CHAPTER NINE
RAKATA PRIME

TEMPLE OF THE ANCIENTS

The Federation transport rested inside the Temple perimeter, its ramp fully down, with Mandalorian and Federation soldiers guarding it. The pilot had been fearful at first landing in such a small space, but expert direction by Mandalorian troops had allowed him to settle softly to the ground without incident. Larl Corbin and Javen stood near the bottom of the ramp as techs from both sides carried equipment and crates into the transport.

Larl looked at Javen as another Federation troop assisted a Mandalorian as they hauled the large crate between them. “I appreciate you giving us these fresh supplies.” He spoke. “We deployed so quickly we were not able to restock our inventory fully.”

Javen nodded. “It is nothing. Re-supply ships for my people here will be arriving later today and tomorrow. They will be fine for a day or so. I hope what we have started here can continue Colonel Corbin.”


Corbin nodded immediately. “So do I Javen, so do I.” He replied. 
They had remained up most of the night talking about whatever came to mind, and Larl Corbin had learned far more about the Mandalorian people in six hours with Javen Panlie than he had learned in nearly thirty years of history books and data scrolls. He looked at the pad that Javen held out to him.

“Some reading material for your trip back.” Javen spoke.

Larl looked at the pad his eyes going a little wider as he saw what was on it. “Javen this is…”

Javen nodded. “Just don’t let the Jedi see that you have it.” He spoke. “Especially Master Odan. She’ll start to demand you give up your undergarments as well as that pad.”

Corbin laughed and tucked the pad away quickly. “I will transmit all your dispatches to Federation command as soon as we depart the system Javen. I do not know what they will do however. Admiral Kenirr is very unpredictable.”


“I understand. As long as it is made clear that we have no quarrel with the Federation Alliance.” Javen told him.


“I will report that myself… directly to the Chancellor if I am able to get through to her office and speak with her, with added emphasis to that fact. She has already granted full travel rights to you and MANDALORE’S HONOR after my initial report.” Larl replied. “May I inquire as to where you will go next?”

Javen looked at the man. “For all our sakes it is probably best if you did not know that.”

Larl nodded. “Yes… I see your point. I can assume though it will be into Federation space?”


Javen nodded. “Yes.” He stared at Corbin for a long moment, mulling over in his mind if he should trust this Federation officer. After several moments he decided he could. “We’ll be traveling to Onderon after a brief stop on Kashyyyk.” He told him.

Larl met Javen’s eyes and nodded with respect. “I will relay that information to no one unless it is necessary. I appreciate your trust. I…”


“You can not do this!” The female voice rang out, causing both men to turn and watch as Terena marched up to them. “You have no right!”


Javen smiled. “I have every right.” He answered. “I accepted you onto my ship under the impression you were just as concerned as I was in regards to recent events. You have shown that is not the case in your actions. I am not a fool, and I will not allow you to remain aboard my ship for another day longer. You and your Jedi can return with Colonel Corbin here.”


“Does that include us as well Javen?” Daniel asked moving up to them.


Javen shook his head quickly. “Not at all Master Skywalker. You and Master’s Lowbacca and Pon Tiian have shown nothing but the desire to discover what is going on. Just as I do. I welcome your company and your counsel.”


“This is outrageous!” Terena spat.


“Javen… we could use the Knights.” Daniel said stepping closer to him. “All of them are very experienced.”


Javen mulled this over for a moment. Movement caught his eyes and he looked up to see Runi and Alana walking up to the small group, the Jedi behind them. He sensed something from them that had not been there yesterday and Javen Panlie smiled inwardly when he realized they had discovered each other in a way not many would expect. Their auras were interwoven now, the threads of their beings entwined tightly, and both of them called out to him in a way Javen had never felt before. He watched as they walked up to their group, standing possessively close to one another.

Javen turned back to Daniel. “Six Knights.” He said. “You may choose them, and they will answer to you Master Skywalker.”


Daniel nodded. “Excellent.” He replied turning to move to where the Jedi stood.


Javen looked at Terena, her face set in stone, but the anger she felt very obvious coming from her. “When you return to the Praxeum, let Master Undien know I will find out what is going on. When I do, I will advise him.”


“We will send more Knights to arrest you Javen Panlie.” Terena spoke, her words tinged with anger.


“I think not.” Corbin spoke from next to Javen. “When I return I will be making a full report to the Chancellor. I’ve already sent a preliminary status to the Chancellor’s office, and she has granted full access and travel rights through Federation space. Unless you can provide far more substantial and non fabricated proof that Javen Panlie has committed a crime against the Jedi Order, I have been ordered to pass on to you that he is not to be interfered with in any way, shape or form.”


Terena stared into the glint that was Javen’s eyes with hatred. She gave a loud huff of arrogance, and then she pushed past him and ascended the ramp into the transport, followed by the six Jedi that Daniel had not chosen. 


Larl shook Javen’s hand one last time. “I look forward to seeing you again Mandalore.” He spoke.

Javen nodded with a smile of respect. “As do I Colonel Corbin.” 
He stepped back and watched Larl Corbin move up the ramp and when he got inside the transport Javen watched as the ramp closed. He continued to retreat as the transport’s engines came to life, and the ship lifted into the bright blue sky. Javen watched as it departed the area around the temple, and then turned to look at where Daniel stood with the six Jedi he had chosen to remain. He stepped up to them, recognizing the one Jedi who had stood defiantly up to him when they had first arrived. Vetor he was sure the man’s name was. Javen took a deep breath. 

“You will answer to Master Skywalker. I have no quarrel with the Jedi Order. My only concerns are to discover who murdered Knight Korr and why this Temple was attacked. I believe these recent events are connected somehow to the accidents that have befallen some of the Order in the recent months. If you feel you can not honestly participate without trying to subvert what we are doing, speak now. I will have a transport detailed to you to take you to the spaceport here on Rakata, and you can arrange transport back to Coruscant or Ossus.” Javen spoke calmly, his eyes looking over the small group. “I will not however, tolerate any attempt to subvert what I am trying to do once we depart this location. If it is discovered, I will deal with it myself.”

“You threaten us?” Vetor asked.


Javen looked at him. “Not at all. I’m simply telling you how it will be.” He replied. “Is it a situation you are unable to accommodate Knight Paal?”


Vetor teetered for a moment on telling Javen where to put his situation, but the power of Javen’s Force aura could not be denied. He was no mere Padawan that Vetor could dominate and command, he was potentially the most powerful Force user Vetor had ever met, and he was also Mandalore, a name that caused many within Federation space to still shudder.

“I will do as you ask.” Vetor spoke softly. 


Javen nodded. “I am not the enemy Knight Paal.” He spoke softly. He turned as Walon came up.


“Javen… preparations have been made for departure. MANDALORE’S HONOR is sending down the last group of transports as we speak.”


Javen nodded. He looked at Walon. “Contact Admiral Braton. I want his entire Attack Division here four hours after we depart. He is to establish a constant patrol of this system, with Rakata Prime as his pivot point. Inform him to establish a forward base at the spaceport and to deal with all the scum that is there.” 


Walon nodded. “I’ll see to it.”


Alana stepped up to him. “You expect trouble Javen?”


Javen looked at her. “Whoever attacked this Temple the first time will undoubtedly do so again and I want to be prepared for it.”


“So we are leaving then. For Nar Shaddaa?” Daniel asked.


Javen looked at him. “No. We will be making a few stops first. I want to meet someone before we continue to Nar Shaddaa.”


“Where are we going then ner ka’rta?” Runi asked.


“We are going to Kashyyyk.”
CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF THE SUPREME COMMANDER FEDERATION FORCES


Fleet Admiral Rectar Kenirr sat at his desk, leaning back in his comfortable high backed chair. The Bothan Admiral had worked his way up through the ranks with not only excellent duty and command skills, but also because he was able to play both sides of the political game, pitting politicians against each other to benefit himself. He had kept his position as Supreme Commander in no small part due to the influence he had with other politicians, knowing without question that Penaria Oslam would remove him when she assumed office. During her campaign for Chief of State she had made it very clear that Kenirr was part of the problem and needed to be removed from his position. Those politicians that supported him had blocked her efforts to replace him with a man she chose, and since that time, their relationship had been fraught with minor and large confrontations through the four years she had been in office now. He had gone against her orders when destroying two terrorist organizations that were in fact competitors of his largest support in the Senate.

Admiral Kenirr had spies in almost every corner of the Federation Fleet, feeding him information on commanders and senior officers that he didn’t trust, or that he deemed too supportive of the new Chief of State. He had been trying for years to get spies into the inner circle of the Chief of State, but she was not as helpless as he had first thought. Penaria always managed to discover who his spies were, and then cut them out of any sensitive information gathering or have them released from their duties with her office. Kenirr knew that it had to be with the help of the senior Onderonian Senator and the King of Onderon. They watched over her like an adopted child in many respects, and they were the reason she was still in power in Kenirr’s opinion. 

Kenirr turned when the chime on his desk top alerted him. He reached over and touched the panel.


“Yes?”


“Admiral, General Paten is here to see you sir.” His secretary spoke.


“Very well, send him in.”


Rectar sat forward in his chair as the door to his office opened and the human officer walked confidently into the room.


“Good morning Admiral.”


“Curran, it’s always a pleasure.” Kenirr spoke. “Would you care for some caffa?”


“Thank you, sir.” The human officer spoke as he settled into the chair. He had been Rectar’s aide de camp for nearly a decade now, and it was widely known that wherever General Paten tread, Kenirr was not far behind.


“So… what do we know?” Rectar asked, passing the mug of caffa across the desk.


Curran took the offered mug with a nod and held the data pad out in return. “This is the preliminary report from our agent sir. Colonel Corbin is enroute back to Coruscant as we speak. The scans were not conclusive, but it appears the CONCORD DAWN Class-Strike Cruiser is a match for even our heavy Mon Cal cruisers. They are heavily armored and armed; they are also extremely maneuverable as well. Corbin transmitted several messages as soon as they left the system, and I brought them for you to review. Two were directly to the Chancellor’s office and I have as yet been unable to discover what they were in regards too.”

“Information that should have come to us no doubt.” Kenirr spoke. “Colonel Corbin is beginning to annoy me.”


“I agree Admiral, but there is really nothing we are able to do. He is completely loyal to Penar and we have never been able to figure out why.” Paten answered. “If we attempt to remove him Penar will only give him a ship within Home Fleet One.”


“We’ll deal with him when the time comes. There is no indication of numbers for these Strike Cruisers?” Rectar asked, scanning the data pad quickly.


“Not at this time sir. Our agent wasn’t allowed down to the surface, and all Mandalorian communications he tried to tap into were encrypted with a form of algorithms we as yet have not identified.” Curran replied. 

Rectar looked at him. “Are you saying they’ve developed a new form of encryption?”


Curran nodded. “It appears so Admiral.”


“Well… this is something we were not aware of.” Rectar spoke, sitting back in his chair. “Our people are working on it I take it?”


Curran nodded quickly. “Oh yes. I dropped off the needed base for our cryptographers before coming here. However… after looking at it quickly the senior officer believes that without a baseline to extrapolate from, it will take them a few years to decipher the encryption itself.”


“That is interesting; I didn’t take the Mandalorians for being intelligent enough to develop something like this.” Rectar said. “They had to have gotten the baseline from another party. Put out feelers to our agents in the field. Find out what they can. The Mandalorians are brutes… and not particularly bright. They believe in sheer power over subtly.”


“I agree sir.” Curran spoke.


“Have we been able to obtain any information about this new Mandalore Javen Panlie yet? Aside from what the Jedi have passed on to us?”


“Unfortunately no, we have not Admiral. The dispatches from Corbin seem to indicate that he was dealing directly with the new Mandalore, which would reinforce the idea that he is indeed this mysterious Javen Panlie the Jedi suspect. The Mandalorian ship went directly from Ossus to Rakata Prime, and Undien says this Javen Panlie is most certainly the one who appeared at the Praxeum.” Curran replied evenly as he sipped his caffa. “We have tried to breach their security on Ordo and Mandalore, but both times our agents were stymied and had to withdraw before they were discovered. The new Mandalore, this Panlie person, has instituted quite an intricate and entirely overlapping system of checks and balances, as well as this new encryption. I ran it by our contact with the Jedi before coming here, and according to him it is a very old style of communication developed during the Mandalorian War.”


Rectar eyed him with interest. “The Mandalorian War?” He asked his face showing his surprise. “How is that even possible?”


“It is a form of communication that was developed by the Jedi during that time period it seems.” Curran explained. “It is highly centralized and very secure.”


“You’re saying someone… a Jedi… they developed this type of encryption nearly five thousand years ago?” Kenirr asked.

“It appears that way sir.”


“Then there has to be a baseline for it somewhere.” Kenirr replied. “Tell Undien I want all the information he has on this Panlie and his family. I don’t care how secret they think the information is. I want everything he has.”

“Master Undien believes the baseline is hidden within one of the secret temples this Panlie fellow is tasked with protecting.” Curran told him. 


“I told them sending that attack against the Temple was premature. We didn’t know enough about its defenses.” Rectar fumed. “And now that they are alerted…” He shook his head.

“There is something else sir.” Curran said, holding out the other data pad he held. “It appears MandalMotors has purchased Rakata Prime and the surrounding system. The deal was completed in secret, and is already finalized. The transfer of the titles and documents was complete four days ago. The entire system is now Mandalorian property, and any Federation ships that enter the system will no doubt raise suspicion.”


“Why wasn’t I informed of this?” Kenirr raged.


“The Minister of the Registry Office is a staunch supporter of President Oslam.” Curran replied. “Apparently he was asked to keep the transaction secret until it was complete.”


Rectar sat back in his chair. “We can’t allow that.” He spoke softly. 


“I already have our people looking into the details of the transaction, but I doubt they will find anything we can use against the President.” Curran spoke.


“Then we need to make something up.” Kenirr told him. 


“That might not be as easy at it seems Admiral.” Curran spoke. “I’ve reviewed the transaction in its entirety, and it was all done very much above board and within legal limits. Our people are reviewing it as well, but they don’t think there will be anything we can use against the President.”

“I’ve received word that we are to commence with the first portion of Phase Two of our plan.” Kenirr told him, seeing Curran’s head come up at that bit of information.


“We weren’t supposed to initiate Phase Two for another eight months sir.” Curran replied. “Has something happened?”


“It appears the attack on the Temple, which we cautioned against I might add; it appears this attack has brought out this Javen Panlie much sooner than we had anticipated. We were going to be targeting him anyway, but now he is moving which makes it infinitely harder.” Kenirr explained. “Our allies also believe this Panlie person is the new Mandalore as well, and Corbin’s messages only seem to confirm that now.”


Curran mulled this over in his head for several seconds. “That might explain why it has been so hard to obtain information on him sir.” He said finally. “If he actually is the new Mandalore and this mysterious Jedi, then he will already be alerted to all of the “accidents” we have arranged over the last few months.”


Kenirr nodded. “Yes. And he will be acting much more defensively as well. That is why initiating the first portion of Phase Two now makes perfect sense. It will sow more confusion and unrest within the Mandalorian people, and allow us to proceed along without further interruptions. It will also apply undue attention to all Mandalorian freighters, and deflect it away from our side ventures. Make sure the Mandalorian bodies we have in cold storage are planted in the appropriate locations so that they are found easily enough.”


Curran nodded. “I see your point sir.” He said. “I’ll give the orders immediately.”


Kenirr smiled. “Don’t worry Curran, our positions are safe from discovery, and soon we’ll be the power behind the next Chief of State.”

FLAME OF ONDERON
TYPE III VISCOUNT-CLASS STAR DEFENDER
FEDERATION CHIEF OF STATE FLAGSHIP

The FLAME OF ONDERON was one of the newest Type III VISCOUNT-Class Star Defender’s in the Federation fleet. Four thousand five hundred meters long, its hull dotted with the typical Mon Calamari domes and bubbles, the FLAME OF ONDERON was easily one of the most powerful star ships to be cruising the galaxy. A hundred and twenty heavy turbolasers, sixty ion cannons, and twelve Proton torpedo launchers provided the ship with nearly unequaled firepower. Its shields were the most advanced ever designed and installed on a star ship, and with twelve squadrons of duel role XP W-wing Starfighters and three squadrons of Eta-9 Actis-Class Fighter/Interceptors, the FLAME OF ONDERON was entirely capable of defending itself extremely well. However, because it carried the Chief of State of the Galactic Federation, it traveled with the nine NEBULA-Class Star Destroyers and seven MC40R Mon Calamari Frigates. All these ships made up what was commonly called HOME FLEET ONE, named after the famous fleet that protected Coruscant during the Clone Wars.

The Commander of the FLAME OF ONDERON stood on the bridge of his massive ship, and as he gazed out the view window, could only feel awe at what he saw.


Fleet Admiral Penar Kira commanded one of the most destructive powers in the galaxy. His combined fleet wielded enough firepower to shatter entire worlds if need be. He was the very first Commander of HFO to hail from Onderon. He had been selected by the current President from a group of seven officers, five of which were lackeys of Supreme Commander Kenirr. The sixth man he had been chosen over now served as Kira’s Deputy Fleet Commander, a move that had surprised many, and angered even more.


Penar was a veteran of nearly forty years in uniform, having served in half a dozen border skirmishes and the most recent Cerean uprising. His physical stature was unspectacular, as he stood only slightly over five and a half feet tall. It was his force of will, however, that had gotten him to where he was. He was a military genius, and an avid student of history. He was also steadfastly loyal to his Chief of State, as was every officer now serving in HFO. He had slowly replaced them all over the last few years, feeling in his gut that events were going to begin changing, and perhaps not for the better.


Penar could see Coruscant in the distance, and if asked, he would say he could see the President’s shuttle arriving in the FLAME OF ONDERON’s forward docking bay. He could see the squadron of Eta-9s pulling away and streaking by the bridge as they always did after escorting the President’s shuttle aboard. Penar had to grin, his Commander Star Group was a grizzled old vet, dedicated and loyal to the Federation, and perhaps the finest fighter pilot he had ever seen in action. 

Admiral Kira had only been notified two hours before that the President was leaving Coruscant, and he had scrambled to get his officers and men on the surface back to their stations, but he had managed it mainly because his crew was loyal and would follow him to the Unknown Regions and back if he asked them to. Penar had met the President the moment she had come out of the womb of her mother, Penar’s daughter. Shortly after she had been elected Penaria had selected him from the pool of candidates to lead Home Fleet One. He found his granddaughter to be intelligent and quick witted, if somewhat on the young side for the position she now held. He had watched her struggle to pass Bills in the Senate that he knew would benefit all the members of the Galactic Federation and not just the wealthy. And he had also watched her lose many of her battles in the Senate due to the corruption and greed that was a festering wound in Coruscant’s ruling class.

Penar turned to his Executive Officer. “What is the Fleet status?” He asked.

The young captain held out the data pad. “All ships report ready for departure Admiral.” He answered. “Vice Admiral Woorwill reports HOME FLEET ONE is standing on go.”


Penar couldn’t help but chuckle at the new slang his Wookiee Deputy was acquiring from his time serving in HFO and on Coruscant. Though he towered over his crew and officers and two and a half meters, and was older than most of them by at least a hundred years, he had a sense of duty and devotion to his crew that was nearly unequaled. Vice Admiral Woorwill was his deputy in title only, as Penar had let it be known from the start that the two of them ran HFO together as a team. In case of battle, Penar would direct the FLAME OF ONDERON and the inner screen, while Woorwill would handle the Marauder Corvettes and the MC40r Frigates. It was a relationship that had worked to perfection so far, and neither of them felt like changing how they did things, regardless of what Supreme Commander Kenirr wanted. Since both of them answered directly to the President, they ignored for the most part any directives coming from Kenirr’s office. 


“Excellent.” Penar spoke.
“Admiral, the President has requested your presence in the starboard officer’s lounge.” The Captain told him.

Penar nodded. “As soon as the President is safely aboard, advise Woorwill to set course for Onderon and jump to light speed Captain. Let’s get gone from here as quickly as possible.”


“Aye sir!”


“I’ll be in the starboard officer’s lounge then.” Penar said as he began walking to the repulsorlift.


Penar entered the starboard lounge with an even gait. The president’s security detail, made up almost entirely of Elite Onderonian Commandos assigned to her by the King, merely nodded as they allowed him entrance into the lounge. He saw her standing by the large view window, watching as the ships of the HFO made the jump to light speed and the stars became streaking lines of light. Penar stepped up to the edge of the long polished black marble conference table.


“Madam President.” He spoke.


“I love watching the transition from real space to hyperspace.” Penaria spoke softly. “It makes me marvel at the wonders we have created.”


Penar’s brow furrowed slightly at her words, but he remained quiet. He watched her turn to face him, holding a steaming mug of Onderonian tea tightly in her small hands. She smiled slightly when she looked at him. “Don’t mind me.” She spoke again. “I’m feeling rather lost at the moment.”


“Is there a problem Madam President?” Penar asked formally.


Penaria lowered her mug to the polished surface of the table as she walked up to stand in front of him. “It’s so very good to see a familiar face grandfather.” She spoke.


Penar grinned and embraced her tightly, feeling her body relax in his arms. He held her for a moment, and then pulled her away from him to look into her face. “You are troubled Penaria.” He said. “What is going on? Why the sudden trip home to Onderon? My deck officer tells me that you arrived with a third of your staff and only the Presidential Press pool. The HoloNet news organizations will be screaming inside of an hour because you left them.”


Penaria waved that off as she turned back and gathered her tea into her hands again. “I have come to loath them so much.” She said. “They are controlled by men and women who do not care for the people of this Federation, only for what they can line their pockets with.”


Penar grinned. “You knew that when you became Chief of State Penaria. Why is it suddenly beginning to bother you?”

Penaria settled into one of the high backed chairs at the table. “Grandfather… we are coming to a crossroads in the future of the Federation and its people. And I find myself being put in a position of having to make decisions that could well lead to the deaths of millions.”


Penar saw the look of distress on her face and he pulled out the chair next to her. Penaria was his daughter’s youngest daughter, and when her parents had been killed in the coup attempt against the Onderonian King he had sworn to watch over her as best her could. “What exactly is happening that is making you believe these things Penaria?”


“Papa,” Penaria looked at him and used the name she had called him since she had been able to first speak her words. “What do you know of the Mandalorian people?”


Penar was somewhat startled by her question and leaned back. “The Mandalorian people? Why?”

“I’m curious.”


Penar shook his head. “Not very much really. I speak a smattering of Mando’a, mainly what I picked up from those living on or visiting Onderon.” He answered. “Ever since Boba Fett reformed the Mandalorian planets, most of those that were living on Onderon have returned back to their worlds over time. I know we trade with them quite frequently. They have always been friends to us.”


“No… not always.” Penaria said softly. “At one time they were conquerors of our world, and brutal occupiers. Over time that changed, and they became saviors of our world.”


“Penaria, why are we going to Onderon?” He asked.


Penaria turned her violet hued eyes on him. “I believe someone within my government is going to try and start a war with the Mandalorian people. And I believe the military and the Jedi will assist them.”


Penar sat back in his chair stunned into silence at this revelation.

1.4 LIGHT YEARS OFF THE HYDIAN WAY TRADE ROUTE

The six Mandalorian heavy freighters were loaded with six million metric tons of Phobium and assorted medical supplies and agricultural equipment. They had made this run many times over the last four years, providing the supplies to Telos and Ord Radama at a fair but profitable cost. They had offloaded a third of their cargo on Ord Radama with little trouble and had left to make the run to Telos immediately after. The Commander of the small Mandalorian freighter fleet was an older and experienced officer, having served onboard four Mandalorian warships in his fifty years of life. When the new Mandalore had asked him to head up the entire freighter division of ships and see to their scheduling and maintenance, he had been honored and taken on the role with unabashed glee. In six months he had the freighters working at near peak efficiency and he now was the Department Head for MandalMotors and all of the four hundred plus freighters working nearly non-stop. He was allowing himself this small trip to Telos as a reward to pick up some of the Telosian blossoms his wife loved so much, and to secure four cases of the ever potent Telosian ale for his three sons.


The commander was just lifting the mug of caffa to his lips when he heard the awful shriek from the freighters hyperspace engines and he lurched forward in his chair, proximity alarms blaring all over the bridge.


“Report!” He barked, coming to his feet, his caffa forgotten.


“Gravity Interdictor Mine!” One of his crew called. “It’s yanked us out of the hyperspace lane!”


“An Interdictor mine? Here?” The Commander snapped. “Sensor sweep! Now!”


“Commander! Two ships dropping from hyperspace! Point three four off our port quarter!”


“Identify them!”


The man turned to look at him. “Commander… they are Federation frigates!”


“Out here? Are they affected by the mine?”


“Commander! Anti-ship missiles inbound!” The man screamed as additional alarms filled the bridge of the ship.


“They are firing on us? Impossible!”


“There are twenty-three Federation Mark II Anti-ship missiles on inbound profile! Time to impact twenty-seven seconds!”


“Evasive maneuvers!” The Commander screamed. “Hail them! Tell them we are unarmed freighters delivering goods to Telos!”


The commander felt the freighter sluggishly respond to the commands of the helmsmen, but this ship was not a combat ship, and it lacked booster engines and maneuvering thrusters.


“Commander… our transmissions are being jammed! No reply from the Federation ships!”


“Split up! Maneuver at will!” The Commander yelled. “Send a coded messaged to MandalMotors Headquarters! Tight beam! Tell them we are under attack by Galactic Federation warships!”


“Missiles are locked on!” The younger man screamed the fear in his voice almost palpable in the air.


The Commander stood straight up and rigid by his command chair. He took a deep breath and said his silent goodbyes to his wife of nearly thirty years and their four children. His only regret was that he would not see his only daughter on the day of her joining four months from now.


“Commander!” The young officer said. “What do we do?”


The man looked at him with a solemn face. “We die like Mandalorians.” He said.


As the words left his lips, four Mark II anti-ship missiles slammed into his freighter. His ships shields were not designed for anything other than navigational protection. The missiles ripped through them as if they were paper, and rammed into the hull of the large freighter. The Mark II’s were designed to penetrate into a ship’s interior and then explode, causing maximum damage. This they did, all four missiles burrowing deeply into the freighter before exploding. There was a second delay, and then four gouts of flame blossomed from within the freighter, and huge gaping holes were torn asunder as the freighter was blasted into three sections, metal tearing and ripping all along the superstructure of the freighter until it gave way to space and vacuum. The forward section of the freighter held the bridge and all the living quarters, and this section erupted in a small but blinding explosion, incinerating flesh and metal in the same instant.


The other five freighters suffered similar fates, unable to run fast enough, and unable to jump back into hyperspace. Within seconds, the stars were once more black and only pieces of debris drifted silently in testament to the existence of the six ships and their crews.


The Federation Captain monitored the area from his large view window as his executive officer stepped up to him.


“Sir, all six freighters have been destroyed. It appears there are no survivors.”


The Bothan Captain nodded his head silently. “That should teach the Mandalorians not to enter Federation space without the permission of Admiral Kenirr and bring their poison with them.” He turned to his XO as he got to his feet. “Inform Federation Headquarters that the criminals have been dealt with. Resume course to Mirial.”


“Aye sir.”

MANDALORE’S HONOR

EIGHT HOURS FROM KASHYYYK

They had left Rakata Prime only a few hours after Colonel Corbin, and were now enroute to Kashyyyk, a planet Alana had never been too, even in all her time as a Jedi. Within an hour of leaving the Rakata System, an entire Mandalorian Attack Division was making its first appearance. Making up the fleet were sixty five ships, three of which were the same size as MANDALORE’S HONOR. The Attack Division was divided into three Interceptor Groups; each group based on one of the CONCORD DAWN-Class Strike Cruisers.

Alana and Runi had gone to one of the exercise facilities immediately after stowing their gear in their respective quarters. They had spent the last three hours sparring with each other and with many of the Mandalorian Protectors that seemed to live in the facility. Alana had learned many things from Runi and the Protectors in so short a time and she had passed on to them what she knew, though it was pitifully less. They in turn passed many tricks of unarmed combat to Alana, appearing to not care that skill wise she was no where close to what many of them could do. They found her to be an excellent student, able to absorb and learn after only a few attempts. Many of the Protectors also regarded Alana in a different light than before. All of them could see that she and Runi’s relationship had gone far beyond friendship. That was completely obvious to anyone who saw the two women together. They respected that, many of them wishing they were in Javen’s place, but they now respected her abilities as a Jedi and a fellow warrior, and not just her stunning looks.


Alana now sat in the relaxing hot tub, the jetting water soothing her sore leg muscles while Runi’s strong hands kneaded her shoulders and neck. Her long black hair was pulled to one side of her neck, glistening in the dimly lit room, the wet strands of hair outlining her beautiful features.


“What are you thinking ner copad?” Runi asked softly. “You have gone away again.”

Alana smiled and let out a soft chuckle. “How much my life has changed in so short a time?” She answered, her chin resting in the crook of her arms, which were leaning on the edge of the tub.


“I thought the lives of Jedi were always changing.” Runi asked her hands kneading the muscles in Alana’s shoulders as she admired her lover’s skin and her toned arms and shoulders. “Between the different roles you must fulfill, and the people you meet, I can’t imagine you led a dull life.”


“That’s not it.” Alana told her turning slowly to face her as she sank further into the soothing water. “These last few days have forced me to think differently about everything I have ever been taught. About what it means to be a Jedi, what our code means and defines, and what the duties of a Jedi truly are.” Alana looked at Runi across from her. The water came to just below her shoulders, the bottom portion of her red hair floating in the water. “Do you ever wonder what your purpose is Runi?”


Runi shook her head. “I know what my purpose is.” She answered.


“What’s that?” Alana asked. “You say it with such conviction.”

“I am the Mandalorian Crimson Guard Commander.” Runi replied. “My purpose, my duty is to ensure the protection of Mandalore.”


“That’s it?” Alana asked.


Runi grinned shyly. “Well… I’m also Javen’s riduur… just as you will be one day. I will bear his children so that his bloodline continues. You will too Alana Skywalker, surely you know and can feel that.” She moved closer to Alana, her blue eyes turning seductive as their bodies touched under the water in some very intimate spots. “I’m also the very willing lover of this delicious dark haired Jedi I have recently met.” She finished her words by leaning over and kissing Alana softly, a kiss that Alana eagerly returned.


After a moment, they parted from the softness of the kiss. “That is enough for you?” Alana asked stroking Runi’s cheek and lips with a finger.

Runi looked at Alana, her cerulean blue eyes contemplating what Alana was asking. “Alana, I have been to places you could only imagine, places you will no doubt see one day. My life, since Javen came into it, has been one experience after another. Some bad… most of them very pleasant and a few down right pleasurable.” Runi said with a smile. “Between his duties as Mandalore, and his obligations as holder of The Heart of the Guardian, life with Javen Kal’Panlie Ordo has never been dull.” She finished that sentence with a soft kiss to Alana’s shoulder.


“Javen Kal’Panlie Ordo?” Alana asked.


Runi nodded. “That is his full Mandalorian name. Everyone knows Mandalore is from Clan Ordo, so he uses the name Panlie to honor his father and his ancestors when it comes to acting as holder of The Heart of the Guardian.” She explained.


“That’s interesting. He never told me that.” Alana said.


Runi chuckled. “You will find that if Javen does not think it important, he will usually leave it out. It is not something he would keep from you on purpose ner copad. And as you have noticed… our life is not dull.”

Alana chuckled now as well. “Yes I can see your point.”


“When we have done all that we are meant to do Alana, I will be very content to simply settled down on Ordo or Mandalore, whichever planet Javen decides will be best for us, and live out my days with you and him.” Runi said.


“And you believe we are meant to do what exactly?” Alana asked keenly interested in the mind of this woman who had stolen part of her heart. Runi was an amazing young woman with far more brains than most people would give her credit for as Crimson Guard Commander, and the more time she spent with her, the more Alana loved her. It still made her shudder to think that she loved this young woman just as deeply as she loved Javen, and that Runi shared the same feelings for her.

“I believe the fate of the galaxy and billions of lives will depend on what we do over the next few weeks and months.” Runi told her. “I may not act it sometimes, but I believe deeply in what you call the Force. I believe it brought Javen and I together, I believe it brought you and Javen together, and I believe it brought you and me together.” She reached out and caressed Alana’s cheek and glistening lips with her own hand. “Javen… he does not act it Alana, but he has so much hidden away in his mind. He keeps it locked secretly away, memories that aren’t his, decisions that have not been his that have changed the fate of millions. He does not speak of it often, but there are times when I will find him deep in thought, his eyes far away. It’s as if he is reliving another life on some far away world. You are bonded with him in a way I am not. Perhaps you could see where he goes when he gets like that.”


“Runi… do you envy the bond I have with Javen?” Alana asked.


Runi shook her head quickly. “Not in the way you might think. I have always wondered what it might be like to get inside his head and see what he sees. It’s a frightening aspect, one that I am not sure I will understand. You on the other hand can share that part of him… and experience it with him. You would understand it, and then you could share it with me through the bond we have, in a way I would comprehend.”


“What of your people?” Alana asked.

Runi looked at her. “Our people? What do you mean?”


“I know he is Mandalore, and he earned that title by right of combat. But do… do the Mandalorian people follow him because of the title, or because of the man he is?” Alana asked.


“At first I would say because of the title.” Runi answered. “But over the years… things have changed. Javen has done so much for our people. He has maintained our connections to our traditions, all the while making us stronger and more intelligent. He instituted mandatory education for all children once they reach age four. He demands that the teachers be the finest of citizens, and they teach our children the fine arts and accurate history, leaving nothing out, even the moments when Mandalorians have lost their way as a people. He appointed advisors that worked for the betterment of our people. New ways to produce crops, engineers to build better buildings, so many other things. Now… now I believe they love him.”

“The only information that is known about the Mandalorian people is written in history cubes.” Alana said. “And what is written is not very accurate from what I’ve seen. Federation history cubes say the Mandalorians live on five loosely populated worlds, and that you rival among the clans constantly.”


Runi laughed and her eyes were bright and mischievous. “I think the Federation will be quite surprised when they finally discover how wrong they are.”


“What do you mean?”


Runi moved around and turned until she settled between Alana’s long legs and leaned back against her. Alana’s arms instinctively went around her shoulders and pulled her closer. “Alana… the Mandalorian resurgence began when Boba Fett assumed the title of Mandalore. Since that time we have expanded peacefully, settling new worlds or forming Alliances of our own. The Mandalorian Parliament is made up of representatives of one hundred and ninety-three worlds. We encompass thirteen different systems… well fourteen now with the Rakata System.” Runi told a wide eyed Alana. “Did the Federation think we would not grow and prosper? Since Boba Fett, every holder of the title of Mandalore has worked toward uniting all the clans as one. Javen has done the most in my opinion, blending five new clans into our Mandalorian culture and recognizing two that were once part of Clan Ordo and had grown large enough to form their own. They have come from all over the universe… and some of the clans are not made up wholly of Mandalorian people. There are Bothan, Twi’lek, Onderonian, Hapian, Miraluka and who knows what else. The Mandalorian people have changed Alana… and we’ve stayed the same.”


“Why… why not come forward.” Alana asked.


“Javen believes… as do many on the Parliament… that the Federation is as corrupt now, if not more, than it was during the time of the Empire. They believe it will destroy itself from the inside.” Runi explained. “They had some hope… when Penaria Oslam was elected Chief of State, but everything she has done has been a bitter battle, and many of her initiatives have never come to fruition.” 

Alana nodded slowly. “I can not argue with that assessment.” 


“Javen has repeatedly decided against relations with the Federation because he fears they will attempt to assert their rule over Mandalorian territory. That is something he will not allow.” Runi told her. “But now… something is happening now; the deaths of the Jedi in the recent months… these Nova Dust assassins. Something is tying them all together, and we must discover what it is before it is too late.”


Alana smiled, feeling her emotions stir as she nuzzled Runi’s cheek. She was beautiful, no doubt about that, but her intelligence was what caused Alana to become aroused now. Runi felt Alana’s actions and smiled shyly.


“You… you are thinking evil thoughts Alana Skywalker.” Runi said.


Alana nodded. “Yes I am.” She said. “And they all center on you and the exquisite pleasure they could bring.”


Runi smiled wider now as she turned in her arms. “Well… don’t let me stop those thoughts. I…”


Alana moved quickly, surprising Runi with her speed, and crushing Runi’s body to her own as her lips sought out and found and covered Runi’s warm lips. She heard Runi moan in contentment as she melted into her arms. 

Alana reached out with the Force, and using it, she secured the door into the hot tub area ensuring they would not be disturbed. Then she turned and devoted all of her attention to Runi.


“Why are we going to Kashyyyk Javen?” Daniel asked.

They sat in the medium sized conference room adjacent to Javen’s Ready Room. Tokare, Daniel, Lowbacca and Tiian had been here the better part of the day trying to put some meaning to the information they had gathered so far. Which… as time passed… they came to realize was no where near enough.


Javen lowered his caffa. “My ancestors built an enclave of sorts on Kashyyyk before the Pure Sith War began. They sent many of the youngest Padawans and any child under seven to this enclave when the war began. It was meant to be a place that the Jedi would live on if they lost the war.”


“This enclave is on Kashyyyk?” Tiian asked. “I have been there many times over the years and have never seen or heard anything about it.”


“And you wouldn’t have.” Javen told him honestly. “Very few Wookiees even know of its existence. It’s situated deep in The Shadowlands, far from prying eyes and ears. The Guardian during the Great Jedi Purge allowed General and Jedi Master Quinlin Voss to use it as sanctuary for a time. I’ve only been there half a dozen times myself. It’s another redoubt of knowledge and Jedi holocrons purged from history, and perhaps the most secure one that I protect due to its location and why it was built.”


Tiian shook his head. “Wookiees, Twi’leks, Mandalorians. You seem to have the ability to draw many to you Javen Panlie. Just like your ancestors.”


Javen grinned. “Don’t forget lots of bad guys too.” He said in jest. He reached out to pour more caffa when the chime on the table alerted him. He touched the panel. “Yes.”


“Mandalore, we have an incoming transmission from Chief Operating Officer Tagge of MandalMotors.” The bridge officer spoke.

“Patch it through here.” Javen told him.


“Transferring.”


Javen sat back in his chair as the portly face of the older Mandalorian appeared on the small screen. “Chief Tagge,” Javen spoke. “I’m happy to see you are feeling better.”


The older man smiled and nodded. “Never drink the water on Altair Station Mandalore; it will ruin your innards for weeks after.”


Javen laughed. “I’ll remember that. What can I do for you?”


“You asked for a personal communication when we were ready to roll out the first in the SHOGUN-Class Interceptor Frigate Mandalore.” The man spoke with just a note of pride in his voice. “I’m happy to announce we have completed the first two, with another three rolling out of the Gargon Space facility in three weeks. I thought you would like to know.”


Javen nodded. “Indeed Chief Tagge. That’s excellent news.”


“We have already been in contact with King Renault, and advised him we will begin replacing his older frigates as the SHOGUN Class begins mass production.” Tagge explained.

Javen nodded. “Excellent. I will be moving to Onderon within three days Tagge. Would you pass on to King Renault that I would be honored if he could receive me?”


The Chief of MandalMotors looked somewhat surprised. “You wish me to convey this Mandalore?” He asked.


Javen nodded and smiled. “Consider it a vacation trip for yourself and your family. Take them to Onderon and I will join you there. You can complete the details of the transfer and refit of their older ships while you are there.”


The portly older man smiled and bowed his head slightly. “I’m honored Mandalore.” He said finally.


“Please let your engineers and technicians know they have my gratitude, and advise them I will see to it that each of them has a citation put into their official record, and three days of relaxation at the Gargon Resort Club.” Javen told him. “Courtesy of the Parliament.”


Tagge’s face showed his astonishment, but he could only nod. Since becoming the new Mandalore, Javen Panlie had given MandalMotors practically free reign to explore new research and development with no limit on what they spent. Tagge and his engineers had developed many new items in the last two decades, equipment and research that had improved the quality of life for all Mandalorians, as well as produce some of the most advanced warships to currently exist.


“There is something else Mandalore.” Tagge said, his face becoming serious.


Javen detected the change in the man’s demeanor and he leaned forward in his chair his caffa forgotten. “Yes?”


“We received a garbled and incomplete tight beam transmission from one of our freighter wings enroute to Telos.” Tagge explained. “All we were able to ascertain were the words attack and Federation. We have not heard from them since that transmission, and they are not replying to any transmissions for a status report, coded or otherwise.”


“What was the Squadron’s cargo?” Javen asked him.


Tagge shook his head. “They left Mandalore with nine million tons of Phobium Ore and assorted agricultural parts and medical supplies. A third of that load was offloaded on Ord Radama two days ago. They were due into Telos Spaceport six hours ago.”


“Did you get a location on the origins of the transmission?”


“We narrowed it down to roughly point seven light years from Telos Mandalore; just outside the Telosian Border Patrol network.” Tagge replied. 


“Have you contacted the Telosian government?” Javen asked.


Tagge nodded. “They said they would dispatch a patrol ship directly, but they seemed to not put as much emphasis on it as we did.”


Javen’s brow furrowed. “We’ve always had good relations and contacts with the Telosian government.” He said to no one in particular. “We’re talking about six freighters loaded with cargo, not a single small transport.”


“I got the impression they weren’t concerned Mandalore.” Tagge told him. “Admiral Mentar was with me as well. Their response struck him as odd too.”


Javen nodded at this bit of information. Admiral Joarl Mentar was the most senior MDF Officer, and second in command to only Javen. “What does the Admiral recommend?”


“He’s right here Mandalore.” Tagge spoke motioning off the screen. 


Javen watched as the gray haired, broad shouldered Mandalorian came into view. He wore the uniform of a full Fleet Admiral in the MDF, with at least eight rows of brightly aligned colored ribbons. His white hair was cut almost to stubble, but his dark eyes were alert and very intelligent.


“Mandalore.” He spoke, bowing his head.


“Joarl… what is your assessment?” Javen asked.


“The Squadron Commander was the senior Commander of our entire line of trading freighters Mandalore. He served on four warships over fifty years before you asked him to take over the freighter operations for MandalMotors. He was almost as experienced as me when it came to space travel and combat, and he was not a man known for panicking.” Joarl explained. “I am a military officer Mandalore, and you only send tight beam transmissions when your main array is being jammed. I believe something is wrong, and the Telosian government has knowledge, or is being told not to interfere.”


Javen nodded quickly. “I concur.” He said in response. “How soon can you have an Interceptor Attack Wing investigate?”


Joarl smiled a tight lipped smile. “I have one standing by Mandalore; three NAU’UR KAD-Class Cruisers and six A’DENLA-Class Frigates.”


Javen smiled. “Excellent Admiral, you read my mind.”

Joarl smiled. “That is what you pay me for Mandalore.” He replied. “I will release them to the known area to search for survivors or wreckage.”


Javen nodded. “Make sure you advise the Federation Military liaison in that sector that they are simply looking for our ships. And tell half of them to travel cloaked.”


“I will have them underway in less than an hour Mandalore.” Joarl spoke, bowing his head and then drifting out of the transmission.


Tagge moved back into view. “I will see you on Onderon Mandalore.” He spoke, bowing his head as well.


Javen nodded. “Well done again Chief Tagge. I’ll see you in two days... three at most.” Javen looked at the others as the transmission ended. They were watching him carefully. 


“Suspect something you do?” Tokare spoke.


Javen nodded. “I met the Squadron Commander. I asked him to take the position within MandalMotors Trading Division. Admiral Joarl is correct; he is not a man that would panic. If he sent a tight beam transmission then something was very wrong.”

“Could it have been pirates or smugglers perhaps?” Daniel asked.


Javen got to his feet and went to the view window, gazing out at the streaking stars. “I sense something is not right about this.” He said.


“Mandalorian markings the freighters carried.” Tokare spoke. “To attack them, foolish would be.”


“Chief Tagge said the only words they were able to understand from the transmission were attack and Federation.” Javen said.


Tiian looked at him wide eyed. “Surely you don’t believe the Federation had something to do with this?”


(Why would they attack unarmed freighters?) Lowbacca asked. (It would be paramount to an act of war.)

Javen looked at him. “Is the Federation so corrupt that they would drag my people into a war to appease some secret goal?” He asked.


Daniel shook his head. “President Oslam is a strong leader, but even she can not control al the bureaucrats. The many policies she has attempted to push through would have done the Federation good across the board, yet it seems she does not share the same vision as many of the Senators.”


“Meaning what exactly?” Javen asked. 


Daniel looked at him. “The corruption is there; on a scale not seen since the time of the Empire. And I fear it has tainted the Jedi Order as well.”


Javen looked stunned. “Are you saying the Jedi Order would support a war against my people?”


“Premature talk of war is.” Tokare spoke again. “Visit the enclave on Kashyyyk we must. Answers to questions hidden there could be.”


Javen looked at the small green alien for a long moment. “I sincerely hope so Master Tokare.” He said softly but with a recognizable sound of tension in his voice. “I have no desire for a war with the Federation. It would do nothing to benefit either of our peoples. It would succeed only in destroying billions of lives.”


All of them looked at Javen now. Daniel was the first to speak. “What do you mean by that Javen?”


“I mean the Mandalorian Parliament is made up of representatives from one hundred and ninety-three different worlds Master Skywalker. We have expanded much from the five planets in the Mandalore system.” Javen replied, seeing their eyes grow large at this bit of information. “If the Federation decides war with my people is in their future, they will not find us so easy to conquer.”

“One hundred and ninety-three worlds?” Tiian spoke slowly.


Javen nodded slowly. “Yes. And we have Mutual Defense Treaties with all of them. They will not be fighting just the Mandalorians if it comes to war. And I do not wage war in a manner that any of them will be able to comprehend.”


Javen set his mug down on the desk and headed for the door. “I’ll be on the bridge.” He said.


Daniel turned to Tokare when the door to the bridge had closed behind him. “What did he mean by that Tokare?”


Tokare turned bright blue eyes on Daniel. “Descendant of Revan Panlie he is.” Tokare said softly. “Pale in comparison The Clone Wars will, if unleashed on the Federation Javen is.” Tokare got out of the chair and moved to where his hover disc rested. He climbed into it and activated the small repulser lift. He turned back to Daniel and the others. “Avoid at all costs war must be. Behind recent events we must discover who is. Reacting we are to someone else’s plan. Stop this must… before too late it is.”

FLAME OF ONDERON

THREE HOURS FROM ONDERON

“…lost your mind completely!” Penaria raged at the view screen with Admiral Kenirr’s face on it. Penaria had nearly lost it when her military liaison had informed her of the recent destruction of the Mandalorian freighters.

“Madam President,” Kenirr spoke calmly and smugly. “They were transporting large quantities of a new and potentially very harmful drug called Nova Dust through Federation space. They did not respond to repeated attempts by my officers to stop and be boarded. They even went so far as to launch three small anti-ship missiles in an attempt to escape. They were dealt with.”


“And you gave these orders without first consulting me?” Penaria spoke. “You destroyed the ships without even searching them Admiral.”


“My intelligence was quite accurate Madam President.” Kenirr told her.


“Your intelligence could have been wrong!” Penaria snapped at him. “You destroyed those ships before you searched them. You have no way to be sure that those freighters actually carried this drug!”

“Our intelligence sources are impeccable. There was no reason to doubt them.” Kenirr answered. “I gave the authorization to fire myself. I assure you it was the correct course of action.”

“I want to see this so called intelligence immediately!” Penaria barked out.

“If they were innocent freighters why did they attempt to fire on my ships!” Kenirr asked smoothly

“Are our frigate commanders so worried about six unarmed freighters that they fire before all the facts are in?” Penaria asked.


“They fired anti-ship missiles at our frigates Madam President.” Kenirr told her. “That does not indicate innocent traders!”


“Where were the ships coming from?” Penaria asked. “Where had they been? We will know none of this because you destroyed them. You’ve destroyed six ships from a sovereign and recognized government!”


“A government that we have had no direct contact with in nearly three hundred years aside from the odd trade ship; a government that has repeatedly refused any attempt at open communication and joining the Federation.” Kenirr barked at her. “A government that was founded by a former Bounty Hunter I might add, and a people that have a history of war and subjugation! You don’t find this odd Madam President?”

“What I find odd Admiral,” Penaria spoke. “Is that the Supreme Commander of the Federation military chooses to personally order the destruction of six Mandalorian freighters with no solid evidence to support his claims? I find it odd that the Supreme Commander of the Federation military deems it necessary to undermine his freely elected Chief of State at every turn. That is what I find odd Admiral.”


“Madam President… you…”   


“Are you ships configured with tractor beams Admiral?” Penaria barked.


“Of course they are Madam President. They…”


“Then by the Force… that is what you should have done!” Penaria snapped, cutting off his smug reply. “I am no fool Admiral, and you have gone too far this time!” She stepped closer to the screen. “When I return to Coruscant Admiral, you and I are going to settle things once and for all. Is that clear?”


Kenirr smiled arrogantly. “Of course Madam President.”


Penaria slammed her hand down on the control panel and his smug face disappeared. She whirled around and looked at the three people in the room with her. Jamus, Penar and Grand Master Solo sat quietly in the comfortable chairs. “I don’t believe this is happening.” She said.


“You must contact the Mandalorian government.” Jamus spoke. “They must hear what has happened from you.”


Penaria looked at him. “And how do I explain to them that Federation warships have arbitrarily destroyed six of their trading freighters, killing every man and women on those ships? What excuse do I give them?”


“Could there be any truth to what Admiral Kenirr said?” Penar asked. “Could they have been carrying this Nova Dust he mentioned?”


“Forgive me.” Arnica spoke for the first time now. “What is Nova Dust?”


Jamus looked at her. “We’ve been hearing for some time now that a new designer drug has been making its way into the market. It is suppose to be a replacement for those vile Death Sticks. This drug is even worse from what we’ve been told; much more addictive and dangerous to any who use it.”


“And it is actively sold?” Arnica asked.


Penaria sat down in the chair shaking her head. “What information we have been able to gather indicates it is not in general circulation. Apparently it’s very expensive to make and mass produce; something to do with the ingredients needed. We have been trying to determine who has the funds and capabilities to produce it.”


“If Admiral Kenirr destroyed the ships without boarding them, how can we be certain these freighters even had the drug on them?” Arnica asked. 

“We can’t!” Jamus spoke. “That is why you personally need to contact the Mandalorian government! That fool Kenirr has put us in a position of sorts. We can not let it be seen that you do not control the military Penaria. This would cause far too much unrest in the Federation. We must get a handle on this situation before it becomes something much greater.”


Penaria looked at her grandfather. “What do you suggest grandfather?”


Penar looked at her, somewhat taken aback. “I’m not a politician Penaria, you know that.”


“I’m asking you from a military point of view.” Penaria said.


“From a military point of view…” Penar went to the small table and poured himself a mug of caffa. He sipped it slowly while the others waited for him to reply. He turned back and looked at them. “Kenirr is an arrogant slob. What he has ordered could very well be considered an act of war. We know next to nothing about the Mandalorians. We have never been able to insert intelligence agents within their society long enough for them to discover anything of value before they were ferreted out and escorted to the nearest border.”

“That speaks volumes by itself Madam President.” Arnica spoke quickly.


“What do you mean?” Penaria asked.


“If all that was done to them after being discovered was that they were shown to the nearest border and kicked out, it shows that perhaps the Mandalorians are not as hostile as we have thought them to be.” Arnica explained. “Finding spies within your midst usually results in considerably more than simply kicking out the spy.”


“She has a point Penaria.” Jamus chimed in. “Perhaps the new Mandalore is not as unresponsive as we have been led to believe.”


Arnica shook her head. “If the new Mandalore is indeed the Holder of the Heart of the Guardian, it would not be in his or her nature to kill on a whim. They will have far too much control and value for life to act in such a way.”


Penar looked at his granddaughter. “The bottom line is we have no idea what sort of response this will garner from the Mandalorian government. Best case scenario they will see it as an accident and allow us to make some sort of reparations.”


“And what is the worst case scenario?” Penaria asked.


Penar looked at her. “The worst case scenario is they see this action as an act of war and come pouring across their borders looking for blood.” He replied. “We have little or no intelligence on their military, their ships, their troops… we could very well have stirred up a nest of Fever Wasps and set them upon ourselves.”

Penaria sat back in her chair. “We must get a handle on this before…”


The door to the lounge opened and one of her trusted aides walked in hurriedly. “Madam President… King Renault is standing by on a secure transmission link.”


“Process the transmission here.” Penaria spoke turning to the holo disc built into the floor. There was a moment of shimmering light, and Penaria saw the tall figure of the King of Onderon appear in the room with them as if he was standing there. “King Renault… you are looking well.” She spoke.


The white haired man smiled warmly and bowed his head slightly. “It is always a pleasure to see you Penaria. You are as radiant as ever. I am looking forward to seeing you in person in a few hours, however I regret it will not be as cordial a visit as I had hoped.”


“Why? What has happen?” Penaria asked concern very evident in her voice.


“It is being reported on the HoloNet that six Mandalorian freighters were destroyed a short time ago.” Renault said. “The reports state the ships were smuggling a new drug and refuse to be boarded. Is this true?”


Penaria and the others in the room were stunned that it had made the news already, and all of them knew that Kenirr was behind it. “I just received word of this a short while ago.” Penaria told him. “I’m actually stunned it has made the broadcasts so quickly.”


Renault nodded. “The information comes from what is being described as military sources. It is leading the broadcasts on all channels. It has caused quite a stir here on Onderon. It is being reported that you authorized the attacks.”


Penaria’s eyes grew wide. “I did no such thing!” She snapped. “This entire affair was ordered and conducted by Admiral Kenirr! I just found out about it thirty minutes ago! It must have been people within his office that leaked this!”


Renault nodded slowly. “I did not think you would order such an action. It is out of character for you. However that is what is being reported. I suggest you turn on HoloNet channel 156 News.”


Penaria motioned to her aide without looking away from Renault. “I assure you King Renault… this is not my doing… nor did it have my authorization. We were discussing what to do about it when you called.” Penaria turned to another view screen as her aide switched it on. The impeccably groomed young man appeared standing outside Federation Fleet Headquarters.

“… about this incident is still under investigation. Once again… we have received solid information that indicates President Oslam authorized the Federation military to fire on and destroy six Mandalorian freighters that were allegedly smuggling a new and potentially deadly designer drug into and through Federation space. The freighters were attacked without warning and completely destroyed. We have also learned that a representative of the Jedi Council here on Coruscant will be making a statement in protest of this incident. We’ll have more on this incident as it becomes available.”


Penaria lowered her head. “Damn him! Damn Kenirr straight to the pits of Korriban!” She muttered.


“This is going to look very bad.” Jamus spoke softly.


“Penaria, the Mandalorian Ambassador is right now on his way to my office.” Renault spoke. “As it stands right now, I am the only political link to the Federation that they have. What do you want me to tell him?”


“That this was not done on my orders!” Penaria barked.


“With respect Madam President,” Arnica spoke again. “If you do that… if you disavow this action… it will be the first sign that you and the military are at odds, and the questions will only get harder.”


“Penaria… you can not let it seem that the Federation military does not respond to you.” Jamus stated. 


Penaria looked at him. “I am to accept that I am being used by officers within my own government that I have no control over?”


“If you publicly denounce Kenirr for this action,” Penar said from his chair. “You will be revealing the first cracks in your armor. People will begin to question everything you do. This is not something we can wish away. Many of the senior officers are solidly in Kenirr’s hand.”


“And it appears,” Arnica began again. “That at least some portion of the Jedi Order is behind Kenirr as well.”


“Kenirr has effectively shielded himself from this incident, and placed the blame and consequences entirely upon you.” Renault spoke from his office on Onderon. “I think you should know that we have concluded negotiations with MandalMotors to replace or refit all of our aging Frigates. Their Chief Operating Officer is due here tomorrow to arrange a visit by the new Mandalore himself.”


Penaria looked at him wide eyed. “He’s coming to Onderon?”


Renault nodded. “I have no reason to doubt Chief Tagge. He has been forthright and honest in all his negotiations with us, dating back nearly two decades. The Mandalorians have always been an asset and an ally to us. We have the only Mandalorian Ambassador in the entire Federation. Penaria I urge you to ask for a direct communication with Mandalore through his ambassador here so that we can avoid this situation escalating beyond what it already is. I can arrange it with the ambassador when he arrives.”


“I agree.” Jamus spoke. “We need more time to investigate how deep this really goes. This may very well be the tip of the iceberg Penaria. We must proceed with great care and planning.”

Penaria looked at him. “How do we know the Mandalorians will not react violently to this blatant attack?”


“Direct communication with Mandalore is the best way to avoid such a situation.” Renault spoke. “I can arrange a meeting with the ambassador immediately upon your arrival here as I said. You are less than three hours away correct?”


Penar nodded. “Two hours forty-seven minutes your majesty.” 


Renault nodded. “I will make the arrangements here. Penaria… we need to act quickly but with patience.”


Penaria nodded. “Arrange the meeting.” She told him. “I want it totally secure. No one who is not authorized to be there is allowed.”


Renault nodded. “I’ll have my Royal Guard provide security and close off all non-secure areas of the palace.” He said. “We will be with you Penaria. We know this is not your doing, do not be afraid to lean on us for support.”


Penaria nodded. “I will. I will see you in a few hours.”

KASHYYYK

SHADOWLANDS
JEDI ENCLAVE
6.9 KILOMETERS FROM RWOOKRRORRO

Daniel and Tiian had stood with Alana shortly after arriving as joyful greetings were exchanged between Javen, Master Lowbacca, Jaarak, Runi and Neeria and a handful of towering Wookiees of varying colors as they stood hundreds of meters above the floor of Kashyyyk in the tree top city. Platforms and walkways stretched as far as the eye could see both higher and lower than the platform they had stood on. The Wookiees acted almost reverently with regards to Javen and Runi, the two dark haired Wookiees swallowing Neeria in their massive arms, a brilliant smile on her face.

That had been several hours ago and now Alana sat on the observation platform of the building gazing into the mass of life all around them. The ten meter high walls of the enclave were still intact, and circled the enclave between the bases of the twelve massive six hundred meter high Wroshyr Trees. Inside the once deserted compound were nearly a hundred Mandalorian troops moving dozens of crates of equipment and weapons. There were eight major buildings within the three square kilometer enclave, and a number of smaller buildings scattered all around at even intervals. Two of the eight large main structures were partially destroyed, their roofs caved in on two sides from falling limbs high above. This had occurred during the orbital bombardment of Kashyyyk during the Second Battle of Kashyyyk at the end of the Clone Wars Javen had told them, the two Guardians before him choosing to leave the destroyed buildings as a symbol of how that war had touched this planet.


It had taken them seven hours to move from the tree top city of Rwookrrorro to the compound, with six Wookiee guides leading the way. Their domesticated Katarn mounts made the trip much easier for them, driving away smaller predators, and allowing them to bring all of their equipment. Kashyyyk was a planet Alana had never been to before, and the humidity of the forests was plastering her long black hair to her face. She marveled at the great Wroshyr Trees, her eyes following some as they stretched into the air to unbelievable heights. They had landed on the platform far above, she knew that much, and had taken an older turbolift elevator to this level. The Wookiee home world was a mix of modern equipment like the elevators and repulser lifts, and the old world of wooden platforms and walkways and buildings. Master Lowbacca had remained behind in Rwookrrorro to visit and coordinate their return trip while the rest of them had assisted in bringing the equipment and supplies with them to the forest floor to begin making the trek through the vast forests to where they now stood.


It was an amazing sight really, the huge duracrete walls with Neutronium reinforcement braces, and the simple Wookiee built buildings within the walls. Alana squatted on the roof of what was obviously used as a dormitory for the students that had once lived here. She could feel the faint signatures of the younglings that had called this place; this sanctuary home millennia ago. The Force was unusually strong within the walls, focused and clear. She looked around, taking in the towering trees and lush forest that surrounded her. The forest teemed with life, from the smallest insect, to the powerful aura of the Dire Katarns that milled about only a few hundred meters from the east wall. The sounds of the forest could be heard all around the compound as well.

“Amazing isn’t it?” The voice spoke from behind her.


Alana didn’t turn around as she felt Javen lower his masking of his presence within the Force and his burning power filled her awareness. She smiled softly and nodded. “It’s… it’s so lush and alive.”


Javen nodded as he settled onto the duracrete next to her. “That was my impression when I came here the first time.”

Alana followed suit and settled into a similar position moving next to him. “How do you keep the animals away?”


“There are two rows of sonic emitters along the entire face of the wall.” Javen indicated with his finger. “They broadcast on a frequency that the majority of the animals find distasteful and avoid.”


Alana looked at him. “The majority?”


Javen smiled. “The Tachs… the small monkey like creatures actually find the emitters soothing in some way. Many of them have built their nests in the trees above us. They are harmless, and many of them are bold enough to come right into the compound. We leave food for them when we stay here, and they are actually a very good early defense system.”


“How so?”


“The quiet chattering you hear… those are the Tachs communicating with one another.” Javen replied. “When you don’t hear them anymore… something is nearby that frightens them.”
Alana saw him watching her with those sapphire colored eyes, and it sent feelings of desire coursing through her. She smiled.


“What?” She asked him.


“You are different.” Javen told her.


“What do you mean?” Alana asked, turning slightly to face him more directly.


“Since we opened the bond, you have been more decisive, more focused.” Javen told her. “Your true self is coming out.”


“My true self?” She asked.


Javen nodded. “Everyone hides in some way that which shows who they really are.” He explained. “You were not allowed to let your real self free before you met me. The Jedi in you kept it buried down very deeply. That changed when you met me and realized that perhaps the teachings of the Jedi were not all engraved in duracrete.”


“And how do you see me Javen Panlie?” Alana asked.


“You are a strong woman Alana. You have strong emotions. You are a passionate woman, and until recently you have not explored that part of yourself.” Javen said matter of factly. “You care deeply for those around you and would do almost anything to defend them. You are quick to deduce a situation, and a means to solve it, but your Jedi training always held you back. You don’t seem to hold back anymore. Why?”


“I’ve… I’ve learned some things about myself over the past week.” She told him, turning to look out at the forest. “Some things that I would never have experienced had I not allowed myself to feel the emotions I have been trained to suppress all of my life. The bond between us played a large part in that… but I finally… I finally decided to listen to my heart for once.”


“And what did you heart show you?” Javen asked.


Alana turned her bright green eyes back to him. “It showed me I have a side to myself that I have hidden all these years. A side of me that I have been denying existed.”


“You mean the side that loves Runi?” Javen said softly.


Alana’s face turned a crimson shade of red, her cheeks burning. Though the sun could not penetrate the canopy of trees above them, she felt sure Javen could see it. “You… you know about… you know about Runi and I?” She asked.


Javen’s smile was not full of surprise or ridicule as she thought it would be; his smile held nothing but love. “You could not keep something like that from me Alana, even if you had the mental shields I do. When the two of you are together… your ability to guard your thoughts is significantly reduce, and it bleeds out and I feel it.”


Alana turned away quickly this time clearly embarrassed. “I’m sorry… I didn’t… I didn’t know. It… I never…”


Javen reached out and turned her face back to his with two fingers on her jaw. “You do not have to explain anything to me Alana.” He told her. “I know what’s in your heart. For Runi… and for me.”


“You… you are not…” Alana was surprised.


“Angry?” Javen finished her sentence. “Why the Force would I be angry? I’m in love with the two most beautiful women in the galaxy, and they love me… I hope. Why would I be angry?”


Alana reached out and placed her hand on his face, the warmth of his skin racing up through her palm and spreading throughout her body. “You are a very different and very special man Javen Panlie.” She said softly. “I find it impossible not to love you, especially since we share this bond. I’ve… I’ve never been this… I mean… it’s… only Runi and you know me as intimately as you do. I’ve never been this close to one person let alone two. Sometimes it’s hard to… ”

“Hard to let your guard down?” Javen finished her sentence again.


Alana chuckled. “Stop doing that.” She told him in a half scolding voice.


Javen smiled. “Sorry.”


“I’ve never… I’ve never been with a woman before, until Runi came into my life. It is not something that even crossed my mind. Now I don’t know if I could live without her. Or you.” Alana told him. “Meeting the two of you… having you in my life now… even as short as it has been to this point… I feel like both of you have always been with me. One week ago I could never have sat with someone and told them what I’m telling you; the intimate details of Alana Skywalker’s love life.” She chuckled again. “It’s very strange… but it feels so natural and right.”

They watched as the light globes at various points along the interior of the wall came on as they detected what little light there was begin to fade as darkness crept over the horizon. Alana turned back to Javen and saw him looking at her, one of the globes reflecting off his eyes giving the impression that they were glowing.


“Will you tell me something?” She asked.


“I’ll tell you anything your heart desires to hear Alana Skywalker.” He answered.


“Up on the platforms before we came down… the Wookiees… they greeted you and Runi…” Alana looked at him. “Like family.”


Javen nodded. “Yes.”


“I asked Jaiin why that was and he told me it was because you… your ancestors… you are bound to the Wookiees in some fashion.” Alana spoke. “He wouldn’t elaborate… he said it was a matter of honor and that I should ask you.”


Javen met her curious gaze for a long moment. “Three of my ancestors have died on this planet.” Javen answered softly. “They died fighting beside the Wookiees to keep them free. They did it without question… without hesitation. Just as they know I would do if the need ever arose. It is part of the reason that Jaarak still honors the Life Debt his ancestor Zaalbar made those millennia ago.”


“Who died here Javen?” Alana asked.


“Kara BeTeVen was the first.” Javen replied his voice almost a whisper. “Trandoshans had invaded Kashyyyk at that time. They thought because the Old Republic was still rebuilding they would use that as an excuse to try and take Wookiee slaves as Czerka had done.” Javen looked out into the darkness. “She was seventy-four years old then and she was still as beautiful as you are now. She looked a little like you… but you resemble her mother Anja most of all.” Javen didn’t see Alana blush in the darkness, but he felt her move closer to him, until their thighs were touching. “She led a Wookiee patrol of sixteen down here into the Shadowlands after a Trandoshan raiding party while her husband coordinated in the city above with two of their five children. The Trandoshans were waiting for them in ambush the moment they stepped off the platform. Kara and the Wookiees were able to hold their own for a few minutes but sheer numbers finally overwhelmed them. The Trandoshans mutilated their remains but unfortunately for them they remained behind too long to do this. What they didn’t know was that Kara’s youngest brother Myles’Kal was leading another patrol towards them from another portion of the Shadowlands.”


“He found them?” Alana asked.


Javen nodded as he reached down to pull at his boot. “Yes.”


“He killed them?”   

“All of them.” Javen said softly. “Myles’Kal assumed his sister’s role as Holder and he is also who my father was named after. “Cal Ordo died here in much the same fashion about a thousand years later standing against Nagai, and Mirta’Panlie Ordo lost her life here just after the Reformation. So yes… I am tied very tightly with the Wookiees.” He turned those glittering sapphire colored eyes on her.


“What?” She asked softly.


“I’m just admiring your beauty.” He replied. He reached up and ran his fingers along the lifemate braids she wore in her raven colored hair. “You realize what significance these braids have in Mandalorian culture then?”


Alana nodded. “Of course I do.” She answered him. “Runi has explained to me in great detail the meaning behind the lifemate braids and what they stand for. I would not have had her braid my hair if I had any doubts.”


Javen leaned closer to her, their faces only inches apart. “So… when does your ‘other’ lifemate get to partake of your beauty and sensual delights?” He asked.


Alana moved closer to him, until their lips were almost touching. “Javen Panlie are you trying to seduce me?” She asked in a husky voice.


“Yes.” He answered before pressing his lips to hers and kissing her deeply. After a short moment he pulled away and looked at her. “Is it working?”


Alana nodded slowly. “Oh yes.” She replied. “Quite well in fact.”


Javen smiled and pulled her into his arms, pulling her with him as he laid back on the duracrete ceiling, and searching for and finding her soft lips. Alana groaned softly, reaching up to hold his face as his hands descended below her waist and grabbed her tighter, pulling her hard against him. Their kiss became deeper, their combined passion for each other rising quickly to the surface and coming forth in the kiss they shared and how they pressed against one another.

Alana sat up quickly, pulling at her robes trying to get them off. Javen, upon seeing this did the same, quickly pulling at his own robes.

When their lips came together again, so did their skin touch and send electric shocks of pleasure through both of them, and they surrendered themselves to each other completely.


Runi sat in the large building that was used for meals. Half of the tables were full of Mandalorian and Wookiees as they shared the rations and fresh fruit they had gathered before leaving the Wookiee city far above them.


Runi sat alone going over the single datapad she held, a small smile on her face. She could feel Alana’s passion and pleasure transmitting through their bond, and she felt happy and utterly complete. Their lives had come together very quickly, but it was as if they had been together forever. And Runi knew well the pleasure Alana would experience in Javen’s arms. She felt more than saw the presence of Jaiin next to her, and she looked up as his shadow fell over the table.


“Jaiin?” She said. She looked at the set of his face and got slowly to her feet. “What is wrong?”


Jaiin held out the datapad. “We need to find Javen.” He said.


Runi’s eyes grew wide as she read from the datapad. She looked up at him. “Have we confirmed this?”


Jaiin shook his head. “Not as of yet. I thought Javen should know as soon as possible.”


Runi nodded. “You did the right thing, but we need to confirm this Jaiin. If it’s true we will disturb him, for it will change many things. If it’s not… we will only interrupt him for no reason. Something he would not appreciate at this time.”


Jaiin nodded without question. “I’ll confirm it.” He spoke knowingly. He had seen Javen go up to the top of the building where Alana Skywalker was. He turned and headed out, but stopped and turned back to her. “Runi?”


Runi met his eyes. “Yes.”


“I am happy for Javen.” Jaiin spoke. “But I am happier for you.”


Runi nodded her head and squeezed his arm. “Thank you Jaiin. Coming from you that means more than you know.”


Jaiin nodded. “I’ll confirm the message.”


Alana lay sprawled across Javen’s broad chest, her breathing coming in deep ragged gasps. She lifted her face and looked at him with wide glittering green eyes. His own sapphire eyes were also wide, his chest falling and rising in deep breaths. She grabbed his face and covered his lips with her own in a soul stealing kiss of passion and love, his arms pulling her closer to him. After a long moment they parted and his hand reached up to caress her flush cheeks.


“Are you ok?” He asked.


Alana simply stared back at him with a smile that could light up an entire room. “Can… can we do that again?” She asked.


Javen chuckled and opened his mouth to reply but was cut off by the communicator on his belt several feet away where he had tossed it, chirping away madly. He glanced at it quickly, a look of annoyance on his face. Alana reached over to the pile of clothing, eliciting a groan from both of them and pulled the communicator out. Javen took it from her hand and stabbed the button.


“Speak quickly, I don’t appreciate the interruption!” He snapped.


Runi’s voice erupted from the communicator. “Javen… forgive me… but you need to come to the Control Center immediately.”


Javen’s demeanor changed at hearing Runi’s voice, and his face became serious. “What is wrong?”


“Come to the Control Center Javen. And bring Alana with you.”


The tone in Runi’s voice dispelled any further doubts either of them had about the situation. Alana was already extracting herself from Javen’s arms and reaching for her clothes when Javen sat up. “We’ll be there in four minutes.” Javen looked at Alana, reaching out to take her hand. “Alana?”


Alana met his eyes and gave his a glowing smile as she pulled her tunic pants on over her shapely hips. “Promise me we will continue this at a future time Javen?”


“How does the rest of your life sound?” He asked her.


Alana sprang at him, kissing him deeply while holding his face. “That sounds absolutely divine.” She replied.


Runi and the others turned when Javen entered the Control Center, Alana clinging to his hand. They both were still slightly disheveled, their clothes haphazardly pulled on. This did not go unnoticed by Daniel or Vetor, and while Daniel’s eyes had a knowing smile to them, Vetor’s eyes held nothing but contempt.


“What is going on?” Javen asked her.


Runi held out the datapad to him. “I had Jaiin confirm all we could before we interrupted you. It appears all of it is true.”


Javen read the datapad, his face growing darker every second. Alana saw his change of expression and demeanor and stepped closer to him. “Javen what is it?” She asked softly.


Javen looked up from the pad and met her eyes. “Federation warships have destroyed six Mandalorian freighters they said were smuggling Nova Dust through Federation space.” He told her. “The same freighters that did not arrive at Telos when they were suppose too.”


Alana’s eyes grew wide as Daniel stepped forward, a look of shock on his face. “Javen… are you… are you certain?” He asked.


Javen met his eyes, as he handed the datapad to Alana. “It’s been running on all the major HoloNet News channels for the last twelve hours. They said our freighters refused to be boarded and even fired on them. They gave them no warning and just obliterated them from the stars! Each freighter had a crew of 78 men and women! Nearly five hundred men and women butchered! Now you know why I don’t deal with the Federation!”


Vetor stepped forward. “If they were smuggling this Nova Dust, what were the Federation ships suppose to do?”


Javen whirled on him. “Our freighters were unarmed ships carrying Phobium Ore and agricultural equipment to Telos!” He growled menacingly at Vetor. “They were civilian ships with no armaments and minimal shields!”


“How do you know they were innocent?” Vetor asked, with some sarcasm in his voice. “Did you watch them load the ships? Do you personally check each cargo ship before it departs?”


“Vetor that is quite enough!” Alana snapped.


“Why do we believe him over the Federation authorities?” Vetor asked. “Our first duty is to the protection of the Federation. If Federation ships had to destroy some Mandalorian freighters that were transporting a deadly drug through Federation space, so be it.”

“Knight Paal, you are out of line!” Daniel told him.


“Why am I out of line? Is it because I choose to believe the reports from Federation authorities over his word?” Vetor replied. “I’ve seen nothing so far to indicate that he is not complacent in what happen.”


“So killing nearly five hundred men and women because they had intelligence telling them our ships may have been carrying Nova Dust is ok?” Runi snapped at him. “They did not even board the ships! How can they be sure their intelligence was accurate?”


“Our ships were not carrying this drug!” Javen said.


“How can you be so sure?” Vetor asked. “If they were carrying this drug, they were criminals, and good riddance to them!”


Vetor’s eyes suddenly bugged out of his head, and his body lifted off the floor. He hadn’t seen Javen move until his hand closed around Vetor’s throat and began constricting his ability to breath. He clawed at Javen’s vice like grip to no avail as Javen lifted him six inches from the floor and pinned him to the wall. Vetor vainly tried to use the Force to shove Javen away, his eyes widening when he realized that his powers had no effect on him. Javen leaned closer to him, his face a snarl like pose of a predator about to strike.

“You have no idea how close to death’s door you currently stand Knight Paal!” Javen growled. “My people were not carrying drugs. The Mandalorian people have expunged drugs from our society in all shapes and forms. To be caught smuggling drugs, possessing, selling or distributing any form of drugs carries with it a mandatory death sentence Knight Paal. That is mandatory. There is no appeal, no deals. In my society, any kind of drugs are an abomination the Mandalorian people will not tolerate. Period. Do not stand there and judge and pronounce sentence on something you know nothing about. You are the epitome of why the Jedi are no longer a force for good in the universe. You and others like you have politicized the Jedi Order. You are a disgrace to the Jedi who have come before you Paal. Jedi who’s first and only thoughts were for those they are sworn to protect.” Javen leaned closer to him. “Do not mistake your ignorance for bravery and knowledge. You know nothing of my people, or me and your ignorance comes forth in your words and actions. You are here because Master Skywalker has requested that you be here. Do not think for a moment I will not return your sorry Bantha backside to the Praxeum on Ossus without a second thought.”

Alana looked up from reading the pad. “Javen… the Federation Chief of State has requested a meeting on Onderon.” She said, motioning to the pad. She stepped over to him and placed her hand on Javen’s arm. “Javen… my love…” His eyes turned to look at her. “She wants to meet with you in private to discuss what has happen. She left a secure transmission frequency to contact her to confirm her request.” She held it out to Javen and he took it, releasing Vetor from his grasp. Vetor clutched his throat as Javen began reading the information he had not examined. “If she is requesting a meeting Javen… perhaps this is not something she is fully aware of.” Alana continued.

Javen looked at her for a long moment. “The Federation military acted without her orders?” He asked.


Alana shrugged. “It’s possible. It’s widely known that she and the Supreme Commander do not get along. He’s publicly spoken out against her on some of her policies.”


“Javen… you must not overreact.” Daniel told him. “I sense there is something else behind all this. Master Tokare and I have been talking quite a bit lately, comparing notes on what has been happening these past months. Both of us believe there is something driving these events.”


“But why push the Federation into a conflict with my people?” Javen asked. “What does that gain anyone?”

“Much of what has happened the last few months makes no sense.” Daniel spoke. “These random attacks on Jedi, the murder of Alana’s Padawan and Knight Korr, the assassins, they are all tied together somehow. We just have to figure out how.”


Javen looked at him for a long moment, before turning away and walking across the Control Center. “Jaiin?” He spoke finally.

“Mandalore?”


“Is the Security Force here fully outfitted?” Javen asked.


 “It is Mandalore. They can stand by themselves for at least a week without support from the Wookiee population.” Jaiin replied.

“They won’t have to if the need arose. The Chieftain of Rwookrrorro would send help.” Javen turned. “Very well. Onderon was our next stop anyway. We will leave a day early. Alana… would you contact the Federation Chief of State and confirm our meeting? She will undoubtedly feel better if the message came from a Jedi she knows.”


Alana nodded. “Of course.”


“Runi… have our secondary teams ready to depart in an hour.” Javen spoke. “I want to be underway to Onderon within four hours.” Javen looked at Daniel. “Then we will see where your Chief of State falls in the larger picture.”


Daniel didn’t know whether to be pleased or worried at the tone of Javen’s voice.

