The building he lived in was still relatively unoccupied, since many of the towering skyscrapers had yet to be repopulated since the Vong War. There were many that were not destroyed by the Yuuzhan Vong occupation, but in the centuries since that conflict, they sat unused due to the fact that millions did not return to Coruscant after its fall in the Vong war or Darth Krayt’s rule.

The soft chirping from inside brought his attention around and he strode back into the office area of his residence. It was lavishly furnished with silks and furniture from dozens of worlds. He moved to the polished duracrete desk that had cost him over five million credits alone and he touched the com panel. The small body of his protocol droid aide shimmered into existence in the holo projector built onto the desk.


“Forgive the intrusion Master Karorm, but I am receiving a transmission from one of your business associates and he says it’s quite urgent.” The droid spoke.

“Patch it through here V-49.” Karorm replied. “And initiate security protocol 6719 Alpha for the duration of the transmission.”


“Understood sir.”


Karorm settled into the high back chair behind the massive desk and got comfortable in the Dramassian silk covered chair. It took only a few seconds before the form of the leader of the most powerful criminal organization in existence took shape. That the man was also one of the most senior and powerful Senators in the Galactic Alliance did not escape him, and it was the main reason his mistress had recruited the man.


Senator Victor Kavalian was a human male, and very unassuming in appearance. He was only of medium height with a balding head of dark hair and a double chin of fat under the neatly trimmed beard.

“Victor… I only returned to Coruscant this morning. To what do I owe the honor of this call so late in the evening?” Karorm asked.


“I’ve just received a coded report from Alliance Military Command.” Kavalian spoke. His voice was calm, but Karorm could detect the excitable tones in the background. “There is an attack underway on the Alliance President and Panlie as we speak. They are on Duxn! Do you know anything about this?”


Karorm nodded his head slowly. “I ordered two of my associates to conduct a test.”


“A test?” Kavalian snapped. “They conducted a full blown attack against the President of the Galactic Alliance and the King of Onderon, not to mention Panlie and his followers. Their ships even attacked Panlie’s command ship and the FLAME OF ONDERON in orbit.” 


Karorm’s eyes narrowed. “Ships? I was unaware they used any of our new warships.” He asked.


“Yes ships! They used fifteen of our new light cruisers Karorm!” Kavalian barked. “They used them against the FLAME OF ONDERON and Panlie’s ship MANDALORE’S HONOR! Every one of them was utterly destroyed.” 


Karorm thought quickly. The attack by the cruisers was not expected. He had ordered the Massassi Dark Jedi to only test the limits of Panlie and Alana Skywalker’s skills. He did not authorize the expenditure of fifteen of the new cruisers they had been building.


“Were any of the ships captured?” He asked.


Kavalian shook his head. “Panlie’s ship blew them into atoms only a few minutes into the battle. His command cruiser is considerably more powerful than we had anticipated, as is the FLAME OF ONDERON from what we saw. I’ve already put together a list of upgrades to send to our engineers to have them refit the ships we have, and add the improvements to those we are still building.”


Karorm nodded slowly, noticing the excitable overtures were no longer present within Kavalian’s voice. He had to admit; Kavalian was very organized and very well informed. The man had contacts upon contacts, and was able to obtain almost anything, from an exceedingly simple information requests to enormous star ships. He saw now why his mistress had chosen this man. “We are certain that nothing remains of our vessels?” He asked.

Kavalian nodded. “There are three Alliance ships besides FLAME OF ONDERON in Onderonian space. All three have officers in high positions that I control through Admiral Kenirr. I informed them to dispose of any debris that they might happen to stumble across.”


“And you trust them to carry out your directives?” Karorm asked.


“They’ll do what they are told.” Kavalian answered quickly.

“Have you received word of the situation on Duxn’s surface?”


Kavalian shook his head. “Security forces from the President’s ship, Panlie’s ship and Onderon have already swooped onto the surface. That’s the only information I am getting at this moment. Your test may have unintended consequences.”

“Explain.” Karorm spoke.


“I won’t know for sure for another few hours, but the President doesn’t go anywhere without HoloNet reporters that are loyal to her. If they accompanied her to Duxn and she was attacked while they were there…” Kavalian explained.


“Yes… I see your dilemma.” Karorm spoke. “However we could use that against Panlie can we not? Can we not insinuate that Panlie staged the attack to gain favor?”


Kavalian was thoughtful for a moment. “It’s possible… but it might backfire. I’ll need to investigate that more. I’ll keep you advised of the situation on Duxn when I know more, but you need to reign in your associates! That’s twice now they have gone beyond what was originally planned, and drawn far too much attention to what we are trying to do.”


“Do you fear discovery?” Karorm asked calmly.


“My security is impeccable!” Kavalian snapped at him. “Your associates however, are doing much more than you tell them to do, and its drawing unwanted attention.”


Karorm nodded slowly. “I will speak with them, and be clearer with my instructions in the future.” He grudgingly spoke. “What of your attempts to breach the Mandalorian security on Panlie’s home world and at his homes?”


“I’m working on that still. It appears there is a long running and bloody feud going on between Panlie and another Mandalorian, a Tlon Fett. This Fett character thinks he should have been Mandalore. I’m guessing it’s not very manly in their culture to get your ass handed to you by a fourteen year old boy in a fight for leadership of your people.” 

“That is very interesting, and I would tend to agree.” Karorm spoke. “You continue to impress me Victor.” He continued. “Please keep me advised of what you discover. I will be here in the offices for the next few days if you need to contact me.”


“I’ll try to find someway to make contact with this man Fett to discuss a meeting.” Kavalian spoke. “I’ll contact you as soon as I know something.”

DUXN

Javen looked down at the twisted body of one of his senior Protectors. The man’s face was frozen in a mask of horrible pain, his head twisted nearly completely around, his legs facing the wrong direction. This was one of the Protectors dispatched a few weeks earlier to check and report back on the status of the guarded sites. Javen had received his last report personally not four days earlier. Now the warrior was dead before his feet where one of the Massassi Dark Jedi had tossed his lifeless body with a casual flick of the Force. Alana had gasped in horror upon seeing the condition of the man’s body and it sent memories of her Padawan swirling through her mind as she knelt next to the broken body, reaching to check for a pulse in the vain hope that he could possibly be alive.


“So we meet again Javen Panlie.” The deep voice spoke as the two Dark Jedi walked slowly forward. “Where is your little green mentor?”


Javen didn’t move, his eyes never leaving the two Massassi Jedi in front of him. Their hoods were drawn back revealing their red skin and tentacle beards, as well as the powerful neck muscles and broad shoulders. Alana gazed at them, taking in the bones spurs and quills that protruded from their backs and along their arms.


“I will make you will pay for what you have done here this day.” Javen spoke evenly but Alana could detect the trembling of anger in his tones.


The statement brought laughter from the two Massassi warriors as Alana returned to her feet and stepped away from the body of the Protector.


“Is this your new pet Javen?” The first warrior asked, motioning to Alana. “She is far more pleasing to gaze at. Perhaps after we have stripped the skin from your corpse we will make her our pet and breed her.”


Alana’s eyes narrowed as the two warriors laughed. She was very nearly overwhelmed with the power of the dark side pouring off these two. Alana had never come face to face with a dark jedi before, no one in the Order had in hundreds of years. The Sith were thought to be extinct, dead and gone since the end of Darth Krayt. She felt her resolve and courage begin to slip just a little and for only a second until Javen’s words drifted through the bond she shared with him and filled her with renewed energy.

Remember who you are Alana Skywalker, and remember the blood that flows in your veins.


Alana glanced quickly at Javen, her hand tightening on the pommel of her lightsaber and she felt the power washing through her as she lowered her Force masking and opened herself to completely to the Force and to the bond she shared with Javen as he did the same.


The smile on the faces of the Massassi Dark Jedi slowly evaporated as the Force Auras of both Javen and Alana were fully revealed. He and his brother could not help but feel the power radiating within the Force from the two humans in front of them, and it gave them pause.

“You will answer for what you have done this day.” Javen spoke coolly again, his words like ice chips flying out from his lips. “And for the crimes you have committed in the past. And you will tell me why you have come forth now, and who is your Master.”

“I see you have grown since last we met Javen Panlie.” The Massassi warrior spoke again, though his words were less forceful. “And your acquaintance… well… let me just say that the power of the dark side courses through both of you. I can feel its currents as surely as the streams of this moon. Join with us, and together we will rule the galaxy!”

“I have no desire to rule anything!” Alana spat at the Massassi. “I am a Jedi!”


The Massassi laughed again. “The Jedi are beneath you Alana Skywalker.” He spoke seeing her face register her surprise that he knew who she was. “Yes we know who you are… descendant of The Chosen One. His dark power runs through you like a river, as the dark power of Javen’s ancestor runs through him. Think of what you could do… what you could command. The galaxy would be at your feet!”


Alana ignited her lightsaber with a flick of her thumb, the burning cyan silver blade exploding out to blaze brilliantly. “The only thing I want at my feet is your head!” She snarled.

Javen smiled and ignited his Guardian blade, twirling it elegantly in front of him, the bronze yellow glow almost blinding even in the bright sunlight. “And there you have your answer dog.” He spoke.


The Massassi Dark Jedi ignited their crimson lightsabers and the one who had done all the talking glared at Alana and Javen. Their lightsabers hummed with unnatural power and he instantly knew why. His face darkened. “You have property of the Sith in your possession!” He screamed, spittle flying from his lips.


“And I suppose you’d like it back.” Javen spoke, bringing his blade up in a cross body defensive stance that reeked of the mastery of Juyo/Vaapad, the seventh form of lightsaber combat and a form that had all but become extinct with the old Jedi Order. “Come and take it Sith!”

The Massassi Dark Jedi looked at Javen’s defensive stance and then saw Alana drop into a similar stance, her blade held slightly to her right and up over her shoulder. “I see you have learned much since our last meeting. That is good… I would not want this to be over with too quickly.”


“I think you’ll find we are full of surprises.” Javen spoke with a grin.


The Massassi Dark Jedi dropped into slightly lower crouches preparing to attack. “You are of no consequence, and I will take the crystals from your lifeless forms and then I will enjoy peeling the skin from your bodies!” He hissed.


Javen grinned viciously this time. “Well then… let’s do this! Or did you intend to talk us to death Sith scum!”


“For the JEDI!” Alana screamed as she and Javen leaped at the same instant.


The Alliance Commandos and Mandalorian Protectors had quickly secured the area around the small lake and at the base of the long ramp. There were bodies everywhere, and medical personnel from both sides were going among the bodies searching for any who had survived.


Renault shook his head as he squeezed the hand of one of his Royal Guards. The man had died protecting his King, taking a lightsaber through the chest before Renault hacked off the assassin’s arm and then removed his head with the bloody vibrosword he clutched in his hand.


“Renault?” The soft feminine voice spoke from his right.

Renault turned to see Penaria standing behind him, the towering Mandalorian Protector Jaiin beside her. They were both covered in soot and the Mandalorian looked as if he was burned in several spots. Penaria clutched the Mandalorian blaster in her hand, and Jaiin’s sword was stained liberally with blood. Renault stood up slowly and exhaled.


“He was my Royal Guard’s Captain.” Renault said softly. “He has been with me for two decades.”


Penaria reached out and took his arm. “He gave his life to save you Renault.”


Renault nodded. “Yes he did. He was one of my closest friends, and I will avenge him.” Renault looked around slowly, taking in the destruction the death. “Who are they?” He asked.

“They are the enemy.” Jaiin stated simply. “Their kind attacked the Jedi Praxeum and our facility on Rakata Prime.”


“How did they discover we were coming here?” Penaria spoke. “Only our closest advisors knew what our plans were, and not until this morning did Mandalore give us his permission to accompany him to this site.”


“Outside of my aides only my wife knew we were coming here.” Renault spoke. “Ysvelta would not betray me to anyone.”


“They were already here.” The voice spoke from behind them. 


As they turned it did not go unnoticed by Renault how Penaria stepped closer to the large Mandalorian. They saw the wild haired Walon and the Alliance Commando Colonel walk the last few steps up to where they stood. Walon took in Jaiin’s appearance and the way he possessively guarded Penaria, blocking half her body with his own. He smiled to himself.

“We found their ship in the clearing on the other side of the temple.” Walon spoke again. “It was hidden near the secondary entrance. That is why they went undetected when you first arrived.”


Renault looked at Walon and took in the color on his armor along his shoulders. “You are a member of the Mandalorian Crimson Guard?” He asked.


Walon nodded. “I am Majesty.” He answered. “Runi’BeTracyn’s Second. We have secured the immediate area around the lake here, and both my men and the Colonel’s troops are spreading out into the jungle to clear any of these assassins that might have escaped.”


The human man nodded his head and saluted to Penaria. “Colonel Ian Voss Madam President.”


“What were your losses Colonel?” Penaria asked.


“We’re still sifting through the battle sight ma’am.” The man replied. “Almost everyone that came to the surface with you and the King is dead. The HoloNet reporters survived mainly because they remained close to the Jedi among your group. They…”


“The Jedi!” Penaria asked, her eyes growing large.


“Master Skywalker and Master Lowbacca are with Runi’BeTracyn.” Walon answered. “They are checking the wounded by the remains of the destroyed transport. They…”


“For the JEDI!!” The scream carried across the still air and down from far above them at the Temple Mount. It was distinctly female and it caused every head to turn towards the voice, including the Jedi.


Daniel, Arnica and Pon Tiian all turned to the sound of Alana’s voice as it drifted down to them. Runi had come to her feet from where she was squatting next to an injured Alliance soldier, her head lifting towards the Temple Mount and she reached out within her own bond with Alana. It was only due to the little training in the Force that Javen had given to her and the bond that she shared with Alana that allowed Runi to detect the faint emotions of her lover, and she could tell Alana was filled with anger, determination and fear.


“Be mindful of your feelings you must Runi’BeTracyn.” Tokare’s soft voice echoed beside her.


“Master… I… I love them both too much to simply stand here and do nothing!” Runi exclaimed before bursting into a run.


Tokare shook his head slowly as his green eyes took in the dozens of others who followed Runi in her dash, among them Walon, Jaiin and President Oslam. He turned his head to look at Daniel Skywalker and Arnica Solo.


“A powerful emotion love is I see.” He spoke to them.

Daniel looked at him only briefly before he too followed Runi. Arnica and Lowbacca followed him without hesitation with Pon Tiian close on their heels. Tokare again shook his head as he climbed onto his hover disc.

“Difficult you said this would be, once found Alana Skywalker they did.” Tokare spoke to the thin air.


Tokare looked up as the two shimmering blue figures appeared in front of him. The figures both wore the robes of Jedi Masters, and even in the Force ghost projections Tokare thought he saw the edges of smiles on both their faces.


“You must trust in the Will of the Force Master Tokare.” Anakin Skywalker’s ghostly form spoke the wise words.


“Learn Yoda’s wisdom you have young Skywalker.” Tokare spoke kindly.


The Force ghost of Anakin Skywalker smiled. “My only wish was that I had learned it while I was living.”


“This is their first test Tokare.” The second force ghost spoke as he reached up to draw back the cowl, revealing the handsome face of Jedi Master and Jedi High Council member of thousands of years ago, Revan Panlie. “Their skill surpasses that of the Massassi on the Temple. A painful fact the Massassi will learn rather quickly I should think.”


“Not ready they are.” Tokare popped. “Much there is to do. Need this distraction they did not.”


“Now who sounds like Master Yoda?” Revan spoke with a smile.


“They are ready for this.” Anakin spoke confidently. “Alana surpasses even my skill at this age, and with your continued guidance and wisdom, they will be ready for the final battle.”


Tokare looked at the Force ghosts of the two most renowned Jedi warriors in the Order’s thirty five millennia history. They were men who had experienced both spectrums of the light and dark, starting out as Jedi heroes and becoming Sith Lords. They were also men who had been brought finally back to the light by the all important emotion of love. An emotion so many Jedi turned away from, thereby isolating themselves from the very beings they were sworn to defend and protect.

“Returned the Sith have a sign this is?” Tokare asked softly.


The Force ghosts of both Revan Panlie and Anakin Skywalker nodded in unison. “The dark side clouds everything, and it is growing stronger.” Revan spoke. “Even Master Yoda and Master Kenobi can not sense what the outcome will be.”

“These Sith are unlike anything the Jedi Order has ever faced.” Anakin spoke. “There is something different about them, something that sets them apart from Palpatine, and even those of Revan’s time. That is what you must discover, before it is too late.”


Tokare nodded. “This we will do.” He spoke with resolve in his voice. He looked at the two ghosts. “This… relationship that share they do with Runi’BeTracyn? Master Yoda approve he would not.”

Revan smiled. “As Bastila would say Master Tokare… even as Jedi we can not direct our hearts where to go or what to feel. Runi’BeTracyn is a source of great power and comfort to them both, and an exceptional warrior in her own right, even with as little training in the Force as she has had. She gives credit to her ancestors in her actions. And the gift she has will serve all of them well.”

“Love…” Tokare began to speak.


“Love saved both Anakin and I Tokare.” Revan spoke softly.


Tokare looked at the ghost image of Revan and nodded his small head. “So it did. Enjoy I will, speaking with your wife Revan Panlie. When come, my time does.”


The ghostly vision smiled in return. “I’m sure she would like that a great deal.”


The image of Anakin Skywalker chuckled. “It will give her someone else to debate with. You’ve become as boring as a game of Pazaak.”

“I do believe Padme has said the same about you my friend.” Revan’s ghost answered with a grin. “Something about never winning an argument if I am correct.”

Tokare watched as the two visions faded into nothing arguing with each other and he shook his head. “Know where they got it, now I do.” He spoke before turning to assist the medical personnel with the wounded.


That a lightsaber battle between two Jedi had not occurred in nearly three hundred years was something of an enigma. The Jedi had taken to more peaceful dealings through the years, and while they still taught lightsaber fighting, it was not to the degree that the Jedi of Master Yoda’s time trained, and certainly no where near the level of the Jedi of The Old Jedi Order and Master Kavar and Revan Panlie.

When Daniel and the other Jedi in his group reached the top of the ramp and moved to where Runi sat lotus style on the duracrete in front of them, they all came up short at what they saw before them. Arnica looked at Daniel, her eyes wide. “Daniel… by the blessing of the Force!” She gasped.

Daniel was unable to speak and of all among them, Lowbacca had seen more combat and fighting than the rest of them combined, for he had known Master Luke Skywalker, fought beside him, and even he was standing there in unabashed awe.


They saw a yellow bronze lightsaber, and a silvery blue lightsaber moving with more speed and precision than they had ever witnessed before. And seemingly matching that speed in every way, were the two crimson blood colored lightsabers of the Massassi Dark Jedi. The battle had carried them closer to the entrance of the old tomb, Javen and Alana moving with elegant grace and barely contained power. All the Jedi around Daniel could feel their auras within the Force, and all of them were staggered by the power that was being projected outward now in the form of their lightsaber duel. Javen was a burning point of white light within the Force, Alana a brilliant silver glow, the power flowing from them in waves, yet tightly controlled and under an incredible mastery of action that the four Jedi Masters had never seen in their lifetimes.

Daniel reached out within the Force, the only one among them with the bloodline and depth of connection to the Force to do so, and they heard him gasp and stagger back.


“Daniel?” Arnica spoke grasping his arm while Lowbacca steadied him as well. “What is it? What did you feel?”


The others had come up behind them now and of them all only Walon and Jaiin seemed unconcerned and uninterested. Penaria held tightly to Renault’s arm, her eyes wide at what they saw before them.


“Daniel?” Arnica asked again.


Daniel Skywalker opened his eyes and looked at her. “I’m fine.” He spoke.


“What is it? What’s wrong? What did you feel? You reached out to them, I could sense that.” Arnica spoke.


Daniel met her eyes. “It… it was…”

“What?” Arnica asked again.


“It was beautiful.” He replied.


“What?” Arnica gasped. “What do you mean?”


“Pure… whole… unabashed power.” Daniel spoke with awe in his voice. “They wield… they wield The Living Force.”


Arnica and Pon Tiian could not hide the incredulous looks that sprang across their faces at his words, and they could only turn to where the battle continued to rage.


They moved as one breath, one whole, and their movements were as fluid and controlled as any surgeon, for that is what they were at this time. Javen Panlie and Alana Skywalker had opened the floodgates to their connection to the Force more so than at any point in their lives and their short time together, and as the pure spirit and power of the Force filled them they experienced an almost surreal state. They became one in not only body but mind as well, able to see and feel everything the other had felt in the years leading up to this point. Far more so than anything they had felt since opening their bond completely to each other. Every twitch of their muscles, every centimeter movement of their lightsabers was being directed by the Force, and they were just the channel for its power. It was also at this very moment that Alana realized that Javen’s words in the High Council Chambers were so very true. It was not light or dark that drove the Force, it was the hearts of the wielders, and what they chose to do with the power they had that made them light or dark. She could actually see the dark threads inside her and Javen, intertwined deeply with their more plentiful white threads, in as fine a tapestry as she had ever seen. It made her heart sing when she felt Runi’s presence inside her mind, so pure and clear like a mountain stream on Kashyyyk. She opened herself further passing this on to Javen and she could sense his happiness and love being returned to both of them three fold in that moment.


Alana had always loved to fight and duel, even as a child. It had earned her many a scolding from the Masters as she grew, yet it was while she was dueling that she felt her power so completely. That was why she had chosen Form VII, or Juyo as her lightsaber form. She was the only Jedi in recent memory that had chosen to Master all the forms just so that she could learn Juyo. Her lightsaber instructor was a Dashade Jedi Grand Master who had lived until her death ten years earlier. She had been a student of Luke Skywalker himself, and she had seen in Alana much of her old Master. She had schooled Alana mercilessly in the art of lightsaber combat, pushing her to her limits in almost every sparring match. It was her Dashade instructor who suggested she master all the lightsaber forms and take Juyo as her main form, a suggestion Alana now blessed as the best one of her life, second only to the decision to accept her love of both Runi and Javen. This instructor was also the one who revealed to Alana and swore her to secrecy the holocrons of Mace Windu and his instructions in the Vaapad style.

Since the time of the Great Jedi Purge and the death of Grand Master Mace Windu, no Jedi had ever combined Juyo with Vaapad, as no one ever had the knowledge or skill. Alana’s instructor had such skill, but never delved into the intricacies of combining the two forms for fear of falling to the dark side herself due to her species violent tendencies. Sensing in Alana the power to master such a combination as Master Windu had done, she gave Alana the tools and training necessary to combine the two forms. Until this very point in time Alana had never reached that far inside her skill with the lightsaber for fear of falling to the dark side and going down the path of her ancestor Anakin Skywalker. With her new found power and realization into her own feelings and inner self, Alana now unleashed all that she had mastered long ago.

The effects were very telling.


Vaapad was not just a fighting style; it was also a much more complicated state of mind and a power all its own. Vaapad required that the user give him or herself over completely to the thrill of the battle. It was a form that channeled one’s own darkness into a weapon of light. To use Vaapad required great mastery, discipline and above all else, purity of one’s heart and spirit. It was this purity of heart and spirit that Alana had questioned within her until the day she met Javen Panlie and all of it came into focus.


Alana surprised the Massassi dark Jedi with the viciousness and power of her attack. Her silvery blue lightsaber battered the dark Jedi from every angle, each blow likened to a rockslide against his defense. He was giving ground far faster than he had expected. Unlike his brother Tymnr, this Massassi dark Jedi had not come out of the last fight with Javen Panlie unscathed. The wicked looking scar alongside Zytmnr’s red skinned neck attested to that fact. Javen’s lightsaber had removed his ability to speak by destroying his vocal cords and nearly severing his head. Zytmnr had trained for the last six years intensely, waiting for the moment that he could exact his revenge. Alana was not about to allow him that.


She was channeling his own hatred and power back at him in some manner, and was rapidly beating down his defenses. Every blow of her lightsaber was like a crack from a whip, and more strength left his arms. Every parry was like impacting a cortosis woven shield, and her power only seemed to be increasing as she continually moved forward, driving him back. Zytmnr had assumed this would be an easy fight, beating down the two Jedi as his Master had instructed them. He was unprepared for Alana’s attack and her astonishing power and finally was able to leap back from her ten meters when she drew back for another overhead smash. How could such a small human female possess the necessary skill and strength to match him raced through his mind as his red eyes darted this way and that, looking for an escape, and finding none.

“I am not finished with you!” Alana screamed, leaping at him, her silvery blue blade slicing through the air.

Javen allowed the second Massassi warrior to shove him back with the Force, and he flipped casually through the air landing cat like on his feet, his yellow bronze lightsaber cutting through the air in front of him defensively. His dark eyes settled on the sweaty hairless brow of the Massassi dark Jedi in front of him.


“You seem surprised Tymnr.” Javen taunted him. “Why is that?”


“I will kill you Javen Panlie!” Tymnr screamed, rushing at him, his crimson blade held high.


Javen met the blow with equal power and their two blades came down in front of them, between their bodies and they stared at each other through the glare and sizzling heat of the two lightsabers. Tymnr’s red eyes were ablaze with undisguised hatred and Javen could feel the power of the dark side rolling off him in waves.


“You have learned much since we last met.” Tymnr spoke, though his words were forced as Javen applied more of his strength into pushing Tymnr’s lightsaber.


Javen’s face creased into a smile in the unnatural glow given off by the two lightsabers, and his face took on a twisted visage. “Oh, you have not seen the half of it.” Javen spoke. Javen, a savage grin locked onto his face, shoved Tymnr away from him and he leaped back several meters, his left hand dropping slightly as he called his Shoto lightsaber from his belt and ignited the amethyst colored blade. This gave Tymnr pause and his face creased in confusion.


Revan Panlie and his first born son Revan Junior were both recognized as the premier lightsaber duelists of their time, and the only Jedi of their era to master completely all forms of lightsaber combat and include them in the Jar’kai form utilizing two lightsabers. They took Jedi Grand Master Kavar’s mastery of duel lightsaber combat to a level that to this very day had never been reproduced by anyone outside of their bloodline. Every holder of The Heart of the Guardian for the last four thousand plus years had mastered this form of lightsaber combat, yet none had refined it to the extent that Javen Panlie had. Perhaps it was due to his Mandalorian blood or perhaps to the fact that he, more than any other, bore the closest resemblance to the handsome and skilled father and son Jedi Master’s of old. Whatever the reason, the twin blades of yellow bronze and pale purple began to spin and cut through the air with the speed and power of a striking Wolvkil, the feral creature used by the Vagaari so long ago. Feared by all for their unmatched speed and ferocity, Wolvkil were seldom seen outside of the Unknown Regions.

Tymnr found himself almost hypnotized by the movement of the two blades and the seemingly unending circle of light they formed. This distraction almost cost him his life as the shorter amethyst blade snapped out with incredible power, impacting his crimson blade and driving it back into his armored shoulder. Tymnr winced as the cortosis enhanced armor he wore sparked and burned and he deflected the next attack away, rolling quickly to his side, his armor smoking. His red eyes were wide now, and he realized that whatever crystals Javen Panlie had installed in his lightsabers aside from the Heart of Guardian, one of those crystals had to be a Barab Ore Ingot which was capable of intense heat and burning power. He had no time to consider this as Javen pressed his attack, the twirling lightsabers moving almost faster than Tymnr could follow. He managed to deflect the blows with barely enough time and still Javen pressed his attack, his duel lightsabers seemingly spinning even faster.


Javen saw the first hint of fear in Tymnr’s eyes and he snarled; stepping into his attack this time, using his considerable power to batter Tymnr’s defenses, not stopping as each of his blows pushed the crimson lightsaber closer to Tymnr’s body. The taller Massassi was soon pounded to his knees, barely able to stand and hold his lightsaber up in defense.


It was then that Javen’s Guardian blade struck home.


Tymnr screamed in pain as the yellow bronze blade passed through the meat of his clawed arm above the elbow, sending his lightsaber spinning away, the smell of cauterized flesh suddenly filling the air around them.


Zytmnr heard his brother’s agonized scream and without thinking leaped towards him, just as Alana’s lightsaber slashed through the air, singing his side from his armpit to his waist. Her head snapped around as she followed his movements, and watched as he tackled his brother, pulling him from the path of Javen’s Guardian blade as it descended towards his head intending to decapitate him.


Alana stepped up next to Javen and they watched as Zytmnr dragged his brother into a Force assisted leap to the edge of the Temple Mount, and another that carried them out of sight. Javen and Alana followed with leaps of their own, but stopped at the edge as they saw the two Massassi brothers disappearing into the jungle. Alana made to leap down and follow but Javen took her arm and shook his head.


“No Ner Ka’rta.” He said softly.


Alana looked at him. “We should finish them Javen!” Alana barked.


“Not this day Alana. Their intent was never to fully battle us. They were only testing us.” Javen spoke.


Alana turned to face him, feeling the power coursing through her beginning to calm and dissipate. “What do you mean?”


“They were surprised by our ferocity and strength, and they only fought us enough to develop a sense of how we will battle them.” Javen replied.


Alana looked stunned, and her eyes went to the dark green jungle where the two Massassi had disappeared and then back to Javen. “This was a test?” She gasped. 


Javen nodded. “Yes. If their ship is not destroyed leaving Duxn, we will meet them in the future once more.”


Alana looked at him, stepping closer. “Javen… did… did you feel it?” She asked.


Javen looked at her and nodded slowly. “I felt it.”


“We… I felt like I could almost read every move you were going to make. And you could read me.” Alana said. “The bond… our bond… its power and strength is increasing isn’t it?”


Javen nodded with a small smile. “I believe it is. I was able to detect Runi’s connection with you much more clearly than before. I could feel the strength and confidence she was projecting to us, lifting our… Runi has…” Javen stopped, his eyes growing larger at his own words. He turned just as Runi jogged up with the others close behind her.

“You let them escape my love.” She spoke, her voice disapproving of his actions.


Javen nodded slowly looking at her oddly. “It was their intent all along.” He replied. “They were here only to test Alana and myself, and to help in attempting to pillage the Temple. And I wanted them alive.”


Runi stepped up to him and gripped his hand in hers; reaching for Alana’s hand as well, and pulling both of them close to her. The three of them brought their foreheads together in a show of affection. “Darasuum Ka’rta.” Runi whispered softly so that only they could hear her words. She felt Javen’s arm encircle her waist, and then Alana’s arm over his, and they pulled each other closer until all three of their bodies were touching in a very intimate manner.

“Darasuum Ka’rta.” Javen and Alana responded together immediately, their words too just barely above a whisper.

It was a pledge of love by all three of them for each other, and while they did not understand the words, the actions did not go unnoticed by Daniel and Arnica as they came up with the others behind them.


“Alana! Javen!” Daniel exclaimed. “You are unhurt?”


Javen turned to face Daniel, his sapphire eyes bright and smiling. “We are fine.” He spoke.


“You let them escape?” Arnica asked, confusion in her eyes, yet touched with a new tinge of respect for Javen. She stepped to the edge of the Temple Mount and looked down at the jungle far below them.

“I had no desire to kill them.” Javen spoke honestly. “Their presence on Duxn answers several questions and unfortunately it brings many more to light. I wanted to take them alive, but they are Massassi warriors and Sith and they will not allow themselves to be captured.”


“Walon is moving Protectors into the Temple Javen.” Runi spoke, catching the signal from her second in command as he moved up behind the entire group and was speaking on an internal headset built into his armor.


Javen looked at Renault and Penaria as they came up, Jaiin continuing to follow his orders, and remaining very close to Penaria. Javen noticed that even the Alliance troops were giving the hulking Mandalorian plenty of space. Penaria’s security detail was no where to be found and Javen feared that everyone who had come to the moon with them was dead. “Your Majesty, Madam President, I must apologize.” He said. “This was something I did not plan for, or expect, and I am saddened by the loss of life.”


“How could you have possibly known they would be here?” Penaria asked honestly.


“I should have known after the attack on Rakata that these assassins would move to attempt this at other locations I am tasked with the protection of.” Javen replied. “I simply did not realize they would move so quickly.”


“Whoever is behind them is very well organized and has very good information.” Alana spoke now. “And they appear to have eyes everywhere.”

“Javen… they were Massassi.” Daniel said. 


Javen nodded. “Yes they were. I apologize for not telling you of them sooner, but I thought them to be dead and no way involved with any of this.”

Walon walked up to the small gathering. “Mandalore, the interior is clear. I had three teams enter and sweep the Temple from the secondary entrance as your battle began.”


“The sealed rooms Walon, are they breached?” Javen asked.


Walon shook his head quickly. “They are still sealed Mandalore. It appears they were about to begin trying to use a plasma beam torch on one security door when we arrived and interrupted them.”


Javen looked at Renault. “Majesty, with your permission I would like to station a garrison of Protectors here to guard this site from further penetration?”


Renault nodded quickly. “Of course, and I’ll provide you a company of Onderonian Royal Guards to assist.”


“The moon is still not completely secure.” Runi spoke, once more taking over her role as Crimson Guard Commander. “And until those dark Jedi are found or it is confirmed they escaped, we are exposed out here Javen. The Temple is the safest place on Duxn right now, and the most easily defended. We should go inside.”


Javen nodded before looking at Daniel. “What were our casualties?” He asked.


Daniel met his eyes. “They were heavy.” He answered, his voice laced with grief. “Almost everyone that made the trip with us is dead or badly wounded. A force of your Protectors and Alliance Commandos from the FLAME OF ONDERON arrived just in time and turned the tide in our favor.”

Javen lowered his head and everyone could see the gentle sigh of despair escape him. “They are more innocent lives snuffed out that we can to attribute to our hidden enemy. We are reacting to someone else’s moves and I don’t like it one bit!” The last part of his statement was delivered with heat and anger in his words.


Javen moved off towards the entrance to the Temple, leaving everyone behind to ponder his words. Alana and Runi quickly followed him, walking very close to one another. Penaria and Renault moved directly them, walking together, still very wary of their surroundings. Arnica was the one who finally noticed the two HoloNet reporters quietly filming everything from the edge of the ramp, their camera remotes darting around the Temple Mount. Arnica took Daniel’s arm and motioned to where the man and woman stood.

“He does not fully understand the significance of what he and Alana just accomplished Daniel.” Arnica spoke softly.


Daniel met her eyes. “What do you mean?”


Arnica motioned with her head to the two HoloNet crews. “If they filmed the entire battle, then every Jedi Knight in the vicinity of a HoloNet screen just witnessed the first battle between a Jedi and a Sith in almost three hundred years.”


Daniel took in the HoloNet crews and slowly nodded his head. “I see your point.”


“That could work in our favor.” Pon Tiian said softly. “Or it could be a damaging event.”


(Master Tiian speaks wisely.) Lowbacca echoed. (Our enemies could use their actions against us.)


Daniel took a deep breath and looked at them. “I tire of playing these games.” He spoke in a voice filled with an anger and displeasure that the other Masters had not heard from him in a long time.


Arnica took his arm. “Come… let us get inside. We can discuss this more, as well as confer with Javen on why he did not tell us these Massassi warriors lived.”


“He is not our enemy Arnica.” Pon Tiian spoke up.


Arnica nodded. “I don’t believe he is either.” She replied honestly and without hesitation. “We must convince him that we are not his enemies so that he shares with us all that he knows. So far… the only Jedi he trusts completely is Alana, and given her experiences with the High Council, I’m not entirely sure she trusts the Jedi herself, even though she is one. You witnessed what I did Tiian. If my suspicions are correct, then Javen and Alana’s fight was broadcast live for millions to see, and they will see the power the two of them wield. It will give our enemies pause, but it will also bring more questions, and given the history of their two bloodlines, they could be questions we might not be able to answer.”


Daniel nodded. “Arnica is right. We need to sit and talk with Javen at length. If we are to confront what is happening, we must have all the information.”


“I suggest we follow him and the others into the Temple.” Pon Tiian spoke. “I would like to see what is sealed in here that the Sith were so interested in.”


“I have a feeling we are going to be here for a few days at least.” Daniel spoke as they began to walk. “Hopefully we will know more then when we arrived.”


The inside of this Temple was incredibly massive, with wide open spaces and much more exposed than the Temple of Rakata, and that was the first thing Daniel noticed. Arnica had not seen the Temple on Rakata and was stunned into silence as she gazed around. They were led down a main tunnel and to a huge set of doors with three corridors leading off in different directions. Lowbacca eyed the doors with a keen eye.

(They are a combination Mandalorian Iron and steel.) He spoke, motioning to the doors. (A combination of the two I have never seen before.)


“This place has obviously been built to keep others out.” Pon Tiian spoke.


“Considering what this Temple holds, it does not surprise me in the least.” Daniel said.


They saw Penaria and Renault further ahead of them gazing at the even larger set of black doors made from the same material. They came up to their group, noticing that many of the Mandalorian Protectors had removed their helmets, and their weapons were now dangling form quick release straps as they moved inside the Temple. The Krayt gunships must have been carrying equipment, as many of the Mandalorians were carrying large crates between them as they moved.

“It appears that if the Mandalorian Protectors are comfortable enough to move around as they are, we should be reasonably safe as well.” Tiian observed.

All of them watched as Jaiin and Walon moved up from the long ramp in front of them. The double doors looked as if they had been forced open somehow, as the Mandalorian steel and iron was slightly bent inward. The two senior Mandalorians stopped in front of their small group.


“Javen has requested that all of you remain here at least for tonight.” Jaiin spoke. “We are trying to determine if it is safe for you to return to Onderon. Your Royal Guard is sweeping the palace and grounds Majesty, and they will not be finished until late this evening. For the moment, we are in the most secure facility in the sector. Javen has already conferred with the Royal Guard Commander and he concurs with this assessment. He has arranged for a secure communications line for you in your quarters so that both of you can speak with your staff and others.”


Renault nodded without hesitation. “You could not pull me from here with a Bantha.” He spoke. “The history here is worth the lack of accommodations.”


Jaiin and Walon smiled to themselves. “This is only the outer shell of the actual Temple Majesty.” Walon spoke. “Javen wanted us to make sure you were shown your quarters for the evening and then we’ll take you to meet with him in the main lounge.”


“The outer shell? I don’t understand.” Daniel asked.


Walon nodded. “This entire Temple used to be the tomb of Freedom Nadd. A Sith Lord from millennia ago. Jedi Master Dacen Vorsut and his followers cleared out this Tomb, and once they re-established themselves here on Duxn, they purged this place of everything you would consider as being connected to the dark side of your Force. They turned it into a Temple of learning and training, one of the most secure sites Javen’s ancestors had outside of the Rakatan Temple during the Pure Sith War. There are many levels that were added over the years. This is just the outer shell and upper level.”


“You believe in the Force?” Arnica asked somewhat surprised.


Walon chuckled. “It would be hard not too Master Jedi, considering who Mandalore is and what he is capable of. Our people… the Mandalorians knew of the Force all those millennia ago, and we knew of the Jedi, but we had no respect for it or your kind. Lord Revan taught my people respect of the Jedi… it was actually Lord Revan that discovered the real reasons why my people invaded the Republic all those years ago. Since Lord Revan and Lord Vorsut helped us to begin rebuilding the clans, all Jedi have held a place of honor in our society.” 

“The real reasons you invaded the Republic?” Arnica asked.


Walon nodded. “Our leader at the time my people invaded the Republic all those years ago was twisted by the Sith leader Amaurth. He took our warrior nature and turned it inside out. We are not mindless barbarians Master Jedi, and we do not invade another simply because we have become bored. This Amaurth forged an Alliance with the Mandalore of the time; inciting him into battle for events he told us were the cause of the Republic. Things were different back then, and while we should have investigated what he told us before acting on it, we did not. And my people were almost destroyed. If not for men like Lord Revan, Lord Vorsut and Canderous Ordo, we would have been.” 

The Jedi in the group looked at Walon like he was speaking in a foreign language, their heads moving to look at one another before turning back to him. “We… we were under the impression that Mandalorians hated the Jedi.” Pon Tiian spoke. “You… you are trained to fight us… resist our powers.”


Walon nodded. “That does not mean we hate you Master Jedi.” He replied. “We have never held anything but respect for the Jedi. Do you not recall how the Clone Troopers fought with and died willingly next to their Jedi leaders during the Clone Wars? They followed them without question, without doubt. Jango Fett was a Mandalorian, and the respect for Jedi was in his blood, as it was in the blood of every Clone Trooper. That aruetyc Sith spawn dog Palpatine is the one who twisted our lines into something he could use against the Jedi. While we respect the Jedi; that does not mean that we trust them entirely.” (traitorous) 

Daniel smiled at his words and he allowed himself a small laugh. “We discover new things everyday about you and your people Walon.” He said.


“You will find we are very much alike in many ways, Master Jedi, and very different in others.” Walon told him.  


“I look forward to discovering the differences.” Daniel spoke.


Walon nodded. “If you’ll follow us Master Skywalker, I’ll take you and the other Jedi to the living quarters. Jaiin will escort President Oslam and King Renault to a different section.”

Daniel and the others followed Walon without question, while Jaiin motioned for Renault and Penaria to follow him. It took only a few minutes to descend even deeper into the Temple, easily three hundred meters by Penaria’s estimate. Jaiin showed Renault to his quarters first and then led her down the corridor a short distance to another door. He stopped and looked at her as the door slid open.


“I’ll return in an hour to retrieve you. Javen will meet everyone in the main lounge then.” Jaiin spoke. “The communications array is already set up for you, and I believe Admiral Kira is sending down several from your staff.”

Penaria looked at Jaiin’s weathered face, and the pictures of his sculpted body under his armor flashed through her mind quickly. He was easily ten years older than she was, but Penaria found herself very attracted to this gruff Mandalorian, more so than any man she had ever known.


“Thank you for saving my life Jaiin.” Penaria spoke, stepping closer to him and placing her hand on his arm.

Jaiin nodded. “I was following my orders Madam President.” He answered.


Penaria nodded with a smile. “And you followed them quite well.” She told him, seeing the flustered look that came over his face at her words, and the closeness with which she stood next to him. “I will see you in an hour.” She spoke, not wanting to embarrass him anymore, and based on his reaction, knowing that he was just as attracted to her as she was to him.


Jaiin watched the door close behind her and shook his head quickly. He had bedded many women in his forty-two years, but none of them had filled his senses as Penaria Oslam did. He snorted, trying to clear his head as he headed back for the turbolift.

“Thank you Chief Minister Fenn.” Javen spoke to the holoimage of the older white haired man.


“I will brief the Security Council Mandalore.” The man spoke. “I do not see any issue with your request.”


Javen nodded. “I’ll be here on Duxn for at least three days. Please inform me when you have the proper documents drawn up.”


“I will contact you immediately.” The man spoke. “I have had a number of requests that you maintain high security Mandalore. This mission is not turning out how you had hoped so far, and none of us want to wake up and find you have been assassinated.”


Javen chuckled. “I will take every precaution Minister, and I appreciate the Council’s concern.”


“There is one other item Mandalore.” Fenn spoke leaning forward in the chair. “We have had a report that Tlon Fett was seen in the vicinity of Nar Shaddaa. Our source was not able to confirm it, but since you killed his son, he has maintained a very low profile which has made it difficult to pin point his exact location.”


“He will turn up soon I’m sure.” Javen spoke. “Make sure our agents do nothing to expose themselves Minister. Their positions within the Alliance could very well assist us in the future.”

“I’ll pass the word.” Fenn answered nodding his head. “I’ll talk with you tomorrow.”


Javen waited until the holoimage faded before turning in his chair and downing the last of the lukewarm tea. He saw Runi enter the center and step from the shadows and move toward the desk.


“The immediate grounds are secure Ner Cyare.” Runi reported to Javen as she walked up to him. “I’ve spread out the Protectors from MANDALORE’S HONOR to saturate the entire area, all the way to the ruins of the old settlement. The FLAME OF ONDERON has sent down a battalion sized force, and the King’s military chief released a legion of his best to our temporary command.” (My Beloved)

The room they were in was large, with an advanced communications array, several desks which were now occupied by Mandalorians, and a row of computers and stations. Runi called it the War Room and the description fit. This had been designed as an alternate command center for the Mandalorian and Republic Forces during the Pure Sith War, and even after the attack that killed many of their people in the Mandalorian settlement and nearly killed Dacen Vorsut’s wife, this center remained operational. Javen had decided many years ago to use it with the same intent, and over the years had improved its ability to monitor and control Mandalorian forces, even from within Alliance space.


Javen was quiet as he sat at the large desk, and for a moment Runi thought perhaps he did not hear her. She stepped closer to him.


“Ner Cyare?” She asked. Javen turned his sapphire eyes on her for a long moment, saying nothing. Runi noticed this and set her assault rifle on the desk, moving closer and sitting on the edge of the desk. “Javen are you alright?”


“I am fine Ner Cyar’ika?” He answered softly. (My Darling.)

“You looked as if you did not hear me.” Runi said, “Like you were off in some far away land.”


Javen smiled and got to his feet moving to the ever present pot of tea, where he poured both of them a steaming mug. He turned back around and held out one to Runi. “I only wish I was in some far away land.” He said.


Runi sipped the mug of tea as he spoke, but set the mug down when he finished and got up, moving to stand in front of him. She had to look up into his eyes due to her five foot four height. “Javen Panlie… something bothers you. I know you too well for you to hide it from me. Tell me what it is Ner Cyare?”


Javen reached up and caressed her cheek, Runi closing her eyes and relishing in his touch. “You have grown stronger since Alana came into our lives. Even I could feel the bond you share with her during the battle.”


“She has taught me a great deal.” Runi answered with a nod. “About myself and my abilities and of what I could accomplish. You don’t normally speak with Chief Minister Fenn on a secure military channel Javen. What is going on?”


“It is nothing that you need to be concerned with Ner Cyar’ika, just some business with the Council.” He told her with a smile. His face grew serious. “Runi… have your feelings for me changed?” Javen asked.

Runi looked confused. “Changed?” She asked. “What do you mean?”


“Your… your bond with Alana grows stronger. It is…”


Runi couldn’t stop the smile that came over her beautiful face and she moved closer to him. She pressed her body against his tightly, wrapping her arms around his waist and stopping his words. “Javen Panlie… are you jealous of what Alana and I share?” She asked with a twinkle in her dark eyes. “Even after our times together?”

Javen looked at her soft lips and sultry eyes. His face twisted into a look of sheepish concern. “It is silly of me isn’t it?”


“Javen… you are my soul.” Runi spoke softly but with feeling in her words that Javen hadn’t heard in some time. “You are Alana’s soul. We could not go on without you in our lives. I may not be fully a Jedi, but I know that the two of you have given yourselves to each other and to me. I have done the same Ner Cyare. What Alana and I feel for each other is… it is wonderful… but we both know that nothing could ever take your place in our lives, nothing. Only you could make us feel what we feel in your arms.” Runi looked at him with adoring eyes as his arms pulled her tightly to him. “My bond with Alana has helped me to better understand you Ner Cyare. It has given me an insight and understanding into your inner thoughts that I did not have before. Never doubt what we feel for you Javen. I could not love Alana more than you, anymore than she could love me over you. Do you… do you love us equally?”


“That is a question I do not have to think about in answering. I love you both, more than it is possible to put into words.” Javen replied with no hesitation, his hands coming up to take her face.


“Perhaps one day we will come to understand what our love means, or how it could be, but right now I don’t care. I accept it for what it is, as should you.” Runi spoke, her eyes never leaving his face.

Javen reached up and stroked her satiny red hair. “When exactly did you become so Jedi sounding in your statements?”


Runi smiled brightly. “Perhaps it comes from having two Jedi as my lovers and lifemates and all I learn from them.” She reached up on her tip toes and traced her warm tongue up his throat before coming to his lips and biting down gently on his lower lip. “Do Alana and I have to show you again how much you mean to us Ner Cyare? Like we did before?” She spoke seductively, her dark eyes smoldering.


“Perhaps I should show the two of you what you mean to me.” He told her, his arms crushing her petite frame against him.


Runi’s eyes shimmered with delight at that prospect. “I think we would like that very much!” She replied, drawing her leg up along his hip. “Do you think you can handle both of us?”


“I am a Mandalorian and a Jedi.” Javen spoke proudly. “I will find a way.”


Runi smiled. “Good.” She said as she reluctantly pulled herself from his arms. “I will find Alana and make sure she knows that.”


“She’s in the library.” Javen told her.


Runi collected her rifle. “I’ll go see her right now.”


Javen took her hand. “I want both of you in the main lounge in thirty minutes. We need to put our heads together and decide what our next steps will be.”

Runi nodded and once more leaned up on her toes to place a soft passionate kiss on his lips. “We’ll be there.”


Neither of them noticed the knowing smiles that passed among the Mandalorians within the room. They had seen it all many times before between Javen and Runi, and it was like not at all unusual for them to show affection in front of whoever was in the area.
KELDABE

CAPITAL OF MANDALORE 


Keldabe was a city of six million men, women and children. It had grown in size over the last three hundred years and was now a sprawling modern city with towering skyscrapers that reached into the sky, but also with many areas of lush green spaced widely throughout the city boundaries, indicating where the rainforest parks had been built and maintained even to this day. The resurrection of the Mandalorian people had begun with Boba Fett when he became Mandalore, and since that time the Mandalorian Union as it was now called, had expanded steadily. Prosperous and very stable, the Mandalorian Union proved very appealing to many worlds that were just developing, or had wanted no part of what they considered to be an oppressive Galactic Alliance.

The Mandalorian Parliament building was very unlike its counterpart in the Galactic Alliance. It did not span the landscape with its size, and was actually very unassuming. It was a very simple four story structure made of duracrete and Mandalorian steel. Offices for all the Parliament members lined the outer portions of the building, while their large meeting chamber took up the very center of the building.


It was into the largest office on the west side of the building that Admiral Joarl Mentar entered at a brisk pace. His uniform was impeccably tailored and turned out even this early in the morning. He nodded to the aide behind the desk who ushered him into the inner office and continued into the comfortable but not lavish office of the Chief Minister.

Fenn Vau looked up when the Admiral entered and set his caffa down, rising to his feet. “Admiral Mentar, thank you for coming.”


Joarl nodded. “Of course Minister.” He answered. “I understand you have been in contact with Javen?”


Fenn nodded. He had been Chief Minister of the Mandalorian Parliament for the last seven years, having been re-elected by a huge majority only the year before. He was a staunch supporter of many of Javen policies and he was a loyal friend. “I just completed a secure communication with him not thirty minutes ago. There was another attempt on his life shortly after he arrived on Duxn. It appears that the Alliance President Penaria Oslam and King Renault were also present. These assassins were able to wipe out their combined security detachments before Jagi was able to get help to the surface. There was also an attack by fifteen unknown warships of alien design. Jagi beat them easily, but the fact they were bold enough to attack at all says quite a bit. Please sit down.”

Joarl nodded and accepted the caffa as he took the chair across from the desk. “What is it that you require of me Chief Minister?”

“There are three things actually.” Fenn spoke. “Javen has requested that you bring our forces to a low level alert status. He wants it done quietly and without any open communication between commands.”

Joarl’s eyebrows rose a little higher. “He suspects something?”


“Let’s just say, he does not trust the Galactic Alliance Senate and military as much as he trusts its President.” Fenn spoke. 


Joarl nodded. “That will not be a problem.” He spoke. “Will the Parliament authorize this?”

Fenn nodded and handed over the data pad. “This is the order signed by myself all nine members of the Parliamentary Security Council.”


Joarl took the pad with a surprised look on his face. “I’m guessing that for you to get this so quickly, whatever it is you and Mandalore discussed was considered extremely important?”


“He will be contacting you directly later today.” Fenn spoke. “He would not leave his senior commander out of what was in his thoughts you know that.”


Joarl nodded. “I’ll implement this order as soon as I return from this meeting.” 



“The second item we discussed was the new trade agreements with the Onderonians.” Fenn spoke. “I will be speaking with Chief Tagge later today, but Javen wants an entire squadron of our new SHOGUN-Class frigates departing for Onderonian space within two days. We have several dozen Onderonian military officers here on Mandalore for exchange purposes don’t we?”


Joarl nodded. “They just completed the MDF course on Combined Forces Use, and have been familiarizing themselves with the operational capabilities of the SHOGUN frigate.” He answered.


Fenn nodded. “Javen wants them to bring the squadron back to Onderon. Four of King Renault’s Royal Guard lost their lives in the attack, and he wishes to award them for their brave service, as well as five of President Oslam’s security detachment. He wanted to insure that such an award is something that you would agree with, and will cover that with you as well.” He said with a smile. “Never let it be said that Javen is simply a military genius. The political gain he will receive by such an action is immeasurable.”

“That does not seem like something Javen would do Minister.” Joarl spoke.


“It was I who talked him into it.” Fenn answered. “I know it is not something that you or he would normally agree too… but in this instance I think it is appropriate.”


“The Alliance will not like that very much.” Joarl spoke.


Fenn nodded, his smile getting even larger. “Yes I know. Javen feels, and I agree with him, that Onderon will play a major role in whatever is coming. They have been friends and allies to us for millennia now, and Javen does not intend to let anything happen to them. Let the Alliance stew amongst themselves, if they will not recognize the sacrifices of others, then we will.”


“And what about the Parliament Minister? Will they agree with speeding up the delivery of the new ships?” Joarl asked.


“The Parliament will do whatever Javen asks them to do.” Fenn spoke. “He has built the Union more than any Mandalore since Boba Fett, making everyone wealthy and insuring our people want for nothing. Most of them owe their positions in the Parliament to him. We may not agree with him on some of his policies Admiral, but I assure you, when push comes to shove, this Parliament will support Mandalore in anything.”


Joarl nodded slowly. “Many of us within the MDF have wondered that through the years Chief Minister, and it is good to hear such things from you.”


Fenn sat back in his chair. “We have no intention of going the route of the Galactic Alliance Senate Admiral.” He spoke. “Politicians we may be… but we have seen the corruption and distrust within the Galactic Alliance, and we want no part of it. Did you know that it is the Parliament that has refused the last two overtures by the Alliance to join them? Not Javen.” Fenn smiled when he saw the light of surprise in Joarl’s eyes. “Trust me Admiral Mentar… we stand behind Mandalore.”


Joarl nodded with a smile. “I will see to the arrangements Minister. You said you had three requests?”

“The last request comes directly from me, and Javen has no knowledge of it. That is also the way I want to keep it.” Fenn looked at him. “I want you to dispatch an Interceptor Attack Wing to Mandalore’s location. They are to remain under their cloaks at all times. Javen may not see the need for them, but if someone attacks Mandalore again, I want them to pay for it in blood. They are to reveal themselves only if Mandalore is attacked once more.”


Joarl eyed the Chief Minister warily. “You realize that violates Mandalore’s orders about entering Alliance space without his expressed permission?”


“I do.” Fenn answered. “I also believe that Javen is not as indestructible as he likes to think he is. Even with his Jedi skills and those that travel with him, I would feel safer knowing he had the added firepower should the need arise.”


Joarl grinned. “I like the way you think Chief Minister.” He said.


“Make sure that whoever leads the Wing is one of your senior commanders.” Fenn spoke. “He must be brave and reckless, but also be able to control himself if need be.”


Joarl nodded. “I know exactly who I will send on this mission.”     


Fenn got to his feet. “Admiral… I’d like for you to join me for dinner sometime soon. I like your company, and I believe we could become good friends.”

Joarl got to his feet as well and nodded his head. “I believe you may be correct Chief Minister. I would be honored.”


Fenn smiled. “Good… and bring your wife as well. I understand she is one of the senior Professors at the Ordo Institute of Advanced Physics. My wife is also a teacher, though she remains with the young ones during their formative years.”


Joarl held out his hand. “I will do that Minister. I will contact you when everything has been set in motion.”

DUXN

“…have two squadrons on a rotating patrol Mandalore.” Jagi Ordo reported from MANDALORE’S HONOR. “They are flying with two squadrons from the FLAME OF ONDERON in joint maneuvers. Admiral Kira and I have positioned our ships in polar orbits around Onderon so that one of us always covers Duxn.”

“Penaria, should you need anything, you have my com channel.” Penar spoke. The two senior Admirals sat in chairs on their respective ships, their images clear and unbroken in the holoimager around the table in the main lounge.


Penaria nodded, glancing at where Jaiin stood against the wall. “Thank you grandfather, I will remember that.”


“Were you able to determine what type of ship attacked you Uncle?” Javen asked.


Jagi shook his head in the transmission. “They matched nothing in our databanks so I am having our data cores back home examined as well.”


“Were you able to secure pieces of the wreckage then?” Daniel asked from his chair.


Alana and Runi sat on either side of Javen, Penaria and Renault occupying chairs to Runi’s right, while Daniel, Arnica, Pon Tiian and Lowbacca sat to Alana’s left. They all saw Jagi glance at Kira’s image before replying, both men looking at one another.


Penaria noticed this quickly. “Grandfather, what are you not telling us?” She asked.


“The three Alliance ships in the sector with us moved in rather quickly after Jagi destroyed the alien ships.” Penar replied. “They used plasma beams to destroy most of the wreckage, and the few remaining pieces were transferred to the RESILIENT, and she left orbit shortly after that.”


“You did not order the Commander of the RESILIENT to remain here?” Penaria asked quickly.


“Yes I did. His response was that he was under direct orders from Admiral Kenirr to sterilize the area and return any recovered portions of the ships to a secure science station to avoid contamination.” Penar replied. “The continued safety of the President and the King was the primary concern.” 


“That’s Bantha Poo doo!” Penaria snapped. “Then why didn’t they assist you and Admiral Ordo in the attack?”


“I asked that very question and was told they were under orders to observe only.” Penar replied.

“Observe their Chief of State under attack and not do anything?” Penaria barked, her face darkening in anger. “Kenirr has gone too far this time, and I intend to have his fat little Bothan head on a platter!”


“Calm down Penaria.” Renault spoke, laying his hand over hers. “Anger will not help us to solve anything.”

“Renault… I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if Kenirr had something to do with this attack!” Penaria exclaimed.


“That is very possible… but his direct involvement is unlikely.” Javen spoke causing all eyes to turn to him. “At least not in any manner that could be traced back to him, as it would expose him to too many questions if discovered.”


“What makes you say that Javen?” Renault asked.


“I must apologize to all of you.” Javen spoke softly. “Once Master Tokare and I realized that there was a possibility that Tymnr and Zytmnr were still alive, we should have told you everything.”


Arnica began to speak but Daniel leaned forward in his chair and held up his hand stopping her words. “I for one understand your distrust of the Alliance and the Jedi Order Javen. In your eyes we have not done very much to seem trustworthy.”


“Master Skywalker… that isn’t fair.” Penar spoke in the holoimage from his ship.

“Perhaps it is not Grandfather.” Penaria said softly. “But it is a very accurate statement.” She turned her blue eyes on Javen. “It appears that there are more elements within my own government that are considerably more powerful and numerous than I wanted to admit. And it also appears they have eyes and ears everywhere. I will not make the mistakes of former Chief’s of State and remain insular in my thinking. That they attacked knowing all of us would be here on Duxn tells me that all of us are targets.

“The attacks on the Jedi over the last eight months should have started us on a path to discovery.” Pon Tiian spoke now. “Instead we chose to ignore them and treat them as isolated incidents.” He looked at Javen. “I take it they were not isolated incidents Javen?”


Javen shook his head. “The attacks on the Jedi were only the beginning.” He said. “Master Tokare and I first made their rather unpleasant acquaintance almost six years ago. They had attempted to breach a Temple that I am charged with monitoring and protecting as Holder of the Heart of the Guardian. We tracked them to Korriban and confronted them, however the only thing we were able to learn was that they were not operating independently, and they had a Master. A collapse of the tunnel we were in buried them, or so we thought. Master Tokare was badly injured so I made the decision to not confirm they were indeed dead.”

“I take it them having a Master is quite significant then Javen?” Renault asked.


“Returned the Sith have it means.” Tokare spoke from his hover disc.


Javen nodded at Tokare’s assessment. “To what extent we don’t know however.” He continued. “The assassins we have faced up until this point have been very skilled in the use of a lightsaber, which implies at the very least a discernable connection to the Force. None of them have shown any other signs that they are in any way capable of wielding the Force as a Jedi. They were also very high on this Nova dust we discovered.”


Penaria leaned forward. “If what you say is true, then there have to be at least a dozen or so senior Senators on the Galactic Council that are involved in this.” She said. “The type of resources and planning we have seen so far indicates an organization that is very well run.”


“I tend to agree.” Javen spoke. “It also implies some connection to organized crime syndicates at least on the small scale, though I believe it to be much larger. It would explain their ability to move about undetected, and it is the only way to have access to distribution networks and such for the Nova Dust.”


“Something they are trying to pin on your people I might add.” Daniel spoke. “And no doubt it is tied to Nar Shaddaa in some way.”

Javen waved that off. “At the moment… that is not my biggest concern.”


“What do you mean Javen?” Renault asked.


“They have attempted to attack and enter two sites that fall under my protection.” Javen said. “There are three others that I am in constant touch with that have not yet been found. I have teams moving to those locations now to verify security measures. My biggest concerns are how they found the location of these two sites, and…” Javen turned to Renault. “This site here on Duxn falls under Onderonian jurisdiction, which means that I have unwittingly involved you and the people of Onderon more than I had intended.”

“I don’t follow.” Renault spoke.


“They will undoubtedly attempt to gain access to this site again. Short of stationing an entire garrison here, I see no way to keep you and your people from harm other than moving the entire contents of this Temple to a different location.” Javen told him, “Which I am making preparations to do as we speak Majesty.”


“What exactly does that entail Javen?” Daniel asked.


“There are nine sarcophaguses here as well as fourteen rooms filled with holocrons and data cubes and numerous other items of value.” Javen replied. “I will need a minimum of three days to move everything out and transfer it to MANDALORE’S HONOR.”


“And that is information which will undoubtedly find its way to the HoloNet and bring a slew of journalists and news crews to Onderon when the transports begin shuttling back and forth to your ship.” Penaria spoke.


Javen nodded. “That is my fear.”


“Once Undien discovers you are moving the contents of this Temple he will petition the Galactic Senate to stop you with the courts.” Arnica spoke now. “Then he will attempt to gain access to the site through those same courts.”

“This is still Onderonian territory!” Renault snapped. “I will not allow such a thing!”


“And if you do that, you will make it appear that Onderon is attempting to help Javen in whatever he is doing. And you can rest assured the Senate and whoever is in their pocket will make it seem that Javen and the Mandalorians are attempting to bring down the Alliance.” Penaria spoke getting to her feet a look of utter disgust on her face. “They’ll label you a conspirator, and take diplomatic actions against you and Onderon. And when that happens they’ll tie me into your actions in some manner, and if they play their cards right, they’ll be able to remove me from office. To the pits of Korriban! They have thought this out very well whoever they are.”


“Indeed they have.” Daniel echoed her words.


“The work this is of the Sith.” Tokare spoke softly. “No other question can there be. Out there a Sith Lord there is.”


“And this one is even more patient than Palpatine ever was.” Daniel spoke. “A plan such as what they have devised must have taken decades to put into motion.”


“The Jedi Council… or at least certain members… are involved in this.” Arnica spoke, though the look on her face as she said the words indicated she did not want to believe it. “They… they must be.”

Alana leaned forward on the couch next to Javen. Her hand had rested casually on his leg the entire meeting as everyone had noticed, almost like she was laying claim to him, and it did not escape anyone’s notice of how Runi’s hand stroked the back of Javen’s neck every now and then during the meeting as well. Alana now brought her hands together in front of her and clasped them tightly. “We can not allow this to happen.” She said.


“No we can not.” Daniel spoke. “However… we have no knowledge of whom or where this Sith Lord may be operating out of. The assassins that Javen interrogated from Rakata were useless due to their addiction on Nova Dust, and any information obtained from them is also useless.”


“Return to the original plan.” Alana said aloud. “We entered this with the intent to find out where Knight Korr got her information and equipment, and who killed her. We will not get the information from Master Undien, so we go back to our starting point. We have to go to Nar Shaddaa.”


Javen smiled at Alana’s insightful response. “Alana is quite correct.” He said.


“What do you propose Javen?” Renault asked.


“I have not worked out all the details just yet… and I will not have the answers to several questions I have until I speak with my Chief Minister tomorrow. Once I have that… I will need to have one or two hours of your time Madam President.”

  
Penaria smiled. “I think… considering what we all have gone through together, that you have earned the right to call me by my name. I would hope you feel the same?”

 
Javen smiled. “Indeed I do.” 
“I intend to remain here as long as the King and try to take in the history of this place.” Penaria spoke. “When you have discovered what you need, my time is yours.”

Javen got to his feet and looked at the others in the room for a long moment as if he was contemplating something deeply. After several quiet moments he nodded his head slowly. “I will allow unfettered access to everything that is within these walls to those of you in this room.” He saw their eyes go wide and looks of astonishment were everywhere. “There is much history here, for Mandalorian, Jedi and Onderonian. Your aides and the HoloNet vermin will remain above us in the outer shell.”

“That could cause some questions Javen.” Penaria spoke after recovering first from the shock and realizing what he was saying.


Javen glanced at Master Tokare who gave only a miniscule shake of his head. His gaze traveled then to Runi and Alana, both of whom shook their heads slowly. He turned back to Penaria. “I’m sorry… I can’t allow them to enter the actual temple Penaria. You and King Renault will treat the history here of Onderon and the Mandalorians with the proper respect it deserves, and the Masters will do the same for the Jedi history within these walls. I do not have the same level of regard for them as I do for you. They will have to remain in the outer shell, though I’m sure there will be quite enough to keep them occupied. Alana has already done some exploring, and I’m sure she can direct you to the main library.”

Penaria nodded. “I understand.” She told him. “Perhaps once I discover what is here I will feel the same way. I thank you for the trust you show.”


“As do I Javen.” Renault spoke.


“If you need anything, anything at all…” Javen spoke. “Do not hesitate to ask.”


“May I ask…?” Penaria said looking curious. “You spoke of nine sarcophaguses earlier. Who is laid to rest here Javen?”


Javen smiled gently. “I will allow you to make that discovery for yourself Penaria.” He turned to Daniel. “Master Skywalker may I suggest you and Master Solo and the other Jedi accompany her as well.”


Daniel nodded his head, questions filling his eyes. “We will.”

“Master Tokare may I have a moment of your time?” Javen asked. 

They watched as Javen left the room with Runi on his heels, Tokare following on his hover disc. 
Alana looked at everyone. “The corridor is old and musty, but the actual archive is unbelievable. Follow me.”
TATOOINE
EDGE OF THE TATOOINE DUNE SEA


The five heavily armored Mandalorian Journeymen Protectors entered the small hut built into the side of the desert mountain. The hut was situated on the southwestern edge of the infamous Dune Sea of Tatooine, and the last area of rocky and mountain terrain before you traveled deep into the desert. The interior of the hut was dimly lit except for the shoulder mounted lights on the five Protectors as they swept left and right. Sun light from the twin Tatooine suns drifted in through several cracks in the doom of the hut. One of the Protectors held the small cylinder like object in his hand and swept it over the interior of the hut, the soft chirping growing louder as he approached a wall to the east side of the hut. He moved directly up against the hut wall and the chirping noise became a solid sound.

“Here.” The feminine voice spoke through the helmet.


The five Protectors turned toward her as she removed her helmet, dirty blond hair spilling over her shoulders and set the detection device down on the floor. She swept aside the broken pottery on the small table and drove her armored fist down into the small table, smashing it into several pieces before brushing it aside with her armored boot. She stepped up to the wall and reached up to remove the armored glove on her hand. Once the skin was exposed she placed her hand flat against the cool wall of the hut and closed her eyes.


The Commander of this small detachment of Journeymen Protectors stepped up to the man kneeling by the small window, his wicked looking assault rifle trained out into the glaring sunlight.


“Where did she learn to do that Rav? That talent is new.” The commander asked.


“Do what?” The kneeling Protector replied turning his head.

“Imitate the mating call of a Greater Krayt Dragon and scare off those Tusken Raiders?” The Protector Commander asked. “That sound about made me wet my shorts.”

“I stopped asking questions of the Jedi that Mandalore and Master Tokare have trained long ago.” Rav replied with a smile, putting his hand on the man’s shoulder. “They are a strange bunch indeed.”

“Strange is not exactly the word I would use to describe them.”


The Protector nodded, his eyes traveling back to where the female was against the wall. “She makes much more pleasing noises under our sheets, but Jedi trained or not… she does look good in my bed.” He spoke with a chuckle.


“Be careful Rav Kelborne.” The voice of the female spoke from near the wall. “I might be more than you can handle when this mission is completed.”


The Protector Commander and his trooper chuckled at her words. “I will take that challenge Shadee.” Rav spoke.


The young woman smiled to herself as she closed her eyes and concentrated. She reached out with the Force searching for that one spot and found it, seeing it in her mind as she directed the Force in unlocking the special security mechanism. The Journeymen Protector Commander made his way over to another one of his team. 

The Mandalorian Journeymen Protectors were the most highly trained of all Mandalorian troopers outside of the Crimson Guard. They were considered the elite of the MDF. All of them had to be selected by either Mandalore or Runi’BeTracyn personally. There were a total of only twenty-two teams of five Journeymen Protectors throughout the entire six million members of the MDF, ninety-three men and forty-seven women. An additional thirty Journeymen worked wholly by themselves, and all of them worked only the most important missions that the Mandalorian Union and Mandalore directed them on. Every Journeymen Protector could speak an assortment of alien languages aside from Galactic Basic, and all of them were crossed trained in at least three different specialized fields. They were all under thirty years of age and in peak physical condition, and of the hundred and forty total Journeymen Protectors, thirty seven of them were fully trained Jedi with very strong connections to the Force and trained by Master Tokare and Mandalore themselves.
The Journeymen Commander knelt next to the Protector Rav who was watching the front of the hut, his rifle trained out into the desert sun, the filters in his helmet protecting his eyes from the glare. He held the small motion sensor in his off hand, the nose of the device trained into the desert.

“Are you picking anything up?” The Commander asked.
Rav shook his head. “I think we lost them.” He spoke. “I haven’t picked up anything other than local indigenous animal life.”

“What about that Tusken Raider party that was tracking us?”


Rav shook his head once more. “Shadee’s little noise maker scared them off. I haven’t picked them up in over an hour.”


“Stay sharp. Sand People are easily spooked, but they’ll recover quickly and return in even larger numbers.” The Commander said. He turned back to the interior of the hut. “Shadee, how much longer do you need?”


“This is a very intricate lock Commander.” She replied.


“That doesn’t answer my question Shadee.”


The blond turned to look at him. “Mandalore devised this system so that only he and select others could enter. If I make an error, it will activate the automated defense protocols and everything inside the sacred place will be destroyed. Don’t rush me!”

The Commander chuckled under his helmet as she turned back to her task. The kneeling Rav also joined in his chuckle and looked up at his Commander. “She is touchy Commander.” 
“Perhaps Rav should relieve her of her tension if given the opportunity. It might make her more agreeable.” Another voice joined the conversation.

The Protector’s head snapped to the side and impacted the door frame of the hut. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt him, but hard enough to get his attention. 


“What Rav does to me in our bed is not something you need to be concerned with Kex Ferro.” Shadee’s voice carried to them. “Rest assured you could not compare.” She tossed the insult at him.


The members of the Journeymen team all laughed softly under their helmets. This was common among their team, as closely knit as they all were. They often traded barbs and insults back and forth among each other to ease tense situations or pass the time. Rav and Shadee had been an item for several years now, their relationship common knowledge among the Protector ranks. Had anyone else spoke the same insults to them, they would rapidly find themselves beaten into the ground with little or no remorse.

The soft alert brought the attention of both men back to the motion sensor.

“Contact!” Kex spoke from the doorway.


“Location?” The Commander asked.


“Two clicks west.” Kex answered. “Coming out of the desert.”


“Out of the desert?” The Commander spoke, his head lifting to the open space of the desert beyond the hut’s location. “Type?”


Kex shook his head. “Undetermined, but they are definitely humanoid.”


“Are they Tusken Raiders?”

“Coming from the deep desert?” Kex asked, shaking his head. “No way.”


The Commander brought his wrist up to the front of his helmet. “Journeymen lead to flight.”


“Flight here.” Came the immediate reply.


“You have our location marked?”


“Affirmative.” 


“Localize our coordinates and tell me if you can get a reading on something coming at us from the west.” The Commander spoke.


“Stand by.”


The Commander turned to Shadee. “Shadee… we might be having company.”


“Got it!” Shadee barked. She twisted her hand in front of the wall and they all heard a soft whirring sound. The entire seamless wall, seemingly unbroken in its design to the naked eye, moved inward and then to the side. “We’re in!”


“Flight to Leader! I have contacts moving on your location rapidly. Looks like a dozen of those black armored idiots, and a single male in black uniform. They’re in three Speeders, and based on speed, they’ll be on you in six minutes.”


“Are they moving faster than normal?” The Commander asked.


“Negative. Standard Speeders at medium velocity.” 

“They don’t know we’re here.” The Commander barked. “Shadee you have five minutes to complete our mission. Flight… I want you on the ground outside our location in exactly five minutes.”


“Flight acknowledges. Spooling up engines and weapons! See you in five.”


“There’s no way they could have tracked us here.” The Commander spoke. “That means they knew this was here.”


Kex looked at his leader. “Skipper that means…”


The Commander nodded. “It means we have a traitor somewhere very high up in the MDF. And Mandalore is not going to be happy.”


Shadee stepped into the alcove, Rav moving up behind her carrying the large empty crate. Her eyes wandered over the shelves and the hundreds of holocrons and data cubes feeling the immense power that this knowledge generated within the Force now that she was inside the Force dampening shield.


“We need to move quickly Ner Riduurok.” He spoke softly. “Company is coming.” (My Love. Specifically between a Mandalorian husband and wife.)

Shadee nodded to him. Only two others, Mandalore and their Commander, knew they had married in secret only the year before, and Rav never used his secret name for her unless they were alone. Shadee lifted her hands, and using the Force began to vacate the dozens of shelves of the holocrons and data pads and moving them into the large crate. Shadee was one of the first to be identified as Force sensitive by Master Tokare and Mandalore, and she was the first to complete Master Tokare’s training in the Force. She was also considered one of the strongest Mandalorian Jedi in the MDF. She closed her eyes and opened herself to the power and purity flowing within this room and Rav watched in awe as items began to pile into the crate faster than his eyes could follow. 

DUXN


“I will be along shortly Ner Cyar’ika.” Javen spoke bending over and kissing Runi softly.


Runi nodded and with a flip of her hair clearly meant to entice him, Runi turned and headed off down the corridor. Javen’s eyes watched her with a combination of love, desire and questions. He turned to Tokare when she was out of ear shot.


“Trouble you something does Javen?” Tokare spoke.


Javen shook his head. “Not so much troubles as it does confuse.”


“Understand I do not.”


“Master… could Runi’s connection to the Force be stronger than you or I originally thought?” Javen asked.


Tokare’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Happened something has?”


“I don’t know… during the fight with Tymnr I felt as if my spirit was lifted and given strength. I never considered anything but victory, no doubts at all.” Javen told him. “Alana also experienced it. The same will and spirit to achieve victory. It was very strong; stronger than normal.”


“The cause of this Runi is you believe?”


“She shares a bond with Alana, Master Tokare. Very similar to what we share in fact. When we were fighting, Alana and I both opened ourselves completely to the Force. We opened every conduit, and left no barriers in place. When we did that, we could feel Runi within our bond, providing us strength and spirit.”


“Interesting this is.” Tokare spoke. “Feel her now can you?”


Javen nodded. “It is faint… like an echo… but before the fight I was never able to feel her at all. Alana is like a second persona within me, and now it appears Runi has joined that as well.”


“Strong is the bond between Master and Apprentice.” Tokare said softly. “Experienced a bond like yours only four others have in Jedi history. Test Runi again we can.”

Javen nodded. “I think that would be a good idea.”


“See the thoughts in your mind I can Javen.” Tokare said. “Suspect something you do?”


Javen looked at him. “Master… I think Runi is able to project her will onto others. And… and demoralize an opponent.”


Tokare’s eyes widened. “Battle Mediation you think she commands?”


Javen nodded. “Or some form of it.” He said.


“Speak of this with no one Javen.” Tokare told him. “If discovered it is that command this power Runi does, prime target she will become.”

Javen nodded. “I was thinking the same thing. No one since Master Yoda and Emperor Palpatine has mastered Battle Mediation to the extent where they can directly influence others. And before them Bastila Shan is the next closest to come to mind.”


“More powerful… more focused than Bastila Shan… no one has been in four millennia.” Tokare spoke. “Recognized by even Yoda himself to be the true Master of this gift Bastila was.”


Javen looked at him. “Well if the power I sensed within the bond was coming from Runi, then I would hazard a guess and say she could compete with Master Yoda.” He said.


“Another test I will arrange, when return to our ship we do.” Tokare spoke. “Speak with Daniel about this I would like to?”


Javen nodded slowly. “I suggest Master Solo as well. I have a feeling Master Tokare, that we will need the descendants of every powerful Force sensitive family in history if we are to win this battle.”


“Discover the battle first we must.” Tokare said.


Javen nodded. “Yes… well we’re working on that.”

