CHAPTER SIXTEEN
DUXN

Javen looked at Shadee in the holoimager wide eyed, “A Greater Krayt Dragon!” He exclaimed. “Shadee, are you losing your mind?”


“That’s what we told her!” Rav’s voice echoed from the background.


Shadee turned and gave her husband a dirty look before turning back to her brother. “It worked and I am fine.” She stated flatly. “Now, do you want to hear my report Mandalore, or are you just going to scold me like my Ori’vod does all the time?” She said sarcastically. (Big Brother)

“I might just decide to scold you!” Javen spoke, trying to maintain a straight face at her tone. “That was a reckless stunt Shadee! Beast Control is hard enough with smaller animals, but with a monster the size of a Greater Krayt Dragon it’s down right dangerous.”


“Reckless?” Shadee asked him, crossing her arms in front of her chest. “And I suppose going off to Nar Shaddaa and wiping out half the criminal empire there over a woman was carefully thought out and completely intelligent huh?”


“That… that was different.” Javen replied trying to not let his face turn red.


“Javen Gar Mir’osik, I’m not a little girl anymore!” Shadee said with a knowing smile. “I’m a Mandalorian, a Journeyman Protector and a Jedi and I’m very capable of handling myself.” (You Shit for Brains)

“I know that Haar’chak!” Javen barked right back at her. “You are still my younger sister and I am still allowed to worry though!”


Shadee grinned at him. “Javen, I didn’t know you cared.” She said sweetly. Her own sapphire colored eyes gleamed in the imager. “So tell me brother, what’s it like being the only man within Mandalorian space that has not one, but two beautiful women to look after all his needs?”

“Enough Shadee you’ve made your point!” Javen told her.

Shadee allowed herself one last smile before her face became serious. “I have been studying with Master Tokare as often as I can Javen. I’ve become more focused and able to centralize my control with animals. I really was in no danger big brother, trust me. Now I was able to retrieve everything you wanted before we had to depart Javen.”

“And you destroyed the rest?” Javen asked.

“Destroyed, just as you instructed,” Shadee replied.


“Are you sure Shadee? We can’t allow anything to fall into the wrong hands.” He told her.

“We fired two full yield Proton torpedoes Javen.” Shadee replied, “Directly on the hut. There was nothing but sand and rock left. Did we have to destroy what remained?”


“I didn’t want too, but based on what you have just told me, we really had no choice.” Javen answered. “If they found the hut then it only confirms what I feared even before I sent you. We either have a traitor in the MDF, or someone got very stupid, in which case I will end their miserable career.”


“What do you think?” Shadee asked knowing her brother had a sometimes scary sixth sense in regards to things like this.

Javen shook his head. “I truly don’t want to believe we have a traitor in our midst.” He said, “But the facts seem to point that way more and more.”

“If we do, he or she has to be very high up Javen.” Shadee spoke softly. “Not many people have access to the information that would allow them to find the secret locations.”


Javen nodded. “I know, perhaps a dozen at most outside of you and Runi, which narrows it down quite a bit.”


“What will you do?”


“I’ll find them.” He answered. “And if they have betrayed us, they will regret it. You are sure that none of those that attacked you survived?” Javen asked.


Shadee shook her head. “Not a chance. Even if they were somehow able to survive the Krayt Dragon, there was a sand storm moving in as we left the atmosphere, and from the looks of it a large one. Winds in excess of two hundred kilometers an hour.” She replied quickly. “I was able to retrieve the dark one’s lightsaber though.”


Javen’s eyes narrowed, “Really? How did you mange that?”


“He sort of dropped it when the Dragon impaled him.” Shadee answered with a bemused grin.


Javen shook his head with a smile. “Father would be proud of you little sister.” He said. “I’m proud of you. And I do trust you Shadee. Have Varn come forward.”


Shadee stepped aside and Varn appeared almost instantly. “I’m here Mandalore.” He said.


“How soon before you rendezvous with the GARGON?” Javen asked. 


Varn glanced away from Javen quickly, nodded and turned back. “Ninety minutes.” He answered.


Javen nodded. “I’ve already spoken with Gustav. Once you rendezvous with him, they are setting course for Onderon. That should put you here in about thirteen hours. I want you and your team to join him on the shuttle to Onderon. We’ll meet you there and bring your cargo here to be transferred to MANDALORE’S HONOR. I’ll see you later this evening.”


Varn nodded, “As you order Mandalore.”

“Varn?” Javen spoke, waiting for him to look back to him. “Well done Varn. Well done.”


Varn smiled and nodded his head. “Thank you Mandalore.”


Javen sat back on the couch as the image faded. He wore a loose fitting pair of black pants, and no shirt. He held a data pad in one hand and a steaming mug of caffa in the opposite hand. He turned to face the large monitor and switched it on to a popular HoloNet News channel.

“Are you saying that President Oslam should not be involved in discussions with the Mandalorians?” The reporter asked.

“I’m saying she needs to be very careful in her dealings with the Mandalorians.” Undien replied. “As you know Alliance ships have already destroyed Mandalorian freighters in Alliance space carrying a new and deadly drug.”


“Javen Panlie stated that his ships were not carrying drugs and in fact that the Mandalorians have purged any kind of illicit drugs from their society.” Another reporter spoke. “He said he is participating in an ongoing investigation with the Alliance government in regards to this incident.”


Undien smiled. “Yes well, that is what he said.”


“Are you implying that the new Mandalore is lying?” Telan Onasi asked from the edge of the gathering. He was a lean young man with dark hair and penetrating dark green eyes.


Undien looked at him. “Not at all… I’m suggesting that we do not take at face value everything that is told to us by the leader of a rogue Alliance.”


“But little if anything is known of this Mandalorian Union?” Another reporter spoke. “How can we know it is hostile to the Galactic Alliance?”

“Why has he not joined the Galactic Alliance?” Undien asked the question. “President Oslam has approached him or his representatives on at least three occasions that I know of, in regards to merging with the Galactic Alliance. He has chosen not to do so, and that begs an answer as to why? The Galactic Alliance is prosperous and stable, with hundreds if not thousands of species and races that contribute to its prosperity. Why would a leader not want that for his people?”


“So you are implying that he is lying?” Telan spoke again spoke from the edge of the gathered reporters.


Undien’s jaw twitched ever so slightly Javen saw, and he knew even watching the monitor that he was losing his patience. “I’m not accusing him of anything.” He said testily. “The fact of the matter remains that he has refused the olive branch of peace on at least three occasions and he has in his possession Jedi artifacts that do not belong to him. The Jedi Order wants them back.”


“Will the Jedi Order use force to recover these alleged stolen artifacts?” Telan asked the question.


“We are not soldiers.” Undien answered almost too smoothly.


“Is there any truth to the rumor that Jedi Intelligence was planning an assault on one location that held these artifacts even though it was guarded by over a hundred Mandalorian men, women and even children?” Telan continued, stepping forward and around several of the other journalists in the front row.
 “I have not heard that rumor, but the Jedi Order would certainly not consider such an action.” Undien answered the question.
“Grand Master Undien, can you tell us what the Heart of the Guardian is?” The young man pressed on with his questions.

Undien looked at him, unable to keep the surprise from his face. “Where… where did you hear that?” He asked.

“Grand Master… is it true that the Heart of the Guardian is an extremely rare lightsaber crystal that can only be wielded by a Jedi pure of spirit?” The young man pressed forward between two colleagues as he asked the question, finally working his way to the very front of the knot of HoloNet reporters and journalists. “A lightsaber crystal so rare in fact, that only one exists?”

The scene changed and Javen saw the female journalist come back onto the screen. “As you can see, it appears Telan Onasi is a very well informed student of Jedi History and his questions yesterday caught Grand Master Undien completely by surprised given the Jedi Master’s reaction.” The woman said.

“Onasi?” Javen said softly, his face becoming confused as he sat closer to the monitor to watch. “I know every Onasi my friend,” He spoke to the monitor. “And I do not know you.”
Alana’s jade green eyes opened slowly as she stretched luxuriantly on the bed, feeling the weight on her abdomen. She allowed her eyes to come into focus naturally and then she looked down to see Runi’s wild rust colored red hair splayed across her midsection, her sleeping face turned up towards her as her head rested on her abdomen. They were both wrapped loosely in silk sheets; Runi’s upper body resting on Alana’s lower body, her head canted slightly allowing Alana to see that her soft lips were slightly ajar as she breathed peacefully. Alana smiled dreamily and spread her arms out slowly as not to disturb Runi. The memories of last night came rushing back to her and her entire body flushed with passion and excitement. She looked down to where Runi was sprawled across her body, the sheet barely covering her tanned skin, her shoulders and back bare, and one thigh exposed to her gaze. With a loving smile Alana reached down to caress her face.


“No more Javen!” Runi spoke softly without opening her eyes. “I can barely move as it is Ner Cyare! You have worn me out!”


Alana chuckled at her words, “Runi?” 


Runi’s dark eyes opened slowly and she found herself looking directly into Alana’s beautiful face. “Is… is he gone Ner Ka’rta?” She asked.


Alana smiled and nodded. “We are safe, at least for now.”


Runi groaned and she too stretched her arms out, rolling gently to the side, the sheet wrapping around her body more as she did. She ended up with the back of her head on Alana’s shoulder and she looked at her lover with smiling eyes.


“Please tell me last night was no dream.” Runi said.

“It was no dream.” Alana answered with a wistful voice of her own.


“Oh my… it was…”


“Wondrously divine,” Alana finished her statement for her. “I agree.”


“I have never been so worn out.” Runi spoke with a brilliant smile. She met Alana’s gaze. “Do you think he’ll do that to us again?” Runi asked her dark eyes bright.

Alana grinned. “I certainly hope so.” She answered. “I’m curious as to where he learned to do that?” She asked.

Runi laughed. “Certainly not from Master Tokare.” She answered, causing Alana to laugh with her. Alana slid down the bed a little and rolled on her side to face Runi, staring into her eyes. She brushed some of Runi’s wild red hair from her face.


“Should we talk about this… about this bond we have that seems to have grown beyond anything we expected?” Alana asked.


“What is there to talk about?” Runi asked her with a smile. “It will allow me to speak inappropriate things to you that no one will hear, and they’ll wonder why you are turning red with embarrassment.”


“Runi I’m serious.” Alana spoke, trying to hold back her smile. “Your… your connection to the Force has grown three fold since I first met you. Even Javen agrees.”


Runi nodded. “I told you Javen was the one who discovered I was sensitive to your Force.” She told her. “There are thousands if not millions that are like me Alana. Why am I so special?”


Alana grinned. “Well for one, Javen and I are not sleeping with them.”

“I certainly hope not. I have not the strength to kill so many to claim you both for my own.” Runi replied.

Alana stroked her cheek. “I share your bed and Javen’s bed Runi, I need no other. And if you have grown so much in the Force that we can communicate within this bond because of what we feel, it could very well carry over to Javen as well.”


“That does not matter to me.” Runi spoke honestly. “Alana I am a very simple woman. If my connection to your Force brings me closer to you and Javen in this way, it only serves to reinforce to me that we are meant for each other.”


“Runi’BeTracyn you are many things, but simple you are not.” Alana told her. “And I believe as you do. The Force has brought us together for a reason, the three of us, and I believe we draw power from each other. Power and… love.”


Runi looked at her for a long moment. “This has something to do with what happen yesterday doesn’t it? During the fight I mean; what I felt when you and Javen were fighting the Massassi?” She asked. “It was as if I could see each of your moves before you conducted them. I knew what you were going to do. I could feel your heartbeats, the blood pumping in your veins.”


Alana nodded. “And we felt you as well. It was like you were filling us with your own strength, directing our spirits, inspiring us. It felt wonderful.”


“What do you think it means?” Runi asked.


Alana shook her head slowly. “I honestly don’t know. I do know what we experienced yesterday was not simply because we are lovers. It is a skill within the Force to be able to do what you did.” She answered. “It is hard to explain, but that is why we both think you should be tested again. It is rare for Force powers to manifest themselves so late in life, but it is not unheard of. Javen is the most powerful Force user I have ever seen. I doubt very much any two or three Grand Masters could stand against him in combat let alone a single one, and sharing a bond with him and I may have triggered the birth of advanced abilities for you that have not surfaced before now.”


“I have heard Javen and others say the same about you Alana Skywalker. Do not shame yourself Ner Ka’rta.” Runi told her. “You and Javen are descended from the two most powerful bloodlines that have ever existed within your Force, if what Master Tokare says is true. Bloodlines that have seen both sides of the spectrum of good and evil, and both have ultimately chosen the good side in the end. You should not fear your power Alana, you should embrace it.”


Alana looked at her. “Of all the things I have heard over the years in regards to the Mandalorian people, I can honestly say nothing would have ever led me to believe what I am seeing day after day in regards to your people, unless I experienced it myself.”


“They are your people now as well Alana.” Runi said with a smile.


Alana nodded as she gazed at her, feeling Runi’s words strike a cord in her that she had never thought of before. “Yes… I imagine they are.” She said finally.

Runi smiled softly. “I can envision some of the things said of us.” She spoke. “Mindless brutes, savage killers, servants of evil, traitors of the Jedi… I could go on. I remember something that Javen once said. It was the day he claimed leadership of the Clans, the day he became Mandalore. He gave a speech that day, battered and bloody as he was after fighting Fett, but he stood before all those gathered in Kedalbe Square in our capital and those watching on the HoloNet and he spoke. I memorized those words.”


“Tell me.” Alana said softly gazing at her. Alana loved hearing Runi’s voice as it was like a soft medley that filled her with warmth.
“In seven millennia, the Mandalorians have fought with and against a thousand armies on a thousand worlds. We learned to speak many languages and absorbed weapons technology and tactics from every war. And yet, despite the overwhelming influence of alien cultures, and the absence of a true home world and even our own true species, our own language has not only survived but it has changed little; our way of life and our philosophy has remained untouched; our ideals and sense of family, our identity of nation, all of these things were only strengthened. Armor is not what makes a Mandalorian. Armor is simply a manifestation of an impenetrable, unassailable heart. We have been used by others of questionable integrity in the past, used as a spearhead in their own destructive plans, but no more! We have an opportunity now, a chance given to us by men like Canderous Ordo, Boba Fett and every Mandalore to come before me. We have a chance to become the very best that we can aspire too. I will lead you to that future if you allow me! All I ask is that trust in me, in each other, and we will achieve that goal. I swear this to you on the honor of my Clan.” ( 1*)
Alana nodded and smiled. “He sure can say the right things can’t he?” She said.

Runi nodded. “I don’t know what it is, but men and women alike flock to him. He inspires others to be more than they thought they could be. That is why you should embrace what has been given to you. And do not fear it.”

“Javen has told me the same thing.” Alana said.

“And you should listen to him Ner Ka’rta. He is wise beyond his years. Watch him when you have a moment, watch his eyes. It is like he goes to a place that no one else sees, and his eyes shimmer in their beauty.” Runi told her softly. “It is almost as if he has the warriors of a thousand generations standing by his side, Jedi and Mandalorian, guiding him in some fashion. There have been times when I thought I was able to see the reflection of such warriors in his eyes. It is actually beautiful to witness, the peace and serenity on his face.”


Alana smiled. “You sound like a Jedi.” She said.


Runi looked at her, dark eyes wide in shock. “Bite your tongue Alana Skywalker!” She snapped.


“It’s true.” Alana exclaimed.


Runi rolled over on top of her quickly. “Better yet, let me bite your tongue for insulting me in such a way.”


“Runi it wasn’t…” Alana tried to get the words out, but quickly found Runi’s soft lips much more inviting, and surrendered to the exquisite sensations they caused to course through her.


Lunae heard the COM beeping on her bedside table and groaned, rolling over to snuggle closer to the bulk of the Mandalorian in her bed. She smiled wistfully, only half asleep as his powerful arms drew her closer into his embrace.

The COM did not stop its insistent buzzing however and finally her lover spoke. “You should answer it.” His voice spoke softly as he reached up to rub his eyes.


“I don’t want to answer it Kumas.” Lunae replied, pressing her naked body closer to his under the sheet. “I’m quite comfortable where I am.”


Kumas chuckled, “As am I.” He replied. “But it could be important.” Kumas turned his head and kissed Lunae’s Lekku softly before extracting himself from the bed and moving to the console. Lunae watched him walk across the room; admiring the lean muscles and feeling her desire for him grow. They had been together almost a year now, and the affection and respect he showed her now was even greater than when they first met. Her entire family adored him, as she had taken him home on three occasions to meet her parents. To say that Kumas had impressed her father was something of an understatement, as her father could not stop speaking of him even after he was gone.

Kumas pulled on the loose pants before punching the COM panel. “Speak quickly.” He growled with typical Mandalorian gruffness. “I was quite content where I was.” Lunae smiled from the bed at his words.

“Kumas is that you?” Pol’s image appeared quickly and he saw the Mandalorian that he predicted would marry his younger sister soon. “I’m trying to reach Lunae. Is she there?”


“Good morning Pol?” Kumas said, his demeanor changing quickly to one of surprise. Lunae’s brother never called her, and he suspected that something was wrong. “Yes… hold on.” He turned to see Lunae wrapping the sheet around her Rutian colored and delightfully tasty skin, her head tails curling quite seductively around her neck, as she climbed from the bed.


Lunae came over in front of the imager. “Pol… it’s very early.” She said.


“Lunae I’ve been trying to reach you for three hours.” Pol spoke. 


Lunae looked at Kumas as he motioned he would get caffa. She nodded at him with a smile and turned back to the imager “I’ve been preoccupied Pol.” She answered. “What is so important that you have contacted me here?”


“Lunae… Telan may be in danger.” Pol spoke, his words bringing Lunae to full alertness in the space of a blink.


“What? How? Where is he?” Lunae fired the questions out in rapid succession.


“I… I think it may be time for you to reveal Telan’s true identity Lunae.” Pol spoke. “Whatever is going to happen, father believes it has already started. Telan, Seena and our niece will not be safe on Coruscant for much longer if father is right.”


“Tell me what has happened Pol.” Lunae demanded.


“Inquires have been made to the Adoption Ministry about Telan, and they were made by some very powerful people. They were also asking about you Lunae.” Pol told her. “I have spoken with father and he told me to contact you and advise you of what was going on. I’ve activated our safe houses on Coruscant and informed our contacts to be prepared to move instantly.”


“Who’s Telan?” Kumas asked.


Lunae looked at Kumas as he returned with two mugs of caffa and stood next to her. Pol looked at him through the transmission and then back to Lunae, “Lunae?” He questioned.


Lunae gazed at the Mandalorian who had stolen her heart from the very first day she had met him. In order for Pol to contact her like this, events had to be moving much faster than they had expected, and she now had a decision to make. She had kept only this one secret from this man, her life otherwise known to him in every detail. Kumas reached out and squeezed her arm affectionately.

“I can leave Lunae.” He spoke, his dark eyes filled with an adoring love for her.


Lunae had only to gaze into his eyes and her decision was made for her. She shook her head. “No. This will become common knowledge in a short time anyway now. And I do not wish to keep any secrets from you.” Lunae turned back to the holoimager. “Pol… I will proceed with our plans.” She told her brother. “Please tell everything to Kumas while I dress.”


Kumas watched her as she moved for the refresher and then turned back to Pol. “What’s going on Pol?”


“Do you love my sister Kumas of the Mandalorian Clan Beviin?” Pol asked.


Kumas turned slowly to look at Lunae in the doorway of the refresher, his eyes wandering over her lithe perfect body. She was an exceptionally skilled warrior, trained by the finest Mandalorian Weapons Masters in the Union. He wondered sometimes what such a beauty saw in him, yet he knew where her heart was. He turned back to look at Pol.

“Ni kar’taylir darasuum kaysh ti an ibac Ni ganar,” Kumas answered without hesitation.
(I love her with all that I have.)


Pol nodded in approval. “It is a long story Kumas but sit and I will give you the short version.”



“Why are you out here all alone Ner Cyare?” Runi asked as she came into the living quarters of their room in the Temple. She held the sheet around her figure while Alana released her hand and headed to get caffa for them having changed into one of Javen’s shirts. Runi watched as Javen turned to gaze at her while she walked over to the couch and his sapphire eyes sent shivers of delight through her. She settled next to him on the soft couch and snuggled her face into his neck, stretching her supple body against his. “Alana and I thought perhaps you had become bored with turning us to putty in your hands.”

Javen chuckled and kissed her tenderly on her shiny lips. “I can continue to show my love for both of you with renewed vigor if you so wish.” He said softly.

“No!” Runi and Alana both spoke at the same time as she came into the room with two mugs of caffa and heard his words.


The three of them shared a laugh as Alana took the spot on Javen’s other side. “Some time to recover would be nice.” Alana said shyly as she handed Runi the caffa.


“Come now… the Commander of my Crimson Guard and the most powerful Jedi in the Order reduced to exhaustion by simple old me?” Javen said in a mocking tone. “I find that incredible to believe.”


It will be even more incredible when we do the same thing to him tonight Ner Ka’rta. Runi spoke to her through the ever increasing power of the bond they now shared.


I wonder what he will look like with bags under his eyes and wild unkempt hair. Alana said.


Javen chuckled quietly. “You two are plotting my demise in your heads I can tell.” He said leaning forward. “Perhaps I should go back to doing what I was doing.”


“What were you doing?” Alana asked. “Besides gloating and feeling full of yourself because of what you did to us.”


Javen looked at her. “I was speaking with my sister.” He said.


Alana looked at him over the edge of her mug. “I was wondering when you were going to mention her. She’s in your thoughts quite a bit. At first I thought it was another woman.”

Javen chuckled. “No. I have the two most delicious women in the galaxy, I don’t need another.” He spoke. “I keep the knowledge of Shadee buried very deeply Alana.” Javen replied. “Many know she is my sister, but allowing her to keep a low profile has given her more of a private life. That is not something I wish to infringe on. My role as Mandalore and Guardian would deprive her of that if she was constantly in view.”


“So you try to protect her?” Alana asked.


Javen nodded, “As much as I am able.” He answered gruffly. “She is a Journeyman Protector. They are the most elite and capable of Mandalorian soldiers outside of the Crimson Guard. They should be, as Runi and Walon trained most of them. They are my eyes and ears. She also happens to be very strong in the Force and was the first to pass her trials and become a Mandalorian Jedi. She is also quite stubborn and needlessly reckless.”


Runi laughed. “Gee I wonder where she gets that from.” She said.


Alana matched her smile at the look on Javen’s face. “Yes I saw the Jedi as well inside that vault of a mind you have.” Alana said, “Who else knows of them Javen?”


Javen shook his head. “Most of the MDF, but like the Journeyman, they keep a very low profile. There are another forty-four Padawans within weeks of completing their training and being ready to take their trials.”


“You really don’t trust the Jedi Order do you my love?” Alana asked no malice present in her voice at all.


Javen met her eyes. “Aside from you and Daniel and select others, no I do not.” He answered honestly. “Undien’s leadership has corrupted them from within. He has them on a path of self destruction and if allowed to continue, the Jedi Order would fade into nothing. They will not be able to stand against another threat like the Yuuzhan Vong or Darth Krayt’s minions now, and the more we discover, the more I fear that is exactly what we will be facing in the end.”

“That’s why he wants the knowledge that you protect?” Alana said in a thoughtful response. “Then there would be nothing to dispute what he and others have been teaching for decades.”


“It’s not what they’re teaching, Ka’rta be riduur.” Javen spoke leaning back on the couch between them. (Basically “Heart of my wife”) “It’s what they aren’t teaching. With the exception of you and a few others, there is not a Jedi within the Order that could make a simple decision on his or her own. Their skills have dwindled to practically nothing now. Even under Master Yoda and Master Windu the Order thrived on its training regime. They were training for the wrong kind of war, and they didn’t realize it until the end, but at least they were training and the Jedi were capable. The Jedi of the New Jedi Order were extremely capable, and I would put them on a par with Jedi of the Old Republic. Luke Skywalker knew the Jedi could not be as they were before, and many of the tenets he instilled in his New Jedi Order came from teachings he studied from my ancestors that Yoda passed on to him. They too were lost when Krayt took power and scattered the Jedi.

“Undien and the others that support him have made the Jedi weak and unable to act on their own, and it burns my blood every time I see that man and what he has done.”


Alana placed her hand on his bare shoulder. “We won’t let that happen Javen, you have to believe that.” She said softly.

“Unfortunately I think it is already too late and we will only be able to clean up the pieces.” Javen spoke softly. “What is left if we succeed is something that only time will tell.” Javen shook his head to clear away his thoughts. “Anyway… Shadee is coming here with her Journeyman Team. I sent them on a mission to Tatooine to collect items from another sight under my protection. They succeeded… but they had visitors.”

“What do you mean visitors?” Runi asked as she became more alert.


“A group of assassins led by a dark Force user attacked them.” Javen told them. 
“A Dark Jedi?” Alana gasped.

Javen nodded, “They were able to accomplish their mission and get away, but the fact that they were discovered, or that someone knew where the location was tells me we have a traitor within the MDF. And someone very close to me if they knew the location of the sacred site.”


“Javen you can’t be serious?” Runi spoke in a stunned voice at this news.


“I wish I wasn’t serious.” He answered, “But there is no other explanation that I can come up with. The only other possible way anyone could have gotten this information is if they accessed the personal terminals of me, Shadee or you Ner Cyare. On Mandalore at our home, or our residence on Ordo. That scenario is the more difficult of the two to believe since you would need the command code from someone else to do that. And only twelve people outside of us have those command codes. I have people checking both of these and that is what Chief Minister Fenn will advise me of when I speak with him today.”


“Who could it be?” Alana asked.


“I have a suspicion…” He started to say.


“Javen tell me… I’ll see to it the person disappears forever!” Runi hissed coming forward on the couch.


Javen shook his head quickly. “No… I don’t know for sure, and I will not condemn anyone without proof. I have a plan in place to discover this proof, do not worry.”


Alana looked at him. “What will you do?”


Javen met her eyes, and for the first time since coming into her life, the look in Javen’s eyes made her shiver. And the shiver was not from desire or passion, it was a shiver of fear. “I will do what I must as Mandalore.” Javen said softly. “Regardless of whom it is. As Mandalore I must act in this way Alana… regardless of what my Jedi instincts and training tell me. I have moved my people… our people as far away from our instincts as I intend too. Any further and we would begin to lose who and what we are. We are Mandalorians… and I will not forsake that for anything.”

Alana reached out and placed her palm flat on his chiseled and handsome face. “I do understand Javen. That is one of the reasons I have fallen in love with you so fast and so deeply. I do not doubt that what you do will in the end help others.”


“I should tighten security on you.” Runi spoke getting to her feet.

“No!” Javen told her reaching out and grasping her hand and pulling her back down. “That would be the first indication that we are aware of the traitor’s presence among us. We would lose any sort of information we might be able to gather if the traitor realizes we are on to him and he goes underground.”

“Why do you seem like you are hesitating over this Javen?” Alana asked. 


Javen looked at her. “I don’t sense any malice within all of this.” He said softly. “It’s almost as if this was meant to happen as a larger part of something; something that I need to discover.”

“That is a very large something Ner Cyare.” Runi spoke scooting closer to him. “Do we dare take the risk?”


Javen nodded. “We have too if we are to discover how deeply this goes. You and Alana were going to visit the ruins of the old Mandalorian outpost that was here correct?”


Runi nodded. “Yes.”


Javen nodded. “We must keep up appearances.” He told them. “Go to the ruins just like you were planning. It will be another 24 hours before the Temple is empty of everything we need to remove. I will remain here and wait for Shadee and conduct more mundane business.”


“I don’t like leaving you unprotected Ner Cyare.” Runi spoke..


“I agree Ner Riduur.” Alana spoke the words before realizing it. (Riduur stands for both wife and husband in Mando’a.) Javen and Runi both looked at her with smiles of adoration and love, realizing Alana had totally accepted without question her position in both their lives. Alana met their gazes without the least bit of embarrassment or indecision at what had escaped her lips. She had meant every word. Javen pulled them both close to him.

“I’m always protected Runi, by yours and Alana’s love.” Javen said with a smile.


Runi tilted her head to the side in a disapproving stare. “Last time I checked, our love for you isn’t going to stop a lightsaber from stabbing into your chest.”


Javen grinned. “You might be surprised Ner Cyar’ika riduur.” He said. “You might be surprised.”

Lunae stepped into Tokare’s quarters an hour later, dressed in a custom designed dark gray uniform of light armor that appeared to be a simple tunic and pants. Her twin Mandalorian T-9 heavy blasters were riding on her thighs, her ancient Echani Vibrosword slung over her back. The utility belt she wore sported numerous pouches that held items only Lunae knew completely.

Tokare turned to look at her as she settled onto the small couch in a lotus position across from him. “Important this must be Lunae Onasi.” He spoke. “And unusual.”


“It is very important Master Tokare.” Lunae answered. “It concerns Javen and what he will do with the information I am about to tell you.”


Tokare’s eyes grew a little wider. “Know of this Javen does not?” He asked.


Lunae shook her head. “It was decided long ago by others that this remain secret even from Javen. We did not know how he would react, or what he would do. I am coming to you now for two reasons. The first is I don’t know how Javen will react, and the second is I may need your help.”


“Together, always through the ages, intertwined have the names of Panlie and Onasi been.” Tokare spoke to her. “Begun this connection was millennia ago by Javen’s and your ancestors, and into the future will you carry this bond. Help I will Lunae.”


Lunae breathed a large sigh at Tokare’s words and she began talking.

ONDERON

OLD MERCHANT QUARTER OF IZIZ

Through thousands of years the purpose of the Merchant Quarter in Iziz had never changed. Even to this day, the numerous stands and huts of men and women selling their items filled the large square and dotted the landscape. Though the new Merchant Quarter was much more modern and upscale, it was still here that visitors to Onderon got their first look at the people and culture of Onderon, as this was the largest spaceport in the system. They could see the massive wall that encircled the city, built thousands of years ago to protect the people from the savage creatures on Onderon as well as the Beast Riders that would pillage and raid whenever they could.


It was also here that some of the seedier establishments still resided and where men or women who did not want to be found came. This is where the two figures sat at the table in the back of the establishment away from prying eyes. Both figures wore long dark capes and hoods drawn up over their heads and faces, one black as night, the other a dark gray. 

“This information is accurate?” The man with his back to the wall asked.


“It is very accurate.” The reply came from the man in dark gray. “I want proof that my family still lives.”


“All in good time my friend. This comes from the Twi’lek whore that travels with Panlie correct?” The man asked.


“Yes.”


“This is very interesting.” The man in black spoke. “You have done well.”

“I have given you what you wanted.” Was the reply, “I want proof that my family lives now.”


“While very promising, this is not the information we require.”


“I have been giving you information for almost four months now!” The voice was deeper now, and much angrier. “I have given you the locations of four sites that Mandalore protects. That you have failed to obtain what you want is of no concern to me. Whoever you are working for obviously has very incompetent resources.”

“And what makes you think we are working for someone?”


“You think me a fool?” The man in gray spoke. “You are selling the information to parties within the Galactic Alliance or the Jedi, that much is certain and any child could figure it out.”


“Yes well the last and most important site is what we require.” The man in black spoke.


“I have told you, this information requires a special password that I do not have.”


“The Twi’lek whore must have the password. Get it from her.”


“I can not simply ask her for it.”


“I don’t care how you obtain it.” The man in black spoke. “That is what our employer requires from you in order to secure the release of your parents and sister.”


“He is not my employer, and that was not part of the agreement!” The man hissed. 

“We are changing the agreement.” The man in black replied. “You will do what I tell you or I will see to it your mother and sister are raped and brutalized until their minds are destroyed, and then I will kill them. I will see to it that your father is tortured and skinned alive before being fed to whatever animals are present at the time. And then my friend, I will take the Twi’lek whore you are so fond of and see to it she is sold into slavery and addicted to Nova Dust so that she will sling her luscious body on any scum who will provide her next fix, after I have used her in every possible way to satisfy my every whim of course.” He leaned across the table. “Am I making myself clear enough for you my friend?”

The man in gray leaned back in his chair. “How does it feel to know you have fallen so far from the path of honor you have reached where only your father resides?” He spoke.

“All of which will not matter when he takes the title of Mandalore from the imposter who now holds it.” The man in black answered.


“I will get the information you require.” 


“It needs to be within the next twelve hours.” The man in black replied getting to his feet. “See to it you do not fail.”

He began to walk away but suddenly found himself shoved violently against the wall of the establishment. He opened his mouth to protest but quickly clamped it shut as he felt the point of the glimmering blade touch his throat. His eyes moved to the much taller figure.


“If you harm me in any way, you will never see your family again, this I swear to you my friend.” He said. “My father will personally take your Twi’lek who….”


Kumas Beviin pulled back the hood covering his head to reveal his hatred filled eyes and the savage snarl on his face. “Call her a whore in my presence again and I will remove your vile tongue and you will need a droid to speak for you. Lunae Onasi is my life, my future, if I am to have one after what I have done. I have explored every centimeter of her body intimately and now you will hear me. If I discover she so much as slips by accident and nicks her finger, I will not come for your father Vegao Fett, I will come for you and I will start with all of your bloodline, and nothing will save them from my wrath. I am not now, nor will I ever be your friend. You disgust me. Your dishonor disgusts me. I will obtain the information you require, and if I am still alive to witness it, I will laugh when Clan Ordo comes for the remainder of your disgusting family. And even though I will be executed for my actions, I will laugh when Mandalore removes the head of your father and places it on the road into the City of Bone. And though I may be dead, I will laugh as I join Boba and the rest of Clan Fett as they celebrate your deaths in Suurn ca’nara.” (The State of Blissful Rest and Peace)

“You…” Vegao began to speak but stopped when the point of the blade pressed deeper.


“I am not finished Vegao.” Kumas growled. “I will obtain the location of the last site, and I will meet you in the alley behind this putrid hole you have brought me to. At that time you will bring me proof that my family has been released. Without that proof, you will receive nothing from me except this blade in your gut for I will betray Mandalore no more. I have already dishonored myself enough, and my though family will not understand my actions, their honor may yet be saved. That is my new agreement my friend. We will die like Mandalorians, but you will die in a gutter as the womp rats eat the entrails that will be spilling from your body. Do I make myself clear Vegao?”


Vegao Fett simply nodded his head for fear of opening his mouth to speak and the point of Kumas’s blade cutting deeper into his skin.


Kumas stepped back from him, moving aside so that Vegao could depart, which he did with all haste. Kumas returned his blade to its place on his belt and exhaled deeply. He pulled the hood back up over his head.


He looked around the room slowly, “Ni kal niceta ner Buir, par ner trattok’o ijaa. Ni ganar naas, Ni kal naas.” (I am sorry my parents for my failure of honor. I have nothing. I am nothing.) 


Kumas headed for the exit of the cantina, his eyes focused straight ahead. He never saw the shimmering red droid appear in the shadows next to the lone figure who sat at the table.

Javen lifted his face ever so slightly as Kumas exited the cantina. “HK you will follow Vegao to his hideout. Kill any meatbags you find with him, and you will extract from Vegao by whatever means you need to use the location of Kumas’s family and whoever else he may have prisoner. When you have that information please bring him to Duxn alive. I care not what his condition is, as long as he lives. I will leave a Pursuer at the spaceport for you, coded for your use only.”


Gleeful Statement: I will enjoy that Master.


Javen got to his feet. “You may proceed from here HK.”


Inquiry: What of the Kumas meatbag Master?


Javen’s sapphire eyes turned to the red eyes of the droid. He had spent many hours over the last few days with HK-47, learning the mysteries of the droid used so many thousands of years ago by his ancestor who had built him, and how he was still able to exist today.


“What do you think I should do HK?” Javen asked.


Surprised Statement: You are asking me Master?


Javen nodded. “You said yourself that due to the upgrades and circuits given to you by my ancestors that you have developed the ability to think cognitively for yourself. Is Kumas a threat to me?”


Contemplative Response: I do not believe he is a threat Master. He is acting to keep others within his squishy family from harm. His ultimate allegiance still resides with you by virtue of his spoken words. It is the only reason I have not already eliminated him.


“You have come a long way from the day that my ancestor built you HK-47.” Javen told the red droid.  


Positive Statement: Of course I have Master. However I do still miss the days of unmitigated destruction he allowed me to pursue. 

Javen smiled. “I have a feeling those days will be returning sooner than either of us thinks HK. Contact me when you are enroute to Duxn and I will advise you of a location to meet me.”

Affirmative Statement: Understood Master.


Javen watched as HK activated his advanced stealth generator and disappeared from view. He waited for several seconds and then got to his feet to follow Kumas.

RAKATA PRIME
LEHON SYSTEM (FORMERLY RAKATA SYSTEM)


“There it is again Admiral.” The sensor operator pointed to the portions of the screen that 

were covering the very edge of the system they occupied. “Did you see it sir?”

Admiral Lega Braton swept his keen eyes over the screen where his senior operator indicated seeing the fuzzy return for only a few seconds before it vanished again. He had done as Mandalore had ordered him, establishing a constant patrol of this system using Rakata Prime as his pivot. Half of his 7th Mandalorian Attack Division was deployed throughout the system, while the other half maintained a ready alert orbiting the planet. The ground division of elite Mandalorian Shock Troopers assigned to his command fleet had cleaned out the crime ridden spaceport, killing those who resisted and arresting hundreds until they had finally secured the port. He had established his command post here at the Temple of the Ancients, using his ships in orbit and on patrol to extend the Temple’s sensor arrays to cover the entire system.


Lega nodded. “And how long have you been detecting this?”


“Twice the second day after we arrived.” The man answered. “I designed a program to track it for the next sixteen hours and it appeared four more times in that period. Almost like clockwork every four hours.”


“And it stays for how long?” Braton asked.


“Perhaps two, maybe three sweeps Admiral.” The man answered. “No more than three minutes each time.”


Braton nodded. “But ample enough time to conduct a sensor sweep of the system.” He spoke.


“Yes sir, if it’s a ship.” The operator replied.


“Contact the HONOR OF CATHAR. Have Commander Sylvar dispatch two of her Cathar scouts in a cloaked Pursuer to this portion of the system. I want them to sweep it slowly and remain cloaked at all times. No heroics.” 


“As you order Admiral.” The man said.


“Where is Rutan?” Lega asked.


“In the medical center Admiral. He is visiting the last of his people that were injured in the attack.”


“Get him now.” Braton ordered as he ran scenarios through his head.

“I have Rutan Admiral.” The man spoke.


Lega turned to the holo imager and saw the older man come into the image. He had fully recovered from his injuries in the attack, and now his jaw was set in determination. 

“Admiral, what can I do for you?”


“Rutan… how much time would you need to completely empty the Temple of everything of value? Most importantly the sarcophaguses of Lord Revan, Lady Bastila and the entire Panlie Clan. As well as the sarcophaguses in the lower levels. ” Lega asked.

“You are joking of course.” The man said.


“I’m quite serious Rutan.” Lega replied. “How long?”


The older man paused as he thought for a long moment. “A full day at least, with a company of your Shock Troopers to assist my people Admiral.” He answered. 

Lega Braton nodded. “You will have them Rutan. Please begin preparations to evacuate the entire Temple and everything inside it.”


Rutan nodded. “Yes sir.”


Braton turned away from the holo imager and looked back to his sensor operator. “Inform me when the HONOR OF CATHAR’S Pursuer reaches these coordinates.”


The man nodded. “Yes sir.”

Braton turned and headed for the small room he had turned into his office while on the surface. He needed to devise several plans to hold the Temple, though none of them looked promising in any way.
DUXN


“You are absolutely sure of this Chief Minister?” Javen asked as he spoke with Chief Minister Fenn from the command center.

Fenn’s hologram moved around the desk he had been sitting at and went to the couch where Javen saw Admiral Joarl Mentar. Fenn took a seat opposite Joarl. “I had Internal Security confirm it twice Mandalore, and Admiral Mentar’s Chief of Staff also confirmed it personally.” Fenn answered. “The terminal was last accessed five weeks ago for a total of nine minutes. The information was downloaded then. The encryption algorithm must have taken them some time to decode, and perhaps that is why they have not acted on it until recently.”


Javen’s eyes narrowed. “It wasn’t decrypted first?” He asked.


Joarl shook his head. “No Mandalore. My Chief of Staff is an encryption algorithm genius. The information was still in its encoded form when it was stolen. The cipher was also downloaded, but it was downloaded separately.” 

“Are you certain?”


“Without a doubt Mandalore.” Joarl spoke. Javen was silent for a long moment, long enough that Joarl leaned forward. “Mandalore do you want me to give the order to arrest them?”

Javen looked at him. “No!” He spoke quickly. “I have discovered there is much more to it then what we originally thought. Joarl… I want a full Journeyman Protector HR Team on immediate standby for a hostage rescue operation. There will be at least three individuals, perhaps more.”


Joarl leaned forward on the couch, his eyes narrowing into slits. Kidnapping another’s family within Mandalorian culture was considered extremely taboo. Mandalorians held family second only to their honor, and it was considered one of the five vilest crimes a Mandalorian could commit against another. “Someone has been kidnapped? Who would resort to such a dishonorable level as to threaten innocents?”


Javen met his gaze, “Fett.” He answered simply.


“This is Fett’s doing?” Joarl gasped coming to his feet. “I should have known!”


“Whether he is doing it directly or indirectly I don’t know, but he has been working with these assassins and those within the Alliance government that are trying to usurp Penaria Oslam.” Javen spoke. “And ultimately he has been working against me.”


“What is your plan?” Joarl asked, knowing Javen well enough to know that he was planning something.


“I have HK-47 trailing Vegao Fett now.” Javen told him.


“The assassin droid we discovered in the sublevel of the buried enclave on Almania?” Joarl asked.


Javen nodded. “Yes.”


“I thought you had destroyed that droid Mandalore. Its programming was erratic and unpredictable.” Joarl spoke. “Not to mention that it is nearly five thousand years old.”


“The thought crossed my mind Admiral, until I triggered a very old hologram as I was deactivating his circuits.” Javen replied. “It was a hologram of Revan Panlie Joarl. He was the one who built HK when he was a Sith Lord.”


Joarl and Fenn both looked stunned. “Lord Revan built this droid.” Fenn asked.


Javen nodded. “Amazing isn’t it.” He said. “Apparently he was lost on a mission just before the Battle of Ruusan. His AI was discovered on Mustafar around 2 ABY and after a rather eventful six years, something inside him triggered and he went to Almania where his first Master and his creator Revan was born. He situated himself within the enclave there and then shut himself down until we found him.”

“Is he reliable Mandalore?” Fenn asked. “He is over five thousand years old.”


Javen chuckled. “All of his skills are quite intact surprisingly.” He answered. “He’ll get the information on where the HR team needs to deploy. I’ll worry about the rest on my end here. I want a discrete investigation conducted on everyone with even remote ties to me or anyone close to me. Make sure their families are safe.”


Fenn nodded. “I’ll see to it myself Javen.” He spoke.


“Fett must still have support on Mandalore.” Javen said. “I want any assets of Clan Fett seized until Tlon is captured or killed. I will inform Gustav of this when he arrives here. As leader of Clan Fett he will understand. Tlon is getting his financial means from somewhere, and it has to be from someone there on Mandalore. Fenn… make sure that Clan Fett knows why I am doing this, and give them access to whatever private accounts you need to so that they want for nothing. It will be easier to monitor where the credits are going this way. Just don’t tell them that part.”


Fenn nodded. “I understand.”

“I want all the Command Codes changed immediately as well.” Javen spoke. “Once that is done, insure that each new set of codes is tagged to the person they are assigned. I do not want any of our Military or Intelligence secrets to become common knowledge.”


“That will take several days Javen.” Joarl spoke.


Javen shook his head. “Put as many people on it as you feel necessary but I want it done in twenty four hours. Once it is discovered we have found Vegao Fett and what he is doing, Tlon will undoubtedly try and access information that will hurt the Union if it becomes common knowledge. I won’t allow that.” 
  
“It will be done.” Joarl spoke. 

“Where should we have the HR Team standby Mandalore?” Joarl asked.

“That information will be forthcoming. Once you have it, act on it immediately.” Javen said. “Events are moving more rapidly than we had first anticipated, and we need to be ready.”


“What else do you want us to do Javen?” Fenn asked.


“Joarl I don’t care what you have to do, but do your best to find out exactly how many ships Fett has and where they might be hiding.” Javen spoke. “His faction has at least an entire Fleet Group that we know of. I want to know if any other Clans have taken his side, and what his numbers are. I will personally get as much information from Vegao as he has and pass that on to you.”


“Then what?” Joarl asked.


Javen looked up at the hologram. “Then I intend to destroy him.” He replied. 


Joarl nodded. “I will put Admiral Davrel’s Attack Division on low alert and inform him to be ready to depart at a moments notice.”


Javen nodded as the door to the command center opened and he saw Master Tokare come in with Lunae. “Very well, advise me when you have any information.” Javen got to his feet as the images faded and Tokare and Lunae walked over to him. “Lunae? Master Tokare? You look like you have something to tell me. What’s going on?”


“It might be a good idea if you sat down Javen.” Lunae spoke.


Javen looked at her as he returned to his chair. “What’s this all about Lunae?”


“Master Tokare agreed to come with me for moral support more than anything Javen.” Lunae told him as she sat across from him at the table.

“Why do you need moral support Lunae?” Javen asked a sinking feeling in his gut.

“I have something that you need to know. Events are moving more rapidly than anyone first predicted and you need this information now.” Lunae spoke.


“Does this have to do with Kumas?” Javen asked.


Lunae looked at him. “Kumas?” Lunae smiled suddenly. “He asked me to marry him this morning Javen. He told you I take it?”


Javen looked at her, not allowing his face to reveal his shock. “Yes… yes he did.” He spoke finally. “I’m very happy for you Lunae.”


Lunae smiled and nodded. “He makes me complete Javen.” She said. The smile left her face almost instantly however and she shook her head. “This is not about Kumas and me though.”


Javen looked at her oddly, his eyes going to Tokare and then back to her. “It’s not?” He asked. “Ok… now I’m confused. What is this all about then?”


Lunae missed the meaning of Javen’s words, but Tokare did not. He remained silent however as Lunae placed the small holo disc on the table and activated it. “Javen this is Telan Onasi, my adopted brother.”

Javen watched as the hologram sprang to life and he leaned forward in the chair. “Yes… I saw him on the HoloNet last evening. They were showing the clash of words he had with Undien the day before. I decided I like him quite a bit. He had Undien so flustered he looked like he was going to heave his entire breakfast.” Javen said with a smile. “You never told me however that you had an adopted brother who was human. Why is that?”


Lunae shook her head. “No… and I apologize for that.” She said looking at him. “Telan’s story is unique though Javen.”


“I imagine it is if your father saw fit to adopt him and keep it such a well guarded secret.” Javen said. “The question is why? And what does this have to do with me, aside from the fact he obviously shares my dislike of Grand Master Undien.”


“Telan’s mother was a Quantum Physics Scientist assigned to an Outer Rim Science Station near the Hapian Border. She had an affair with a married man who at that time was estranged from his wife. They apparently were having some difficulty with his status as a leader among his people. He had been drinking and was lonely and Telan’s mother had lost her own husband three years earlier in a shuttle accident. They were together only one night, and it was actually that night when she convinced him to return to his wife whom he still loved. When she discovered that she was pregnant she contacted her closest friend whom just happened to be my mother.
“She knew that if it was revealed who the father of her child was, it would bring more trouble than she wanted. The father of her baby had reconciled with his wife by the time she found out and my mother’s friend did not want to bring dishonor to him in any way. He was very well regarded among his people and for the good of everyone she did not want to ruin that.”

“So this man never knew he was the father of this child?” Javen asked.


Lunae nodded. “No. My mother’s friend gave birth to Telan and loved him as any mother would. She arranged with my mother and father that should anything happen to her, custody of Telan would resort to my parents. When Telan was three his mother was killed during a raid on her science station by mercenaries. She died protecting her son, and the station’s commander contacted my father after it was over. My father left Ryloth immediately, went to the station and took custody of Telan. My parents adopted him four months later.”


“I commend your parents Lunae.” Javen spoke. “Their actions were definitely in the spirit of the name Onasi. I still don’t see what this has to do with me however.”


“Javen… Telan’s mother was a Mandalorian.” Lunae spoke slowly measuring her words. “The Science Station was Mandalorian, and Telan’s father was Mandalorian.”


Javen’s eyes focused on her intently. “What are you saying Lunae?”


“Due to his position within the Mandalorian government, Telan’s mother never revealed his father’s identity to anyone but my parents.” Lunae said. “Due to the ties of our families, my parents decided they had to do this; to protect Telan and to protect his father, and to protect… to protect you.”


“Our families? Protect me?” Javen spoke softly. His sapphire eyes grew larger as the full impact of what Lunae was telling him came to bear. “Are you saying…?”


“Javen… Telan is your brother. He is Shadee’s brother. Your father never knew of his existence, but Telan is aware of who you are and the fact that he has a brother and sister of his own blood.” Lunae finally blurted out what she had been holding in for as long as she could remember. She felt a great weight lifting from her shoulders now that she had allowed the most closely guarded secret of her family to come forth.


Javen got to his feet slowly and turned away from them, his eyes wide. He felt like he had been struck by a Force Pike directly to the chest. “You are telling me this man is my brother?” Javen said.


“He was born fourteen months after you Javen.” Lunae spoke. “Your parents were separated because your father was Mandalore and in your mother’s eyes he was not spending enough time with her and you at the time. He was patrolling the Outer Rim when he met Telan’s mother at the Science Station. They were both lonely, they had both been drinking… it was not something either of them had planned.”

“You kept this from me all of these years?” Javen asked turning to look at her.


Lunae got to her feet and met his gaze. “I have never kept anything from you Javen. My father swore to Telan’s mother he would not reveal his true heritage to anyone. She knew the dishonor this would bring upon your family and your father. He was Mandalore at the time, and if this had come out he would have had to step down in disgrace. He never knew Javen. He had no idea that…”

Javen held up his hand, stopping her words. He looked at Tokare. “You knew this?”


“I kept my father’s word to Telan’s mother.” Lunae spoke in reply as she sat back down. “I only told Master Tokare this morning.”


“Why… why would you even bring this to me now?” Javen asked, “After all this time?”


“Telan’s adoption records were sealed by my father. No one outside of my family knows who he really is.” Lunae spoke. “There have been two requests in the last four days for access to his adoption records. One request from the Galactic Alliance office of a Senator Kavalian… the other from the Jedi Temple on Coruscant.”


“If the records are sealed then why are you telling me?” Javen asked.


“The request from the Jedi Temple included questions about me.” Lunae replied. “My father and brother believe that someone at the Temple recognized me from our foray to Ossus and they will put it together very soon that Telan is far more than just my brother.”


“Undien it must have been Javen.” Tokare spoke. “Farseeing one of his skills is.”


“I have no connection to him.” Javen spoke finally. “I’ve never even met him. He’s a reporter for a HoloNet News Channel. He is no danger to anyone.”


“Javen I travel with you!” Lunae said, her voice rising. “Undien remembers me. He will ultimately assume that Telan is somehow connected to you because I am, and he may even discover who he really is, a Mandalorian with the last name of Panlie!”


“And I am still confused as to why this is a concern of mine?” Javen spoke.


Lunae looked at him stunned at his words. “Javen… he is your brother! He has a wife, a daughter. He could very well be in danger.”


Javen nodded. “Perhaps he is. Does Kumas know of Telan?”

Lunae nodded. “We were together this morning when Pol called to tell me.” She replied.

“Thank you for telling me Lunae.” He said. 

Lunae looked at Tokare and then back to Javen her eyes wide. “Aren’t you going to do anything?” She asked.


“What would you like me to do?” Javen asked.


“Javen… my father… my family… we don’t have the means to get him off Coruscant safely without detection.” Lunae said. “The risk to my father is too great.”


“Perhaps that should have been a consideration when he went through with the adoption.” Javen spoke returning to his chair.


Lunae came to her feet once more. “Excuse me?” She asked with growing anger in her voice. “What my parents did was to protect the name Panlie, to protect your family. Are you just going to sit there and do nothing? He is your brother for Force’s sake!”


Javen looked at her, his sapphire orbs glittering hard and not at all friendly. He had never looked at Lunae that way, and she felt her heart skip a beat.


“He is not my brother.” Javen spoke, his voice menacing. 


Lunae couldn’t believe what she heard, and her face showed it. “How dare you!” She finally was able to spit out. “I have given over half my life to you! I have never questioned you, and I have always respected your decisions!”

“I have never forced you to remain Lunae.” Javen spoke. “You have always been able to come and go as you please. That has not changed.”


“You… you really aren’t going to do anything are you?” She said.


“I hardly think landing a Mandalorian force on Coruscant to save one man is wise. And it is definitely something that Penaria Oslam will not be able to explain away.” Javen said in way of reply. “So no… I’m not going to do anything. I have no brother, only a sister and she will be arriving shortly. I am rather busy, if you’ll excuse me.”


Lunae’s face displayed her outrage and shock. She whirled around and stormed out of the Command Center without a glance back in his direction. Javen looked at Tokare, who had his large green eyes focused on him. “Wrong something is Javen.” He spoke. 


Javen looked at him as he stood up. “Yes I know, and I’m going to go fix it right now.” He spoke firmly.

DUXN

ABANDONED MANDALORIAN RUINS


Alana and Runi stood by what used to be the main landing pad within the walls of the Mandalorian compound. Vegetation had grown over much of the compound, but in testament to the Mandalorian builders, none of the buildings had decayed much past the point of broken doors and window frames. Runi and Alana could see other Mandalorians doing the same as they were, walking among the ruins, trying to recapture the spirit of the warriors that must have lived here in their time. They were silent as they walked hand in hand up the small hill to the row of what appeared to be homes of differing size.


Alana stopped in front of one, Runi turning to look at her. “Ner Ka’rta?” She asked.


“This is the one.” Alana spoke softly.


Runi looked at the building. The front door was slightly ajar, thick vines growing up the sides and through the two shattered windows. She looked back to Alana. “Are you sure?”


Alana nodded with a smile. “Oh yes.” She answered with a smile. “I can… I can feel her presence even now.” Alana looked at Runi. “Reach out Runi, like you do within our bond. Let yourself feel her imprint.”

Runi stood next to her and slowly closed her eyes. She was still wary, having seen the breaks in the perimeter wall, and realizing that all but the largest of the Duxn predators could now enter the ruins. Strangely there were no bones around indicating that others had been here and suffered their end at the hands of the predators. The animals on Duxn were still some of the most vicious and savage in the galaxy, and only the foolish and the brave ventured to this moon to hunt or attempt salvage. Runi felt a sense of deep and abiding peace wash over her as she did what Alana told her and opened herself completely to the Force. It was all so very new to her, uncharted territory, and she was tentative at first, unsure of herself. She felt Alana step close and take her hand, passing her own strength and skill through their bond to her and Runi smiled as she relaxed further.


She felt the warm sensations spreading through her now, starting in her hands and feet, slowly making its way throughout her body, filling her with soothing sensations.


“It is said the Force favors the foolish and the brave equally Runi’BeTracyn.” The musical like female voice broke into her thoughts.


Runi’s eyes snapped open and she inhaled sharply at what she saw standing before her. The woman was encased in a light blue color, but the details of her face and what she wore were pristine. Her skin was flawless in its perfection, unmarred by even a single wrinkle, her sapphire colored eyes bright and warm. Her hair was dark brown and very long; all of it pulled over her right shoulder and tied with what was unmistakably Mandalorian silk of a quality Runi had not seen except in history cubes. She wore the tunic and robes of a Jedi Grand Master from a forgotten time, a time of strife and a time of peace. 


Runi’s eyes darted to Alana’s face and she saw the smile of recognition split her lover’s soft lips and bright Jade green eyes.


“Master Shan.” Alana said softly, in an almost reverent tone of voice as she dropped to one knee in front of the apparition. Runi’s eyes grew even larger and she turned back to the ghostly image.


“Lady… Lady Bastila?” She gasped dropping to her knees in the blink of an eye.


“I must say I have hoped for this day for a long time.” Bastila Shan-Panlie spoke. “However I will not have the two of you bowing before me. Please… it’s embarrassing and Revan will never allow me to live it down.”


Alana and Runi shared a look before both of them got slowly back to their feet. Runi reached out quickly with her hand, attempting to touch the apparition, her hand going to Bastila Shan’s shoulder. The image remained unbroken, but Runi inhaled sharply when she felt the warmth envelope her skin as it passed through the image. She pulled her hand back just as quickly, staring at her fingers in astonishment as she felt a surge of power from within her as her senses and perceptions expanded nearly three fold. She looked at the image of Lady Bastila wide eyed, and saw her smile.


“You have opened yourself to and now touched the Force Runi’BeTracyn. What does it feel like?” Bastila asked her in that musical voice.


“I… I’m…” Runi was at a loss for words and this caused Bastila to smile.


“It’s incredible isn’t it?” She continued.


“It’s… it’s like a current.” Runi answered. “I… I can feel it carrying me to… carrying me along to every part of the galaxy, every place it touches.” She finished her statement, astonished at what she was experiencing.


Bastila nodded, “The Living Force Runi.”


“I have… I have felt this before.” Runi said in surprise. “I have felt this in…”


“In Javen’s arms,” Alana finished her statement.


Bastila nodded. “Indeed you have.” She said. Bastila’s image looked around slowly. “It has been many years since I have visited this place.” She said longingly, almost as if she was remembering her time here. “Rev was born here. All my children were born here, on this moon. I called it home for many years.”

“It is a great honor to meet you Master Shan.” Alana said softly, causing Bastila to turn and look at her.


“Alana Skywalker.” Bastila spoke with a smile. “The similarity to my daughter-in-law Anja is downright frightening Alana.” She told her. 


“You are there aren’t you?” Alana asked her, “The Netherworld of the Force?”


Bastila smiled. “I’ve always disliked that term. It sounds so unnatural.” She replied. “I prefer the term Sanctuary, but the answer to your question is yes.”


“Is… my… is he there with you?” Alana asked the questioned that had always nagged at her mind.


Bastila smiled knowing who she was asking about. “He is here among us Alana. And he is very proud of you to say the least.”


They watched as Bastila walked to the edge of the hill and looked out over the expanse of the compound. “I remember my time here as if it was yesterday.” Bastila’s voice spoke. She looked at Runi and Alana. “Please… sit with me. I do not have much time to spend with you and I would like to enjoy it.” Alana joined Bastila’s image as they sat on the side of the hill. “Anja and I used to sit right here and watch our husbands below us in the Battle Circle as they sparred with each other and trained future Jedi.” Bastila looked at Runi who still stood behind her. “What is wrong Runi’BeTracyn?”

“I… I am not worthy… I don’t deserve to be here.” Runi answered, still overwhelmed by the fact that someone that the Mandalorian people held in such high esteem that she had her own place in their history and culture would appear to her.

Bastila’s smile was like a shining light on her face. “Javen wanted me to come here and talk with you.” She said. “Most importantly he wanted me to spend time with you specifically Runi’BeTracyn.”


“Me?” Runi gasped.


Bastila nodded. “Yes you.”


“You have spoken with Javen?” Alana asked stunned at this revelation.


“I have spoken with Javen Panlie on a number of occasions.” Bastila replied. “And I see he has the same overbearing sense of Panlie protectiveness to those he loves.” Bastila shook her head with a smile. “It must be a defect in their genes. My Revan was the same way, as was my son. You don’t know how many times that Anja and I berated them both for being so honor driven and overprotective of us. It drove us positively insane.”


“Given what he makes us feel when we are in his arms, I believe I can overlook that defect.” Alana spoke with a shy smile.


Runi nodded. “Yes… I agree with Ner Ka’rta on that point.”


Bastila chuckled and her sapphire eyes were bright. “Well I’m glad to know that part of his genes was handed down.” 


Runi drew closer to the image of Bastila. “But why would Javen want you to speak with me Lady Bastila?” She asked.

“Why?” Bastila asked. “The why is simple Runi; Javen has loved you from the first moment he laid eyes on you. Just as he has loved Alana from the first moment he felt the bond that they share. And now that bond has extended to you it seems. It was not something we had planned on, but the Force works in ways we do not understand.”


“Planned on?” Alana asked. “What do you mean Master Shan?”


Bastila motioned for Runi to sit beside her next to Alana, and she smiled when Runi did so, settling to the ground next to Alana slightly in front of Bastila’s image. “What I mean? How to explain this? We reside in what you call the Netherworld of the Force, I call it our Sanctuary. It is a place that Jedi who have become One with the Force come. We retain our individuality and are able to project ourselves as I am doing now, so that you can see me and speak with me. It’s much more personable than appearing to you in a dream, at least I think so.” Bastila looked at them. “We have watched and seen everything that has happen for the last four thousand years. We were deeply saddened when Anakin succumb to the darkness within him all those years ago, but when Luke redeemed him; it was a joyous occasion for all of us. We are not allowed to actively interfere with events outside our realm; we can only give guidance and sometimes training. My son Revan was schooled by Ajunta Pall who was a former Dark Lord of the Sith until he was redeemed by my husband and rejoined the light. I know my husband and son have appeared to Javen on occasion to assist Tokare in his training and,” Bastila looked at Alana. “Revan, Anakin and I are responsible for the bond you share with Javen Alana.”

Alana’s eyes grew wide. “But… how… Master Tokare said the only way a bond like what we have could form is through touching each other and mingling our essences within the Force together.”


Bastila nodded. “That is true for the most part.” She replied. “It happened with Revan and I, and my son and Anja due to physical trauma and pouring ourselves into them to save their lives. The three of us, Revan, Anakin and I decided that with the darkness that was coming we needed to perhaps assist in a little more direct way, without breaking our own rules so to speak.”


“I… I don’t understand.” Alana said.


“There was a time when you and Javen were very young that you both visited the same place.” Bastila explained. “You were both on Ossus, within the walls of the Jedi Temple there.”

Alana’s eyes grew larger. “Ossus! How is that possible?”


“Tokare brought Javen there to see Daniel when he was only seven, just before his family was taken from him.” Bastila told her. “At that time Revan and I established a link with both you and Javen, and we used Anakin as our conduit. Through him we brought you both together in a small way, linking you so that as you grew older and stronger within the Force, the link would grow and become more powerful. We felt it would be necessary to bring our bloodlines together to face the threat that was growing. We were right it seems. I’m sorry Alana, the three of us were perhaps the most manipulated Jedi in history and all of us detested that fact. It was one of the reasons that led to our falls. It was not something we wanted to do; it was something we felt needed to be done to give the Jedi Order and all life a chance. We did not foresee that a love would blossom between you because of this bond. We should have considering what happened to Revan and I… but we didn’t. Forgive me.”


“Forgive you?” Alana spoke bewildered. “If you had not done what you did, I would have never met Javen. I would have never met Runi. I would not be who I am today. I have always doubted myself… my abilities. I doubted my love for Javen and for… for Runi. Our bond is what made it all so clear for me. I am not sorry you did this.”


Bastila smiled warmly. “That is what Javen told Revan not three days ago, almost exactly the same words.” She told her. “And I am so very happy to hear that.”

“I was not part of this plan Lady Bastila.” Runi spoke now. “How… how did I become involved?”


When Bastila looked at her it was with a smile so bright Runi felt the warmth and love pouring from the image as clearly as a mountain waterfall cascading over her skin. “You Runi’BeTracyn… you were the catalyst for both Alana and Javen. Your love for them is so complete, so pure it radiates within the Force like a burning sun. The fact that you are Force sensitive only amplifies that love. In you the bond grew due to the love you carry within you for both of them. The bond the three of you now share will only grow in power and join you in ways that many will not understand. You have the blood of a Jedi in your genes Runi, and due to the power that Alana and Javen project together within the Force, it has caused your own aura to grow brighter and more powerful by the day.”   


Runi looked at her. “I have studied my Clan heritage extensively Lady Bastila. But no where have I ever found a Jedi within my line. How is this possible?”


Bastila smiled. “I knew your ancestor Runi’BeTracyn, he was a powerful warrior and user of the Force and it’s not surprising that you can find no mention of him in your history. He requested that all history of him be expunged from the Jedi Order and Old Republic records so that he could live a normal fulfilling life after my son saved him. The Jedi High Council honored his request. He married a Mandalorian woman a few years after the end of the Pure Sith War, and took her name to honor her father who was killed during the war. Along with Arren Vorsut, he was my son’s closest friend and confidant in the years that followed, and they had many adventures together.”


“You said your son saved him.” Runi spoke, her words soft. “Saved him from what?”


Bastila looked at her. “Rev saved him from himself.” She answered. She saw the questions in Runi’s eyes and smiled. “All in good time Runi, I will tell you what your heart desires. First however, some lessons.”


“Lessons?” Alana asked, “Lessons in what?”


Bastila grinned. “The three of you share something that few people ever truly find. Your love and desire for each other is the pillar of strength for all of you. The foundation on which to build whatever future the Force has decided is your destiny. I would like to impart on you something a dear friend once told Revan and myself many years ago. When we first met him he knew right away that Revan and I were in love, though I was fighting that love while Revan was embracing it. We were on Tatooine and I had just made amends with my mother after many years of resentment. He told us ‘Love doesn't lead to the dark side. Passion can lead to rage and fear, and can be controlled, but passion is not the same thing as love. Controlling your passions while being in love, that's what they should teach you to beware, but love itself will save, not condemn you.’
I was so young then.” Bastila said softly. “Revan embraced his emotions even more after that, his love for me, and his compassion for others. This is what drove him, yet I was still under the dogmatic views of the Jedi Order and I fought the emotions. It wasn’t until some weeks later after a rather terrifying experience that Revan’s unrelenting and completely unquestionable love for me saved me. It was only then that I truly understood our friends’ words to us, and it was only then that I finally understood what he was telling us. That is what we taught the Jedi of our time when we won the war and began to rebuild. It was what was lost after Ruusan, and it is what now must be found again. And it starts with you Alana, and with you Runi.”

“Not… not with Javen?” Alana asked hesitantly.


Bastila smiled. “Javen has already passed that test Alana. He passed that test the day he looked the darkness in the eye and refused to kill Tlon Fett. Love for his parents and what they had taught him kept him from killing the man who had brutally murdered his parents before his very eyes. Passion and love for Runi is what drove Javen to chase her halfway across the galaxy when she was taken from him. We had a moments scare at his actions, but once she was back in his arms, all that remained was his love. He controlled his passions, embraced them and never gave up, but he did not allow his passions to overwhelm him.”


“Embrace our emotions then?” Alana asked.


“Force yes!” Bastila exclaimed. “We are sentient beings Alana. We should embrace what we feel, relish in it, it gives us strength and power. What we need to remember through it all is to not let our passions control our actions. Both of you will be tested in the days ahead, that is why I have come before you now. Your fates are now intertwined, and should one of you fail, all of you will fail. Only you can direct your actions, and I want you to understand that it is you and you alone that control your destiny.”


So engrossed in what Bastila was saying to them, they did not notice the two images take shape not that far away. Attired in Jedi Master robes; the cowls drawn up over their heads they simply stood there for a long moment.

“Can she do it Rev?”


The image on the left reached up and drew back the cowl of his robes to reveal the young face of Revan Panlie Junior. “No one can predict the future my friend.” Rev spoke softly. “The cloak of the dark side is rearing its ugly head again, more powerful than even Amaurth and Palpatine.”


The second figure reached up as well, drawing back the cowl to reveal and older bearded face. The man looked roughly a decade older than Revan Panlie Junior, but his eyes were just as bright and intense.


“And what your father believes?” The man asked. “Could it be true? We searched everywhere… we were sure.”


Rev nodded slowly. “We were sure yes… but we missed something. It is the only explanation. Master Yoda and Master Vandar believe this as well.” He replied. “They are more attuned to the subtleties and currents of the Force given their nature. If they did not, I doubt they would have allowed my father and mother and Anakin to do what they did.”


“And Runi?” The man asked. “She is of my blood Revan, and that makes her much more susceptible.”


Rev nodded. “Yes she is. And that blood will also give her the strength it did you my friend.”


“It took you to save me.” The man spoke turning his head to look at him. 

Rev shook his head. “No. I only held out my hand in friendship.” He looked at the man. “It took you to take that hand Natal.” Rev canted his head slightly. “Come… Anja is calling me, and I don’t want my mother to discover us. The last time she caught us spying on her it took me four hundred years to get back into her good graces.”


Natal looked at him. “It took you four hundred because you are just as stubborn as your father? I was back in her graces within a century.”


“That’s only because you cheated and kept bringing her gifts.” Rev answered.


“It worked didn’t it?” Natal replied with a smile.


The two ghostly images faded into the air.


Kumas pounded his hands down on the computer terminal in frustration. He had attempted to enter in every password combination he could think of to access the restricted file on Lunae’s computer to no avail. He could not find Lunae upon returning to Duxn, as he was going to tell her everything in the hopes that her love for him would lead her to help him retrieve his family and keep intact what little honor he had left.


Kumas sat back in the chair a heavy sigh leaving him. His eyes settled on the holoimage in the frame on the desk and he leaned over to pick it up. The image was of Lunae and himself just before entering the Ryloth Opera House. The white dress clung to her perfect figure in such a way that even now, after almost a year of exploring that body in every way, Kumas felt the tug of pleasure in his groin.


“What have I done Lunae?” He asked the image.


“Why don’t you try Kumas Ner Darasuum Cyare?” The male voice spoke from behind him. (Kumas My Eternal Beloved)

Kumas came to his feet and spun around in one smooth motion, almost faster than the eye could follow. He froze in mid motion when he heard the snap hiss of a lightsaber igniting and the face of the man holding that bronze hued blade only millimeters from his neck.


“Lord… Lord Mandalore.” He gasped.


“Enter the password!” Javen snapped.


“Mandalore I…”


“Enter the shabla password Kumas before I strike you down where you stand!” Javen nearly screamed as Walon and Jaiin stepped from the shadows of the room flanking Javen, their rifles trained on his head and unwavering.


Kumas turned slowly back to the computer terminal his hands shaking as he leaned over and entered the words Javen had told him. His eyes closed in shame and his head lowered when the screen changed to two words.


ACCESS GRANTED


“Lunae Onasi is like a sister to me.” Javen growled. “She has loved you with all that she is since the first moment I brought you onto my ship. You have shared her bed, her life and this is how you repay her?”


“Lunae… Lunae is not involved in this Mandalore.” Kumas said turning around slowly, feeling the rifles of Walon and Jaiin still rock solid in their aim on his forehead. He knew them both and what they were capable of. He would be dead within a breath of speaking the wrong thing or even attempting to escape. “She knows… she knows nothing of what I have done.”

Javen deactivated his lightsaber and stepped into the blow that connected with Kumas’s face and sent him hurtling across the room into the computer terminal. It shorted out as he impacted it and slumped to the floor, blood pouring from the gasp in his cheek. “And yet even as you betrayed her, you still partook of the pleasures and the love she gave to you willingly and without question.”


Kumas looked up at Javen blood running from the cut down his cheek and neck. He made no move to wipe the blood away as he struggled back to his feet just as the communicator on Javen’s belt chirped. Javen snatched it up and activated it. HK-47’s image appeared behind the controls of a Pursuer.

Proud Statement: Master I have completed my mission and I am enroute back to Duxn.

“You have the location HK?” Javen asked.


Affirmation: Of course Master.


“And the package is still alive?”


Amused Statement: Of course Master, though a little worse for wear.


“HK you are to land at coordinates 76409.23. You will stand by there until I arrive in four hours.” Javen spoke. “Transmit the location to my communicator now.”


Query: Master, may I kill the whimpering meatbag?


Javen’s smile was cruel. “Not yet HK, stand by at those coordinates. I will see you soon.”


Javen adjusted the communicator. “Dock Master this is a direct order from Mandalore, Lunae Onasi is not to leave Duxn? Find out where she is?”


“She is gone Mandalore.” The voice replied. “She took a Pursuer thirty minutes ago and departed Duxn.”


“To where?”


“Her flight plan indicated Ryloth Mandalore, I’m sorry.” The dock master replied.

“Damn!” Javen cursed looking at Walon. “She’s not going to Ryloth, she’s going to Coruscant!”


Walon looked at him. “Coruscant! What the hell for!” He asked.


Javen looked at Kumas. “To save my brother,” He replied. “Take him; we have a transport to meet.”


Vetor was on the Onderon shuttle that met the Galactic Alliance cruiser and he greeted Grand Master Undien with a bow. He straightened up as they walked back to the rear of the shuttle and took the seats that Vetor had reserved. He needn’t have bothered, as the shuttle was practically empty.


“What is your status?” Undien asked as the shuttle departed from the cruiser’s docking clamp and began to move.


“Panlie has us bunked in the upper portions of the Temple itself Master.” Vetor reported to him. “No one aside from Master Skywalker, Master Solo and Alana has been allowed into the lower portions to view any of the items that may be there. The President and King Renault departed for Onderon earlier this morning and have been at the palace all day in meetings.”


Undien nodded. “I was informed just before arriving into the system that the courts will pass a Resolution in the morning to force Panlie to give us access to the Temple.” He said.


“And if he chooses not to honor this Resolution Master?” Vetor asked.


Undien smiled. “Then he will be arrested and forced to comply with the order. He is within Alliance space now, and regardless of what the King wants, our law is final.”


“That could cause serious dissent Master Undien.” Vetor said.


Undien looked at him. “Explain.”


“I’ve spent quite a bit of time in the capital the last two days. I have found a deep connection and kinship that is felt between the people of Onderon and the Mandalorians.” He replied. “They are allowed to walk freely among the streets, even with weapons. They are brought into the homes of strangers to be fed and housed. I do not believe the people of Onderon would support such action against Javen Panlie Master.”


“We don’t need their support.” Undien spoke arrogantly. “The courts are the final law, and our friends control the courts.” They both felt the shift in course of the shuttle and Undien leaned over to look out the small window. The imposing bulk of the Mandalorian NAU’UR KAD-Class Cruiser filled the view port. He looked toward the cockpit. “Pilot what are you doing?”

The pilot, an Onderonian female, turned her head to look back at him. “We’re picking up passengers Master Jedi. That’s what we do.” She answered with a little more than a trace of sarcasm in her voice.


Undien got up and moved closer to the cockpit. “I did not see this ship when we arrived in system.” He spoke. “When did it arrive?”


The woman turned to look at him again. “About five minutes ago.” She replied.

“Do you always divert your normal schedule to accommodate newly arrived Mandalorian ships?” Undien asked.


“When it’s requested I do yes.” The pilot replied.


“Who requested you divert?” Undien asked her.


“We’ll be docking in three minutes Master Jedi.” She answered him before turning back to her controls. “Please take your seat.” 


Undien’s face grew darker but he turned and moved back to his seat. Vetor looked at him as he sat down. “Is there a problem Master?”

Undien did not answer as the shuttle locked onto the cruiser and the docking seals were adjusted and matched. They were sitting in the front section of the shuttle, with only three others from the Alliance ship Undien had arrived on between them and where the hatch slid open. Undien and Vetor watched as seven Mandalorian men and one woman in civilian clothes boarded the shuttle, two of them carrying the large crate between them. The oldest of the group appeared to be senior, as they allowed him to take a seat first. They moved to the empty benches in the rear of the shuttle without speaking, and quickly settled into spots. Undien and Vetor watched quietly as the very attractive blond woman move past them into the cockpit, completely ignoring them. 


Undien looked at him. “Something is not right.” He spoke softly, his eyes going to the large crate between the two Mandalorian men. Undien sensed something about these men and women. They did not move or speak as fleet soldiers of any fleet did on their way to possible shore leave. All of them, with the exception of the older man were young and appeared in excellent physical condition. “They are not normal fleet soldiers.”

Their heads turned as the blond woman started to make her way back to where her comrades sat. The docking clamps released and they watched as she reached for the support bar that ran the length of the shuttle above their heads. When she lifted her arm, Undien and Vetor both saw the two lightsabers attached to the right side of her belt. Undien felt the surge in Vetor as the women past them, but he did nothing to stop it. His non-action nearly cost Vetor his life.


Vetor bolted to his feet when the woman was almost completely past where he sat and grabbed her arm, twisting her body around and away from him as his other hand reached for her belt. His hand closed around the hilt of one of the lightsabers and he yanked it from her belt before she was able to twist even further away from him, but not completely out of his grasp.


“Where did you get this?” Vetor demanded as the young woman turned to face him, her sapphire eyes burning holes in his chest.


“I will give you exactly three seconds to remove your hand from my person Jedi.” Shadee growled at him. “Or I will remove your hand from your body.”


“You will tell me I want to know.” Vetor spoke, casually moving his hand that held the lightsaber in front of her as he used the Force to influence her.


Shadee looked at him as if he had lost his mind. “You have got to be kidding me.” She exclaimed. “You aren’t actually trying to use a Jedi mind trick on me are you?”


Vetor passed his hand in front of her face again. “You will answer my questions now.”


Shadee shook her head. “I warned you fool.” She spoke.


Vetor never saw Shadee’s hand chop downward and impact the wrist that clutched her arm. He winced in immediate and excruciating pain as the bones in his wrist absorbed the full force of the blow, his fingers going numb. As he staggered back, Shadee lifted her hand and called her lightsaber back into her grasp, tearing it forcefully from his hand with little effort. She returned the lightsaber to her belt and shook her head as she turned to take a seat next to Rav. Undien had taken it all in, noticing that the Mandalorians who were sitting down had not moved in the least and all of them were actually watching the events with smiles on their faces.


“By the authority of the Jedi Order I am placing you under arrest! You have in your possession property of the Jedi in the two lightsabers you carry as trinkets.” Vetor barked, as he rubbed his wrist to return feeling to it.


Shadee shook her head again as she settled onto the bench next to her husband. “Please.” She spoke. “Go back to school Jedi, you do not belong in the real galaxy just yet. You have far too much to learn.”


“I am a Jedi Knight!” Vetor snapped, his hand going to where his lightsaber rested on his own belt. 

“You are a fool is what you are.” Rav told him. “Go back to your seat and puff your chest out at someone who will actually think it’s impressive.”


“I know some dancing girls on Nar Shaddaa that might be impressed.” Kex spoke from his spot referring to twin Kiffar females that were notorious dancers as well as thieves.


That caused the Journeyman Protectors in Shadee’s team to chuckle amongst themselves at the inside joke they all found funny. Kex had once been so intoxicated that he had succumb to the two females’ charms and lost everything but the boots on his feet.

Vetor called his lightsaber from his belt into his hand, thinking he would intimidate these Mandalorian with his skill in the Force. “This is your last warning.” Vetor spoke. “You will submit or I will be forced to act accordingly.”

Shadee leaned back against Rav’s upper body and closed her eyes. “Wake me when we reach Onderon husband.” She said with a smile. “I’m becoming quite bored.”


“Sit back down Jedi.” The older man spoke now as he got to his feet. “You do not want the trouble we would give you.”

“Are you her superior?” Vetor demanded. “She has items that belong to the Jedi and I want them back immediately.”


“No I am not her superior.” The man spoke again as he stepped up to Vetor, not concerned in the least by the pommel of the lightsaber in Vetor’s hand. “I have a question for you young Jedi.” The older man smiled. “Do you think you and your fancy lightsaber will be able to cut us all down before we kill you and your silent master sitting in the rear back there?” He asked calmly. “If you do think that, may I ask where we may send what little will remain of your carcass?”


“I… I am a Jedi.” Vetor said. “I have full authority wherever I go!” 

Gustav Fett nodded his head. “Yes… we know. You already told us that twice. Honestly, do you think your master back there will get to you before Shadee there chops you into tiny bits? He won’t I can tell you that. He’ll be just as dead as you. Probably sooner since Rav there is an expert shot, and you’ve already insulted his wife twice. He’ll burn a hole through your boss before he has time to lift his Jedi toy let alone ignite and use it.”

Undien chose this time to rise to his feet, careful to keep his hands out in front of him as the eyes of the Mandalorians were all directed at him now. He moved up next to Vetor his eyes on Gustav and moved his hand subtly as he applied the Force to his words and placed his hand on Vetor’s arm.

“We do not wish a confrontation.” 


Gustav Fett smiled and turned his head to look at Shadee. She sat on the bench leaning up against Rav with a small smile on her face as she shook her head. Gustav turned back to Undien who still had that infuriating smug look on his face. Undien was very powerful, one of the more powerful Grand Masters in the Jedi Order, and ever since he was a boy he had never met anyone who could resist his power.


Until today.


Gustav Fett brought his hands behind his back in a relaxed position as he met Undien’s gaze with steely hard gray eyes. “As Shadee has already shown you, your powers will not work against us Master Jedi. We are not weak minded. I suggest once more that you reign in your young and obviously full of himself apprentice before blood is shed here this day.”


“My apprentice only desires that which belongs to the Jedi.” Undien spoke. “In the form of the two lightsabers your young friend has in her possession.”


“They don’t belong to the Jedi, to you and certainly not to this fool.” Gustav replied reasonably, motioning with his head to Vetor. “They belong to her. One she built, the other she took off the body of the Dark One that tried to kill her with it.”

Undien’s eyes showed his surprise at his words and they darted to where Shadee sat; now looking at him with her sapphire colored eyes. Those eyes… they reminded him of… “Vetor return to your seat.” He spoke finally, looking at him.


“Master Undien… she…”


“This is not the time or the place. Return to your seat Vetor, now.” He spoke more forcefully. He watched Vetor’s jaw twitch in anger before he acquiesced and slowly turned to go back to his seat. Undien turned again to Gustav whose expression had not changed.


“A wise decision,” Gustav said softly.


Undien’s eyes went to the large crate that sat between the two Mandalorians protectively. “I was under the impression this was a personnel shuttle, not a cargo shuttle.”


Gustav nodded. “It is. The crate contains things of a personal nature to us. We did not want to part with it.”


“Such as?” Undien asked.


“Uniforms, underwear, assorted trinkets.” Gustav answered with a smile. “I have a pair of particularly soft undergarments that my wife purchased for me on Gargon. They do wonders for this old skin of mine. Would you care to see them?”

Undien looked at the other Mandalorians as they chuckled at Gustav’s words. “Perhaps another time,” He said. With a last look at the crate Undien turned and moved back to his seat next to Vetor.


“Master Undien,” Vetor spoke in a low whisper. 


“Now is not the time and place as I said Vetor.” Undien spoke in a similar tone.


“I could have defeated her easily Master.” Vetor spoke arrogantly.


“Perhaps,” Undien answered. “And perhaps that is what she wanted you to think.” His eyes went to where Shadee had snuggled close to Rav, her eyes now closed again. “She is his sister.”


“Master?” Vetor questioned.


“The girl is Panlie’s sister.” Undien said again. “And the men she travels with are not just simple soldiers. You will get your chance Vetor. I have a feeling that you will be able to teach her a lesson soon.”


“I look forward to that.” Vetor spoke, his eyes settling on Shadee with barely contained hatred and anger.


Gustav Fett stood in front of Javen on the landing platform, their eyes locked on each other, completely ignoring the throng of men and women that moved about around them. This was the man three decades his junior who Gustav had chosen to follow. This was the man who had blended more Clans into the Mandalorian Union than any other Mandalore before him. This was the man who had expanded the borders of the Union more in the last decade and a half than the three men who held the title before him. Javen Panlie was the man who had allowed him to keep his family’s honor without hesitation or regret.


Gustav was a man deeply routed in tradition and honor. He had been horrified at what his brother had done all those years ago and in a desperate attempt to save the honor of his family and their name he had gone to Javen Panlie’s home shortly after Tlon had butchered his parents. He saw their bodies for himself, and he had wept at the brutality and disgrace his brother had shown. Clan Ordo had called a ritual Blood Hunt against Clan Fett for Tlon’s actions. A conflict that would have thrown the Union into civil war and destroyed all that they had built in the last five hundred years. Gustav had gone alone to Javen’s home knowing that he very well might not live through the night. The Mandalorian Protectors blanketed the Panlie estate in layers, the Crimson Guard not even allowing close family members near Javen. Yet they had allowed him to come there, and he had seen the gazes of hate and rage directed at him for his brother’s actions. Gustav had accepted his death the moment he had walked through the doors of Javen’s home, his only goal was to secure the honor of his Clan into the future.


It was then Gustav Fett, Mandalorian warrior and soldier from the time he was a small child, met the eight year old boy Javen Panlie. He saw the fierce determination in the sapphire eyes, the unyielding spirit, and he saw wisdom in those eyes that no eight year old boy should have had. It was then Gustav Fett knew Javen Panlie was different. It was then that Gustav knew he needed to help Javen become the new Mandalore, to take his father’s place, for the sake of their people and their future. And for the next six years Gustav did just that, schooling Javen in an art of combat that only he knew; schooling him for the battle he knew would come when Javen came of age.


Gustav remembered that day, how Javen had looked at Gustav’s brother, helpless before him, beaten down. The battle had been long and vicious, Tlon holding nothing back against the fourteen year old boy, beating him senseless on three different occasions, each time Javen refusing to give up and giving back just as much as he received. Gustav had come close to shooting his own brother when he stabbed Javen in the chest with an illegal weapon, only Tokare’s hand on his arm stopping him. He watched in awe as Javen had regained his feet and with a scream of pain and rage had pulled the blade from his very own chest, blood showering those who were nearby. He watched as Javen gave Tlon back the blade, plunging it into his neck and knocking them both to the ground. And he watched as everyone else did while Javen stood over Tlon, his eyes yellow red orbs, his lips drawn back in a snarl of hatred and rage unlike Gustav had ever seen before. And then it was over, Javen healing his brother, claiming the title of Mandalore and banishing Tlon Fett and all those who followed him. He won Gustav’s heart that day, and the heart of all Mandalorians, yet Gustav’s soul and ultimate loyalty Javen won on a warm painful night seven years after he became Mandalore. 
A night Gustav would never forget.

MANDALORE

FOURTEEN YEARS EARLIER     


“She was taken six hours ago Gustav.” The Mandalorian officer told him. “She was traveling to Telos to purchase fruit for Mandalore.”


“Mandalore has people to do that for him!” Gustav barked.


“No one knows why she went Gustav.” The man told him, his voice anxious and filled with sadness. 


“Who took her?” Gustav asked as his wife of nearly thirty years came into his arms, tears clouding her face.


“Gustav…”


“Tell me who shabla took my daughter!” Gustav screamed.


“Trandoshans! It was Trandoshans!” The man replied quietly, in almost a whisper.


“No!” Gustav’s wife wailed loudly, burying her face into his chest.


“Trandoshans!” Gustav gasped his eyes wide.


Trandoshan slavers were not known to be kind in their treatment of slaves. Many who were captured by them were abused and violated so badly by the time they were sold they were useless to slave owners along the entire Outer Rim. 


“Runi?” Gustav spoke softly, unable to bear the thought of his nineteen year old daughter in their hands.


He had offered Runi to Javen as a companion seven years ago, someone to spend time with and ease his solitude now that his parents were gone. Runi had been a skinny child, unremarkable in her skills, and though he loved her dearly, Gustav had spent far more time with his two sons and their training. The policies Javen had put in place kept him very busy, as Javen had given him an entire Fleet to command, and duties to perform as a show of trust in Gustav and the Fett Clan. It was not something he would allow himself or his Clan to fail in, and he devoted all his time to this endeavor. He was gone for months at a time, and did not notice how his daughter had grown in his absence until he had returned only a week prior. Runi had grown into an image of her mother, a breathtaking beauty with rust colored red hair and a figure that would turn the heads of even the oldest Mandalorian male, and incite them to chase her. 

Gustav discovered from his wife that Runi had several offers of courtship from among the different clans, and that she had refused them all. His wife told him she had sworn a vow that no one but Javen would have her. Her mother understood this for what it was, but did not agree with it. Gustav agreed with it and was proud of her for making this decision, but he did not understand that his daughter had fallen deeply in love with Javen.

“Gustav… Mandalore is furious. I have never seen him so angry. When it was reported to him windows in Keldabe blew out for two kilometers in all directions.” The man told him. “He has every agent searching for her. He can not follow them Gustav. They retreated into Alliance territory, and the only help he is getting is from Renault on Onderon.”

“He can not start a war over this.” Gustav spoke softly. Gustav looked up as his two sons burst into their home.

“Is it true?” His oldest son Cassius asked. Gustav had named his oldest son after the famous Mandalorian Cassius Fett from ancient times.

Gustav nodded slowly. “She has been taken by Trandoshan slavers.” He spoke, still unable to comprehend the horror those words would mean to his daughter.

“We must go after her!” Cassius cried. “They…”

“We can not!” Gustav nearly shouted. “They retreated into Alliance space! We can not enter Alliance territory by order of Mandalore himself. We can not start a war over her!” Gustav turned and helped his wife to a chair. When she was sitting he stood and with a scream that made the walls vibrate he drove his armored fist into the wall, chipping the duracrete and watching it fall around his feet.

“Mandalore!” Gustav heard his son gasp and he whirled around to see his sons drop to one knee with the officer that had brought the news to him.

Javen filled the doorway of his home. He had grown since Gustav had last seen him, now easily six foot tall if not more, with a thick powerful build and an utterly imposing aura about him. His brown hair was long and wild looking, his sapphire eyes nearly glowing in the dimness of the room. The item that caught Gustav’s eye above all else was that Javen was alone. No Crimson Guards and no Mandalorian Protectors that were his constant shadow.
“Mandalore.” Gustav spoke bowing his head to him.

“I have a ship waiting.” Javen spoke to him. “I am not fool enough to think I can do this alone.”

Gustav looked at him as his wife’s head came up from her hands, streaked in tears. Gustav stepped towards him. “A ship? I don’t understand.”

“I am going after her.” Javen spoke evenly. 

“Mandalore… she was… they took her into Alliance space. By your own order we can not follow.” Gustav spoke, a small spark igniting inside his chest. “She may… she may already be dead Mandalore.”

Javen looked at him. “You named your daughter well Gustav Fett. Runi’BeTracyn, Soul of Fire. She is my soul now Gustav and she is not dead. I… I can feel her within me.”
“Mandalore… this could very well provoke a war with the Alliance!” Gustav argued. “You… you have said yourself we can not go after her. As Mandalore you must remain here… as Guardian Holder you can not expose yourself to the galaxy and the Jedi.”

“Runi’BeTracyn holds the part of my soul that is Mandalorian.” Javen said his words filled with a passion that Gustav had never heard from him before. “If I have to start a war with the Galactic Alliance, the Hapes Consortium or anyone else that crosses my path to get her back then I will do just that. I will kill or destroy anything that stands in my way until she is back at my side.” Javen looked at Gustav’s wife and he squatted down in front of her, the robes parting and revealing for the first time what he wore. Gustav’s eyes went wide when he saw the silver and black armor that Javen wore; armor that no Mandalore had ever donned unless he was going to war. He watched Javen take his wife’s hands in his armored ones and he met her eyes. “I will bring her back to you Mirta Fett, for without her I am nothing.”

Mirta grasped Javen’s hands tightly in front of her. “Swear to me not as Mandalore… but as Javen Panlie… as one who loves my daughter… that you will bring my daughter back to me.”
“As the Force is my witness… I swear to you as Javen Panlie that you will see your daughter… my love…” This statement caused Gustav’s eyes to widen, as it did everyone else in the room. All but his wife who could only whimper in joy at what he said. “… You will see your daughter again.”

Mirta took a deep breath and nodded her head. “Cuyir Kandosii sa kry’am ast Javen Panlie. Gotal’ur aruetii partaylir te Dha Werda Verda a’den tratu.” She spoke to him, everyone in the room hearing the words. (Be as ruthless as death itself Javen Panlie. Make them fear the rage of the Warriors of the Shadow.)
Javen nodded slowly and placed his forehead to her hands. “Aliit ori'shya taldin. Haat, Ijaa, Haa'it.” He spoke softly. (Family is more than blood. Truth, Honor, Vision.) 

Javen returned to his feet and his eyes came to rest on Gustav again. “Are you ready?”

Gustav did not need to answer that question and he simply turned to gather his helmet and his harness that held his weapons. He watched as his son Cassius did the same and stepped forward. “Now we are ready.” Cassius spoke.

Javen met his eyes and nodded. He looked at the officer in Gustav’s command who had come to tell him the news. “You did not see us. We were never here.” He spoke.

The officer smiled. “Excuse me… who might you be?”

Javen grinned and nodded his head in approval before stepping out of the door into darkness.

PRESENT DAY


Gustav remembered the next three weeks well, and Javen Panlie had been true to his oath to his wife. They had tracked the mercenaries across known space, and no one standing in their way survived. They found their way to Nar Shaddaa and it was here that Javen’s true wrath was unleashed. It was nothing to find his daughter in the slave pits of the ruling Hutt, but he alone had seen the look in Javen’s eyes when they discovered her and saw her condition. She had been taken against her will that much was obvious, but she had fought them viciously like a true Mandalorian female. No words were spoken between them, only nods, and while he and Cassius returned to their ship with Runi, Nar Shaddaa burned in retribution that night. When it was over, fully three quarters of the most powerful criminal organization in the known galaxy lay in ruin.

Yet it was what happened afterwards that cemented Gustav’s love and loyalty to Javen Panlie. Even after Mirta had joined them, Runi was not to be consoled. Her spirit, her very soul was damaged in a way that they could not help her. Gustav watched as Javen could take no more, and with his advisors and even Master Tokare screaming at him to return, Javen did not. He alone knew what he had to do, and they made their way to Kashyyyk, and when Javen took his daughter, broken and lifeless as she seemed, deep into the Shadowlands Gustav knew they would either return together, or die together in the lands that even the Wookiees feared.


The Wookiees treated Gustav and his family like royalty, bestowing on them anything they needed and it was here that Gustav learned of the connection that Javen had with the Wookiees and their history. It was here that he learned first hand what Lord Revan and Canderous Ordo had done those thousands of years ago. 


They had awakened that day, almost into their fourth week on Kashyyyk, to the scene of Wookiees running for the platform that had lowered Javen and his daughter into the depths of their planet. He followed with his wife and sons, as well as a dozen other immediate family members of Clan Fett and even Clan Ordo that had come to show them support and love. The horn blew as the platform rose from nearly a kilometer beneath them and when it stopped, Gustav Fett watched as his daughter stepped from that platform, the Lifemate of Mandalore Braids in her long shiny hair and the sparkle of young life back in her eyes. 


And Gustav Fett cried for the first time in his life.



Javen and Gustav embraced tightly, and Gustav pushed him to arms length after a moment. “You look good Mandalore.” He spoke with a large smile. “Is she feeding you enough?”


Javen laughed and squeezed his arms. “She feeds me too much.” He answered. “I see your wife has put you on a diet.”


Gustav chuckled and nodded his head. “Forty years of marriage and she finally told me I was fat.” He answered. He pounded his abdomen. “I have lost twenty pounds and I feel better than I have in years, all because of her.” Gustav leaned closer. “I had forgotten what a wildcat my wife was under our sheets.”

Javen couldn’t help but shake his head and laugh. “You will never change Gustav.”


“Where is my daughter?” He asked looking around.


“She’s on Duxn currently with Alana Skywalker. They are otherwise occupied at the ruins of the old Mandalorian encampment.” Javen answered.


Gustav looked at him. “This Alana Skywalker; she is the Jedi that my wife has told me about?”


Javen nodded. “It is complicated Gustav, but I believe you will understand once I have explained it in a manner that we can process.”


Gustav nodded. “Good… Mirta tried to explain it to me and she failed miserably. I had hoped you would be able to do what she could not. But that is not the reason you ordered me here is it?”

Javen shook his head. “No it is not. Some things have come up that I need your help with.”


Gustav nodded immediately. “Of course, now go greet your sister before she leaps out of her skin.”


“I’ll join you on our transport in a few moments.” Javen spoke. “This concerns Shadee as well.”


Gustav nodded. “I’ll be there.”


Javen turned and looked at the ramp of the shuttle where Shadee waited patiently, her arms across her chest. Javen smiled at the sight of his sister and he broke into a jog as the smile on her face increased and she jumped into his arms when he was still ten meters away.


Shadee hugged him tightly, feeling his power and love for her wash over her. It had been almost a year since she had seen him in person, and it felt good to feel his arms around her again. She leaned back and looked at him. “It’s good to see you Javen.” She said softly.


He nodded and smiled leaning forward to whisper in her ear. “I’ve missed you too Kih Kebise.” (Small stuff)

Shadee punched him in the arm at the nicknamed he had called her ever since she was a small child, “Rancor breath!” She snapped.


Javen laughed as the rest of her team walked up behind her, and he saw the crate. Varn stopped and bowed his head. “Mandalore… it’s an honor.” He spoke.


“I see you kept my sister out of trouble Varn.” Javen spoke. “I’m grateful.”


“It’s not easy Mandalore.” Varn spoke. “There are times when I have to have Rav occupy her.”


Shadee looked at him her eyes wide. “That’s not true!” She protested.


Rav smiled and waggled his eyes at his wife. “It’s fun though Shadee. You have to admit that.”


Shadee blushed at his words. “Well…”


Javen laughed and motioned to the transport. “Load the crate in the hold and let’s get…”


“Javen Panlie… or should I say Mandalore,” Undien’s voice came from behind them. “We meet again.”


Javen turned around, a smile on his face. “Grand Master Undien, how good of you to drop in. Have you come to desecrate and pillage more remains, or is this just a friendly visit?”


“I will have an order signed by the Alliance courts in my hand tomorrow Javen Panlie. That order will instruct you to hand over everything within the Temple on Duxn.” Undien growled. 


Javen nodded. “Fine… when you have that order… I encourage you to come to Duxn if you can find a transport.”


“You will not stop me Javen.” Undien spoke.


Javen stepped close to Undien, his eyes becoming cold and merciless. “I will not allow you and those you work for to bring down the Alliance or the Order Undien. Remember that.”

“You can’t stop us, even if you are the Guardian.” Undien answered him.


“We shall see.” Javen spoke. “We shall see.”

