CHAPTER SIX
MANDALORE’S HONOR
SIX AND A HALF HOURS FROM RAKATA PRIME

Alana moved quickly down the corridor of deck nine toward the training rooms. She had opened herself completely to the Force, and to the bond she shared with Javen. Emotions she had trained to suppress all of her life were now coursing through her unchecked. Her fists clenched and unclenched as she walked, crew members directing themselves out of her path, sensing that she would brook no interruption. Alana came to a halt outside the training room where the earlier ceremony had taken place and leaned against the wall. Her breaths came in deep gasps as she tried to center herself against the onslaught of emotions pouring through her. She could feel his anger; his hate; his love. She could also hear the loud smashing sounds coming from within the training room. She slammed her hand down on the panel, causing the door to open and she moved into the training room.

Her first sight was of the several destroyed pieces of weight training equipment in several piles, and the sight of another machine tossed almost casually through to the air to smash against the bulkhead with a resounding thud and shatter into five different pieces. Emotions poured from Javen like the ocean waves breaking onto a beach, so powerful that they caused her to shudder. She could feel a rippling of emotions pouring out from him. The anger for having to take life; the hate of Tlon Fett and his followers; the rush of his blood during the short battle, and the satisfaction he felt at their destruction.

Alana could feel the compassion for those innocents he had been unable to save, and the fortitude to lead his people wisely. She could feel the weight of so many on his shoulders, and the decisions he had had to make in the past as well as those he would have to make in the future. She could feel the absolute and unconditional love for Runi that raced unheeded through his body. She could also feel…


Alana’s eyes grew larger as she felt the warmth wash over her like a blanket engulfing her in its warmth. She could feel the absolute and unconditional love… for her. It was his warmth that engulfed her, caressing her spirit. She could feel the power he commanded, yet within that maelstrom of power was a control she had never before witnessed. Just under the edge of that maelstrom of power was a calmness that embraced her in its warmth and serenity, as his turbulent emotions began to subside and once more sink into the calm ocean he projected. At that instant she felt something else, another mind within her head, a mind of clarity and power and love. Her eyes grew even larger when she realized it was Runi’s spirit she felt within her, and the love that poured forth from that spirit for Javen… and for her.


Alana found herself walking forward slowly to where Javen knelt, and settling to the mat in front of him. She looked at his face now, and could feel the ripples disperse into nothing as his face became relaxed and at peace. Javen’s eyes opened to reveal his sapphire colored orbs, and for a fleeting moment, Alana saw his eyes glowing brighter than ever before.

“Javen?” She asked softly.


“Alana you should not have followed me.” He said.


“Why?”


“I—I did not want you to see me like this.” He answered quietly, almost as if he was ashamed.


“You didn’t want me to see who you truly are?” She asked. “But why?”


Javen looked into her jade green eyes and found not disgust or fear as he had suspected, but instead found concern and curiosity.


“You known… you know the history of my people Alana.” Javen spoke. “We are, by our very nature, a war like people. Conflict is in our nature, its part of our existence. There are times when that nature—my nature, clashes with the values I hold as bearer of the Heart of the Guardian. As you have witnessed, it is not a pretty sight.”


“You suppress those emotions?” She asked.


Javen shook his head. “No, I embrace them. To try and deny we have these emotions is the bigger crime in my opinion. I control them; however there are times when I need to vent.”


Alana looked at the smashed machines all around them. “I see your point.” She said. She turned back to face him. “Javen… I felt your emotions. I felt them as if they… as if they were my own.”


Javen nodded. “The bond we share allows us to feel powerful emotions from the other.” He explained. “I—I allowed my control to slip for a short time and you felt what was inside me. I apologize for that.”


Alana reached out tentatively and put her hand over his. “You don’t have to apologize Javen.” She told him.


“I have tried over the years since becoming Mandalore to move my people away from our more war like nature and traditions.” He told her. “I have succeeded in some areas, but I refuse to change what my people are at our core.”

“Walon told me what Tlon Fett would have done had you not defeated him.” Alana said.


Javen nodded. “He has an intense hatred for the Alliance, and for the Jedi, something I have never been able to determine the why for.” He told her. “I have no doubt he would have used all our most recent military and non-military advances in a lost cause against the Alliance.”

“Like the Ion Pulse?” Alana asked.


Javen nodded. “Like the Ion Pulse.” He said. “That weapon is not equipped on all our ships because of the great power drain, and it takes a murderously long time to recharge.”


“Javen… Javen I felt… I felt your love.” Alana said. “For your people… for the Jedi… for Runi…” She looked directly into his eyes. “For me?”


“Does that surprise you?”


“I have felt it Javen.” She said. “Ever since I met you on Ossus I’ve felt something. The way you look at me. Perhaps your control is not as complete as you think.”


Javen nodded, his eyes never leaving her face. “Alana… it is hard to explain… but in that you may be correct.”


“Javen… you don’t know me.” Alana said softly, her eyes dropping from his face to look at the mat. “What I have… what I’ve done.”


Javen smiled. “Don’t I?” He asked, causing her to look back at him. “I’ve been aware of our bond Alana Skywalker since I was sixteen years old. I have had the benefit of Master Tokare’s teachings enabling me to shield my mind from yours. You have not had that training Alana. I’ve felt your emotional highs and lows. Your passions. Your desires.”

Alana’s face turned crimson and she looked away again. “If you have felt that, then you… then you know…”


Javen pulled her chin back up with his hand. “Alana…”


Alana had tears in her eyes now. “After… after my Padawan was killed I felt so much rage… so much anger. I failed her!”


“You did no such thing.” Javen said, stroking her cheek. “Something instigated the conflict you and your Padawan were sent to defuse. The man or woman that killed your Padawan was very well trained, and their only purpose in my opinion was to destabilize the Jedi; more importantly, to destabilize you. Your Padawan never stood a chance. They mutilated her body in an attempt to cripple you, knowing the effect it would have on you. They sought to cripple you, cause doubt and uncertainty.”


“And I played right into their hands!” Alana spat. “I beat myself up for months. I let… I let…”


“The Jedi Council had to see how it was affecting you, yet they did nothing because they did not know how to combat it.” Javen said.


“So they let me continue on the path I was on?” She asked. “Javen… I… do you know what I did? I let… I allowed men to… to take me to bed. I wanted them too. I wanted to rid myself of the pain. I let them use me because I was weak!” She shook her head. “I should have been stronger! Now… now they call me a schutta when they think I can not hear them.”


Javen took her face in his hands, using his thumbs to wipe away the tears on her cheeks. “Alana Skywalker, you are many things… weak is not one of them.” He said. “And the one who calls you a schutta in my presence will lose the ability to speak three seconds afterwards.”


Alana looked at him, her green eyes teary and red. “I… I do believe you mean that.” She said.

“Alana Skywalker I have loved you since I was sixteen years old.” Javen said seeing her eyes widen. “There is nothing I would not do for you. There is only one other woman I know with your strength of character and will.”


“Runi?” She asked.


Javen nodded. “Yes, Runi.” He smiled. “I see you have talked with her.”


Alana nodded, her thoughts going back to her sparring match with Runi, their talk afterwards and the encounter they shared. “She is… she is an intriguing young woman.” She said. “And utterly in love with you.”


Javen nodded. “And I love her just as completely.” He said.


“Then… then how can you say… how can you love me?” Alana asked.


Javen smiled. “That is somewhat more difficult to explain.” He said.


“Javen… how can you love two different people?” Alana asked, feeling somewhat silly asking the question.


“I don’t know.” Javen said. “I love Runi just as utterly and completely as she loves me. I also love you with the same intensity and devotion.” He shook his head. “Explaining it is far more complicated.”


“Runi… Runi told me she holds the part of your heart that is Mandalorian. And that I hold the part of you that is Jedi.” Alana said.


Javen nodded slowly. “Accurate… if a bit lacking in explanation.”


“How can that be?” Alana asked him.


“If I could explain it to you I would.” Javen said. “The only thing…” He stopped looking at her.


“What?” Alana asked.


“The only thing I can do is open our bond. It would allow you to feel what I mean. Perhaps not understand it, but you would feel it.” Javen said.


“I sense a but.” Alana said.


Javen nodded. “If we were to do that, it would open you fully to the bond. There would be no going back. Once it is open, it can not be closed. I can teach you to shield your mind, close off your thoughts from me. But open the bond more than it already is, and we will forever be linked. That is something I’m quite sure the Jedi Council would not want.”


“If we did that… I would understand better?” Alana asked.


Javen nodded. “It would give you an insight. Perhaps not complete understanding, but it would allow you to see things from my point of view. It would allow us to share experiences and emotions, and…”


Alana nodded. “I get it.” She said.


“As I said, I can teach you techniques that would allow you to shut off parts of your mind to me. But it will always be there.” Javen said.


“So… so we’ll always be able to sense the others emotions?” Alana asked.


“That would be part of it, yes.” Javen replied. “From what I understand, it would also allow us to communicate over great distances. We can draw strength from each other, and at times draw on each others power.”


Alana looked at him. “You don’t seem to find the prospect of being bonded to me at all frightening do you?”


Javen didn’t say anything; he simply leaned over and kissed her. He kissed her deeply, her lips moist and soft. He could taste the caffa she had drunk recently, his tongue probing gently, hesitantly.


Alana felt all her senses come alive in that single moment. His lips were soft and warm, and the sensations coursing through her sent a soothing calm spreading to every inch of her body. She felt his tongue probing, searching, and she opened her lips a little further, accepting his advances and meeting his tongue with her own. Her hands went to his arms as their kiss deepened, and an undeniable heat raced through her. Her body felt alive, as every probe of their tongues sent new sensations rippling through her. She squeezed his arms gently, pressing harder against his lips, accepting all he gave her, and urgently wanting more. Alana felt him begin to pull away, but she was immersed in the wondrous feelings the kiss was causing her to experience and she reached up to hold his face, moving closer and deepening their kiss even more. Her heart sang as he reciprocated, his hands leaving her face and reaching for her body, pulling her into his lap, her legs extending out to the sides of his hips. Her long hair fell over her shoulders as he untied the pony tail, and pulled her closer.


After a few more moments, Alana relented and their lips came apart slowly, a small strand of salvia joining their lips for a few seconds. Alana licked her lips slowly before opening her eyes and seeing his sapphire eyes staring back at her, that very strange glow in them back. Alana blinked a few times and smiled shyly. 

“Wow.” She said softly.


Javen smiled. “Wow would be insufficient in this case, but it’s a start.” He said.


“Suddenly… suddenly, the thought of being bonded to you doesn’t seem so bad.” She said with a grin.


Javen smiled. “We don’t have to Alana. I know the Jedi Council would not be happy, and your Grandfather might not be pleased either. They…”


Alana kissed him again quickly, but with incredible emotion, and it stopped his words. “What do we have to do?” She asked.


Javen grinned. “Meditate.” He said in reply.


Alana chuckled. “We aren’t… we aren’t exactly in a standard meditation position.” She said. “I could say you are just trying to get closer to me.”


Javen grinned. “I am.” He replied.


Alana put her arms around his shoulders as she settled into a more comfortable position in his lap. “Next time just ask.” She said with a smile.


Javen met her eyes. “You… you might find something you can’t live without.” He said shyly.


Alana kissed him softly. “You might find the same thing.” She whispered.


“I already know that to be true.” He said. He took her hands from his shoulders and placed them on his face, holding his cheeks. He reached up and did the same to her, his large hands seemingly swallowing her face. He brought his forehead to hers. “Are you ready?”


Alana nodded slowly. “Yes.”

MANDALORE’S HONOR

ORBITING RAKATA PRIME

The planet was covered in a world spanning ocean, thousands of islands dotting its bluish surface. The color of the blue varied from place to place, indicating the depths of the massive ocean in certain locations. The planet was smaller than Coruscant, but larger than Ossus in circumference and mass. Its bulk filled the other side of the force field bay door in the starboard launch bay of MANDALORE’s HONOR.

The starboard launch bay held two complete squadrons of the newest Mandalorian starfighter, as well as two squadrons of a heavier starfighter, neither of which anyone had ever seen before.


Named for the Venom lizards on Ordo, the RP-16 Venoms were the newest and most advanced fighter in the Mandalorian Defense Fleet. It was powered by a Novaldex 05z set of power cells that fed power to the 4J4 Fusial thrust engines giving the fighter unmatched maneuverability. The pilot and his astromech droid had six laser cannons firing in a linked state, as well as four proton torpedo launchers, and the most advanced avionics package ever designed by MandalMotors installed. It was a little larger than the latest version of the X-Wing series at 19.4 meters in length, but it’s short stubby wings made it slimmer and it’s MandalMotors Z300R hyperdrive engine gave it hyperspace capability.


The RP-16E Venom fighter/bombers were also a new starfighter for the MDF. Their most advanced heavy star fighter, it was better shielded and carried six of the deadly Mandalorian Viper anti-ship missiles. The 16E had a crew of two, with an astromech droid situated between the pilot and co-pilot.


All around the bay, scattered among the Venoms were half a dozen M21A Krayt Dragon gunships, two of which were being prepared for launch, and this is where Alana stood with Daniel and the others, a cadre of Mandalorian Protectors checking their equipment, all twenty four of them in full armor.


Alana stood with Daniel and the others near the ramp of one of the gunships. Pon Tiian and Terena Tocrum were testing the limits of the new Jedi robes that Javen had provided to all of them. The tunics were dark gray, the pants black. Woven directly into the fabric of the new robes was a cortosis enhanced filament that provided excellent protection against lightsabers. The Mark III overlay of ArmorPly gave the clothes an armored appearance, leaving the knees and elbows free for movement. Under the tunic and pants was a Level Five Bacta underlay, which would speed healing to minor wounds and bruises. The new cloak was also enhanced with the cortosis filament, providing even more protection.

Alana wore identical robes as the others however she also wore additional protection in the ArmorPly gauntlets that adorned her forearms. The gauntlets were further enhanced with a very layer of Mandalorian steel, with intricate carvings on them. Alana had added additional items to what she usually wore on missions, more so because Javen had asked her too. She now wore a Mandalorian Elite Watchman holdout blaster in a holster at the small of her back, as well as two M4 concussion grenades. Her lightsaber hung on her right hip.

“These robes are amazing.” Terena commented just as Runi walked up. She wore her specially modified Val Verphine alloy light silver armor with the Crimson Guard Commander markings decorating her shoulders. She wore a Mandalorian T9 heavy blaster on her right thigh, and a D9 assault rifle slung from quick release clips dangled in front of her. A collapsible Force Pike occupied a special holster on her left thigh, and she carried a small bundle her arm. A red sash was tied around her waist, completing her attire.


“Who designed them?” Terena asked.


Runi looked at her. “They are Javen’s design.” She answered. “They were manufactured by a Mandalorian Weapons Master.”


Alana let her eye linger on Runi for a moment. Her long red hair was braided into two rows on either side of her face, identical to the way Javen wore his hair. The remainder of her red mane was pulled into a long pony tail and wrapped tightly. Alana found herself admiring the way Runi filled out her armor, and the even way her chest rose and fell with each breath. This time however, Alana did not try and chase those thoughts from her head.


Alana Skywalker was not the same person she had been only six hours ago. She and Javen had spent nearly three hours in the training room, deeply immersed within the bond they shared. They had practically relived each other’s lives through the bond, opening themselves utterly to each other with no doubts and no hesitation. It was an experience unlike anything Alana had ever felt. 


The bond expanded their horizons beyond even both their expectations, allowing them to draw strength from each other as well as give each other support. She and Javen had expanded their minds together, wrapping tendrils of each other within the infinite expanse of their minds. Alana’s awareness within the Force had opened beyond anything she had ever felt, allowing her to see new paths and directions to take in nearly every instance. It was this new awareness that now caused her eyes to widen slightly as she sensed Runi’s dislike for Master Tocrum, and the distrust, all hidden by the calm demeanor. She could sense Runi’s emotions, almost as vividly as she could sense Javen’s. She reached out a little further as Javen had taught her, expanding the delicate probe deeper, but suddenly a mental shield was thrown up, blocking her attempts. Alana looked over in time to see Runi glance at her in a shy way just as Javen stepped between them, allowing Alana to look away in surprise.

“Initial sensor sweeps around the Temple Perimeter indicate nothing out of the ordinary, but no life signs.” Javen said.


“Isn’t that a good thing?” Terena asked.


Javen shook his head. “Even our sensors will not penetrate the actual disruptor shield, but we should still be picking up life signs moving between the Temple and several support facilities.” He explained. “The actual Temple grounds are nearly a kilometer square, so there should still be activity between the facilities. We are detecting none.” 


“What do you proposed Javen?” Daniel asked.


“Master Skywalker, I’d like for you to remain on board MANDALORE’s HONOR until after we have secured the Temple and grounds. You can monitor our progress with Master Tokare in my private lounge. Once we have determined the situation, and that the immediate area is secure you can join him on the next transport to the surface.”


Daniel nodded. “Certainly.”


“Master Lowbacca, I would like for you to accompany Jaarak and Neeria with their strike team. They will secure the support facilities and then orbit the Temple area in support. If we call for assistance, you’ll be our back up.” Javen said.


Lowbacca nodded. <Consider it done Javen.> He replied.


Javen nodded. “The rest of us will split into two groups when we touch down. Walon, Lunae and five Protectors will be dropped off to the south of the Temple and make their way to the rear entrance. Myself, Alana, Runi and two Protectors will move directly for the main entrance.”


“What about us?” Pon Tiian asked.


“You’ll accompany my group.” Javen spoke. “And you’ll do exactly as I say.”


“We are members of the Jedi Order Javen Panlie.” Terena spoke. “We do not fall under your authority.”

Javen stepped up to her, looking down into her face. “Master Tocrum, the entire area outside the Temple grounds is littered with defenses and minefields that only we know about. Do you know the paths through them?”


“No.” Terena replied.


“I have no quarrel with the Jedi Order Master Tocrum, but do not assume because I have brought you that you can roam at your whim. This Temple is sacred to my people and to me. I will allow you some freedom of movement once within the Temple grounds, but unless the Force can help you pick out our mines, I suggest you do exactly as I say until we say it is clear. Do we understand each other?”


Terena nodded again. “Perfectly.”


“Good.” Javen said. “We’ll be departing in ten minutes.” He turned and walked toward the nearest gunship, Jaiin in step with him and directly beside him.


Runi stepped up to Alana as Terena and Pon Tiian moved up to Daniel. Alana looked into her dark smoldering eyes. “Runi… I…”


“If you wish to know what I am thinking Alana, all you need do is ask me.” She said with a small smile. “I will share anything with you.”


“I’m… I’m sorry… I didn’t know we were connected in such a way.” Alana said quickly.


Runi looked into her green eyes. “Nor was I.” She said softly. “Perhaps it is something we should explore in the future.” Her statement was phrased almost shyly, and Alana’s answer surprised her.


“I… I think I would like that.” 


Alana saw the flash of affection in Runi’s eyes at her reply, and Alana had to keep her own breathing even because she had spoken before she realized, and her answer had surprised her as well.


Runi held up the small bundle. “I… I have brought some things for you.” She said, slowly untying the dark cloth. She held up the collapsible Force Pike in its own thin holster. “I had our Weapons Master build this for you. It’s is weighted and designed to balance perfectly with your height and strength. I think you’ll find it an excellent secondary weapon.”

Alana took it from her, admiring the smooth staff, and the ingenious way the extending button was recessed in to the staff. “Thank you.” She said.


Runi removed the red sash, identical to the one she wore, and to Alana’s surprise stretched it around her waist and tied it on her left hip. She stepped back and looked at her, nodding her head in approval. Alana touched the loose sides of the sash, noticing the writing on the silk fabric. 


“What’s this?” She asked.


Runi smiled. “Something Javen and I wanted to give you.” She said. “I’ll see you onboard.”


Alana let her eyes follow Runi as she headed up the ramp into the gunship. She started to strap the Force Pike sheath on her thigh and turned back around as Daniel came up to her. “Grandfather?” She said with a smile.


“Alana?” Daniel spoke. “Are you alright? You seem… you seem different somehow.”


Alana finished securing the holster on her thigh and stood up to her full height of five foot seven. “I’m fine grandfather really.” She said. Alana did not want anyone to know what she and Javen now shared so completely. At least not just yet.

“Your aura is clearer. More focused. Calmer.” Daniel said.


“I… I spent the last few hours meditating.” Alana said.


Daniel smiled. “Meditating?” He said. “That is not something you are renown for.”


Alana smiled. “After… after what we saw on the bridge… it seemed like the thing to do.”


Daniel nodded. “Indeed. Maintain focus on the surface, for we are entering into uncharted territory.”


Alana nodded and reached up to kiss his cheek. “I will Grandfather.” She said. “I’ll see you soon.”


Daniel watched her head up the ramp. There was something different about her, but he could not place it. He turned and headed for the elevator that would take him up to the lounge.


Javen settled to the ground in front of the huge boulder and pulled out the small pair of macrobinoculars. He felt Alana and Runi settled to the ground on either side of him, as Terena and Pon Tiian and the others took up positions behind him. Javen brought the macrobinoculars to his eyes and began scanning the main entrance of the Temple compound. 

Alana looked around the area, still able to see the towering hulks of the ships half sunk in the sea floor of the ocean surrounding the small island they had landed on. The ships looked to be thousands of years old, yet she was still able to make out the configuration of at least two of the Hammerhead design of capital ships of the Old Republic. 


“Why did you leave the ships?” she asked.


Runi glanced at the wrecks quickly before turning back to her and popping a small protein bar into her mouth. “Many of them are buried quite deeply in the sea floor.” She replied. “The water is relatively shallow within ten kilometers of the island, and they hit with enough force to imbed themselves too deeply. The others simply sank deeper over the thousands of years.”


Javen lowered the macrobinoculars and turned back around, settling to the ground. Runi held out the second third of the protein bar to him, which he took, and then she handed the rest to Alana. 


“The ships also provide a natural cover for the island as nothing more than an ancient graveyard.” Javen said, putting the piece of protein bar into his mouth and motioning the others closer.


“Very convincing.” Alana said, putting her piece of protein bar into her mouth and chewing. Her face wrinkled at the taste and Runi smiled.


“The taste is foul, but it will replenish nutrients lost.” She said.


“I must talk to our scientists.” Javen spoke, washing down the protein bar with water from the small canteen. He held it out to Alana who took it gratefully. “There are times when I believe the taste of these things is not worth the rewards.”


Javen waited until the others had settled to the ground closer to him. “The entrance appears undisturbed, but there are tracks outside the marked paths.” He told them.

“What does that mean?” Pon Tiian asked.


“It means whoever was able to deactivate the shield knew where our defenses were.” Javen spoke in reply. “They were able to bypass them.”


“Who could do that?” Terena asked.


Javen looked at her. “There are only six individuals outside of the men and women who live here that knew the codes and placement of our defenses.”


“So you have a traitor within your group.” Terena spoke.


Javen’s eyes narrowed when he looked at her. “That isn’t possible.” He said.


“Why?”


Javen motioned to the Mandalorian Protector. “Secure the entrance.” He ordered. He waited a few moments and then followed the Protectors.


Terena looked at Runi. “He dismisses the possibility outright.” She said. “Why?”


Runi shook her head. “The men and women assigned here are totally loyal.” She said.


“How can you know that?” Terena asked.


Runi met her gaze. “Every man, woman, and child assigned here is from Clan Ordo!” She snapped. “That is why.” She got to her feet and followed Javen.


Terena looked at Alana. “It was a legitimate question.” She said.


Alana shook her head slowly. “You have been on the High Council for too long Grand Master Tocrum.” Alana said. “It has dulled your ability to understand those you travel with. And it has removed any trace of subtly from your words. If you ever had any.”


“Mind your place Knight Skywalker!” Terena snapped. “I am still your superior.”


Alana rolled her eyes. “Just the answer I would have expected.” She said before moving to follow Runi.


Terena and Pon Tiian followed quickly to keep up.


Alana stood next to Javen, her eyes wide as she took in the sight of the Temple. It was huge, the curved circular structure enormous at the base, and the huge stone fingers reaching into the sky above the center. The single long ramp leading up into the temple, and the high arched doorway opening into the Temple itself were decorated with flowers and stone pillars along the walkway, and intricate carvings on the stone face.


In the massive compound area, Alana could see many more structures, made from duracrete and steel. There were many trees that reached into the blue sky above them, and rows of meticulously planted flowers and walkways. Alana heard the shield go back up, the slight shimmering in its power before it settled back into its clear state. 

And there was also something else that Alana had smelled before.


The unmistakable smell of death.


Javen lifted his hand and activated the wrist com he wore. “Walon, report!” He hissed.


“Holding position just inside the shield Javen. The rear entrance also showed no signs of tampering, but we found dozens of footprints outside the safe zones.” Walon reported. “And the patrol station is empty.”


“Do you smell it Walon?” Javen asked.


“Yes, my lord. Death.”


“Spread your people out! Sweep right from your location. We will sweep right and meet you by the main entrance. Weapons free Walon!” Javen told him.


“As you order Mandalore.”


Alana touched Javen’s arm and he looked at her. “This is thirty thousand years old?” She asked.


“Closer to forty.” He replied. “The inside has been reconfigured many times of the centuries, but we have only repaired and improved the exterior. Most of the stones are still the original ones.”

Alana met his eyes. “Javen I can feel your apprehension.” 


Javen met her eyes. We should feel the men and women who lived here. He spoke within their newly established bond. I can sense nothing. Nothing but death.

Could they have fled?


Javen shook his head. They would have fought and died here. Every single one of them.


Perhaps they are hiding Javen?


It’s… It’s possible. There are several rooms within the Temple that were designed to dampen Force signatures as to be undetectable. But we should still feel life within the Temple itself. Unless…


What? Alana asked.

Javen looked at her. Let’s find out.


“Everyone spread out! At least five meters between you and the next person. Pick a location on the on the right of the ramp and head for it.” Javen spoke. 


Alana looked at Runi as she could feel her apprehension as well, her hands tightening on the D9 assault rifle. She reached out within the Force, using the new clarity and power her bond with Javen had given her, searching for something; anything. Alana’s blood went cold when she found it.


She sensed death.


She scrambled to follow Javen’s instructions, and they found the first sign of what had happen when they reached the bottom of the Temple ramp. As they looked up the ramp, they could see the bodies of two Mandalorian soldiers, their bodies half in and half out of the massive door. They were dead, that was obvious. One of them has his eyes frozen open in a lifelike gaze that belied the huge gaping slash across his throat now caked with dried blood. The second man had a massive chest wound, nearly half his chest opened to the sunlit sky. Their blood soaked a dark pool all around them, though it had now dried and stained the stone. They moved slowly up the ramp as Walon and the others came into view, moving low to the ground but with measured steps. Javen stepped next to the bodies and went to one knee, his eyes staring into darkness of the Temple entrance.


He lifted his wrist com again. “Walon… send two men back to the rear and establish a guard.” He whispered.


Walon nodded his head at the foot of the ramp and motioned to two of the men in his team. They nodded and darted back the way they had come. Walon moved quickly but quietly up the ramp until he settled next to Javen. “The Temple defenses have been powered down.” He whispered. 


Javen nodded. “Even the auxiliary generators are offline.” He spoke.


Walon looked at the bodies of the two men. “Tremor sword wounds.” He spoke.


Javen, my Padawan had tremor sword wounds on her body. Alana spoke to him within the bond.  


Javen looked at her for a moment, and then turned back to the entrance. “Split the force. Take half and move right for the control room. Get power back to the Temple. Have Lunae begin clearing the first floor. I will take Alana and Runi and move for the computer core.”


Walon was making hand signals behind him as Javen spoke, and Alana could only marvel at the unspoken language as the Protectors began to move up to the entrance, their weapons leveled inside the darkened structure.


“If it is not Mandalorian…” Javen spoke. “Kill it.”


Javen moved down the cool floor of the stone ramp, Alana on his left, Runi on his right, both of them even with him. His senses were completely open to the Force, the corridor dimly lit by the streaks of sun entering from the windows high above them. He could see the doors below them, one to the left, and the other to the right. The door to the left he could still see the red blinking light on the small controlling panel, indicating the door was sealed. The archway to the right had no door as it opened into another, larger room with a single door. He flashed a hand signal at Runi, and she crossed in front of him quickly, her D9 leveled at the open archway. She put her back up against the far wall as she moved to the bottom of the ramp, next to the control panel. A brief glance told her it was sealed and locked, and she held up a closed fist for Javen to see. He nodded and moved to the right wall, signaling Alana to position herself next to Runi.


Javen came to the corner of the archway, pausing only a second before looking into the room and then back out again. He looked at Runi and Alana, and indicated them to move forward into the room along the far wall. Runi nodded her understanding, and dropped her hand to Alana’s arm telling her to follow. Alana nodded and together they moved quickly and almost soundlessly into the next room, Javen sliding along the corner until he too was in the room. The door in front of him was slightly ajar, and he removed his Guardian lightsaber from his belt as he crept along the wall until he was next to the door. He pushed the door with the end of his lightsaber, adding a tiny assist with the Force, and the massive stone like door opened completely. After a brief glance he moved into the room, Runi and Alana darting forward to follow.


Alana saw the large panels on the floor of the room and the single computer console near the door on the far end of the panels. Javen had stopped near the first panel, his eyes searching the room slowly. He lifted his wrist com.


“Walon?”


“Javen… it’s… it’s not pretty my lord.” The voice came back. “We have discovered forty-nine bodies, seven of them children. Mandalore… it appears as if they were tortured horribly.”


Javen closed his eyes slowly. “The Temple’s core is still secure. No one has breached it.” He said. “Survivors?”


“Negative so far.”


Javen paused for a moment. “Master Lowbacca have you been monitoring?”


<We are here Javen.> Lowbacca’s voice came back. <The secondary facilities were deserted and Jaarak indicates no sign of activity for at least three days.>


“Have the pilot lower the Disruptor shield and land within the compound. Off load your team and secure the grounds and the entrance.” Javen said.


<Understood. Our pilot is moving for your location now.>


Javen lowered his com and knelt there for a long moment, scenarios running through his head. He lifted his com again. “Walon, can you determine from the wounds how they were killed?”


“There are some with blaster wounds.” Walon answered. “Most have lightsaber or Tremor Sword wounds. Precise wounds meant to inflict maximum pain; severed limbs and deep wounds that increase pain but will not immediately kill.”


“Have any of the computer stations been accessed?”


“Stand by.”


Javen looked at Alana. “Was your Padawan killed by the Tremor Sword?”


Alana shook her head. “She had several types of wounds. Lightsabers, Tremor Swords, but the blows that killed her came from a blunt object to her head. Her skull was crushed in three places.”


Runi squeezed her arm, seeing the pain the memories brought forth in Alana’s eyes. “Be strong Alana.” She spoke softly.


“Javen…” Walon’s voice came over the com. “Four attempts to access secure files. Records indicate internal sensors and defenses were powered down prior to six attempts to enter the core. All failed.”

“So there’s no record of core release?”


“Negative.”


Javen nodded. “That meshes with what we have found. The outer door was forced open, but the core is still sealed.”


“They began torturing our people when they couldn’t enter the core.” Walon spoke.


“It would appear that way.” Javen replied.


“One more thing.” Walon spoke, and then he switched to Mando’a. (Our people seem to have been taken by surprise Javen.)


(Explain.) Javen said. Alana watched carefully. Her bond with Javen allowed her to understand Mando’a now, but she would still need to learn to speak it. It was not an easy language to learn due to its simplistic verb and noun placement, and the fact that many words meant exactly the opposite of what they were suppose to mean.


(We’ve seen no defensive wounds on any of the dead. Many still have their weapons holster or slung. It’s almost as if they didn’t see the attack coming.) Walon said.


(Stealth Assassins?)


(That would be my guess) Walon replied. (It’s the one thing we never planned for Javen. We never thought someone could bring the shield down.)


(So they could still be within the Temple itself?)


(Yes.) Walon replied.


(Stand by.) Javen turned to Alana. There is a good possibility there may be stealth assassins all around us right now. He spoke through their bond.


Alana didn’t flinch at this warning, and continued to do what she had been doing the last few minutes and look around the room. What do you want me to do?


Be ready. I’m going to have Walon initiate a graviton pulse wave through the temple. That should render all stealth shields inactive.

I’ll be ready. She replied, her hand dropping almost casually to rest on her lightsaber hilt.


(Walon…initiate a graviton pulse wave through the temple. Inform Master Lowbacca and the others via the secure channel.)


(Understood. I will initiate in thirty seconds. Stand by)


Javen looked up at Runi. She had understood every word and was poised for action. “We’ll wait until Master Lowbacca and the others secure the perimeter and then we’ll enter the core.” Javen spoke for the benefit of anyone listening to them.


Thirty seconds passed almost too fast and Walon’s voice sprang out of the com. “We are ready.”


“Very well! Execute!”


There was a momentary hesitation and then they felt the graviton pulse surge all around them like a strong wind. The power of the graviton pulse caused stealth generator power cells to overload and shut down, rendering the wearer visible.


Nine stealthy figures shimmered to life all around them, their black armor glimmering in the dim light of the room. There was barely time to blink before two lightsabers ignited with a snap hiss, and the first shot of the D9 assault rifle echoed in the room.


The fight was joined.


Javen spun gracefully in a complete circle, the dark orange of his blade flashing in the room and driving clean through the mid section of one of the armored figures before he had time to register what was happening. The smell of melted armor and burnt flesh filled the room as Javen twisted his lightsaber clear and brought it down toward the next closest of the three attackers near him.


The assassins were well trained and reacted almost instantly after losing their advantage of stealth. The assassin was able to draw his own lightsaber, the snap hiss of the silver blade loud in the confined room. He only prolonged his life for a few seconds as he caught Javen’s first blow with his own blade. He hadn’t expected the incredible power of the blow, and his lightsaber bent back towards his body singing his own chest armor, and burning through to his skin. He screamed in pain, and could only watch as Javen snapped the blade back with a speed he had never witnessed before. He did not feel the blade pass through his armored throat, and whip out the other side of his neck. He was already dead as his head tumbled to the floor and his body stood there for a macabre few seconds, not registering that the brain that made his body function was laying a few feet away. Javen had already turned to face his last attacker when the body began to crumble to the floor.


The third assassin was able to ignite his blade and launch himself into an attack. His front kick caught Javen in the chest, but lacked the power in the confined space to do anything other than push him back. The assassin advanced rapidly, spinning his lightsaber expertly.


“You will die now Mandalorian pig!” He hissed at Javen.


Javen smiled. “Then come assassin.” He spoke, his amethyst blade springing into his hand and igniting in a split second.


The assassin hesitated when Javen ignited the second blade, and that was all the opening he needed. Javen attacked, the amethyst blade smashing down on the silver blade of the assassin in an overhand attack. The assassin lifted his silver blade to counter, but remembered too late that Javen now had two lightsabers. He had time to see the dark orange of Javen’s Guardian blade before it sliced through his body at the waist.


Runi’s first shot with her D9 passed completely through the head of the assassin closest to her. His head snapped back, pieces of armor, blood and bone splashing wetly on the wall behind him. As his body fell, Runi dropped her D9, allowing it to dangle on the quick release snaps, her hand smoothly drawing the Force Pike from its holster on her thigh. She thumbed the extend button even as she spun the weapon in a powerful attack profile. The second assassin was able to deflect the blow, thinking his lightsaber would easily slice through the staff weapon. His eyes went wide behind his helmet when he realized that the pike was layered with a cortosis shell and nothing happen. He staggered back as his companion ignited his own blade and they stood side by side and attacked.


Runi’BeTracyn’s five foot two height had always been a disadvantage to her until she had come in Javen’s life. He was sixteen and the new Mandalore, and she was fourteen and a shy skinny girl with blazing red hair a glittering dark eyes. Until Javen had come into her life, she had been picked on and teased by other children her age. When she became the new Mandalore’s companion, her entire life changed.


It had been Javen who discovered she was Force sensitive. It had been Javen who treated her not as an underling, but as an equal in everything. He had trained her in secret, in the most advanced martial arts known to exist, most of the styles based on the now extinct Echani fighting arts. Javen and Master Tokare had trained her to use her skills within the Force indirectly, to more augment her natural skills, which she took to far more easily. She had changed her diet since coming to live with Javen, and with the constant training regime she shared with him, her once scrawny body blossomed into the muscled and lean form she now sported. She still retained her feminine curves, her bosom growing into the very female shape she still had, her entire body becoming tanned and incredibly tight and firm. Her continued training sessions with Javen had honed her body into a perfect combination of suppleness and lethal grace; her beauty developing all on its own.    



 Runi had many offers of courtship from different suitors, many just trying to gain favor with Javen, as Runi had become his shadow, never far from his side or his ear. She spurned all these advances, never returning one ounce of affection. After five years with Javen she had made a vow to herself, that only Javen would have her heart and her body. She desired no one else, and even though she could never have what she wanted, she never betrayed her vow. It was a decision her mother understood, but didn’t agree with; and a decision her father agreed with, but didn’t understand.

Runi had resigned herself to the fact that she could never have Javen’s love, as he was meant for great things, but she was content to always be by his side. It wasn’t until she was captured by Trandoshan mercenaries that she discovered just how much she meant to Javen.


Against the advice of every one of his advisors and Master Tokare himself, Javen slipped away from his Mandalorian Crimson Guards and came after her with only her father and brother at his side. Runi did not discover the true extent of what he had done until after he had rescued her. The trail to her was clear and unbroken, and at every point of the journey, Javen had left destruction and death in his wake. Her father had told her some time later that when they had arrived on Nar Shaddaa where Runi had been sold to a Hutt, Javen had been like a man possessed. He would brook no hesitation in any who crossed his path in his search for her. If they caused him delay, they died. He laid waste to an entire Hutt tribe and nearly half the newly organized criminal organization before he found her battered and beaten. She had been raped repeatedly, and subjected to countless beatings, which showed on her shattered body. This had incensed Javen to the point of near insanity, and while her father and brother watched over her on their ship, they also watched parts of Nar Shaddaa burn and explode in the darkness.

The battle had been reported on the HoloNet for weeks afterward, how a lone attacker had nearly wiped out the infrastructure of Nar Shaddaa’s criminal underground. Though no one could ever confirm it, rumors ran rampant that the newly chosen Mandalore was the perpetrator of these acts. All because mercenaries had made the mistake of taking something from him that he held dear. In the years that followed, no criminal would even come near the Mandalorian border, let alone come across it with evil intentions.


Runi had wanted to die, ashamed as she was of what had happen to her. Her father and brother were helpless to console her, and even when her mother rendezvoused with them, she could not console her. Javen diverted course from Ordo, again against the advice and raging of his advisors and Master Tokare, and they had arrived on Kashyyyk a few days later. It was here that Javen had spirited her away to a hidden dwelling deep within the Shadowlands. The Wookiees welcomed her family and treated them with respect and honor, but they never revealed where Javen had taken her. It had been there; during their second week on Kashyyyk that Runi had tearfully asked him why he had brought her there. Why would he not just let her die to wash away the shame? And it had been then that Javen professed his love for her and her healing had begun. That first night spent in his arms, and every night after that had purged from Runi all the pain and shame she had endured in her weeks of captured. He made love to her with such passion and tenderness it had taken her breath away, and each time was better than the last.

They reappeared three weeks later, on the platform roads of Kashyyyk, high in the Wroshyr trees, and Runi’BeTracyn had been reborn.


Runi, despite her diminutive size, did not hold the title of crimson Guard Commander because she shared Javen’s bed. Her skills were beyond all except Javen, as the assassins were about to find out.


As they stood on either side of her, Runi paused only for a split second before striking. Using the Force to augment her strike, she drove one end of her pike at the assassin on her right. He was not prepared for the power of the blow, and it drove his lightsaber back into his helmet. He screamed as the blade sliced through his armored face and burnt into his flesh. As he reached for the wound Runi spun her pike around in a blur and the opposite end smashed against the assassin’s head. Runi heard the armor shattered under the Force assisted blow and he crumbled to the floor instantly unconscious. Runi wasted no motion and spun gracefully, bringing the Pike around in a blinding side strike. The third assassin deflected this blow with his lightsaber, snapping out a weak front kick to try and move this red haired whirlwind back. The kick did not connect, and it left him off balance as Runi leaped above him, using the Force to assist her. She twisted in mid air and came down behind the assassin, the Force Pike coming up in a savage upper strike. The end of the lance slammed into his helmet, ripping the metal from his head exposing his human face and brown hair. His eyes watered and he saw blood in his eyes as the edge of the helmet ripped a gash along his hair line. He staggered back a few steps, trying to wipe the blood from his eyes. When he looked up again, all he saw was the armored fist coming straight for him. He was not fast enough to dodge the blow. The heel of Runi’s palm rammed into his nose, there was a sharp moment of excruciating pain, and then the pieces of his nose cartilage shredded his brain in mush.


Alana had begun turning as soon as the wave hit, her turquoise blade snapping to life. The first assassin died before being able to sense a threat, as Alana’s blade cleanly decapitated him in the first half second. The second two assassins were able to step back and ignite their own lightsabers in time to prolong their lives for a few seconds at least. Alana, flowing with newly realized power and focus, attack quickly and with overwhelming power. Using her five foot seven inch height to her advantage, her blade snapped out with the blinding speed of a Vaapad on its first hunt, slicing through the both the hilt of the lightsaber and the hands of the second assassin. He had no time to even blink through the new pain shooting through his brain before Alana’s left hand filled with the Elite Watchman blaster and she pulled the trigger, sending a blistering bolt of energy through the assassin’s left eye piece. 


The last assassin stepped back, holding his lightsaber defensively as she turned on his, the Watchman blaster loosing another three shots which he easily deflected away. However he had lost track of the whirling turquoise blade until it pierced his shoulder and ripped downward. There was no scream, or sound, as his body fell to the floor, the lightsaber falling from dead fingers. Alana’s blade had sliced his heart into pieces.


Alana turned to see Javen and Runi finishing off their final opponents. She took a deep breath, drawing on her bond with Javen to calm her more quickly. She deactivated her lightsaber and turned as Runi was securing the one assassin that still lived.


“Javen?” She called.


He nodded at her, his eyes searching for more targets as Runi used wire bindings from her belt to tie the assassin. “Just peachy.” He answered with a grin.


Alana stepped over the bodies and put her hand on Runi’s shoulder. “Runi?”


Runi looked up at her, dark eyes flashing as she tightened the wire bindings. “I’m fine.” She replied.


Javen lifted his wrist com. “Walon! Report!”


“Nineteen down!” Walon replied, sporadic weapons fire in the background.


“Casualties?”


“One wounded. Minor. We are sweeping the floors again to be sure.” Walon reported to him. “Shall I open the core?”


“Negative!” Javen spoke. “We have a prisoner here. I will bring him to the control center. We had a hundred and fifty three personnel here Walon. Where are the survivors? They are still unaccounted for.”


“We’ll find them Mandalore!” Walon spoke. “You have my word!”


“Have four more strike teams deploy from MANDALORE’s HONOR!” Javen spoke. “I want the entire island swept clean. Look under every rock! Every hole! Find them! Restore all power to the Temple and defenses. Have the strike teams bring down M-120 turrets and establish them all around the Temple. Rig the Temple to have regular graviton pulses in fifteen minute intervals. Once the main generators are back on line, pulse the entire island at the same intervals.”


“Understood.”


“I’m going to search the catacombs beneath the Temple. That was our main fall back position.” Javen said.


“Javen… let me send a cadre of Protectors to you.” Walon spoke.


“Not needed Walon.” Javen answered, looking at the bodies all around them. “The three of us are a full platoon by ourselves it would seem.”


In the Temple control room they could hear Walon laugh. “I find it hard to argue about that.” He said. “Be sharp Ner Vod. You may have two Krath kittens with you, but you are not invincible.”


Javen smiled. “We’ll be fine.”


Alana looked at Runi. “Krath kitten?”


Runi stood up, collapsing her Force Pike. “It’s a feline animal; very rare, and almost never seen in large numbers. They are said to be extremely beautiful, with silk like fur and large colored eyes.”

Alana smiled. “What’s so bad about that?”


“They are also one of the most lethal animals in the galaxy.” She said.


“Well… there is a saying that if the shoe fits.” Alana said.


Javen chuckled and left the room, Alana and Runi following. He went to the locked door they had passed and entered in a nine digit code. The door slid to the side to reveal a small storage compartment lined with shelves. Javen reached up to the top shelf and moved the small can aside. The was a soft humming noise and the entire back wall of the compartment slid further into the wall and finally lowered out of sight to reveal and perfectly dug tunnel.

Javen looked at them. “Let’s go my Krath Kittens.” He said.


Daniel walked beside Tokare’s hover disc as they entered the Temple. They had seen the bodies of the assassins as they were unceremoniously dumped in a pile outside the Temple. They would be burned at a later time. The Mandalorian Protectors were also in the process of reverently caring for their dead comrades, wrapping the bodies in silk cloth and moving them back to the HONOR for burial.


Daniel looked at Tokare. “I can’t believe we never discovered this place.” He said.


“Protected well the location was.” Tokare replied.


“You’ve been here before then?”


Tokare nodded. “Many times.”


“I can feel the power of this Temple. It radiates almost blindingly.” Daniel said, sliding his hand along the wall of the temple.


“Purged it was of the dark taint.” Tokare said. “A place of great study and meditation it was for Javen’s ancestors.”


“And Revan Panlie and Bastila Shan are entombed here?”


Tokare nodded. “Their children as well.”


“I would be honored to see this.” Daniel said.


“Protective of the tombs he is.” Tokare said. “Seen the tombs only twice I have.”

Daniel nodded. “Yes, I understand why.”


“Talk with him I will.” Tokare said.


They turned as Walon walked up with Terena and Pon Tiian in tow. Walon bowed his head slightly to them.


“Master Tokare. We have secured the Temple and the grounds and reestablished a defensive perimeter.” Walon reported. “The additional strike teams from the HONOR are installing the new turrets and Jaiin is establishing a new patrol sector. Since we only found forty-nine of our people within the Temple grounds, Javen went into the catacombs with Runi and Jedi Skywalker. They discovered the remainder of our people while you were enroute.”


“Alive?” Tokare asked.


“Yes Master.” Walon spoke with a smile. “Many are badly injured and they are hungry and tired, but they are alive. They used the catacombs to make it to the sealed Elders compound. The Elders have been providing shelter to them ever since the attack.”


Tokare nodded his small head with a sigh of relief. “Four more strike teams order from the HONOR Walon. Medical teams as well. Provide aide we must.” 


Walon nodded. “I will request the additional teams Master, but the medical units are already on their way down.”


“Excellent.”


“We have three prisoners Master Tokare.” Walon spoke.


Tokare looked surprised. “Prisoners you say?”


Walon nodded. “I have them locked down in the storage cell right now, but I would feel more comfortable if I could lock them in the HONOR’s brig.” 


“Interesting this is.” Tokare said. “Prisoners Javen does not normally take.”


“He doesn’t take prisoners?” Terena asked, clearly aghast. “That’s barbaric!”


Walon looked at her. “That’s practical.” He said. “Prisoners are more often than not a burden.”


“Breach the Temple defenses they did.” Tokare said. “How this was done he will want to know.”


“We would like to see this computer core. And the tombs.” Terena spoke.


“The core is off limits.” Walon replied. “Only three people have access.”


“Ask him you can.” Tokare said. Discover why Knight Korr was here you wanted.”


Terena nodded. “Of course,” She said.


“Wait until Javen returns we will.” Tokare said. “Restore the defenses remains our priority.”


Tokare and Walon moved off down the corridor while Terena and Pon Tiian moved closer to Daniel.


“They fought without mercy.” Terena told him. “They did not even offer surrender terms.”


“They found forty-nine members of their clan butchered.” Pon Tiian replied. “From what I understand of Mandalorian tradition, they are honor bound to avenge those deaths.”


“This action only goes to show that Javen Panlie has no right to carry the Heart of the Guardian. He is no Jedi as he proved today.” Terena spoke. “And Knight Skywalker has changed as well. His disrespectful attitude is influencing her far too much.”


“I understand his ancestors are buried here?” Pon Tiian asked Daniel.


Daniel nodded. “Within this Temple.”


“Where?” Terena asked. “The Jedi artifacts that must decorate those tombs would be invaluable to the Order.”


Daniel looked at her but kept his mouth closed and said nothing. Pon Tiian answered for him.


“We are here to discover why Knight Korr came here.” He said. “Why she came here, and who sent her. These people were tortured and murdered for accessed into the lower computer core. Why they did not get it they butchered these people. There has to be a reason why. It may lead us to who killed Korr and our other comrades as well.”


Terena nodded. “I understand that as well. We should not dismiss the history that may be here hidden in this Temple.”  


Daniel looked at her for a long moment. “We should assist in securing the grounds and the Temple. Then we can talk to Javen about going into the core and the tombs.”


“…Don’t trust her Master.” Walon said as he and Tokare entered the control center.


Tokare nodded. “Other motives she has.” He said thoughtfully. “Monitored long range transmission you will Walon. Attempt to contact Undien she will. Know this Javen must.”


Walon nodded. “I’ll make it happen.” He said. “What about the other two?”


“A threat Daniel is not.” Tokare replied. Fight beside you Pon Tiian did. Master Tocrum watch we must. Not the others.”

Alana looked at all the wounded men, women and children as they were being tended to by the medics that had descended upon the catacombs shortly after they had found the survivors. They had made their way several kilometers under the ground to another compound that was hidden from the surface, with only one hidden entrance on the surface of the island. It was here that Alana got her first glimpse of the Rakatan species as well. They were reptilian in nature with large appendages joined to their long thin heads that held their eyes. Their skin was brown and scaly, and they spoke in an odd tongue that Javen and Runi understood, but she was having trouble putting together. Alana moved up behind Javen, putting her hand on his shoulder as the older man was talking. 


“… No idea they entered Mandalore.” The man was saying. “The shield was only down for ninety seconds. We were scrambling to see what was wrong, when it went back up. We could not determine the cause of it, so we sent a transmission back to Ordo for instructions from you. They hit us that night. They had no honor. They attacked form the shadows, killing two dozen before we could respond. I ordered the core locked down and the evacuation. I was injured attempting to hold them from the core while the others escaped. I… I failed you Mandalore.”


Javen put his hand on the man’s shoulder. “You saved our people Rutan. You did your duty well. The core was locked down. That is what matters. Once that was accomplished, you did the right thing in ordering the evacuation.”


“They did not breach the core?”


“No.” Javen answered. “Thanks to your quick actions.”


The man let out a relieved sigh. “Mandalore… I… I request you allow me to…”


“No!” Javen snapped. “You fulfilled your duty Rutan! You have brought no dishonor to our clan or yourself. None!”


“But Mandalore…”


Javen got to his feet. “No! I will not allow one of my most senior and closest friends and advisors to kill himself because he thinks he failed. You did not fail! I care nothing for what is in the core! Our people are more important to me.”


“Mandalore… those artifacts are your history.” Rutan spoke.


Javen nodded. “And my history is nothing when put against the lives of our people.” He said. “You have honored me with your actions Rutan. Thank you.” He lowered his head to the injured man’s hand, and Alana saw the stunned look of surprise and the look of absolute devotion.


“Thank you Lord Mandalore.” He said softly.


“Walon is sending all of you that are injured to the HONOR.” Javen said. “Anyone who wishes to stay may do so, or I can take you all home if that is your wish.”


“Our home is here now Mandalore.” Rutan said. 


Javen nodded and looked at the man. “I will insure you can defend against a division next time my friend.”


Rutan nodded as the medics activated the hover bed and led him away. Javen stood up completely and looked at Alana. “I should have left more people.” He said quietly.


“You can not blame yourself for this Javen.” Alana said.


“I am responsible.” Javen replied. Forty-nine of my people are dead, and someone will pay dearly for that.”


Alana watched him move off to the door and leave the room.


Night came upon them quickly. The outside of the Temple was alive with activity as the two hundred plus additional Mandalorian troops moved about the compound setting up newer defenses, walking foot patrols, or trying to catch a few hours of sleep. The wounded had all been taken back to MANDALORE’s HONOR, but the remaining men, women and children did not want to leave. This had become their home, and in true Mandalorian fashion, they weren’t about to be chased away.


Javen sat in the Temple Control Center reviewing data pads, while several techs sat at the three consoles monitoring the entire perimeter and the newly installed turrets. Walon and Jaiin walked in, their weapons slung in front of them, dangling from the quick release clips. Walon settled heavily into the chair while Jaiin went to the new dispenser to get two cups of caffa. 

“It’s as secure as we can make it Javen.” Walon spoke after a moment.


Jaiin walked back over, handing one of the mugs to Walon while Javen sipped his own cup. “We have four roving patrols Mandalore. Each of them monitored from here. All of them have biochips now installed as you requested. The automated turrets are now active and will target anything without a biochip.”

Javen set the data pad down and nodded. “I want two portable sensor arrays brought down tomorrow. Have one installed on top of the Temple, and the other one installed on the ridge to the east. That will extend their coverage five fold, to include all approaches from the water. It’s the only way they could have got to the island undetected.”


Walon nodded. “Done. Jaiin and I were going to take some engineer teams out tomorrow and reestablish a new field with newer mines. We also talked about enlarging the fields as well.”


Javen nodded. “As long as it does not hinder the families and the children that will remain here.” He said. He stretched out his arms and groaned. “They brought the shield down with a phased Polarion Pulse.”


“A phased Polarion Pulse?” Walon spoke. He looked at Jaiin, then back to Javen. “In order to do that they would need the correct frequency.”


Javen nodded. “Which means someone told them the location of the Temple.” He said. “Up until today, only a dozen knew of its location, and eight of them are part of our party. The others are members of my advisor staff on Ordo, but they are all men and women that I trust.” He leaned forward in his chair. “Have a coded transmission sent to Ordo to Internal Security. I want them to go to everyone’s homes and check all computer accesses while we have been gone. Once that has been checked, I want all files purged and the command codes changed.”


“I’ll see to it.” Jaiin spoke.


“What of our prisoners?” Javen asked.


“They are under constant watch.” Walon told him. “The Watch Officer is keeping tabs on them himself. None of them are talking. Two Trandoshans. One Rodian.”


Javen looked at him, his eyes narrowing to slits. “Trandoshans?” 


Walon nodded. “I thought that might irk you some.”


“Make sure our people know they are Force sensitive. We don’t know to what extent they have been trained, but I want our people prepared.” Javen said.


“My Lord, where could they have learned their skills with a lightsaber?” Jaiin asked. “A few of them were quite good.”

“That’s a good question.” Javen said. “Put a surveillance drone on Tocrum and Tiian. I want to know where they go and what they do.”


“You don’t trust them?” Walon asked.


“Only as far as I could throw them.” Javen answered.


“Nothing on Master Skywalker?” Jaiin asked.


Javen shook his head. “No. He is no threat. He wants answers as badly as we do.”


“Alana?” Walon asked with a grin. Javen shook his head and heard Jaiin join in the laughter. “Does she know what she wears?”


Javen looked at him. “I think she has some sense, yes.” He replied. “Inform Commander Kratal that I expect that Alliance cruiser in the area tomorrow.”


“Do we keep them off the surface?” Walon asked.


Javen shook his head. “They can land. I imagine there will be a number of Jedi with them. They will be here to collect Alana and the others and whatever artifacts they think they can leave with. Allow them to enter the grounds and then arrest them.”


Walon looked puzzled. “Arrest them?”


Javen held out the data pad. “This will surprise them.”


Walon’s face broke into a wide grin before he handed the pad to Jaiin. “That’s beautiful.” He said. “Simply beautiful.”

“Where’s Runi?” Javen asked.


“Last time I checked she was up top, checking the placements on the landing pad.” Walon answered. “Should I call her?”


Javen shook his head and got to his feet. “No. I’ll check the placements myself and do a walk around and then call her.”


“Javen… Alana wears the sash of a life mate. She should have protection.” Jaiin spoke.


Javen looked at him. She’ll detect any security on her.” He said.


Walon grinned. “It’s been seven years, and Runi hasn’t detected hers.” He spoke. “Neither have you for that matter.”


Javen chuckled. “You’d better hope she never does.” He said. “Contact me if anything out of the ordinary happens.”


Walon nodded. “Understood.”


Runi stood on top of the Temple, her eyes looking out over the calm ocean at the rising moon. The slight breeze sent a cool refreshing wind across her face. She had changed into more comfortable robes like Javen, leaving behind the cloak and cowl in their quarters. It was a full moon and just starting to come up, casting a silver light on the still water of the ocean.


“Runi?” Alana’s voice came from the darkness behind her.


Runi smiled. “I heard you coming up the ramp Alana.” 


Alana walked up next to her slowly, her eyes going to the moon and the vision it was casting. “It’s beautiful.” She said.


Runi nodded. “I love coming here. Until today it has always been so peaceful and calming.”


“You’ve been here before then?” Alana asked.


“Many times.” Runi answered.


“With Javen?”


Runi looked at her. “Yes.” She replied, turning to face her completely.


“Runi… I’m sorry about what happen on the ship. I… I didn’t know we were… we were connected in such a way. I was just as surprised as you.”


“I’m not upset Alana.” Runi told her. “It was just another sign for me.”


Alana looked at her. “Another sign?”


Runi nodded. “Yes.”


“Another sign of what?” Alana could feel her heart begin beating much more quickly now.


Runi stepped closer to her. “That… that you and I are meant to be more than friends.”


“I… I don’t know how this happen?” Alana said.


“Does everything need to have an explanation Alana?” Runi asked. “Do you never just follow your heart?”


“Yes.” Alana said.


“And what does your heart tell you?” Runi asked, stepping even closer to her. Their bodies were almost touching now, and Alana could see the smoldering eyes Runi gazed at her with reflecting in the moonlight.


“It’s not that simple.” Alana said finally.


“Isn’t it?” Runi asked. “Do you think it does not surprise me? I have never felt for a woman what I feel for you. When I look at you I find myself imagining what it would be like Alana. What it would feel like. You don’t have these thoughts?”


“Runi… I…”


“Did you stop to consider that perhaps what we feel for each other is why this bond has formed?” Runi said.


“The Force…”


Runi reached up and touched her face, silencing her words as Alana shivered in near delight at her touch. “This has less to do with the Force, and more to do with your heart.” Runi said.


“I… I think I am in love with Javen.” Alana blurted out.


Runi smiled, still gently stroking Alana’s cheek. “Something else we have in common.” She said. “As I told you earlier, I love Javen; just as much as you now do. And he loves me; just as much as he now loves you. But even with that… we have had an empty spot in our hearts. You… you fill that spot.”


“How… how can you not be angry?” Alana asked.

Runi smiled. “For the same reason you are not angry. Trust me… as you will no doubt soon discover… there is more than enough of Javen for both of us to love. What you need to discover is what your heart tells you. You complete us Alana Skywalker. The question is… will we complete you?”


“I… I don’t know.” Alana said softly.


Runi smiled again, her eyes giving off a mischievous twinkle. “Oh… I think you do. I think your heart has already given you the answer that you sought. You just haven’t come to grips with what your heart is telling you.”


“Runi…”


Runi put a finger to her lips stopping her words. She lifted her face, rising on her tip toes slowly. She took her finger away and hesitantly… almost shyly… kissed Alana. She pulled back quickly, surprised at her own boldness, her eyes never leaving Alana’s beautiful green ones. She reached up again, slowly pressing her lips to Alana’s, this time lingering for a time longer. 


Alana’s eyes were wide at the sensations ripping through her, the heat that was building within her. She reached up, hesitant herself, and took Runi’s face in her hands, leaning over towards her, feeling Runi settle back to her feet. The softness and taste of Runi’s lips were driving her mad, and almost before she knew what she was doing, her tongue slipped out probing.


Runi’s heart sang when Alana deepened their kiss, and she eagerly met Alana’s advances with her own tongue, her hands pulling Alana’s body to hers, their curves coming together in a blend of body and spirit. Feelings and emotions that neither of them had ever experienced were coursing through their bodies, deepening the kiss they shared as they explored this new frontier. A frontier neither of them had ever expected to explore.

It was after a long moment that Runi finally pulled away, her tongue dancing across Alana’s lips one last time, her eyes dark and seductive. She traced Alana’s moist lips with a fingertip, and stared into her eyes while her breathing slowed.


“When your heart overrules your mind, I will be waiting.” She said softly. She kissed her softly one more time before releasing herself from Alana’s grasp. She smiled and turned to head into the Temple, her body blending into the darkness.

Alana stood there, more confused then ever before in her life. She reached up to touch her lips, her body screaming out one thing, her mind something completely different. She tried to calm herself, and block the emotions she felt racing through her from seeping through the bond to Javen. How… how could she love them both? How could she love a man and a woman?


Alana Skywalker turned to peer out at the ocean, seeking answers in the infinite expanse of ocean and stars before her.


Javen stepped out of the refresher in their quarters, toweling himself off as he walked back into the living area. He stopped in front of the bed, looking out at the moon as it rose above the ocean. He could feel the gentle breeze as it caressed his skin. He heard the door to their quarters close and turned just as Runi launched herself into his arms. They fell back onto the bed, her lips covering his in a passionate embrace. His eyes were wide for a second, his arms pulling her tighter. It was almost as if he could taste… no, that wasn’t possible.


No other thoughts came into his head as he surrendered to Runi’s passionate needs.
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